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    Blurbs


     


    1.  An Office Overrun with Perverts [Novella]


     


    A new office employee discovers his place of work is under the control of a perverted cabal of women.  They want him to do unsavoury things of a sexual nature.


     


    ‘I love my boyfriend.  I like f**king Greg.  It’s one of my favourite things to do.  I love it when I can make him come.  It’s such a close connection we have when we make each other feel that good.  I love him as a person, and as a body to lie on top of.  I adore being penetrated in my c**t by his hard d**k.  I love his c**k.  I like making it spurt with love juice.  Believe me, I like it a lot.  It’s just I don’t like it on my skin all that much.  It’s a bit yucky.  I don’t hate it.  I just don’t love it.  And I don’t like it in my mouth.  At all.  It’s slimy and it tastes weird.  It’s sometimes got this texture to it that makes me gag.  Look, I’ve swallowed a bunch of times.  I’m no stranger to swallowing a man’s c*m-load.  I’ll do it, but I can’t enjoy it.  It’s a chore, but it has to be done to please my lovers.  All men love a girl that swallows his white stuff.  I can’t fake a love for it.  A dislike for the taste and texture of c*m doesn’t make me gay.  All these years of having intercourse with men wasn’t done because it was the fashionable thing to do.  I did it repetitively almost night after night because I love f**king men.’


     


     


    2.  The Therapeutic Benefits of Sadomasochism [Novella]


     


    A female psychology student undergoes training at the hands of a controversial psychiatrist who uses sadomasochism as part of her methodology.


     


    ‘Well you asked for this.  I was perfectly happy leaving it at a solid spanking over the good latex doctor’s knee.  But you admitted the spanking would be more effective if you were dressed in latex and we used handcuffs.  If we’re going to go to those lengths we might as well increase the intensity and involve feminine handjobs.  And oral.  As I lick your c**t and beat off your girly little love bud you can recite the lines.  Then I can turn you over so you’re facedown and I can spank that greedy red arse of yours some more.  I have canes.  But it depends on how well you perform if I’ll have mercy and use my hands instead.  So it’s up to you how this goes.  Be obedient and do as I command and you get twenty slaps on the arse.  Don’t do what I say, or give me attitude, and you’ll get twenty whacks with the cane.  Does that sound like a plan?’


     


     


    3.  Fetish Sex Role-Playing with Hannah [Novella]


     


    A woman indulges in her kinky sexual fantasies and tries to introduce a reluctant man to the pleasures of BDSM.


     


    ‘Maybe the cup makes it feel a bit cold and clinical.  If you want I’m more than happy to be of service.  I’m a professional c**k-puller.  It’s just me doing the job I’m paid to do.  So if you want me to tug you off I’m more than happy to do it for you.  It’s no skin off my nose.  The upside is: as the first d**k sample is only a taste test we don’t need a cup.  You can squirt it straight into my mouth.  My professional taste buds can then detect anything anomalous.  I’ll roll the sp**k around my mouth for about a minute.  Then you can taste it yourself for a second opinion.  I would want your input on how it tastes.  I know you’re technically an amateur.  And a guy, as though that makes any difference.  Okay, maybe guys on balance eat less c*m than gals, but I’m sure you’ve tasted yourself a bunch of times.’


     


     


    4.  Student Sasha Has Kinky Sex for Money [Novella]


     


    Sasha French is the archetypal ‘girl next door’ with good bourgeois standards of conformist moral behaviour.  Her student debts are piling up when she is offered money in exchange for kinky sex.  Those morals don’t last long and she agrees to participate in a foursome with two guys and another woman.


     


    ‘If you’re so secure in your heterosexual desires then what harm can it do?  Will being with Jacqueline for five minutes turn you gay?  It’s not like you can catch gay like it’s a virus.  Think about it this way.  You don’t do it for your pleasure.  You do it for my viewing pleasure.  I pay you five hundred to see you do something rather distasteful for ten minutes.  I don’t even want to see you have full sex with her.  Just to see you perform oral on her p***y.  Maybe she’ll lick you back.  Either way it’s five or ten minutes of uncomfortable sexual contact that isn’t for your pleasure.  If you’re so secure in your love for c**k then it’s not going to change you.  Is it?’


     


     


    5.  Cruel Sabrina Wants to Piss On My Face [Novella]


     


    An office worker with a fetish for stockings thinks he’s got lucky with a pretty co-worker, but events take a weird turn after she’s handcuffed him to the hotel bed.


     


    ‘Do you think Angela would want to piss on you after she sees those pictures?  Surely if she can get over the disgust she’ll be secretly turned on by what she’s seeing.  Can you imagine her pulling her tights down and crouching over your head?  Then a jet of warm piss shoots out from her p***y and hits your tongue and throat.  Tell me that’s not a sexy thought.  Maybe she’ll be kind and let you lick her p***y clean.  And she might enjoy it so much she’ll let you keep licking her p***y until she comes in your face.  And you can lick out all the cream from her p***y.’


     


     


    6.  Teaching the Latex Maid to Be Obedient [Novella]


     


    A man joins a strict household as a latex maid and is given the feminine identity of Samantha by his cruel mistress.


     


    ‘So we’ll co-ordinate our tights when we dress each other every morning.  These tight latex maid uniforms don’t just roll onto our bodies all by themselves.  We’ll have to inspect each other to make sure we look perfect.  If our mistress sees anything out of place she’ll be cross.  You don’t want to make Princess Celeste angry.  That’s not good for either of us.  Her crop is not just for show.  The last maid before you took so many whacks to the arse she was dismissed for incompetence.  If you value your job, you will do exactly as you’re told.’


     


     


    7.  Sold at Auction to Deviant S&M Perverts [Novel]


     


    A brothel madam auctions Erica’s sexually inexperienced mind and body to the five highest bidders.


     


    ‘That’s right.  You stay quiet.  No one’s interested in anything you’ve got to say.  And you never know.  I might get so carried away stroking your pretty little c**k I might forget you’re even here.  If I lose myself in my own imagination I might fantasise it belongs to one of the cute boys I fancy.  Mario at the coffee shop for example.  He’s so gorgeous.  I bet he’s got a big c**k.  So if you play your cards right, and learn to shut the f**k up, I might put your p***s in my mouth.  I could imagine it’s Mario’s d**k.  I get the pleasure of imagining sucking off Mario’s c**k.  You get the pleasure of having a beautiful woman’s mouth around your d**k.  I might even get so carried away I’ll let you c**e in my mouth.  How amazing would that be?  I know we talked about you eating your own c*m, but if I was to imagine it was Mario’s thick seed I might be keen to swallow it myself.  I see your c**k bulging at the thought of it.’


     


     


    8.  Transvestite Slut Caught and Punished [Novella]


     


    Holly accidentally catches her boyfriend wearing one of her dresses and takes cruel advantage of his weakness for her clothing.


     


    ‘That’s good.  I like my whores to be obedient and docile.  Get your filthy tongue in all the nooks and crannies.  You can lick my toe.  In fact, I demand you do.  That’s right.  Lavish it with your misplaced love and devotion.  Be a pervert, Rebecca.  Love those shoes like the shoe slut fetishist you are.  You don’t have to pretend you’re normal anymore.  Those days are behind you.  You can now be the shoe slut you always were.  This is your place in the world, Rebecca.  This is it.  You belong down there.  You belong down at my feet licking my shoes.  Don’t you?  Don’t you?’


     


     


    9.  Turned Into a Bisexual Porn Star by a Dominatrix [Novel]


     


    A seemingly heterosexual chambermaid stumbles upon a professional dominatrix working in her hotel.  The dominatrix cruelly enslaves the chambermaid and turns her into a bisexual porn actress.


     


    ‘You say that now.  But you’re not going to be able to get me out of your head.  My promise of transgressive master-servant lesbian sex is the most fascinating thing that’s ever happened to you.  Right now is the most interesting moment of your life up until this very point.  And it only gets better from here.  Once I’ve kicked your doors in we can go so much further.  As I’m sure you’ve gathered by now, I’m a professional dominatrix.  Men, and a few women, pay me to beat them.  To control them.  To subjugate them at my feet and p***y.  This is what I do.  I abuse people for my own sadistic pleasure.  And you, my dear girl, are my latest project.  You’re so suggestible and natural that I’ll initiate you for the fun of it.  You will wonder with amazement at how you reached the ripe old age of forty-three without practising sadomasochism.  Once it’s in your life it will never leave you.  It will fill that gaping hole in your life.  It will give your so far pointless life meaning.  Purpose.  A reason to be.  All this time you’ve been wondering what it is that’s been missing.  This is it.  I’m going to fill your hole with all the wonderful things you’ve been too scared to admit to loving.  Servitude.  Butt plugs.  Beatings.  Whippings.  Sex with women.  Sucking off men you’ve never met before.  I’m going to immerse you in all of it.  And you’re going to thank me.  You’re going to beg me to do it.  And I will.  I’ll bring this gift to you.  Today, starting at four pm, is the first day of the rest of your life.’


     


     


    10.  Unrelenting Sadomasochistic Feminisation: Transforming My Husband Into a Pathetic Crossdressing Sissy [Novel]


     


    My husband talked me into trying S&M to spice up our sex life.  Finding himself in a dress kneeling before a group of strange men was not what he had in mind.  It turned out I was far more inventive, controlling and malicious than he expected.


     


    ‘But remember, this is what you wanted.  You asked for cruelty.  Cruelty is what you’re getting.  You have no one else to blame apart from yourself.  You begged me to be a cruel woman.  I’m merely dong what you pleaded me to do.  You wanted me to enslave you and enrapture you with malice and spite.  Unkindness.  Meanness.  Nastiness.  Brutality.  Spitefulness.  Vindictiveness.  Mercilessness.  Viciousness.  Heartlessness.  Harshness.  These are all things you asked for.  You didn’t want kindness.  For that you were stupid.  Very stupid.  You desired perversion.  I will deliver you the perversion you asked for.  Now come closer.  I’ve got a mouth I want to [XXX].’


     


     


    11.  Drinking Kate’s Pee from a Dog Bowl [Novella]


     


    Keith has a fetish.  He likes to drink the pee of beautiful women.  For added humiliation he prefers to drink it from a stainless steel dog bowl.  Kate is next in line to use his bowl.


     


    ‘You’re as big a drama queen as she is.  Take a good long, hard look at your own behaviour, dear.  Your sister tells you I’ve been cheating on you.  And what is your reaction?  What did you do?  You put on a latex dress and try to seduce me.  And then try and make me kiss a f*****g dog bowl.  What the f**k, Kate?  Do you think this is normal?  Is this normal behaviour?  Is this an ordinary reaction to news like that?  I’ll give you a hint: it’s not.  It’s weird.  It’s f****d up.  Who jumps to creepy sadomasochistic nonsense as a reaction to an upsetting revelation?  A totally bogus accusation, by the way.  It’s the drama queen move.  And where did the latex dress come from anyway?  What was your thinking?  I can’t follow your line of thought here.  I suspect because there isn’t much logic to it.  I just can’t see how you got from there to here.’


    

    


    
  


  


  
    1.  An Office Overrun with Perverts [Novella]


     


    A new office employee discovers his place of work is under the control of a perverted cabal of women.  They want him to do unsavoury things of a sexual nature.


     


    ‘I love my boyfriend.  I like f**king Greg.  It’s one of my favourite things to do.  I love it when I can make him come.  It’s such a close connection we have when we make each other feel that good.  I love him as a person, and as a body to lie on top of.  I adore being penetrated in my c**t by his hard d**k.  I love his c**k.  I like making it spurt with love juice.  Believe me, I like it a lot.  It’s just I don’t like it on my skin all that much.  It’s a bit yucky.  I don’t hate it.  I just don’t love it.  And I don’t like it in my mouth.  At all.  It’s slimy and it tastes weird.  It’s sometimes got this texture to it that makes me gag.  Look, I’ve swallowed a bunch of times.  I’m no stranger to swallowing a man’s c*m-load.  I’ll do it, but I can’t enjoy it.  It’s a chore, but it has to be done to please my lovers.  All men love a girl that swallows his white stuff.  I can’t fake a love for it.  A dislike for the taste and texture of c*m doesn’t make me gay.  All these years of having intercourse with men wasn’t done because it was the fashionable thing to do.  I did it repetitively almost night after night because I love f**king men.’


    

    


    
  


  
    Introduction


     


    My name is Alan.  This is the remarkable story of the time I had an orgy at work.  I had only just joined the firm the week before.  Somehow the perversity of the office had passed me by until this point.  It’s fair to say I learned a lot of new things about my place of business, and the ladies who worked in it, on this peculiar day.


    The following document is an accurate recollection of that remarkable day in my life.  Scenes I was not present to witness have been reconstructed from firsthand accounts.


    Enjoy.  It’s a wild ride.


    Who knew women were this perverse?


    

    


    
  


  
    Handjob at the Window


     


    Brianna Sadler, the boss, was bored at work.  She’d just finished signing some paperwork and had nothing more to do that couldn’t wait until tomorrow.  Her pussy tingled with a desire for stimulus.  Not necessarily direct vaginal stimulation, but something sexual.  Her cunt was starting to drip her sexual cream into her black lace panties.  She always came into work dressed for sex, so under her short skirt she was wearing black stockings and suspenders.


    She glanced past her computer screen to her underling Maxine Morgan sitting opposite her.  Maxine was wearing a banal pair of charcoal grey trousers.  At least she had the presence of mind to be wearing towering high heels to go with them.  ‘Hey Maxine,’ said Brianna.  ‘I’m bored.  Do you want to do something fun?’


    ‘Like what?’ asked Maxine with deep suspicion.  She knew how devious Brianna’s mind could be when she was bored.


    ‘Want to go to the gloryhole with me?’


    ‘What?  Are you serious?’


    ‘Come on, it’ll be fun.  The two of us sucking off anonymous cock.  And we can cum swap the juicy loads.’


    ‘You know I don’t use the gloryhole.’


    ‘There’s nothing to be afraid of.  The guy sticks his cock into the cubical and you suck it.  There’s nothing to it.’  A new thought entered her sex crazed head.  ‘You know what we should do?  We should draw straws and the winner gets to fuck the new guy.  He’s dishy.’


    ‘You mean leaving it up to random chance to select who’s going to get down and dirty and have sex with Alan?’ asked Maxine.


    Brianna said, ‘Why not?  It’ll be fun.  Alan looks like the type to keep a big dick in his trousers.  I only hired him because I liked the look of his hands.  They look like the type of fingers that could work a clit to orgasm with a few deft rubs.  I’ll call the girls in accounts and see if they’re keen to play.  Are you in?’


    ‘I don’t know.  It’s a very slutty thing to do to put yourself up for such a thing.  Sucking off dick is one thing.  But penetration in the office is surely a step too far.  I don’t think I’m that slutty.’


    Brianna looked askance at her.  ‘Are you kidding me?  I was there when you gave that lift maintenance guy a handjob in the office.  And then you sat on his dick and fucked him.’


    Maxine looked mortified.  ‘You saw that?’


    ‘You totally tugged him off out an open window.  Anyone from the street could have seen you.  And they could have ended up with something nasty on their heads if they were unlucky enough to be below when he ejaculated.  So don’t try and play the good girl with me.  You’re a total slut.  How long had you known that guy before you were jerking him off out an open window?  Ten minutes?’


    Sheepishly Maxine mumbled, ‘He’s been in the office a few times in the past.’


    ‘Oh, and that makes it into a serious relationship all of a sudden?’


    ‘We talked a few times and flirted.  In total if you add up all the time we’ve been together it would come to about an hour.’


    ‘Do you know his name?’ asked Brianna.


    ‘Um.  I do know his name.  Or at least I did.  Rod wasn’t it?  Or Richard?  He did give me his name.  I just can’t recall it at this particular moment in time.’


    ‘Maxine, that is not the hallmarks of a deep relationship.’


    Maxine put her head in her hands and groaned.  ‘I know.  You’re right.  I’m a total slut.’


    ‘How did that handjob come about anyway?  What did you say to him?  Did you suggest it or did he?’


    She took her hands away from her face and stroked her long black hair.  She said, ‘I just suddenly had an image of jerking his cock out the window.  I can’t tell you where that perverse image came from.  It was fully formed.  I watched him working for a few minutes and screwed up my courage to suggest it to him.  We’d flirted before so if we could get that going again I could casually suggest a handjob.  Unexpectedly everyone disappeared.  Or at least I thought they had.’  She pointed a sharp glare of accusation at Brianna.


    Brianna said, ‘I went to get a coffee.  When I came back I saw you were gone.  So I went looking for you.  I cracked open the conference room door and saw the two of you.  You had his cock in your hand and you were pumping it out the window.’


    ‘I didn’t hear you.’


    ‘I thought about coughing to embarrass you, but I didn’t want to interrupt.  I was mesmerised and had to stand outside the door peeking in to see if you could get him off.  I didn’t want to risk scaring him away.  My view was obviously compromised as all I could see was his back and the top of your arm jerking back and forth.’


    ‘This is so embarrassing you saw that.’


    ‘Don’t be embarrassed.  It was sexy.  It made me wet between my legs.  My knickers got creamy at the sight of my so-called “demure” friend performing a secret handjob in the office during working hours.  That was seriously hot stuff.  I totally masturbated about it for weeks afterwards.’


    ‘It was hot,’ conceded Maxine.  ‘I masturbate about it too from time to time to this very day.  My cunt just oozes with slickness at the thought of that day.  I’ve ruined many a pair of good underpants thinking about it as I sit in this office.’


    Brianna said, ‘It took about five minutes but eventually he came.  I assume no one was below when he blew his load?’


    ‘No.  Thankfully.’


    ‘Did anyone see you from the street?’


    She looked bashful.


    ‘Maxine, unless I’m mistaken, someone did.  Didn’t they?  I can see it on your face.’


    ‘A woman glanced up and gave us a double take.  She was all prim and proper looking.  She was wearing a hat and pearls.  I was mortified but my hand didn’t stop polishing his wood.  Ron, or whatever his name was, just smiled and gave her a cheeky salute.’


    ‘I don’t remember seeing that.’


    ‘It was a fairly subtly salute so from the back you might not catch it.  The woman stood and stared for a few seconds without smiling or frowning.  Then she shook her head and walked away.’


    ‘What do you think she was thinking?’ asked Brianna with genuine curiosity.


    ‘She was a bit far away so I couldn’t exactly see her face with great clarity.  But if I was to guess, I think she was more amused than shocked at what we were doing.’


    Brianna asked, ‘What about the cum on your fingers?  I didn’t see you do anything with that.’


    ‘There wasn’t much.  It mostly shot out the open window.  There was just a little bit so I quickly licked it up.  There wasn’t enough to make a big show out of it.’


    ‘Then you put him across the table and vaginally fucked him.’


    ‘Yeah.  He was still hard so I didn’t have to wait.  I clamped by cunt around his cock and worked him until he came in my snatch.’


    ‘I can’t recall seeing the lift guy after that.  Has he been in the office since?’


    ‘No.  I don’t know if I dread or hope for another lift malfunction.  What would we do?  Pretend it never happened or repeat it?’


    ‘Well you’re obviously not too demure for a public shaming.  Are you into fucking Alan in front of the rest of us?  Are you in or out?’


    ‘Do we have to fuck him in front of an audience?’ she asked.


    ‘Of course.  I relish any opportunity to have all my friends watch me work a dick.  And likewise I relish any opportunity to watch those women have sex.’


    

    


    
  


  
    Maxine’s Going to Fuck You


     


    I was sitting in my cubical typing numbers into a spreadsheet when Carol Ferguson came up to my desk.  She was in her early forties and wearing a blouse, skirt down to her knees and light, low denier black tights.  She asked me if I was busy.  ‘Not at the moment if you need something done,’ I said.


    ‘It’s been decided that Maxine Morgan’s going to fuck you.’


    ‘I’m sorry?’ I said.  ‘Did you say…?  Did you say Maxine from upstairs was going to…fuck me?’


    ‘We’ve been talking about you and it’s been decided we want to see what you look like when you fuck a girl.  Also we’ve been curious to see how big your dick is.  We all assume it’s pretty big.  So we drew straws to decide who would sleep with you.’


    I was almost insulted by that.  ‘So the person who drew the shortest straw gets the horror of sleeping with me?’


    ‘No.  We were all keen to do it.  So it was the person who drew the longest straw who won.  And it was Maxine.  She’ll be down in about an hour.  She’s going to fuck you in the open plan part of the office and we’re all going to watch the two of you.  So fuck her pussy good with your big hard-on.  We’re counting on you to give us a good show.’


    ‘You’re all going to watch us?’


    ‘Of course.  We might masturbate to it.  And who knows, maybe we’ll get carried away and start taking turns sucking you off or something.  It’s all up in the air at this point.  So remember to be here in an hour.’  


    ‘Who’s going to be watching me and Maxine getting it on?’ I asked.


    ‘Me, Natalie, Amelia, Emma, Charlotte, Brianna and her secretary Laura.’  With that she walked away as though she’d just imparted some casual information about spreadsheets.


    I was left sitting there in a state of shock.  Sexy Maxine was going to be down in an hour to fuck me.  Amazing.  Even more amazing: the girls in the office were going to watch us.  Carol Ferguson, Emma Griffin, Natalie Fisk, Amelia Swanson, Charlotte Hollander, Laura Keller and our boss Brianna Sadler.  That was insane.  It was so unlikely, like a bad porno.  Surely Carol was playing with me.  She had to be joking.  I picked up the phone and dialled Maxine’s number.  She picked up on the fourth ring.  ‘This might sound crazy but Carol just told me that…  She said you were planning to visit me in an hour.’


    ‘That’s right,’ she answered.


    ‘For what purpose?’ I asked.


    ‘To pull some cum out your dick.  I’ll talk to you later.  I’ve got to get this work done first before we can get down to business.’  She put the phone down on its cradle.


    Fuck me.  She really was going to come down and fuck me.  Who would have imagined such a thing this morning?  It was an odd morning come to think of it. I walked into the kitchen to find my wife naked on the floor.  Wendy was crouched down with a dildo stuck deep in her anus.  The dildo was stuck to the floor by a suction cup so the length of it was held vertical.  She was pumping up and down on it.  It was spreading her bum hole wide open.  ‘What’s going on here?’ I asked her.


    ‘I don’t want to go into work today.  I’ve decided to stay home and play with my ass.  I’m trying to stretch it so it really gapes and I can put bigger toys in it.  Can I suck on your dick for a bit?  I want to slurp your cum down my throat.’


    ‘I don’t have time.  I’ve got to go.’


    ‘Please,’ she pleaded.  ‘I need a real cock to suck-off.  I really want it.  Please?’


    I couldn’t resist her pathetic bleating.  ‘Okay Wendy.  But be quick.’  I undid my belt buckle and dropped my trousers and boxer shorts.  My dick was soft so she had to take my flaccid cock in her hands and warm it up.  She rubbed it until it started to harden.  She then started sucking on it and I could feel it harden further in her warm, moist mouth.  She took it out her mouth and said, ‘I want to taste your cum.  Don’t be shy.  You can squirt it in the back of my throat and I’ll be a good wife and clean up your mess.  I’ll swallow every last drop like a good wife should.  Tell me I’m a good wife.’


    ‘You’re a great wife Wendy.  A great woman and a great cock sucker.  A whore in the bedroom and a whore in the kitchen.’


    She worked my engorged cock for about three minutes but I ran out of time.  ‘I’m going to be late for work.  I can only give you another minute.  I want to make you happy darling.  I do.  I’d love to give you a mouthful of jizz but I need to leave.  If I’m late Brianna will be annoyed with me.  I’ve only just started so I don’t want to get a reputation so early on for being an unreliable timekeeper.’


    She couldn’t get me off in time so I had to leave her with my spunk still locked away in my balls.  I left her bouncing happily up and down with the dildo up her slutty back passage.


    What had gotten into the women today?  They were all cock crazy all of a sudden.


    Natalie Fisk was walking past my desk.  I called her name.  She stopped and turned to me.  ‘Are you part of this…thing Maxine’s doing in an hour?’ I asked.


    ‘The fucking?  Of course.  I was the runner-up with the second longest straw.  I was so disappointed.  But then they pointed out that I could get to fuck you anyway.  All I’ve got to do is let Maxine have first go.  Then I can have a shot on your dick.  But I might not be able to wait that long.  I might have to join the two of you while she’s still fucking you.  We can have a three-way fuck session.’


    ‘Join in?  While she’s still having sex with me?  Isn’t that rather…gay for you to do that?’


    She stepped closer to me.  ‘You know the real secret about women?’


    ‘I…doubt it.’


    ‘Female sexuality is a moving target.  We can look at other women and feel a real sexual attraction to them without it throwing us into crisis.  Furthermore, we can touch another girl’s pussy and not get freaked out.  It doesn’t mean we’re gay.  It doesn’t mean anything.  We can even eat out another girl’s clam and slurp up her juices and it doesn’t render us instantly gay.  All it means is we’re bicurious.  Most women, or at least a lot of us, are bicurious.  As long as we don’t make a habit out of it then so what?  Let’s do it.  So if I have to kiss and fondle Maxine to get to you then that’s a task I’ll do without significant complaint.  I have no issues masturbating another girl with my own hand.  You can’t catch gay like it’s the common cold.’


    ‘Really?  Most women are a little bisexual?  That’s true?’ I asked, not believing something so exciting could be the reality I was living in.


    She nodded.  ‘A little bit.  Not enough to make us forsake men, or do anything about it more than once every other blue moon.’


    ‘So you want to fuck me?’


    ‘I’ve always wanted to fuck you.  But, well, I’m married.  It wasn’t like I could just invite you over and fuck you in my marital bed.  Making you ejaculate in my pussy while my face is buried in the pillow my husband rests his head on would be unforgivable.  That would be wrong.  But this is a silly office game we’re playing.  The proper rules of affairs and stuff doesn’t apply.  I assume you agree with me.  Do you think your wife would mind if she knew what we were planning to do today?’


    ‘No.  I think she’d be jealous she couldn’t get to join in, or at least get to watch it.’


    ‘This is just silly sex.  An orgy hardly counts as an affair.  It’s just a bit of dick in my cunt and some pussy eating.  Right?  Where’s the harm in that?  And lesbianism doesn’t count.’


    ‘Natalie, I like the way your mind thinks.’


    ‘So I’ll see you in an hour.  Don’t blow your load too soon.  I want your cum in my mouth.  Don’t let Maxine get it all.’


    

    


    
  


  
    Lying, Kissing and Spitting


     


    Half an hour later Emma Griffin came up to me.  She was wearing a white sun dress with blue flowers on it.  A red belt was across her waist and she had nude tights on her legs.  Her heels were short at only two inches.  ‘Alan?’ she said.


    ‘Yes Emma?’


    ‘I know Maxine’s got first dibs on you.  But I’ve been flicking my bean over you in the toilets and I decided this is stupid.  I know I can’t jump the queue and fuck you.  I get that.  But I thought it might be okay if we stretch the rules a bit.’


    ‘What do you have in mind?’ I asked.


    ‘I was thinking I could masturbate in front of you.’


    ‘I’d like to see that.’


    ‘But then I thought why not go a step further.  Would you mind stripping naked and lying face up on the floor?’


    ‘Why?’


    ‘So I can lie on top of you and press my tits into your chest and you can grope my behind.  I’ll be wearing my clothes so we can’t have sex.  I’ll rub my nylons against your shins and feel your hardness against me.  And by hardness I definitely mean your cock.  Would you like to do that?’


    ‘That sounds like a good idea.’


    ‘Also to make it kinkier I want Charlotte Hollander to kiss you on the lips while I’m on top of you.’


    ‘Why don’t you kiss me?’


    ‘I just like the idea of Charlotte doing it instead of me.’


    I didn’t much like Charlotte Hollander.  She was a good enough looking woman but she just didn’t get me hard.  She didn’t click with me sexually.  As a person I thought she was sort of rude.  Some people you just don’t get on with right from the first second you meet.  So the idea of Charlotte kissing me intimately on the mouth for ten minutes while Emma lied fully clothed on top of my naked body was very odd.  Emma was right though: it was incredibly kinky.  All of this and no ejaculation at the end of it.  For that I’d have to wait for Maxine.  Even then I kind of promised to hold off until Natalie could get it out of me.  I was going to have a hard time not blowing my load before then.


    Emma said, ‘So you’re okay with this idea?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Would you say you were excited?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘I’ll go get Charlotte.  Wait here.  I’ll only be a minute.’


    Out of the eight girls, whose mouth did I most want to come in?  Maxine Morgan’s, Carol Ferguson’s, Emma Griffin’s, Natalie Fisk’s, Amelia Swanson’s, Charlotte Hollander’s, Laura Keller’s or Brianna Sadler’s?  Girls, girls, girls!  Choices, choices, choices!  You know what, because I didn’t like her that much I wanted to cum in Charlotte Hollander’s mouth the most.  I’ve always assumed women didn’t really enjoy cum swallowing all that much.  Maybe they do, but as a general rule of thumb I think it’s fair to assume it’s not something they outright enjoy.  So the thought of squirting my white love cream into Charlotte’s little bitch mouth got me excited.


    What about the vagina?  Whose cunt would I most want to spunk in?  Natalie Fisk’s I think on balance.  She was probably the prettiest of the girls in the office.


    Anal sex.  Whose butthole would I most want to deposit my load in?  Brianna Sadler.  I think because she was my boss.  Anal has an element of power and control to it.  No woman can fail to respect a man who’s fucked her up the arse.  My stature with her would rise in some small way if I fucked her up the bum.  So I was most keen to fuck Brianna up the arse.


    Emma came back to my desk with Charlotte.  Charlotte had long, straight black hair with a simple plastic, black hairband across her head.  She was wearing a blue dress with black opaque tights and black ballet shoes.  They were holding hands.  That was odd.  Charlotte said to me, ‘So I’m supposed to kiss you.  I’m going to like, lock lips with you for a while.’


    ‘That’s right,’ I said.


    She asked Emma, ‘Do we do tongues?’


    Emma said, ‘Of course.’


    In a rude tone of voice I said, ‘Charlotte, obviously we need to rub our tongues together.  And you need to look me in the eyes as we do it.  We need to really get intimate with each other.’


    Emma said, ‘Alan’s right.  It will be more powerful that way.’


    Without any enthusiasm Charlotte said, ‘I suppose.’


    Emma helped me strip naked.  Her hands took every opportunity to fondle my flesh.  Charlotte stood back and watched.


    When she pulled out my erect dick she took hold of it without any preamble and squeezed it.  ‘This I like,’ she said.  ‘What do you think Charlotte?’ she asked.


    ‘I’ve seen bigger.  And better looking cocks.’


    ‘Oh really,’ said Emma.  She rocked her hand back and forth a few times to wank my dick.  She stopped.  To herself she said, ‘Patience Emma.  You’ll get your chance later.’  To Charlotte she asked, ‘Tell us about one of those beautiful big dicks you’ve seen.’


    Charlotte said, ‘Well there’s my boyfriend Greg.  His dick’s bigger.  You’ve seen it Emma.’


    Emma nodded.  ‘It was big.  And his cum tasted good.’


    My eyes popped up in surprise at what Emma had just said.  Emma explained, ‘Charlotte doesn’t like eating cum.  She doesn’t like the texture of it.’


    Charlotte said, ‘It’s gross.  I can’t believe girls give blowjobs to completion for their own pleasure.  I usually suck a guy off until just before the climax.  Then I manually wank him into my hand.  Even in my hand it kind of makes me queasy.  It’s really not nice stuff.  Greg likes to eat his own cum so he makes me wipe my palm clean on his tongue.  It’s really disgusting but he likes it, so what can I do?  If I don’t let him eat it he pouts like a little girl.  If that’s what gets him off then so be it.  That’s his problem, not mine.’


    ‘Have you ever eaten cum?’ I asked.  Emma was still holding my stiff member.


    ‘Of course.  No heterosexual girl has ever gotten through life without eating cum at least once in a while.  It’s our curse.  Periods and cum eating.  We have to eat a guy’s penis discharge.  If someone insists I swallow I’ve got to ram the cock right into the back of my throat so I can quickly swallow it without any of it touching my taste buds.’


    ‘So how did Emma end up tasting your boyfriend’s cum?’ I asked.


    Charlotte said, ‘Greg was insisting I eat his cum that night.  I really didn’t feel like it so I phoned Emma and asked if she’d let me wank my boyfriend’s cock into her mouth.’


    ‘Why Emma?’


    ‘We’ve had in-depth discussions about our attitudes towards cum.  I hate it.  She loves it.  So I said to my man, “What if I got someone else to eat it instead of me tonight?”  He was fine with that.  So I called Emma and she was over in half an hour.’


    ‘Is this a true story?’ I asked Emma.  ‘It sounds very unbelievable.’


    ‘No, it really happened,’ said Emma.  ‘I told my husband I was going over to Charlotte’s to eat her boyfriend’s cum.  He said okay and so I went over to get my white protein shake.’


    Charlotte added, ‘We both got on our knees and kissed his cock in turns.  Then we edged him with our lips and tongues for about ten minutes.  Some lesbian snogging took place.’  My cock in Emma’s hand twitched with delight at what I was hearing.  ‘Then I got up and gave him a handjob while Emma stayed on her knees with her slutty mouth held wide open.  I wanked his cum into Emma’s mouth and she greedily gobbled it up.’


    ‘Your boyfriend’s cum might be one of the best I’ve ever tasted.  He must have a good diet.  He’s quite athletic isn’t he?’


    ‘He looks after himself and eats right.  To let him recover we went to town on each other like a bunch of dykes.  We were on the sofa kissing and putting our hands in each other’s panties.  He watched us finger each other for about fifteen minutes.  Then you watched as he fucked me doggy-style.’


    ‘I did more than watch, if you remember?’ said Emma.  She wanked my cock a few times before ceasing.


    ‘You ate his cum out my pussy at the end,’ said Charlotte.


    ‘Well yes, that of course, but I was actually referring to me kissing you on the lips while you were being fucked.  Then of course he came in your cunt and I got down there and ate it out your snatch.’


    Charlotte admitted a little bashfully, ‘That was hot.’


    ‘It was fucking perverse, that was what that was.  A couple fucking and then having another woman eat his cum out of his girlfriend’s snatch.  That doesn’t happen too often.’


    ‘It probably happens more often than you think,’ mused Charlotte.


    Emma had eaten Charlotte’s boyfriend’s ejaculate out of Charlotte’s vagina?  I was learning amazing things about my co-workers today.  There was this crazy sexual life happening under my nose and I knew nothing about it.  Until now.


    Emma said to me, ‘That’s why I want Charlotte to kiss you.  I know how good a snogger she is.  I want you to experience her lips and tongue before your dick gets involved.  This way you can appreciate her before that gets in the way.  So lie down and we can get started.’


    Emma let go of my dick and I lied on the floor face up.  Emma hitched up her skirt a few inches and got on her knees.  She then laid herself on top of me.  She was warm and good to the touch.  My erection was being crushed to the side under her weight.  She rubbed her nylon covered legs against my thighs, knees and shins.  She was driving me wild with lust.  Her head was just below my chin.  My hands groped her ass through her skirt, tights and panties.


    Charlotte walked closer and stood over us.  Emma put her hand out and grabbed hold of Charlotte’s black covered ankle and rubbed her thumb over the nylon of her tights.  Emma said, ‘Let him look up your skirt.’


    ‘That’s private,’ claimed Charlotte.


    ‘He’s going to see your cunt later.  Letting him see your panties shouldn’t embarrass you.’


    ‘Okay, you’re right.’


    ‘Before showing him your beautiful girl clothes, describe them to me.’


    ‘They’re yellow cotton panties with little butterflies on them.  I think.’


    ‘And they’re covered by your tights, right?’


    ‘Yes.  My black opaque tights are in the way so you can’t really see them all that well.  There’s a reinforced gusset over the crotch to help protect my modesty.’


    ‘Let him see.’


    Charlotte stepped forward and put a foot on both sides of my head.  I looked straight up at the blackness of her crotch under her skirt.  She pulled up the skirt to let more light illuminate my view.  Her panties were indeed yellow as described.  


    I noticed Natalie Fisk and Laura Keller, Brianna’s secretary, walk past my cubical.  I didn’t see their reactions.  They didn’t linger or say anything to the three of us.  All I heard was Laura muttering to Natalie, ‘Some people just can’t wait.  Total cock sluts.’


    Charlotte asked Emma, ‘Would it be a step too far if I had him eat me out?’


    ‘Yes.  We have to respect the game.  Maxine won the rights to fuck him fair and square.  Now get on your knees and start kissing him.’


    Charlotte pulled her skirt back down and stepped to the side.  She got on her knees to my side and leaned close to me.  Her face was only two inches above mine.  She really was a bitch.  I couldn’t wait to kiss her and feel her tongue.  I was definitely going to ejaculate in her mouth later and make her taste my male filth for a moment before allowing her to swallow it.


    Charlotte said, ‘I want to spit in his mouth.’


    Emma said, ‘You do?’


    I said, ‘What?’


    ‘I feel like dribbling my saliva into his mouth and making him swallow it,’ said Charlotte as though it was a reasonable idea.


    ‘I don’t like that,’ I said with alarm.


    Emma said, ‘That is kind of interesting.  It’s unusual.  Different is good.’


    Charlotte said, ‘Guys come in my mouth even though they know I don’t like it.  It’s time for a guy to have to swallow something they don’t like.’


    ‘Yeah, turn the tables on them,’ said Emma.


    I protested, ‘I don’t want to eat her spit.  That’s disgusting.’


    Emma told me to shut up.  ‘The girls are talking.  I’d like to see that.  Do it.  Spit in his mouth.’


    ‘No,’ I said.


    ‘If you don’t do this,’ said Charlotte, ‘I’ll get my boyfriend to come in and he can take your place.  Maxine can fuck him and we’ll all join in later.’


    ‘You wouldn’t let your boyfriend fuck all your work colleagues,’ I said to call her unconvincing bluff.


    Emma said, ‘Charlotte will let him do it just to spite you.’


    Charlotte said to me, ‘I’m not requesting.  I’m telling you.  I’m going to spit in your mouth and you’re going to swallow my saliva.  Open your mouth.  You’re going to kiss me and lick my tongue anyway, so what difference is there between that and me spitting?  It’s all more or less the same.’


    Clearly I wasn’t going to win.  I gave up and said, ‘Okay.  But as a reward there has to be a quid pro quo.’


    ‘What do you want?’ she asked.


    ‘I’ll swallow your saliva, but only if you agree to swallow my cum later.’


    Charlotte looked over to Emma.  She then looked back at me.  Our faces were still only inches from each other.  She said, ‘I suppose that’s a fair transaction.’


    ‘But you need to let it stay on your tongue for a few seconds and show it to me before you can swallow it.’


    ‘Um.’


    ‘Your spit for my cum.  Me eating your spit is way more extreme than a girl eating cum.  That happens every day without incident.  There’s nothing odd about that.  I’m really asking very little of you.  Emma would happily do it.’


    ‘I suppose I can do that,’ agreed Charlotte.


    ‘And if I’m all drained out by the end of the day, before I can squirt some into your mouth, then you’ll have to do it another day.’


    ‘Fine.  Whatever.  You win Alan.  I’ll eat your male filth.  Fuck me, guys are obsessed with getting me to eat their cum.  Are we finished negotiating?’


    ‘Yes.  Emma’s our witness.’


    ‘Okay, now open your mouth.’


    I opened it.


    She let out a long string of saliva from between her lipstick painted lips.  It dangled for a second before passing past my mouth and landing on my tongue.  It was disgusting and oddly cold.  I did not like this at all.  Using her hand she broke the line of saliva.  ‘Swallow, bitch,’ she commanded.  I did.  It was even worse feeling than when it was on my tongue.  ‘Did you like that?’ she asked with a cruel glint in her eyes and a mocking tone in her voice.  There was an element of the sadist in her.  Her cunt was probably getting wet in her yellow panties at my discomfort.


    I said, ‘No.  I didn’t like it.’


    ‘Ah, too bad.  Open up for another one.’


    Another line of her saliva entered my mouth.  I swallowed it when instructed.


    She then spat directly into my mouth.  It was not fun but Emma reported my cock was throbbing against her.  It was not a fun thing to be doing, but there was something to it being submissive like this.  One clothed woman on top of my naked body while another clothed woman I didn’t personally like was spitting into my mouth.  It was…kinky.  Very kinky.


    Charlotte spat again into my mouth.


    Emma said, ‘That’s enough.  We don’t want to put him off squelchy sex things by disgusting him.  You’ve given him the pain.  Now give him the pleasure.  Kiss him and rub your hot tongue against his.’  


    Charlotte complained, ‘But I really like making him squirm.  It’s so funny the way he obviously doesn’t like it.’  The bitch really was a bit of a sadist.  I was starting to think our mutual dislike for each other was even more pronounced on her side.  She was getting off a little too much on this rather esoteric erotic activity.


    Emma said, ‘You’ve had your fun.  Now kiss him.’


    Charlotte locked her lips over mine and we kissed passionately.  I hated her but I wanted her so much.  I wanted to fuck her more than any of the others.  Her tongue was electric against mine.  Charlotte was a dirty fox and I wanted to make her pay for the humiliation and disgust she’d put me through.  Revenge was going to be mine.  I was looking forward to making her eat my cum later.


    Emma reported, ‘Wow Charlotte, he’s really liking that.  His dick is trying to push me off his belly.  He’s so hard.  It’s as stiff as a board.  You must be giving him the kiss of life.’


    My eyes were locked on the bitch I was French kissing.  Love and hate.  Pure love and hate.  Charlotte used her hands to hold my head in place while she continued to work her mouth on mine.  Not once did she break the seal on my lips.  I needed an orgasm soon.


    Instead all I got was more lip and tongue action from Charlotte that was driving me wild.  I fondled Emma’s arse with renewed vigour and tried to buck my hips upwards against her cunt.  My dick was bent sideways against her crotch in sweet agony.  So close and yet so far from her hole.  Emma worked out what I was trying to do.  She got off me and sat on her knees so I couldn’t create any more friction to stimulate my dick.  This disturbed Charlotte.  She broke our kiss and the two of them stood up and looked down at me, naked on the floor.  Emma explained to Charlotte, ‘He was being a bad boy.  He was trying to rub his dick against me to induce an orgasm.  The first orgasm’s Maxine’s property.’


    Charlotte asked, ‘Are we done?’


    ‘Yeah.  He ruined it.’


    I pleaded, ‘No, please.  I won’t rub myself against you.  Please lie on top of me again.’


    Emma ignored me and asked Charlotte, ‘Are you wet?’


    ‘A little bit.’


    ‘I’m totally sopping down there.  Do you want to come to the toilet with me and eat me out?’


    ‘Okay.  Let’s leave this loser to his blue balls.’


    They held hands and walked out my cubical.


    

    


    
  


  
    Gloryhole


     


    It turns out the toilets on the upper floor were unisex.  There were three stalls.  The cubical on the left and on the right were for the men.  The one in the middle was for the women.  Brianna had thoughtfully installed a gloryhole on each side of the middle stall.  These were simple holes in the shared cubical walls so a man could stick his erection into the middle cubical.  Anonymously the men who worked in the office could shove their dicks into the middle stall and get their cocks sucked by the lady inside.  Often the men didn’t know what member of staff was in the middle stall.  So there was an awful lot of anonymous dick sucking going on at all hours of the working day.  Sixty women and sixty men worked over two floors.  So you can imagine how many combinations of men and women there were conducting cock sucking sessions.


    Of course people could arrange set times, keep an eye on who was going in or talk to each other to learn each other’s identities, but that went against the spirit of the thing.  The true spirit of the gloryhole was to go in and just do your business without trying to learn the identities of who was involved.  Some of the girls took to wearing eye masks so they wouldn’t recognise familiar looking cocks.  For the men it became a wonderful gamble were it might be the twenty-year-old office babe, or it could be the sixty-year-old veteran, who was polishing their glands with her tongue.  


    The women were usually stop-start in their visits of the gloryhole.  Few used it more than once a week.  Brianna encouraged all the girls to use it and didn’t penalise anyone for spending a whole hour in there sucking off cock after cock.  Laura Keller, Brianna’s secretary, was a particularly enthusiastic user of the holes.  She would suck-off ten or more guys and cum swap with Brianna for an hour.  Their jaws must have been aching after one of those marathon suck-off sessions.


     


     


    Emma and Charlotte walked into the unisex toilets.  The female middle and the male right stalls were in use.  This wasn’t a problem as Emma and Charlotte weren’t there to suck dicks anyway.  Charlotte, as someone who was not a fan of ejaculate in her mouth, never sucked any dicks in the gloryhole.  Emma was of course a regular eater of office cock and cum.


    ‘Show me your panties,’ demanded Charlotte.


    Emma stood before the sinks and unbuckled the red belt across her waist.  She placed the belt beside the sink and pulled up her white sun dress over her head.  She put the dress on top of the belt.  She was standing in matching lace bra and panties.  They were red.  Her panties showed through the tan tights she was wearing.  The crotch gusset looked sexy.  Charlotte said, ‘That’s so pretty.  Let me show you mine.’  She stepped out of her blue dress and threw it on top of Emma’s clothes.  She was wearing a white bra along with the yellow panties and black tights.


    Emma said, ‘Alan got to look up at something beautiful when he was on the floor.’  Emma stepped forward and cupped her palm around Charlotte’s crotch.  She stood motionless feeling the warmth of the clothed cunt in her hand.  The stillness was punctuated only by the sound of suction coming from the middle cubical.  Whoever was in there was vigorously giving head to a lucky man.  After a moment Charlotte leaned in and kissed Emma on the mouth.  It was just a peck.  She withdrew her mouth and said, ‘The most gay thing I ever did, I did with you.  When you ate my boyfriend’s cum out my pussy.  That was the most gay I’ve ever been.  I like being gay with you.  I’ve never eaten a girl’s clam before.  We kissed and masturbated each other.  But I’ve never actually put my lips around a clit and slid my tongue up another woman’s pussy.  I’m nervous.  I don’t want people to think I’m gay.  I’m barely even bicurious.’


    ‘Don’t worry.  I don’t think you’re gay.  I’m not gay either and I licked you out.  No one’s gay.  We’re just two women who got turned on by a guy we can’t fuck just yet.  So to relieve the tension we’re going to play with each other.  You eat me and I’ll eat you.  Okay?  Does that sound fair?’


    She nodded.  Charlotte said, ’You go first.  Show me what you like done on me so I can copy it on you.’


    Emma took her hand from Charlotte’s crotch.  She hooked the fingers from both her hands inside the top of Charlotte’s tights.  She began to pull them down to her knees.  Then her yellow panties were yanked down out the way.  Before Charlotte knew what was happening Emma’s mouth was on her cunt.  The licking had begun.


    For a heterosexual woman Charlotte was responding with enthusiasm to a homosexual experience once again.  Emma’s mouth manipulated her flesh with expert technique and had her shuddering with delight in no time.


    Charlotte came quickly.


    Her orgasm was joined at the same time by the sound of a man unloading his cum into another girl’s mouth in the stall behind them.


    Emma kept going.


    ‘Please, Emma, no more.  It feels too good.’


    Emma ignored her and kept flicking her tongue at Charlotte’s poor, undefended clit.


    The right stall opened and Owen stepped out with his deflating cock in his hand.  He stopped and stared with a transfixed look on his face.  Emma glanced at him but didn’t care and moved her eyes back to Charlotte.  Charlotte turned and looked straight at him.  ‘It’s not what it looks like.  I’m not gay.  She’s just doing me a favour because there’s a guy I can’t fuck just now.’


    ‘Hey, no woman ever needs to explain her lesbian tendencies to me.  I get it.  Do you mind if I watch?’


    Charlotte said, ‘Okay, but you’ve got to put your dick away.  We’ve organised an orgy with Alan so I don’t want any temptation.’


    Without a word he slipped his hardening dick into his trousers and zipped them up.


    He stood and watched.  His attention was up and down Charlotte’s and Emma’s bodies.  He felt uncomfortable whenever he looked Charlotte in the eyes.  Her unbroken, steady gaze never left his eyes.  That was what she was looking for.  That voyeur connection of someone having sex while another person watches.  ‘Do you like the show?’ she asked him.


    ‘I love it.  You’re a hot slut.  What did you mean when you said you organised an orgy?’


    ‘Exactly that.  Maxine’s going to come down to fuck Alan while we all watch.’


    ‘Can I watch?’


    ‘No.  It’s just Alan and us girls only.  Some things are private and intimate.’


    Emma took her mouth off Charlotte’s clit and instructed her to shut the fuck up and concentrate on coming.


    ‘I’m almost there.  Just a bit more,’ said Charlotte.


    The middle cubical opened and out stepped Laura Keller.  No great surprise there as she was one of the most prolific users of the holes.  Owen turned to her.  ‘So it was you.  I thought I recognised the tonguing you gave my fraenulum.’


    Charlotte noisily had her second orgasm in the background as Laura ticked Owen off.  ‘It’s bad form to hang around after you’ve had your dick sucked.  Part of the fun is the mystery over who I just had oral sex with.  I didn’t know it was you and I liked not knowing that.  Now I know it’s you I feel my time’s been wasted.  It’s not sexy if I know who I face fucked.  I like the mystery.  When I go back to my desk I can daydream about who I might have just blown.  Now I can’t do that.  The unwritten rules are simple: you don’t talk and you leave as soon as you’ve blown your wad.  Lesbian sex shows are not a good enough excuse for dilly-dallying.  It’s not like you’ve never seen a girl eat out another girl in the office before.’


    Emma wiped Charlotte’s juices from her mouth and chin using the index and middle finger on her right hand.  She stood up.  She looked Charlotte in the eye for a moment before turning to Owen and saying, ‘Do you want to lick my fingers clean?  Charlotte’s pussy cream is all over them.  Really wet and juicy.  You want to?’


    He looked uncertainly at Charlotte.  He asked her, ‘Would it be alright if I taste your pussy?’


    Charlotte said, ‘The more guys who taste it the better I suppose.  I’m confident you’ll enjoy the taste.  My boyfriend says I’ve got the best tasting pussy he’s ever had.  And I believe him, and it’s not just my female vanity that leads me to think he’s telling the truth.  My previous boyfriends have all complimented me on having a good tasting cunt.  Would you agree Emma, now you’ve had a chance to eat from it without any cock juice getting in the way to obscure my taste?’


    Emma replied, ‘It tastes great.  Maybe not semen good, but close.  As I’m not a lesbian it’s only natural I would enjoy the taste of men more than women; so I wouldn’t be offended by that.  Maybe we should find a full-on homosexual and have her taste your cunt to see what she thinks.’


    Charlotte said to Emma, ‘Let’s see what Owen thinks.  Hold out your fingers and let him lick them.’


    ‘I object,’ said Laura Keller.  ‘That would be rewarding Owen for bad behaviour.  He shouldn’t be here.  And you’re going to feed him pussy juice from Charlotte’s orgasm!  Breaking the rules of polite society should not be rewarded like this.  If anyone’s going to lick it, it’s going to be me.’  She took hold of Emma’s right hand and licked up and down Emma’s index and middle fingers.  She looked back at Owen and said tauntingly, ‘Mm.  Charlotte’s moist pussy tastes good.’  She turned to Charlotte and said, ‘If Owen comes around later asking to eat out your vagina, tell him no.  He’s not allowed to eat it.  He’s a bad boy and he needs to be punished.  At least make him wait a week before letting him lick your insides.  Come on Charlotte, all us girls together.  Show some sisterhood.’


    Charlotte nodded her head in agreement.  ‘I’ve got a boyfriend and I’m going to have sex with Alan later.  I guess I can hold off for a week.’


    Laura said, ‘If you feel like wavering just call me.  I’ll come down and lick it for you instead of Owen.’


    Emma said, ‘Now Charlotte, it’s time for you to return the favour and eat me until I climax in your face.’


    Laura said to Owen, ‘You’re not getting to watch this.  Go.  You’ve been a bad boy.  You haven’t earned this.  You’ve seen too much as it is.’


    Charlotte pulled up her panties and tights as Owen sulkily walked past her on his way out.


    Emma pulled down her own red panties and tan tights to her knees to expose her cunt to Charlotte and Laura.


    Charlotte asked hesitantly, ‘You really want me to put my mouth on it?’


    Emma said, ‘I don’t “want” it.  I need it.  The way you bucked on your second orgasm had me all excited.  I need licked out.  Did you learn anything from my technique?’


    ‘I hope so.’


    ‘Well it’s time to find out.  Show me how you lick a girl’s genitals.  I know it’s your first time so I don’t expect remarkable results.  A little sloppiness is forgivable.  But I still expect steady progress towards giving me an orgasm.’  Emma pointed to the floor at her feet.  ‘Down,’ she instructed.


    Charlotte wavered.  Emma put her hand on top of Charlotte’s head and forced her down to her knees.  ‘Start licking,’ Emma demanded when Charlotte had her head only an inch from her cunt.


    Laura stood and watched as Charlotte timidly licked away at Emma’s clitoris.  She was hesitant at first but quickly got used to the situation and started to lick with more enthusiasm.  She locked her lips around the clit and started sucking on it.  Emma said, ‘That’s good technique.’


    ‘Charlotte, have you been lying when you claim you’ve never licked a pussy before?’ asked Laura.


    Emma said, ‘Maybe she’s just a natural rug muncher.  All those years of sucking dick, but really deep down she wanted some pussy.’


    Charlotte broke her seal around Emma’s clit to say, ‘I’m not gay.’  She started to lick around the labia. 


    ‘She’s totally gay for pussy,’ said Laura.  ‘It’s okay.  I’m bisexual and I think on balance I prefer women more than men.  It’s a shame none of the girls use the gloryhole to stick their pussies up to the holes.’


    Charlotte stopped licking at Emma’s snatch to defend herself.  ‘I love dick.  I’m totally all about the dick.’  She returned to orally stimulating the pussy.


    Emma said with a wavering voice that indicated she was getting close to coming, ‘I don’t know if that’s true.  If you love dick so much then why don’t you like swallowing cum?’


    Laura said, ‘Yeah.  If you love dick then you should love cum.  A dick that isn’t shooting white, sticky fluid is nothing.  The penis is a simple tool.  I love touching it, caressing it, teasing it and tasting it.  But ultimately it’s all about the ejaculation at the end.  If you don’t get off on the climax to your hard work then how can you say you love cock?  If you live in fear of it exploding then where’s the fun in being a girl?  You might as well not have sex.  Do you dread the moment when it’s going to pop?  That’s the best part.  Why bother fucking if you don’t enjoy the end point.  Is sex a chore for you?’


    Laura had to wait a minute for a response from Charlotte as her mouth was in use.  She was busy tipping Emma off into an orgasm.  Emma slumped backwards with dizziness caused by the oral pleasure.  It was a most satisfying climax.  ‘Wow Charlotte.  What a slutty mouth.  I came so hard you almost made me lose my balance.’


    Charlotte rubbed her hands up and down Emma’s nylon covered calves as she said to Laura, ‘I love my boyfriend.  I like fucking Greg.  It’s one of my favourite things to do.  I love it when I can make him come.  It’s such a close connection we have when we make each other feel that good.  I love him as a person, and as a body to lie on top of.  I adore being penetrated in my cunt by his hard dick.  I love his cock.  I like making it spurt with love juice.  Believe me, I like it a lot.  It’s just I don’t like it on my skin all that much.  It’s a bit yucky.  I don’t hate it.  I just don’t love it.  And I don’t like it in my mouth.  At all.  It’s slimy and it tastes weird.  It’s sometimes got this texture to it that makes me gag.  Look, I’ve swallowed a bunch of times.  I’m no stranger to swallowing a man’s cum-load.  I’ll do it, but I can’t enjoy it.  It’s a chore, but it has to be done to please my lovers.  All men love a girl that swallows his white stuff.  I can’t fake a love for it.  A dislike for the taste and texture of cum doesn’t make me gay.  All these years of having intercourse with men wasn’t done because it was the fashionable thing to do.  I did it repetitively almost night after night because I love fucking men.’


    

    


    
  


  
    Office Orgy


     


    I was fully dressed again in my cubical.  The phone rang.  It was Maxine Morgan.  ‘I’m closing down my computer.  I’ll be down in two minutes.  I hope you don’t mind but I use condoms.  Is that a problem for you?’


    ‘No.  That’s fine.’


    ‘Okay.  We’re going to have sex in the open plan part of the accounting department.  That way people don’t have to crowd in around the door to your cubical.  Go there and sit in a chair.  I’m going to sit on your lap and French kiss you.  Then I’m going to blow you.  Then I’m going to slap a condom on your dick and I’m going to ride you until you ejaculate.’


    ‘What are you going to do with the cum once I’ve filled my condom?’


    ‘I’ll get one of the girls to feed it to me from the condom.  She’ll slide it off your cock and dangle it over my open mouth so it lands on my tongue.  It’s really dirty and shameful to eat semen from of a used rubber.  And everyone’s going to be watching me.  That’s so bad.  I’m such a slut.’


    ‘I think Natalie wants to join in and make it a threesome.’


    ‘Natalie Fisk?’ she said to herself in contemplation.  ‘I guess I could kiss her.  I’m not really into girls though.  I’m one of the few really straight girls.  There’s not many of us left.’


    ‘Yeah, I was surprised to learn today that most girls are bicurious.’


    ‘So they say.  I’ve never felt that myself.  I like men.  Their hard, bony, muscular body against my soft femininity is what I like.  The contrast between us.  It just never did anything for me to touch a woman.’  


    ‘What’s the gayest thing you’ve ever done?’ I asked with genuine curiosity.


    ‘One night in the office Brianna dared me to kiss some girls on the mouth.  I kissed Brianna, Carol Ferguson, Amelia Swanson, Charlotte Hollander and Laura Keller.  Laura slipped me the tongue when it was her turn.  I didn’t like it.  Brianna didn’t really do women either, but she’s changed recently.  She French kisses Laura Keller all the time.  I mean, all the time recently.  They’ve also got this cum swapping hobby going on as well.  I think they might be…in a relationship or something.  I know they did a threesome at a hotel recently with a client.  He was threatening to pull out his business so they seduced him and fucked him.  Brianna’s a crafty one when it comes to business.  I guess that was almost sort of prostitution since they fucked him for money, in a roundabout way.’


    ‘Brianna’s got a strong drive and instinct for business,’ I agreed.


    ‘Now I’m thinking about it, I wonder if Brianna and Laura are together as a proper romantic couple.  If that’s the case, then it’s weird that she didn’t say anything to me.  I’m friends with Brianna so you’d think she’d tell me if she was seeing Laura romantically.  What an odd thought.  Brianna with a girlfriend.  She never struck me as the lesbian type.  Perhaps she’s just exploring that side of her kink.  In the past I’d definitely peg her as much more heterosexual than gay.  I do wonder why she didn’t confide in me if she was seeing Laura.’


    I said, ‘Maybe she’s being cautious as it’s an office romance.  They’re tricky things.  Being a woman boss dating her own female secretary must be a car crash waiting to happen if they don’t tread lightly.  Can you imagine the domestic squabbling that could cause?’


    ‘I suppose.  I’ll have to look into this.  Maybe it’s just my imagination running away with me.’


    ‘I hope not.  It’s making my dick hard just imagining the two of them together eating each other out in the sixty-nine position.’


    ‘You’re such a guy.  I imagine them cuddling in bed, not eating each other out.  I’m sure they don’t fuck – they make love.’


    ‘What about you?  Do you make love or do you fuck?’


    ‘If it’s someone I love, of course I make love.  It’s gentle and slow and good.  But I don’t love you.  I don’t even know if I like you as a person.  This is the longest conversation we’ve ever had.  All I know is: physically you turn me on.  So with you I’ll fuck you like a dog and eat your jizz while my co-workers watch.  It’s not going to be “nice”.  It’s going to be apocalyptic.’


    ‘Using a condom doesn’t sound very apocalyptic.’


    ‘Trust me; you’ll feel me through the latex.  It won’t impair the experience.  I’m coming down to fuck you now.  I’ll bring Brianna and Laura with me.  Brianna instigated this whole thing.  I’m starting to wonder if she’s a bit of a pervert.  She’s miming choking on a big dick right now.  I’ll see you in a moment.’


    She put the phone down.


    I got up and wandered into the accounts department where they had an open plan space.  Carol Ferguson, Emma Griffin, Natalie Fisk, Amelia Swanson and Charlotte Hollander had already gathered there.  They were milling about waiting.  Natalie noticed me first and said, ‘Here he is, ready to be fucked by a beautiful woman.  And then fucked by a score of other beautiful women.  This is your lucky day.  I bet you didn’t expect anything like this would happen when you woke up this morning.’


    I said, ‘Actually I had a strange experience this morning as well.  I came into the kitchen to find my wife Wendy bouncing up and down on a dildo.  It was in her anus.  That was an unusual sight.  In retrospect I now see that as a portent of things to come.  Sex is on everyone’s brains today.  It’s almost like there’s something in the water.  Or maybe it’s Brianna.  She’s conjured an atmosphere of sexual decadence.  I don’t know how I missed it until today.  I guess I wasn’t looking for it so I didn’t spot it.  It’s like she’s sex obsessed and she’s engineered the office to get everyone fucking each other.’


    ‘You know about the unisex toilets upstairs?’ asked Carol Ferguson.


    ‘No.  I don’t think so.  What about them?’


    ‘She drilled two holes in the middle cubical so the men can put their dicks through them.  A girl can sit in there and anonymously suck them off.’  Carol went into further details and I learned for the first time about the in office gloryholes.


    ‘You’re kidding!  She’s instigated a policy of interoffice anonymous dick sucking.  That can’t be normal.’


    Emma Griffin shrugged and said, ‘I like it.  It lets me suck dick while at work and I get to imagine I’ve fucked everyone in the office.  It really helps break down barriers.  We’re all so much closer and tighter as a group because of it.  We work better knowing that we’ve all shared the same dicks.’


    Charlotte Hollander said, ‘Well, except me.  I’ve never given oral sex in the gloryhole.’


    Emma said, ‘Yes, but you’ve slept with a few guys in the office.  Those same guys I’ve probably sucked off.  Certainly at least one of them I know I have.  And that’s forgetting we shared your boyfriend that night when I ate jizz out your pussy.  So I think we share a bond that’s a bit stronger than typical office co-workers.’


    Amelia Swanson said, ‘I like the gloryhole too.  I had anal sex through it with a guy.  I have no idea who it was.  So there’s someone in this office who’s fucked me up the arse and I have no idea who it is.  That’s hot.  It makes me feel like such a slut.  I think he knows it was me.  I moaned and let slip a few curse words so he must have been able to identify me.  So I have this burning shame because I let that happen.  I’ve masturbated over that so many times my clit’s almost rubbed down to a fraction of the nub it used to be.’


    ‘I’ve only used it a few times,’ added Natalie Fisk.  ‘It was a bit weird putting co-workers penises in my mouth.  Their owners were both unknown and known at the same time.  Some of their grunting made me think I could identify them.  I’m pretty certain I sucked Donald’s penis.  I heard him mutter obscenities to himself.  And like Amelia there’s something rather…anal about it.  Perhaps because there’s a toilet in the cubical.  So I often find myself violating my back passage with my fingers while I’m servicing my men.  I even took a butt plug in with me one time.  I find it somehow kinkier to let them discharge their love onto my face first using my hand to wank their shafts.  I have to bring a change of clothes and redo my make-up when I’m finished.  But it makes me happy.  It’s worth the extra trouble.  I still swallow as some gets in my mouth anyway, and I have to wipe it off my face.  Once it’s on my fingers what else can I do apart from lick it up and swallow.  I think I got a bit freaked out when I realised I was sucking Donald’s dick.  When it was just a penis with no name attached to it I didn’t feel like I was doing something bad.  As a married woman I have to always be vigilant to when I’m breaking my vows.  Anonymous cock was okay.  Donald’s dick was not okay.  The context changed and I felt uneasy about it.  So I’ve only been back about three times since.  No, I tell a lie.  Four times.  Maybe five.’


    Carol Ferguson said, ‘I’m like Emma and Laura.  I’m in it all the time on my knees.  If someone was keeping a record of all the ejaculations, I think I’d be responsible for about a quarter of them.  Although I should point out I favour handjobs over sucking.  I’m more of a beat-off queen than a blowjob queen.  Not to say I don’t use my mouth intermittently during the jerking.  But I usually end with the guy coming into my hand.  And then licking his cum off my palm into my mouth.’


    The door to the accounts department opened.  It was Maxine Morgan, Laura Keller and Brianna Sadler.  Maxine and Brianna had swapped their clothes so Maxine was in the skirt and stockings while Brianna was now wearing the grey trousers.


    Maxine said, ‘Good to see everyone made it to the orgy.  Especially Alan.  The lucky guy who’s going to get to put his dick inside me.’


    Brianna said, ‘Before we start I’ve got an announcement.  We’re all close friends here.  After all we’ve all sucked many of the same cocks and kissed each other.  Carol’s licked the discharge out of my panties.  Natalie’s let me sleep with her husband in a threesome while I was wearing her wedding dress.  Emma’s shared the gloryhole with me many times.  Amelia Swanson let me videotape her urinating into her own mouth.  And Charlotte once let me lick the soles of her feet.  I think it’s fair to say we’re pretty intimate with each other.  So I’ve got an open secret I want to share.  Maxine asked me point blank if I’m having an affair with my secretary.  The answer is yes.  I am.  I am in a relationship with Laura Keller.’  Laura put her hand out to Brianna and they held each other’s hands.  ‘We’re happy but of course there’s the balance of power question.  I’m the boss, she’s the secretary.  We’re not doing any S&M role play with it.  It’s a real relationship based on…love?’


    Keller nodded her head and clarified, ‘Love is a big word.  And it’s way too soon to start using it.  But of all the things this is about, love is as good as any other way to describe it.  We’re obviously open to sleeping with other people, but we’re going to try being a lesbian couple.  Weird as that may seem to some of you.  But you know: if it feels right, it feels right.’


    Brianna added, ‘I mean I’m still going to fuck Alan.  Laura and me are both keen.  But after Maxine of course.  And I expect a certain amount of lesbian activity to take place.’


    ‘Of course,’ agreed Carol Ferguson.  ‘I mean we’re all basically straight.  More or less.  But that doesn’t mean we can’t all have a bit of a fiddle about with each other.’


    Maxine asked if I was ready to have sex.  I said, ‘Maxine, I’m ready to fuck whenever you are.’


    Maxine instructed me to sit.  I took out a chair from an unused desk and sat facing Maxine.  All the girls moved to stand behind Maxine so they were all facing me.


    Maxine pulled up her skirt to reveal she was wearing black lingerie underneath.  Her black stockings were held up by suspenders.  ‘Brianna gave me these to change into.  Do you like them?’


    ‘I do.  I like them a lot.’


    ‘Brianna was wearing them this morning so it’s got a bit of her cunt juice on the inside of the panties.  I’m sure you can imagine how sopping wet she can get.  I was wearing boring trousers so she insisted we swap clothes.’  I looked over to see that Brianna was indeed wearing trousers.


    Maxine dropped her skirt back into place and sat on my lap.  I put one hand on her thigh, the other on her breast.  I groped her.  She leaned in and kissed me.  We groped each other for a bit.  The hand on her thigh slid upwards under the skirt, over the nylon and onto her naked flesh.  From there it travelled to its destination and pressed against her hot, lace covered pussy.


    ‘Stick a finger in,’ she said into my ear before kissing me again.


    My fingers pushed the panties aside and felt around her labia.  It was moist to the touch.  My index and middle fingers straightened and plunged inwards.  She gasped before flicking her tongue wildly against my own.  ‘Masturbate me,’ she instructed.  I started gently reaming her cunt with my fingers.


    Brianna stepped to the side and crouched so she could get a better view up Maxine’s skirt.  My hand was in the way so there was little for her to see.


    Maxine’s breathing became heavy.  She put her hand on my masturbating wrist as a signal for me to stop.  As she stood up my fingers slid out of her hole.  ‘Get undressed,’ she said.


    I stood up.


    She unbuttoned my shirt and put her left palm flat on my naked chest.  ‘I can feel your heartbeat.  It’s fast.  Am I making it go that fast?  Is the thought of fucking me turning you on?  Or is it the touch of my skin on your skin that’s exciting you so much?’


    I pulled my shirt fully off and tossed it behind me.  I said, ‘I want to fuck you in your tight little cunt so much.’


    She sucked one of my nipples for a moment before dropping to her knees and unzipping my fly.  I thought she was going to suck me.  Instead she pulled my trousers down.  She took my shoes, socks and trousers off from around my ankles.  She threw them to the side out the way.  I was now just in my boxer shorts.  My erection was making a large tent.


    She got back to her full height.  She reached into my underwear and took hold of my erection.  ‘This feels hard.  Did I make it this hard?  It’s so stiff in my hand.  You like me.  I can tell.  A woman can always tell if a man really likes her when she’s holding a rock hard stiffy in her hand.  Would you like me to wank it?  I bet you’d love that.’  She kneaded it for a moment before pulling it out over the top of my underwear for all the other girls to see.  The eight ladies took in my pulsing erect penis and commented on its size and shape.  I think they were mostly impressed.  Even Charlotte refrained from saying anything negative about it.  


    I scanned their faces as they studied it in Maxine’s hand.


    Carol Ferguson said, ‘It’s really big.  I’d love to suck it.  I don’t recognise it from the gloryhole.  So maybe it’s true, he didn’t know about us girls sucking off all the men in the office.  I thought he was just being coy.’


    Natalie Fisk said, ‘I want my pussy reamed by it so much.  It’s bigger than my husband’s.  I’d love to jerk the both of them at the same time and have their cream spunk all over my knuckles.’


    Maxine Morgan said, ‘It feels really good in my hand.’  She wanked it slowly for a moment.  ‘I can’t wait to stuff it in my hole and make it explode.’


    Amelia Swanson said, ‘I bet he could fuck a girl’s face real good with that thing.’


    Brianna Sadler said, ‘Maxine’s a lucky girl to get the first go on it.’


    Emma Griffin said, ‘He should stick it in the gloryhole in future and let us lick it to a beautiful shine day after day.’


    Charlotte Hollander said, ‘I just really want someone to roger me.  My cunt’s getting really wet now.  I’m totally ruining my underwear standing here.’


    Laura Keller said to Charlotte, ‘When this is finished give me your panties.  I want to lick them clean.’  A perverse thought made itself known to her.  To the others she said, ‘I want to lick all of your panties.  When this is done I’ll take them home and lick them.  I’ll then wash them and bring them in a few days later.  Okay?’


    Amelia Swanson said, ‘I want to lick my own.’  The other six agreed to give Laura their soiled panties.


    Maxine let go of my cock and pulled down my boxers.  I stepped out of them and she picked them up and threw them at the girls.  Amelia caught them.  She noisily sniffed the crotch and licked it just the once before tossing them aside.  Maxine spat in her hand for lubrication.  She put the hand back on my dick and started to beat it.  She was rough.  She wanked me for about a minute or two while the other women watched.  I said, ‘I’m starting to feel it coming over me.’


    ‘No don’t come.  I’ve got so many more things I want to do with you.  So many positions.  You need to keep it in your balls.  If you come too soon the other girls won’t get a chance to fuck you.’


    ‘I can’t help it.  It feels too good.’


    She suddenly took her hand away from my dick.  She stared me in the eyes and waited for me to calm down.


    She got back down on her knees and popped my dick in her mouth.  She massaged my cock with her tongue.  The penis massage was very pleasant.  I recommend it.  I told her I was going to ejaculate if she kept doing that.  She stopped before I could come.  


    Maxine told me to sit on the chair.  ‘Sit.  I’m going to ride you now.  I’m going to squeeze your cock between my pussy lips.  You’re going to think I’ve got a vice up my snatch.  It’s going to be that tight.  I’m really going to grip it.  Now sit to receive the gift of my pussy.’


    I didn’t need to be told a third time.  I sat on the chair.


    She said, ‘I’m going to make you come so hard.’  Brianna handed her a condom.  Maxine slipped the condom over my dick.  She turned from me so she was looking towards our audience and away from me.  She pulled up her skirt again, pushed Brianna’s borrowed panties aside and steered my cock into her vagina.  Her cunt lips were slick with arousal so I entered her with ease.  I pumped into her and she started moaning with pleasure.


    As I fucked her she beckoned Natalie Fisk over.  Natalie stepped forward.  Maxine said, ‘Alan says you wanted to fuck us in a threesome.’  Before Natalie could respond Maxine kissed her on the lips.  It turned into a lingering kiss as their two lipstick covered mouths mashed together.  Their tongues massaging each others like Maxine did to my dick only a few minutes before.


    Brianna reached over and started to undo Carol Ferguson’s blouse buttons.  She slid her hand into the blouse and cupped Carol’s breast.  Laura Keller stood behind Brianna and started kissing her on the neck.  Amelia Swanson put one hand in Charlotte Hollander’s panties and the other in Carol Ferguson’s underwear.  She started masturbating the two women at the same time.  Carol returned the favour and slid her hand into Amelia’s trousers and started manipulating Amelia’s clit with her thumb.


    Natalie rubbed Maxine’s clit while my dick slid in and out of Maxine’s hole.  Natalie’s other hand was in her own panties frigging away at her love bud.  They both enjoyed orgasms while I held off my own in an effort to prolong their pleasure.


    Eventually I couldn’t hold off.  The grip of her pussy around my shaft was too enjoyable.  I had to shoot my love into her body.  I ejaculated into my condom while still inside Maxine’s tight pussy.  She felt so good.  Maxine instructed Natalie to take the rubber off my dick and feed it to her.  They ended up cum swapping it from Maxine’s mouth to Natalie’s, back to Maxine and then back to Natalie before finally Laura Keller stepped forward and took it.  She swallowed the sperm.


    Natalie rubbed my dick until it got hard again.  She then straddled me.  I did not have a condom on my cock for this.  Natalie rode me while Laura licked away at her arsehole.  Natalie said, ‘I love it when a girl rims me.  It’s so perverted and wrong.’


    A naked Amelia Swanson pulled Natalie off me just as I was near to exploding my sticky love into her.  ‘It’s my turn.  We all get to go on the ride.’  So they did.  They all sat on my dick and rode me hard.


    Amelia put her groin up to my face and said, ‘Lick it bitch.’  Who was I to argue with her?  I licked it until she came.  She then made me lie on the floor and she sat on my throbbing erection.  She bounced up and down on it until she came again.


    After Amelia it was Laura Keller.  She licked Amelia’s cunt juices off my stiff member.  Then she placed her mouth on my arse and rimmed me while wanking my cock.  I pulled her under me and fucked her hard in her vagina.


    Then it was Carol Ferguson.  Both vaginally and anally.  She squatted down and held onto Laura for balance as my cock thrust in and out of her lubricated anus.


    Then it was Brianna Sadler.  She was naked by this point after getting her pussy grinded on by Maxine.  While Brianna was using her cunt on my cock Maxine sat on my face.  Maxine was still wearing the lingerie but her tits were hanging out from the bra cups.  I ate Maxine’s pussy.  Then I ate Brianna’s pussy.  They both came on my face.


    After Brianna it was Charlotte’s turn.  She was on top and made a lot of eye contact with me as she rode me on the floor.  I ended up coming inside Charlotte because I couldn’t help myself.  As I disliked her so much it was totally hot to have her pussy clamped around my cock.  It was so inappropriate for us to be fucking.  She only had me in her for a minute before I was redecorating the inside of her cunt with my white paint.


    Brianna volunteered to slurp it out Charlotte’s cunt.  She then cum swapped it with her girlfriend Laura – Laura was eating a lot of cum today.


    After I recovered Emma Griffin blew me for about ten minutes with the occasional assistance of Amelia Swanson and Natalie Fisk.  The three of them licked away at it in pairs and as a group while a lesbian orgy was going on beside us.  Maxine Morgan was more bicurious than she was letting on as she seemed only too happy to give and receive masturbation and oral from Carol Ferguson, Brianna Sadler and Laura Keller – not to mention the pussy on pussy rubbing she did with Brianna earlier.


    Emma climbed on top and fucked me.  I then did her doggy-style.  Natalie rubbed Emma’s clit while in this position.  Emma came loudly.  After I pulled my dick out of Emma’s sopping wet cunt Natalie had another go.  This time anally.  ‘Stick it in my rectum.  I want my girly little arse to feel the pressure of a real man’s member pushed up it.’  I fucked Natalie’s arse in the doggy position while Emma kissed Natalie passionately on the lips.  I came inside Natalie’s tight anus.  Emma ate the dribble of cum I could produce from Natalie’s arsehole.


    By the end we were all drenched in sweat.


    I turned to Charlotte and said, ‘You owe me a swallow.’


    ‘Can you even cum again?’ she asked with worry as Amelia sucked on her naked breasts.


    ‘Probably.  But I’m not wasting your swallow on a little dribble.  Tomorrow.  I’ll spunk in your mouth tomorrow.  Okay?’


    She sounded gloomy as she said, ‘Okay.  A deal’s a deal.’


    I performed sixty-nine oral with Carol Ferguson and I came again.  This time on her face.  Amelia Swanson came over and licked it up.  ‘Lovely stuff,’ said Amelia before ‘forcing’ me to kiss her cum stained lips.


    Laura Keller blew me and we fucked vaginally.  I came for the fifth time.  She scooped a little bit of white out her own pussy and licked it off her fingers.


    

    


    
  


  
    Telling My Wife


     


    When I returned home my wife was still naked – and still crouched on the kitchen floor with a vertical dildo in her anus.  Presumably she had gone into work and it just seemed like she’d been there all day naked with a dildo up her butt crack.  She looked up at me and said, ‘Alan, you look fucked.’


    ‘Wendy, I was fucked.  Eight women in the office fucked me today.  They blew me, wanked me and fucked me.  I came five times.  I’m totally knackered.  I’m creaking all over.’


    ‘You had sex with eight women?  Who were they?  Tell me everything.’


    As I recounted the day’s events she masturbated her vagina.  Occasionally she would rise up and give her anus a length of rubber cock to deal with as she sat back down on it.


    ‘I was minding my own business doing work when Carol Ferguson walked up to me.  She told me they’d drawn straws to see who would get to fuck me.’


    ‘Who?  Who drew the straws?’


    ‘Carol Ferguson, Maxine Morgan, Brianna Sadler.  Also Emma Griffin, Natalie Fisk, Amelia Swanson, Laura Keller and Charlotte Hollander.’


    ‘They all wanted to fuck you?  All eight of them?  They sound like total sluts.’


    ‘That office isn’t normal.  It turns out they’re all fucking each other all the time.  They’re all bisexual and the office has a gloryhole.’


    ‘Really?  Have you used it?’


    ‘I only found out about it today.  The place seemed so normal.  Then suddenly Carol informed me that they played a game to see who would get to fuck me.  Maxine Morgan won.  She had the longest straw.  I was told she was busy right now, but in an hour or so she’d be down to perform sexual acts upon my body.  Is it just me or is that not…normal?’


    Wendy rubbed her clit furiously as she said, ‘Tell me more.  Keep talking.  Tell me all about the sluts and the things they did to you.  I want to know everything.’


    ‘So as I was waiting for Maxine to fuck me Emma Griffin came into my cubical.  She made me lie down on the floor naked.  I was face up and she laid on top of me face down.  She was fully clothed.  I could feel her soft breasts on my chest and the heat of her cunt on my dick.  We were naked genital to clothed genital.  The really weird part was: she called over Charlotte Hollander to kiss me.  I’ve never talked to you about her as I don’t like her much.  I think she’s a bit of a bitch.  There’s something sour about her.  I just don’t connect with her.  So it felt really weird when Emma made Charlotte French kiss me for like ten minutes.  It’s a strange thing to be intimately kissing and licking tongues with someone you have such poor feelings for.  But it became really sexy because of those feelings.  Funny things went through my mind.  Such as how her silly black plastic hairband suddenly became deeply sexy.  I wanted to take it off her head and see her dark hair cascade over my cock.’


    ‘Did you have sex with Emma and Charlotte?’ she asked.


    ‘Only later during the orgy.  I came in Charlotte’s pussy but not Emma’s.  Though Emma ate my cum out of Natalie’s arsehole.’


    ‘So what happened with Emma and Charlotte before the orgy?’


    ‘Nothing more.  Charlotte spat some of her saliva into my mouth as a sex thing.  I didn’t like that.  But I’m going to get my revenge on her tomorrow.  In return I’m getting to spunk in her mouth.  She doesn’t like to eat cum.’


    ‘What?  But that’s the best part of being a girl.  Getting to eat cum is amazing.  She’s missing out if she doesn’t do it.’


    ‘I know.  But she doesn’t like the taste and the texture.  So in return for her spitting in my mouth I get to ejaculate in hers.  But the orgy wasn’t the best time to do it so I’ve arranged to do it tomorrow.’


    ‘Clever.’


    ‘I think so.  I’m really looking forward to it as I want to see her face screw up with disgust.  And she’s got to keep it in her mouth for a few seconds before swallowing.  She isn’t allowed to get rid of it straightaway.  It’s cruel, but who gives a fuck about her?  I want to see her gag on it.  I want to see her with a mouthful of my love juice on her tongue.’


    ‘Then what happened after she spat in your mouth?’


    ‘They got up and left me alone without an orgasm for any of us.  As far as I’m aware they went to the toilets and gave each other an orgasm using their slutty little mouths.  Half an hour later Maxine came down and we fucked.  She was wearing black stockings and suspenders.  Very sexy.  They were borrowed from Brianna.  Basically she wanked me, sucked me and then rode me.  Natalie joined in and we had a threesome for a bit.  Maxine ate the cum from my used condom.  After that it’s a bit of a blur.  A lot of fucking.  A lot of lesbianism.  A lot of ejaculating.  A lot of orgasms among the women.’


    ‘Tell me about your ejaculations?’


    ‘If I remember right, first I came inside Maxine’s pussy while in the rubber.  Maxine ate it fresh from the condom.  Second time was in Charlotte’s snatch.  Brianna ate the cum from Charlotte’s cunt by licking it out.  Laura Keller helped with the swallowing by cum swapping with Brianna.  Third time was up Natalie’s bum.  Emma ate that load with relish.  Fourth ejaculation was on Carol Ferguson’s face.  We were doing the sixty-nine position when Carol pushed me over the edge.  Amelia Swanson licked it off Carol’s face.  Finally I’m amazed Laura Keller managed to get a fifth squirt out of me.  She totally blew me.  She licked the length of my shaft for a bit then we fucked in her cunt.  I came for the fifth time in her bisexual snatch.  She pulled the jizz out with her fingers and licked it up.  A total slut.’


    ‘That’s pretty wild.  That’s a lot of cum you gave them.  Did you manage to satisfy all eight women?’


    ‘I think so.  The moaning was sexual ecstasy, not complaining.  To be fair though, they did a lot of the work amongst themselves.  They rubbed each other’s clits and tits with their hands and mouths.  There was also some pussy on pussy grinding.  Still, it was one dick for eight women.  I’m amazed I survived.  It’s hard to satisfying one woman.  Eight is not a number I’m in any rush to repeat.  That was a lot of women for one dick to service.’


    ‘You’ve got me so horny.  I suppose you’re not into fucking me tonight?’


    ‘I can’t.  I just can’t.’


    ‘Could you at least finger me?’ she said while still fiddling with her own clit.


    ‘Yes.  I suppose as long as it doesn’t involve my dick I’ll be okay.  I didn’t eat that much pussy so I can do that if you want?’


    ‘Yes.  Eat me.  Run your tongue over and around my labia and clitoris.  Make my cunt lips drip with cream.’


    I laid face downwards on the floor while my head was raised up to her crotch.  ‘Lick it,’ she demanded.  I did as instructed and put my tongue on her vagina and started licking away at it.  Lick, lick, lick.  She bounced up and down on her plastic dick.  I licked her clit. I licked and licked until she climaxed.  ‘Motherfucker,’ she shouted.  ‘You’ve got such a pretty mouth that does such dirty things.  Now lick my dildo clean so I can stick it in my cunt.’


    ‘Yes Wendy,’ I said obediently.


    She stood up and the big plastic cock popped out of her arsehole with a squelching sound of air escaping.  She rubbed around her tender back hole with her fingers to feel the sensation of relief.  She’d had something too big and thick stuck up there for too long to be natural.  I got closer to the dildo and put my tongue on the wet lubricant covered dick and started licking.


    

    


    
  


  
    Charlotte Eats Cum


     


    At the office the next day the girls were looking a little bashful.  I think their over exuberance was now a source of mild embarrassment.  Standards of decorum had slipped badly.  I had now seen their cunts and had fucked them.  Things could never be the same again.


    I didn’t care about that.  I was here for Charlotte.  Charlotte Hollander had a load of cum to eat.


    I asked around and tracked her down to the supply closet.  She was alone.  Disappointingly she was wearing black trousers and a cardigan over her blouse instead of a dress.  I said, ‘Are you hiding from me?  A deal’s a deal.’


    ‘I’m not hiding.  I just needed to get some envelopes for a mail-shot.  I’m not backing out of the deal.  I’m a good girl.’


    ‘So get on your knees and open your mouth.’


    ‘I’m not being awkward, but I’m busy right now.  Can’t we do this later?’


    ‘No.  You’re eating my cum.’


    ‘Oh alright then,’ she said like a cross little Miss who wasn’t getting her way.  ‘If it means that much to you I’ll do it.’


    ‘Get on your knees and take the hairband out your hair.’


    ‘Why?’


    ‘I want to see your black hair on your face.’


    ‘But why?’


    ‘Never you mind why.  Just do it.’


    ‘Okay.  You don’t need to get bossy.’


    ‘In fact, wait.  I don’t like what you’re wearing.  I hate trousers on women.  It does nothing for my imagination.  Natalie Fisk was wearing a really nice short skirt.  I’ll go get her and you can put it on.  Carol’s always got spare tights in her drawer in case of ladders.  I’ll get you a pair.  Stay here.  I’ll be back.’


    In return for Natalie’s skirt she wanted to watch.  This was fine by me.  Having an audience to see Charlotte eat my ejaculate turned me on.  Also as Emma was present when the deal was struck it seemed only natural she should get to see it as well.


    The four of us commandeered the conference room.  The same room Maxine used to jerk off the lift maintenance guy.


    Charlotte put on the dark, black tights.  They went over her right foot, shin and knee.  Then she pulled the stretchy nylon to cover her left foot, shin and knee.  She pulled the tights up over both her thighs and finally over her white cotton panties.  She stretched them upwards in place around her waist to smooth out any wrinkles.  Then she put on Natalie’s skirt to cover her crotch.  We watched her do this.  Natalie stood with her naked legs and pink panties exposed.  Charlotte removed the hairband from her head and handed it to Emma to hold.  Emma stepped out the way and stood at the back of the room to observe from a short distance.


    I dropped my trousers and held my cock out before me in my hand.  Charlotte sank glumly to her knees.  ‘Open wide,’ I said.  She opened her mouth and looked up at me with her hair in her eyes.  ‘You’re going to eat my cum.  It’s going to spurt out the end of my dick into the back of your throat.  But you’re not allowed to swallow it.  Not yet.  You’ve got to let it sit there in your mouth and on your tongue for a few seconds.  Only after Natalie’s given you permission can you swallow.  Understand?’


    ‘I get it.  It’s not exactly complicated.’


    Emma said to her, ‘Stop being such a grumpy bitch.’


    Charlotte said to Emma, ‘It’s okay for you.  You like eating cum.  For me this isn’t exactly something that makes me want to frig my cunt until I come.’ 


    ‘Enough talking,’ I said to silence them.  This wasn’t the time for a discussion.  I placed the squirting end of my dick within an inch of Charlotte’s mouth.


    Natalie said, ‘Do you mind if I do the honours and pump your cock?’


    ‘I was hoping you would volunteer,’ I said.  What better way to cum in Charlotte’s mouth than at the hands of the prettiest girl in the office.


    Natalie reached out and took hold of my erection in her right hand.  She had a firm grip on my member.  Her hand was surprisingly hot.  She said, ‘You should come round to my house tomorrow night.  We can have dinner and then we can retire to the living room.  I’ll jerk you and my husband off at the same time.’  It was the same fantasy she’d mentioned when looking at my cock before the orgy commenced.


    ‘I’d like that,’ I said.


    ‘It will be interesting to see who can last the longest.  Then you could fuck me in the arsehole again while I suck him off.  I really enjoyed it when we did anal.’


    ‘I’m game if you are.’


    ‘It’s a date,’ she said.  ‘I’ll de-spunk the two of you and then we can fuck.  I can put on my wedding dress if you want?’  


    I gave her a noncommittal, ‘Maybe.  Do you have a fetish for that dress?’


    ‘It’s a nice dress.  And I like to get value for money out of my possessions.’  Turning back to the matter in hand she asked, ‘Should I start this?’


    I nodded.  She began to crank my dick with her hand.  Charlotte kept her mouth nice and big while Natalie worked the cum juice out of my balls.


    It didn’t take long.  I was gushing within a few minutes.  Natalie made good adjustments so the majority squirted into Charlotte’s slutty mouth instead of losing any on her chin or lips.  A little cum was on the side of her mouth but Natalie quickly collected it with her dick hand and licked her own finger.  ‘Mm.  Nice.  What do you think Charlotte?’ she asked.


    Charlotte didn’t look distressed or anything.  It wasn’t like she’d never had cum in her mouth before.  She just didn’t look overly please, that was all.


    She held her mouth open so we could see the white semen all over her tongue.


    Emma said, ‘We can’t be cruel.  Give her permission to swallow.’


    Natalie nodded her permission.


    Charlotte swallowed with one big gulp.  She screwed up her face and coughed.  ‘I’m glad to get rid of that.’


    Natalie said, ‘Don’t get too relaxed.  It’s not over yet.’


    ‘What do you mean?’ asked Charlotte.


    Natalie pointed to my softening dick and said, ‘Lick it clean.  There’s still some cum on it.’


    ‘Do I have to?’


    ‘Do it,’ instructed Natalie with venom.


    Charlotte reluctantly leaned in and kissed the end of my dick.  She kissed it just the once.  She then licked it with a hesitant tongue.  She became bolder and started to lick it again and again.  It hardened fully once more.  She slipped it in her mouth and started giving me a blowjob.


    Her sucking was enthusiastic and getting faster and deeper.  For someone not overly keen on having male ejaculations in her mouth she was sure working up to another one with gusto.  ‘If you’re not careful you’ll get another load,’ I warned her as I patted her head.


    She didn’t say anything.  Too much penis in her mouth.


    I looked in Natalie’s eyes and said, ‘I love my job,’ as I came for the second time.  The fluid didn’t escape Charlotte’s mouth.  She kept her lipstick lips tightly closed around my shaft to trap the cum in place.  She sucked me a few more times before pulling her mouth away from my dick.  She showed Natalie, Emma and me what she had in her mouth before swallowing.  Again she screwed up her face.  Emma asked her, ‘Did you enjoy that?’


    ‘No.  But I’m getting used to it.’


    Natalie said, ‘A few more cum loads and you’ll be a right little tramp.  Maybe you should practice more.  We could go up to the gloryhole and slut ourselves at the altar of cock.  I could slip my finger in your bum, and you could slip yours in mine and we could French kiss the cum between us.’


    ‘Do you think I could learn to love it?’ asked Charlotte.


    ‘I don’t know about love it,’ said Natalie.  ‘But you could grow familiar enough with it that it no longer bothers you.  And from there you might grow to have more loving feelings and desires for fresh jism straight from the source.  Now eat my ass, bitch.’  Natalie turned to me and said, ‘And you eat my pussy.’


    Natalie pulled down her pink panties and threw them aside.  Within seconds I was on my knees licking at her canyon while Charlotte rimmed Natalie’s arsehole with her tongue.  Emma got in on the action and rimmed Charlotte.


    

    


    
  


  
    Natalie with Two Cocks


     


    We had a nice home cooked meal at Natalie’s house.  Her husband and I retired to the living room.  Ten minutes later Natalie appeared in her wedding dress.  She sat down on the floor and patted the spaces on either side of her.  She was inviting us to get wanked off.


    We both stripped naked and laid down on the floor with Natalie between us.  She placed her hands on our dicks.  Her left hand went to my flaccid member and started to pull on it to get it to stand to attention.  Her right was on her husband’s already hard cock.  It amused me that I got the hand with her wedding ring on it.  ‘Who’ll come first?’ she asked.  ‘My right hand on my husband or my weaker left on my co-worker.  Who can last the longest?  So not to give anyone an unfair advantage I’ll have to wait until you’re both rock hard before I can start really jerking.’  To speed me along to a full engorged state she leaned over and blew me until I was hard.  ‘That’s better,’ she said.  ‘Now we can begin.’


    She worked us like an expert skier as she manipulated our two poles.  Up, down, up, down, up, down, up, down.  ‘Who’ll cum first?  Will it be my left hand or my right?  You don’t want to be the first to pop.  First is for men with no self-control.  I think I can feel my husband about to burst.  Darling, can’t you hold it longer?  You’re going to look feeble in front of our guest.’


    He couldn’t keep his dick from exploding.  He grunted.  His white cum blasted into the air and covered his belly and his wife’s right hand.  Natalie said, ‘Good boy.  So creamy.  It’s always nice when a husband shows his appreciation for a good wife.  One dick down.  One more to go.  Was it my strong hand, or was it his poor self-control that made him lose?  Maybe a combination of the two?  Alan, are you feeling ready to give me your jizz?’


    ‘Almost.  Just a few more strokes.  Do it to me harder,’ I demanded.  My hand reached out and grabbed her thigh.  It aroused me to know she was wearing white stockings under her wedding dress.  ‘Rub me so hard bitch.  Rub me like a common prostitute.  You’re a whore.  A total whore.  You totally want my spunk in your hand like the prostitute you are.  Keeping doing me.  I’m getting closer.’


    ‘Are you going to pop one out for me?’


    ‘Yes.  I’m going to pop soon.’


    ‘Should I keep rubbing your cock?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Say please.’


    ‘Please Natalie.  Keep beating my cock with your beautiful hand.  You’re so pretty.  I want to cum all over your hand.’


    She rubbed me furiously until my cock detonated.  My white semen launched into the air and landed almost on my chin.


    ‘Wow,’ she said.  ‘You were really needing that.  It was a more impressive cum load than my husband’s.’


    I asked her if she was going to eat the cum.


    ‘Of course,’ she said.  ‘Waste not, want not and all that.  Now I can enjoy the sticky white fruits of my labour.  I loved working your cocks at the same time.  We should make this a regular thing.’


    I said.  ‘Can I bring my wife?  She can wear her wedding dress as well.  You can have a lesbian honeymoon fuck session while we beat off onto the two of you.’


    ‘You’ve got such a dirty mind.  Brianna was wise to pick you for the office.  Now watch me eat this.’  She scooped up some of her husband’s ejaculate from his belly to add to what was already on her right hand.  She made a great show of licking it off her palm and fingers.  When it was all in her mouth she said to her husband, ‘Upin Up.’  Obviously she was saying, ‘Open up.’


    He opened his mouth for his wife.  She let the white, sticky cum dribble out her mouth, down her tongue and into his orifice.  ‘Now be a good boy and swallow.’


    He gulped it down.


    She said, ‘Now you know what it feels like to be a girl.  Did you enjoy that?’


    ‘Yes Darling.’


    She gave a sarcastic laugh and said to me, ‘My darling husband, the cum drinker.  How pathetic is that?  Isn’t that pathetic when your husband is so pussy wiped he’ll eat his own cum just because you suggested it to him.’


    ‘I’d rather not comment on other people’s marriages.  Wendy’s made me eat my own cum a bunch of times.’


    ‘Oh, so you want to eat your own cum as well?  That can be arranged.  But only if you want me to.  Do you want me to feed you the cum?’  She began to scoop up the semen from my chest and neck.


    With a bit of hesitation I said, ‘Yes.’  My hand was still groping her thigh.


    ‘Beg for it.’


    ‘What?’


    ‘Beg me for it.’


    ‘No.’


    ‘Well you’re not getting it and I’ll have it instead.  You can’t just lie there and pretend you’re not that keen on it.  If you really want it then you’ve got to out yourself and admit you’re a cum drinker.  Otherwise I’ll happily take it.  I know what I am.  I’m only too happy to confess to my love for cum drinking.  So either you beg for it and tell me how much you want it, or you don’t get it.’


    ‘I don’t want it that bad.’


    ‘Last chance before it goes in my tummy.’


    ‘I’m not going to beg.’


    ‘Okay.  I’m eating it.’


    ‘Okay you win.  I’ll beg for it.  Please Natalie.  Let me eat my own cum.’


    ‘Why do you want it?’


    ‘Because.’


    ‘That’s not begging.  Why do you want it?’


    ‘Because I like it.’


    ‘Because of the taste?’ she asked.


    ‘No.  Because it’s perverted.’


    ‘Spoken by a true pervert.  If you consider it perverted then it must be truly perverted.  Tell me what you are?’


    ‘I’m a pervert.’


    ‘A pervert and a…?’ she asked for me to complete the sentence.


    ‘A pervert and a…’  I couldn’t complete it as I wasn’t sure what she wanted me to say.


    ‘And a cum drinker.’


    ‘I’m a pervert and a cum drinker.’


    ‘A male cum drinker.’


    ‘I’m a pervert and a male cum drinker.  Please let me eat it.  Please.’


    ‘Okay.  I’ve had my fun.’  She licked the cum off her left hand.  She made particular care to lick around her wedding ring.  She leaned in over me.  I opened my mouth to receive it.  She spat it into my mouth.  ‘Now swallow,’ she said.


    I did.  It was horrible, slimy stuff mixed in with some of her saliva.  I took my hand off her thigh and wiped around my mouth to make sure there was no jizz on my face.  There wasn’t any.


    ‘Good boy.’  She grabbed two handfuls of wilting cocks and said, ‘Two good, obedient boys.  Now I think it’s time for anal.’  To me she said, ‘I want you to come in my arse.’  To her husband she said, ‘And I want you to come in my mouth.  Spit roast me in the bedroom.  Put your dicks right in me and make me see the light.  Make me feel how hard your cocks are.’


    This we did with enthusiasm.  I fucked Natalie in her butt and her husband fucked her face.  She received the two cum loads as requested.  As a follow-up she blew me and made me spunk all over her wedding dress.  White on white.  She greedily licked up the jism from the hem of her skirt.  ‘You must bring Wendy next time,’ she said.  ‘Would you mind if my husband stuck the full length of his shaft in her mouth, up her vagina and in her anus?’


    ‘Not at all.  Friends share.  But I hope you plan to stick your tongue and feminine fingers in those three orifices yourself.’


    ‘I have every intention.  Describe her wedding dress to me.’  She started masturbating as I described the dress as best I could within my male limitations.


    

    


    
  


  
    Pissing in the Garden


     


    A few days later Amelia Swanson explained to me what was involved with the pissing incident.  Brianna paid her to do it.  For a laugh.  Brianna invited Amelia to her house and suggested they do something weird.  ‘Like what?’ asked Amelia.


    ‘Something sexual,’ replied Brianna.


    ‘I’m not into girls.’


    ‘We don’t have to touch each other.  I know.  Why don’t you piss into this wine glass and then drink it?’


    ‘Because that’s disgusting.’


    ‘Is it?’ asked Brianna.


    ‘Completely,’ countered Amelia.


    ‘It’s sterile.  And it’s your own piss.  It’s harmless.’


    Amelia asked, ‘Have you ever drunk your own piss?’


    ‘My own?’ considered Brianna.  ‘No.  I did once piss on a guy’s dick.  He asked me to do it.  It was suitably weird so I thought what the hell.  He seemed to like it.’


    ‘Did you?’


    ‘It was fun.  Piss is funny.  It’s so over the top and perverted.  You can’t help laughing as it’s so extreme.  So yeah, I liked it.’


    ‘I don’t do piss play.  It’s weird.  And not in a good way.’


    ‘I understand.  It’s a step too far.  But what if I was to pay you?’


    ‘Pay me to piss into a glass and then drink it?’


    ‘Yes.  A twenty-five percent bonus next month.’


    ‘No.’


    ‘Are you sure?’


    ‘Well, what if I piss in the glass but that’s it?’


    ‘No.  You need to drink it.  If you don’t drink it then it’s just a girl pissing.  I do that several times every day.  You need to drink it to make it truly obscene.’


    ‘Even if I wanted to, and I don’t, I couldn’t just chug a whole glass down my throat.  I don’t think I can do it.’


    ‘Okay.  How about we get rid of the glass and you piss directly into your own mouth?  That way only a little will spray into your mouth.’


    ‘How would that work?’


    ‘Simple.  Just lean upside down against a wall and urinate.  Gravity will do the rest.  Even with your mouth wide open your hair and face will get most of the fallout.  Very little will land inside your mouth.  Does that sound more acceptable?’


    There was a pause as Amelia considered the proposal Brianna was making.  She said, ‘Fifty percent bonus and I’ll do it.’


    Brianna pretended to struggle with the richness of the demand.  In truth she would happily pay a lot more to see Amelia do this sex act.  Eventually Brianna agreed to the deal.


    Amelia asked, ‘How do we do this?  In here on your carpet?’


    ‘No.  It’s a nice day.  We can do it in the garden.  I’ll put some towels down for your neck and you can do it up against the back fence where it’s sunny.’


    ‘What about your neighbours?  What if they see us?  We could be arrested for public indecency.’


    ‘We’ll be five minutes.  What are the chances they’re looking out into my garden during those few minutes?  It’s me who lives here so I’ll have to put up with them.  Anyway, they’ll probably just masturbate to it for weeks afterwards.  Talking of which, can I video it for later clit fondling?’


    Amelia practically shouted, ‘You want to film it?


    ‘It’ll just be for us.  No one will ever know about it.’


    ‘No.  I can’t show my cunt on camera.  That’s private.  And I’m certainly not going to perform something that obscene and have evidence of it.  A video recording of me sucking off a guy is one thing.  That’s at least normal behaviour.  Urinating into my own mouth while someone records it is abnormal to say the least.’


    ‘Oh go on.  It’ll be really funny.  You’ll be pissing on your face with your mouth wide open.  It’ll be funny.’


    ‘No.  Absolutely not.’


    ‘I’ll give you a two-hundred percent bonus.’


    Amelia relented.  ‘Okay.  But it’s for your eyes only.  It’s never to be seen by anyone else.  Ever.’


    ‘You have my word.  You know how much integrity and honesty I have in my business dealings.  I can be trusted.’


    Amelia said, ‘Okay.  I believe you.  So how do we do this?  Do I drink a lot of water and then we wait for nature to take its course?’


     


     


    This they did.


     


     


    Amelia stripped naked and they went to the back of the garden.  She propped herself up against the fence so her head was on the ground and her legs were above her.  Her naked snatch was positioned so it would, in theory, cascade its golden shower into her mouth below.  Brianna stood over her with a camera phone.  ‘Go.  I’m recording,’ she said while looking down at her employee.


    ‘It’s not going to happen on cue.  We’re going to have to give it a minute.’


    They waited.


    ‘I can feel it coming.’  Eventually it started to trickle out.  The dribble of urine landed on her neck.  She tried to reposition her body but it was too awkward.  Amelia said to the camera, ‘I’m going to go to hell for this.’  Then the trickle became a steady flow and the arc of the piss shot past her open mouth and onto her forehead.  Her eyes were closed as she emptied her bladder onto her face above her nose.  As the force of the stream started to die, a little bit of piss entered her mouth along with some droplets of spray.  Once the pissing stopped she opened her eyes and looked into Brianna’s camera lens.  She spat out the urine that was in her mouth.


    Brianna asked, ‘Are you not drinking it?’


    ‘No.  I’m going to hell for this.’  She laughed.


    ‘What’s so funny?’ asked Brianna.


    ‘I just pissed into my own mouth while my boss filmed me.  That’s pretty fucked up.’  Amelia performed a controlled fall to the side to become upright again.  She stood up and ran from the garden to the privacy of the house.


    ‘Are you upset?’ asked Brianna after she followed her into the house.


    ‘No,’ said Amelia.


    ‘What did your piss taste like?’


    ‘I don’t know.  It was warm and slightly salty.  There wasn’t much more of a taste to it than that.’


    ‘Do you want to have a shower?’ asked Brianna as she switched off the camera.  ‘I could join you if you want?’


     


     


    They rubbed each other’s clits while hot water cascaded over them.  ‘You’re the best boss I’ve ever had,’ murmured Amelia with contentment.


     


     


    After they showered they watched the video on Brianna’s computer.  It was funny. They laughed at Amelia taking most of the piss on her forehead.  Amelia was given a copy for her own archive.


    Brianna was true to her word and no one saw the video.  Not until Amelia started boasting to others about the time she pissed in her own mouth in Brianna’s back garden.  You would think she would want to keep that little incident quiet.  Apparently not.  It wasn’t even office gossip as no one knew about it before Amelia brought it up.  Not long after starting to talk about it she moved on to actually showing people the four and a half minute clip.  What was meant to be intensely private was now an amusingly fucked up anecdote and video clip for everyone to enjoy.


    It was quite a sight when she played it for me on her phone.  She put her hand in my boxers as we watched it.  She tugged me off.  I climaxed in time to the end of the video.  The saucy little pervert made me cream inside my trousers.  She turned off the phone and said, ‘That’s going to leave a wet patch.’  She withdrew her cum covered hand from my underwear.


    I asked for a copy of her remarkable video for my wife and me to later ‘study’ on our own.  


    She refused my request by silently walking away while licking her fingers clean.


    

    


    
  


  
    Anal with Brianna


     


    I was sitting at my computer when Brianna walked past my cubical.  ‘Alan,’ she said.


    ‘Yes?’ I asked while turning around to face her.  She was wearing a knee length skirt, tall heels and tan tights.  She said, ‘You’ve changed Charlotte’s life.’


    ‘I have?’


    ‘She’s decided you were right.  She’s missing out on being a girl if she doesn’t swallow as much cum as she can.  So she’s made a promise to use the gloryhole at least once a week.  That’s all down to you.  That’s excellent work you did.’


    ‘Does she like it now?’ I asked with disappointment.  I liked that she didn’t enjoy it.  It made it all the hotter when she did have to swallow it. 


    ‘No.  It’s still a challenge for her but she’s determined to try her best and develop a tolerance for it.  So she’s going to try sucking some cocks to completion in the office.  And she’s going to swallow her boyfriend’s load without fail from now on.  That’s great progress.  Frankly I think she was failing in her duties as a girlfriend by not doing that.  So she’s going to be a better girlfriend from now on.’


    ‘That’s good to hear.  He deserves a girlfriend who loves him enough to swallow his fluids.’


    ‘Have you tried the gloryholes yourself?’ she asked.


    ‘Yes.  I did it this morning.’


    ‘What did you think?’


    ‘It was…different.  Staring at a grey wall is a lot less personal than what I’m used to.’


    ‘Good different or bad different?’


    ‘Neither.  Just different.  It’s not better, but it’s not worse.  They both have their upsides.  I do get off on the anonymous part of it.  It’s so strange having an anonymous mouth sucking you off.  Is it Amelia or is it Natalie?  Or is it the temp with the funny earrings?  Is it the receptionist?  Could it be your girlfriend Laura?  Who knows?  Was it you this morning at half nine?’ I asked.


    ‘That would be telling.  Let’s keep the mystery alive.  Do you like working here?’


    ‘I got sucked off by a member of staff and I don’t even know who it was.  What isn’t there to love about that?’


    ‘The office isn’t for everyone.  The prudes don’t last long.’


    ‘I look forward to fucking every last girl in the office.’


    ‘That’s a tall order.  Even with all the fucking going on around here you might struggle.  There’s sixty of us with vaginas.  And a few of them are lesbians.  Do you think you can do sixty women?’


    ‘I’m willing to give it a crack.’


    ‘I like your ambition.’


    ‘Would it be rude of me to ask you, as my boss, to bend over my desk and take my cock up your arse?’


    ‘Yes, that would be rude.  But I’m a rude woman.  A very rude woman with a crude and offensive mind.  So I’m willing to take it up the arse.’


    In no time her skirt was bunched up around her waist and her tights and blue panties were around her ankles.  My erection was pressed deep into her anal cavity.  I fucked her.  I fucked her good.  Brianna shouted, ‘Fuck me Alan.  Fuck the bitch right out of me.  Make me come on your cock.  Make me come.  I need to come.  Fuck me so hard.  Fuck me like you fucked Natalie.  Fuck me like you fucked us all.  Fuck me.  Fuck me.  Fuck me harder.  Fuck me.  Fuck me.  Fuck me.  Fuck me with your big dick.  Fuck me.  Fuck me.  Fuck me.  Fuck me.  Fuck me.  Tell me I’m pretty.’


    ‘You’re so fucking pretty.  You’re so pretty my dick hurts just thinking about you.’


    ‘And my cunt aches when I think about you,’ she said while looking back at me.


    My penis blasted the white, sticky contents of my balls into her sexy, tight arse.  I withdrew my cock and dropped to my knees and started eating the cum from right out of her anus.  ‘That’s so dirty,’ she said as she looked back at me again.  ‘I see I employed the best man for the job.  I knew you had the right stuff for this office.’


    

    


    
  


  
    2.  The Therapeutic Benefits of Sadomasochism [Novella]


     


    A female psychology student undergoes training at the hands of a controversial psychiatrist who uses sadomasochism as part of her methodology.


     


    ‘Well you asked for this.  I was perfectly happy leaving it at a solid spanking over the good latex doctor’s knee.  But you admitted the spanking would be more effective if you were dressed in latex and we used handcuffs.  If we’re going to go to those lengths we might as well increase the intensity and involve feminine handjobs.  And oral.  As I lick your c**t and beat off your girly little love bud you can recite the lines.  Then I can turn you over so you’re facedown and I can spank that greedy red arse of yours some more.  I have canes.  But it depends on how well you perform if I’ll have mercy and use my hands instead.  So it’s up to you how this goes.  Be obedient and do as I command and you get twenty slaps on the arse.  Don’t do what I say, or give me attitude, and you’ll get twenty whacks with the cane.  Does that sound like a plan?’


    

    


    
  


  
    Dr Janine and Helen Urinate on a Patient


     


    My name is Helen Baker.  At the time of this case study I was a trainee psychologist under the tutelage of Dr Janine Harris.  She was in her mid to late fifties and had a long, distinguished, though deeply controversial, psychiatric career.  I was her new student and she wanted to instruct me in her unconventional methods.  She invited me to her country home where she was conducting a session with a young man.  His case file simply called him Bob.  As he was Dr Janine’s patient I didn’t need to know his real name.


    I was told to take a chair from the dining room and sit in the back garden.  They would be out in a few minutes.  I sat on the chair and waited.  I was wearing a white blouse, blue trousers and three inch heels.  My long, blonde hair was in a ponytail.  The ground below my heels was hard as it hadn’t rained in days.  It was a very nice day with few clouds in the sky, and yet the sun wasn’t overpowering.  It was perfect outdoor weather for those who were working instead of relaxing.


    Her large garden had a shed at the bottom of it.  Two neighbouring houses looked down into her garden so there wasn’t much sense of privacy.


    Dr Janine came out the house.  She was wearing a black latex bondage dress with holes for her naked breasts to poke out and a tiny skirt.  On her legs were black suspender tights that gave the visual benefits of stockings and suspenders with the practical advantages of tights.  The area around the crotch and the tops of her legs didn’t have any fabric.  I didn’t know if she was wearing any panties but the skirt was short enough so I could see the tops of the tights on her thighs.  On her feet she wore black thigh high leather boots with five inch heels.  Sex boots.  Sex clothes.  She had her long brown hair in a ponytail at the back of her head.


    Behind her was Bob on all fours crawling on the grass.  He was naked with a dog collar around his neck.  Dr Janine was walking him on a leather leash across the grass.  They walked before me and stopped.  ‘Sit up on your knees,’ instructed Dr Janine.  Bob did so.  ‘Helen, can you see his penis from there?’


    ‘Yes,’ I said.  ‘I can see it.’


    ‘Would you say it was big?’


    ‘Yes.  I think so.’


    ‘If it was put in your slick channel would you feel it?’


    ‘Yes.  Definitely.’


    ‘Would you like to see it ejaculate?’


    ‘Very much so.  Can I see him beat it off?’


    ‘Yes.  You may.’  She put her left foot out before him and said, ‘Bob, start pumping you worthless little dick.  Helen wants to see what your cum looks like.’


    ‘Yes Dr Janine,’ he said.


    ‘That’s a good little obedient slut.  Now take your pathetic little cock and show us how big a load you can give us.  Unload it right on my boot.  Let us see the creamy white contrast of your cum against the black leather of my sexy boot.’


    He began wanking his dick while Dr Janine patted the top of her boot as encouragement to make him squirt his white, sticky love.  She said to him, ‘Come on.  You can do it.  Only losers and homosexuals can’t ejaculate for a beautiful woman.  You’re not a homosexual are you?  Are you?  Do you prefer cock in your anus to cock in a girl’s anus?  Because if you can’t spunk your love for a woman on her sexy boots then I’m going to have to add homosexual to your list of problems.  And homosexuality is very hard to cure.  Some people even say it’s impossible.  Once you love dick you love dick forever.  So you better prove to me you’re the man you say you are.  If a pretty, mature woman in a latex bondage dress and thigh high boots with heels can’t get you off then I doubt anything can.  Would you prefer me if I was a man in this dress?’


    ‘No,’ he said as he pounded on his erection.


    ‘You say these words but actions speak so much louder.  And your actions tell me you don’t like girls.  Maybe you need some help to get a climax.  Would it help if Helen was to tug you off?’


    ‘Yes,’ he said.  ‘I’d love that.’


    ‘But she’s a girl.  Are you sure that’s what you want?  A girl touching your cock.’


    ‘Yes.  I want a girl to touch my penis.  And to rub it.  I’d love that.’


    ‘Helen,’ she called to me.  ‘Do you want to touch his penis?’


    ‘Yes,’ I said.  ‘I’d be honoured to help you in your session.  I’m very good at manual masturbation of the male member.  In dick rubbing classes I always got the men to spunk faster than anyone else.  Or at least it was very rare if I was in second place.’


    ‘Hmm.  You might be confusing speed and efficiency of method with enjoyment.  I don’t doubt for a moment your dick rubbing skills are immaculate.  I’m sure any man would be happy to get his cock polished to a beautiful shine by your fair hands.  I just wonder though if you’ve left out the love and the warmth from the dick stroking.  You mustn’t get too focused on the end result.  Slow and long lasting might be inefficient but it has beneficial qualities.  The owner of the dick might develop a more intimate bond with you if he feels you took your time and you loved him.  A cold, heartless milking might be enjoyable for your subject, but he might not develop any deep feelings of trust for you.’


    ‘You might be right Dr Janine.  Maybe quick, brutal cock polishing is not always the best method.’


    ‘Well now is as good a time as any to turn over a new leaf.  Take Bob’s cock in your hand and gently caress it to a titanic climax.  There’s no rush to get the white stuff out and onto my boots.  Just as long as he actually enjoys being cock fondled by a girl then everything’s okay.  Although I suspect he prefers his own hand because he doesn’t get turned on by women.  Faggot,’ she shouted at him and spat on his face.


    He didn’t dare wipe the spittle off his face.  All he did was keep cranking on his cock and say, ‘Thank you Dr Janine.  I’m not a homosexual.  I like women.  I just need time to prove it to you.’


    ‘What about the neighbours?’ I asked as I looked up at the two houses that bordered her garden.


    ‘What about them?’


    ‘Are they used to seeing you performing sessions out here in the open?’


    ‘I would think so.  They consider me to be the street eccentric so they don’t bat an eyelid when I perform my sessions.’


    I got up from my chair and approached Bob from behind.  I crouched down to be behind him and took his cock from him.  I didn’t put my knees on the grass even though it probably wouldn’t have dirtied my trousers.  I began to manipulate his dick at a gentle, slow pace.  I was most unused to this more tender approach.  Normally I’d be beating it off with all my might.


    I looked up at Dr Janine and asked if she thought we could cure Bob within six months using these methods.  She said, ‘Oh yes.  But they often develop new symptoms for new problems.  As soon as you’ve beaten the desire to smoke nicotine out of them they develop a fondness for drinking or cannabis.  These addictive personalities need to have their desires realigned.  Sadomasochistic therapy has its downsides but it does yield results.  Within the six months Bob won’t be lighting up as he realises that it’s just a replacement for the penises he desires so much.’


    ‘I’m not gay,’ he said with a strained voice.


    I said, ‘It sounds like he’s going to come?’


    ‘Well you’re the one holding his penis.  Can you feel it stiffening for the big explosion?’


    ‘Yes.  I think it is.  It’s getting harder.  It’s going to come soon.’


    ‘Good.  Good boy.  That’s what I like to hear and see.  Maybe you’re not such a cum slut homosexual after all.’


    The end of his dick blasted out its white cargo.  I aimed his love stick squarely at Dr Janine’s boot so it splashed against her leather.  It left a beautiful picture made of white semen against a canvas of black leather.  I wiped the head of his cock clean on the boots and squeezed out the last of the juices from it.


    He looked up at Dr Janine and said, ‘See, I do like girls.’


    ‘Perhaps,’ she said.  ‘Perhaps not.  Enough manual dick cranking and you can get anyone to come.  After a point it’s just an involuntary body response to its stimulation.  Good or bad.  Enjoyed or hated.  In the end it all leads to an orgasm if it’s stimulated long enough.’  To me she said, ‘Now here’s a good test.  Let’s see how he reacts to this offer.’  To Bob she said, ‘You have a choice now.  And only two options.  You can either lick up your own male filth.  This would of course make it pretty much conclusive you adore dick more than normal.  Even if it’s only your own and not your male lover’s.  Or you can drink my piss.’


    We both looked up at her with stunned expressions.


    ‘Now I know it’s disgusting and degrading.  I don’t expect you to like it.  But it’s from a girl.  A homosexual would pick the cum eating from my boots without a moment of hesitation.  For a heterosexual guy there really shouldn’t be any choice between them.  A real man would never allow himself to be degraded into eating cum.  Even if it is his own.  Eat a man’s cum or drink a girl’s piss?  You’ve got to go with the girl every time or you’re a fag.  So what’s it going to be?  Your cum or my piss?’


    ‘I…  I guess…  Your piss Dr Janine.’


    ‘Good choice.  Helen, could you clean this disgusting male filth off my boot?’


    I got up off my knees.  I started to head towards the back door of the house to get some toilet paper.  ‘Where are you going?’ she asked.


    I stopped and turned around.  ‘To get some tissues to wipe your boots.’


    ‘Why waste expensive tissues when you’ve got a perfectly good tongue in your mouth?’


    ‘You mean you want me to…lick it up?’


    ‘You’re a girl.  Girls like eating cum.  Don’t they?’


    ‘Well, in a sexual relationship there will be times when the man will request that his wife or girlfriend please him by swallowing the ejaculation from the end of his penis.’


    ‘If you want to be my student then you have to accept that you’re going to be in an intimate sexual relationship with most of your patients.  So expect to eat a lot of ejaculate throughout the working week.  Maybe you don’t want to eat the cum he managed to spray for us.  Maybe you don’t like cum?  Perhaps you are homosexual as well?’


    ‘No.  I’m not.  I’m into dick.  I love the manual dick masturbation classes.  I love it when the teacher picks me to demonstrate fellatio to the class.’


    ‘So what’s your problem?  Get down on your knees and start licking it up.  I want my boots as shiny as ever.’


    ‘Yes Dr Janine.  I just wasn’t expecting it, that’s all.  I’ll comply with your request at once.’  I walked back to her and got down beside Bob.  My hand already had a bit of his ejaculation on it from masturbating him so I licked that up first.  Then I got down close to the ground and sucked him off for a moment to clean the cum from his penis.  Then I took Dr Janine’s left leather boot in my hands.  I felt the high heel at the back with my fingers as I licked the cock cream from the surface of her leather.  I licked it up as thoroughly as I could.  Some cum wouldn’t stick to my tongue.  Instead all I could do was push it around the leather with my tongue.  For this spunk I took my thumb and squished it down onto the juice to make it stick to my thumbprint.  I then sucked my thumb.


    ‘You’re a good student.  Bob’s lucky to have you in the session.  If you weren’t here I would have pissed in his mouth and then made him lick this cold cum off my boot anyway.  I certainly wasn’t going to put his degrading male filth in my mouth.  I have standards.  Licking up cock juice in a garden while my neighbours watch is not the type of slutty thing I do.  Does that make you feel bad, Helen?’


    It did but I said, ’No.  You’re obviously trying to control me by making me feel silly.  I consider there to be nothing wrong with swallowing a patient’s ejaculate during a session.  So I have nothing to be embarrassed about.  I did what needed to be done.’  I stood up.


    ‘Good Helen.  It’s good you understand the process so well.  You might be one of my more natural students.  I feel you might already have a good grasp of the dominant-submissive roles we’re required to play. Tell me, have you done S&M in your personal life?’


    ‘Is it appropriate for us to be discussing this during a session with a patient?’ I asked.


    ‘I don’t see any harm in it.  It’s good for him to see that we’re real women too.  Not just sex object therapists he visits once a week.  We have lives and interests outside of our work with him.  Are you partial to the sadomasochistic lifestyle?’


    ‘My boyfriend likes to tie me up.’


    ‘Do you like it?’


    ‘Not at first.  But then he bought me latex clothing.  I liked dressing up in latex.  And latex and bondage are a potent combination.  They go together so well.  He then took me to a club that had bondage tables and walls of restraints and stuff like that.  I enjoy being strapped to a chair or put over a pommel horse and fucked.’


    ‘Interesting.  I think you may have found the perfect career.  But are you capable of switching from submissive to dominant?  It’s important to have control of your patients.  You need to command respect and have them fear you.  You will be called upon to display your top side far more than your bottom.  Far less patients need a girl to control and push around.  Far more need to be shown who’s the boss.’


    ‘I have the necessary steel in me.  I can flog a man with a whip and leave him screaming and not care.  I think a sign of true sadism is that I can get very wet between my legs by simply beating a man.’


    ‘But you’ve never beaten a man in your personal life?’


    I shook my head.  ‘No.  Only during classes.  But I did enjoy it.  I spanked them with as much vigour as anyone else.  My submissive side does not rule me.  I may enjoy being spanked more than giving slaps, but I’m not soft.  I have the inner strength to enjoy the cruelty and distress I can cause to my lover’s flesh.’


    ‘I hope so.  Okay enough of this chatter.  I have a full bladder I need to unload in this man’s mouth.’  To Bob she instructed him to lie down face up and open his ‘pretty little cunt mouth’.  He did so.  She pulled up her latex skirt.  As I expected she wasn’t wearing any underwear.  The tights had no material to cover her crotch so we could see her bald cunt.


    She put her feet a few inches on either side of his head and crouched down so her vagina was fairly close to his mouth.  ‘Keep it open and swallow what I give you.  It’s yours to drink.  And remember, don’t complain to me.  You chose it.  I didn’t pick it.  If you’d picked the semen you’d be finished with it by now.  It would be in your tummy out the way instead of in Helen’s.  Isn’t Helen pretty?’ she asked him.


    ‘Yes,’ he said.  ‘She’s very pretty.’


    ‘Is she prettier than me?’ asked Dr Janine.


    He didn’t answer for a moment.  After hesitating he said, ‘No.’


    ‘Liar,’ she said.  She straightened her legs from the crouched position and kicked him on the side of the head.  ‘She’s younger.  Isn’t that what all men lust after the most?  Youth.  But I’ve got experience.  I’ve done things to men you couldn’t even begin to imagine.  I bet she’s never even pissed in a man’s mouth before.’


    They both looked to me.  I shook my head.  Dr Janine said, ‘I’ve pissed in hundreds of mouths.  Golden showers, giving and receiving, are all in a day’s work for me.’  She resumed the crouch position that meant she was ready to begin urinating.


    Her piss started to seep out of her exposed, hairless cunt.  It dribbled onto Bob’s face.  She repositioned herself and he moved his mouth so her strengthening stream of clear piss would hit the back of his throat.  He swallowed what he could and she would stop-start her pissing to allow him time to get what he had in his mouth out the way.


    It took about a minute for them to be finished.  She urinated quite a lot and he drank more than half of it.


    Dr Janine stood fully upright and stepped to the side towards me.  She said to Bob, who was still on the grass covered in urine, ‘I’m starting to think you might be heterosexual after all.  You took my piss like a trooper and never complained.  I’m most impressed.  Usually there’s a lot of whining and more than a few have stood up because they couldn’t take it.  A lot of little bitches.  Have you done this before?’


    ‘No Doctor.  I’ve never been pissed on before.’


    ‘Well I’m happy with your progress.  That was most productive.  In future when you’re thinking about smoking just imagine me pissing in your mouth.  That’s what it’s like when you smoke a cigarette.  It’s a disgusting habit.  Every drag is like a golden shower in your mouth and in your lungs.  You must remember how disgusted you were with yourself when I pissed on you.  Hold onto that feeling.  If you can keep it in mind you’ll find your desire for cigarettes decreasing.  Although you might find yourself wanting to be pissed on again.  Every cure has its side effects and that might be one of them.  It can’t be helped.  Although we can then try and cure you of your desire for golden showers.’  She turned to me and asked, ‘Helen, do you need the toilet?’


    I wasn’t sure what to say.  It was best to participate fully and not get squeamish.  ‘A little bit.  It’s not pressing or anything but I could tinkle.’


    ‘What do you say Bob?  Do you think you could take another drink?’


    ‘Yes Doctor.  It would be my pleasure as a humble servant to drink the urine of a beautiful woman like Helen.’


    She yanked hard on the leash that was still in her hands.  ‘That’s Dr Helen to you.’  Technically I was not yet a doctor but that was a detail no one cared about at this point in the session.  ‘You will address her properly or not at all.  Is that understood?’


    ‘Sorry Dr Janine.  I forgot myself.  My mind is a jumble of sexual thoughts.’


    ‘We can see that.  You’ve been hard the whole time.  Don’t you feel embarrassed to have a hard-on while someone’s peeing on your face?  That’s kind of messed up being so obviously aroused.’


    I said, ‘At least that’s another tick in the heterosexual column.  Aroused even when being pissed on by a woman.’


    ‘That’s true.  Even the best disguised fag would struggle to keep it hard while that was going on.  That does suggest authentic arousal by the female body.  If you can remain hard while being pissed on then you must like it.  Anyway, it’s your turn Helen.  I’ll hold your hand to keep you balanced while you squat over him.’


    ‘Are you sure this is okay for me to interact so much with the subject in your session like this?’


    ‘It’s fine.  He needs the discipline and you need the experience.  It’s a win-win for all of us.  So get over his head and start peeing.’


    I took off my trousers and panties and neatly folded them.  I left them on the chair I brought out.  I walked over to Bob and squatted as instructed over his face so he was looking directly up at my cunt.


    I was nervous to be peeing like this in public but I had to grit my teeth and get on with it.  I didn’t want to ruin the therapeutic effects of Dr Janine’s session by chickening-out.  It took a few long seconds before the waters started to flow.  I looked down to see if I was hitting the target.  I was a little to the side.  I redirected my flow and got him on the mouth.  His mouth overflowed and I pinched my muscles to stop the water.  He swallowed what he had and I resumed the flow of nectar.  
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    ‘I’m sorry, that’s the last of it,’ I said to him.


    Dr Janine said, ‘Don’t apologise to him.  He got more than he deserved.  The lucky boy got two girls to piss in his mouth.  Never in a month of Sundays did he ever dream he’d live to see the day that happened.  In fact, I’m inclined to double bill him for this session.  I won’t because I have principals.  A deal’s a deal.  But I’d be well within my moral rights to do so.’


    I got up from my squatting position and asked, ‘What now?’


    ‘Now we ask the boy if he feels like having a smoke.  Do you feel like having a smoke?’


    ‘No Doctor.  I don’t.’


    ‘See, it is working.  My methods might be unconventional but that doesn’t mean they don’t work.  Another twenty or thirty golden showers and he’ll be over his silly addiction to nicotine.  And we might still save him from the banality of male homosexuality.’


    ‘Banality?’ I asked.


    ‘What kind of life is it without women?  We might be annoying and difficult with weird emotions and desires.  But we’re a damn sight more interesting than any man I’ve ever met.’


    ‘Are you yourself homosexual?’ I asked.


    ‘No.  I am the woman in my life.  I don’t need another one of us bitches being weird and awkward all the time.  I’m married.  To a man.  He’s my rock.  This is what men are for.  To be a boring oasis of dull calm in our sea of female drama.  You know, I think you should get your pussy cleaned.  Why don’t you sit on his face and let him lick you clean.’


    ‘Good thinking Dr Janine.  I think that would be a good idea.’  I lowered myself down again and this time my cunt connected with his mouth.  He started licking at my bean and the soft area around it.


    ‘Is he doing a good job?’ asked Dr Janine.


    ‘He’s not bad.  But to call him good would be stretching the truth.  He could work it harder.’


    ‘You heard Dr Helen.  Lick it better.  Put more effort into it you lazy cunt.’


    He redoubled his efforts and speeded up his licking.  It felt much better and I started to feel the contractions of my muscles beginning to take shape.  I reached behind myself and grabbed hold of the hair at the top of his head and pushed my cunt further into his face.  ‘I’m almost there.  Just a bit more.  Keeping going.’


    My orgasm was strong and my moans of pleasure way too loud for the outdoors.  I looked around at the windows of the houses.  The nearly cloudless sky was reflected in them so I couldn’t tell if people behind the window panes were watching me have an orgasm.


    Once I’d calmed down I stood and stepped aside from Bob’s face.


    Dr Janine complimented the both of us.  ‘That was good work from both of you.  I’m very happy with the way that worked out.  I see potential in you Helen.  And I think Bob is going to make the effort required of him to overcome this silly addiction he’s a slave to.  How was that for a first session Bob?  Are you convinced of my methods?’ she asked as he continued to lie on the ground.


    Bob replied, ‘It was very enlightening.  I feel a new vigour to get on with my life without the nasty evil of cigarettes.’


    ‘Will you come back next week or am I too radical for you?’


    ‘I definitely want to explore this with you further.  I think you can succeed were many have failed.’


    ‘You’re not just saying that because I’m standing over you, and you’re scared of what I might do to you with my heels?’


    ‘No.  Your technique will get through to me even more loudly than the lure of cigarettes.  Smoking equals piss.  It’s a very strong message you have powerfully put across to me.’


    I wandered back over to the chair to collect my panties and trousers.


    

    


    
  


  
    Spanking Helen


     


     


    In the house after Bob had left we discussed the therapy.  We were on the sofa in the living room drinking coffee.


    I made the error of not respecting her wood and leaving my cup on the coffee table without using one of the supplied coasters.  When she noticed this she asked me, ‘You do realise that’s going to leave a mark on my table?’


    ‘I’m sorry,’ I said as I grabbed for my cup and lifted it to place a coaster underneath.


    ‘Some people would let that go.  But as a behavioural psychologist I feel it’s my duty to correct you of this rudeness.’


    ‘I’m truly sorry.  It was just a brief moment of mindlessness.’


    ‘I think it will also give you a taste of the therapy we do from the perspective of the patients.  It will do you good as a person, and it should make you more sympathetic to their plight.’


    ‘I don’t need therapy.  It was just a slipup.  It’s not something I have a habit of doing.  It’s just a meaningless mistake and not part of a pattern of behaviour that needs to be corrected.’


    ‘Don’t be scared.  I highly recommend you submit to a course of treatment, even if only for academic purposes.’


    ‘I’m scared,’ I admitted.


    ‘Of what?  Of me?’ she asked as though she was sort of offended.  Although I suspect she was delighted if she had caused me such discomfort.


    ‘No.  I’m scared you’ll piss in my mouth.’


    ‘Would that be so bad?’


    ‘I’ve never had someone urinate in my mouth before.  And it’s not something I think I’ll enjoy.’


    ‘Bob seemed to get off on it, and supposedly he’d never done it before either.’


    ‘Plus you’re a woman.  I don’t want you to think I’m gay.’


    ‘Don’t worry Helen.  I have no intention of pissing in your mouth.  That’s a treatment for smokers who want to give up.  It’s far too extreme for the inconsequential behavioural tick that I want to correct in you.  Things have to be proportional.’


    ‘Could I not be let off with a stern telling off?  A nasty tone and insults that belittle me will stick in my mind.  It will certainly make me think twice before leaving a wet cup on a table without a coaster.’


    ‘I’m afraid that’s not enough.  I find verbal insults accompanied with physical pain makes people remember things all the better.  The pain amplifies the words and sears them into their brain.  But you’re lucky that this is such a trifle of a problem.  I think we can accomplish our goals in one session.  Repeat punishments would seem unnecessary.  Unless of course you report further slipups.  Then we can kick the sessions up to a regular schedule and increase the intensity.  Will you submit to a session?’


    ‘I don’t know.’


    ‘I promise not to use your mouth as a toilet.  And of course this session will be free of charge as it will be educational.  A sense of adventure will do you good in this line of work.’


    ‘Okay.  I’ll undergo a session.’


    ‘Excellent.  Take off your clothes and lie across my lap.’


    ‘Your lap?’


    ‘Yes.  I’m going to spank you.’


    My pussy gushed with new wetness at the thought of being spanked across the nylon knees of the respected Dr Janine Harris.  I didn’t need to be told twice.  I got to my feet and took off my trousers and panties again.


    ‘Take everything off,’ she instructed.


    ‘’Including my bra?’


    ‘Everything.’


    I took off all my clothing so I was completely naked.  ‘Nice body,’ complimented Dr Janine.  ‘The patients will appreciate that.  Looks like a nice, tight cunt you’ve got there.  Do you do anal?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Good.  That’s what I like to hear.  I find anal has more therapeutic resonance than the plain, boring old vagina.  Everyone’s licked or fucked a vagina before.  The asshole has so much more mystery to it because it’s forbidden fruit.  You’ll be surprised how many men have never rimmed an anus before or stuck their cock up one.  The filthiest of the three holes has been very useful throughout my career.  I’m so glad my husband talked me into exploring it.  I dread to think how many psychological breakthroughs I would have failed to get without it.  My arsehole has shortened many courses of therapy by months, maybe even years.  You could argue that I’m doing myself out of a job by being so efficient.  But this is a higher calling.  It’s not about money.  It’s about helping people.  And if my anus can bring happiness to people who are suffering then I’m only too glad to stick things up it.’


    ‘This is why I chose you as my model.  Your methods and your ideology speak to me in ways that the colder, less sexual styles don’t.  I don’t think you’re a slut.  I think you’re a brave doctor who has done wonderful things to help others.  And you’ve pushed the boundaries of our profession in new directions others are too timid to contemplate.  The doctors who can’t see your brilliance are too prudish to understand what you are doing.’


    Dr Janine said, ‘Put your heels back on.  I like a girl in shoes.’  I slipped my heels back on so they were the only items of clothing I was wearing.  ‘Get on my lap face down and position your bottom so I can slap it with my right hand.  Do it.’  I did as instructed so I was naked over her lap.  My head was tipped down towards the carpet with my blonde ponytail falling into view to my side.  My bottom was upwards on her lap.  My pussy was almost touching her latex skirt and my legs were dangling over the other side with my shoes almost touching the carpet.  It wasn’t an overly comfortable position to be in.


    She said, ‘Put your hands together behind your back.  Do I need to tie them up or can I trust you to keep your fingers locked on your forearms?’


    ‘You can trust me.’


    ‘Okay, but I’ll be very angry if you unlock your fingers.’


    As I gripped my hands behind me onto the forearms above the opposite hand I said, ‘I promise to the best of my abilities I will keep my hands out the way.’


    Dr Janine accepted this and said, ‘Now I’m going to start spanking you.  I’ll take it slow.  This isn’t about hurting you.  Or about giving you a shiny red bottom to admire in the mirror.  Nor is it about giving sexual pleasure to my sadistic side that enjoys seeing young women writhe in pain.  This is a serious thing.  If pleasure or pain comes from it then so be it.  We shouldn’t deny our pleasures when we can get them.  They are so rare and fleeting.  There is a certain gayness to it between us two women.  But I don’t feel we need to get hung-up on that.  But we must keep in mind the point of this.  If you want spanked for sexual pleasure you should ask your boyfriend.  I’m here to teach you a lesson.  If this was about sex I would make you count the spanks and say something like, “Thank you Dr Janine,” after every slap.  But this isn’t about that.  I don’t have any interest in you counting the spanks.  Instead I want you to say after every spank, “I am a bad person who doesn’t respect other people’s things.  I deserve this for causing a mess.”  You got that?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘You remember it word for word?  It doesn’t have to be the exact same words although it’s preferred.  Some people are good at remembering two complicated lines.  Others are useless and have to improvise their own variation on it.  I assume you are the type who can retain the full phrase.  Repeat it to me.’


    I said, ‘“I am a bad person who doesn’t respect other people’s things.  I deserve this for causing a mess.”’


    ‘Perfect.  I think to ram it home you should be holding a coaster in your hand.  I would prefer it in your mouth but I need you to talk.’


    ‘What about on the floor before me so I’m looking at the coaster,’ I suggested.


    ‘Yes.  That’s good.’


    ‘Permission to unlock my hands and get a coaster?’


    ‘Permission granted.’


    I reached out and grabbed a coaster from the coffee table and placed it before me on the carpet.  I then put my hands back around my forearms behind me on the small of my back.


    ‘Are you ready?’ she asked.


    ‘Yes.  As much as I’ll ever be.’


    ‘So every time I hit you what do you say?’


    ‘“I am a bad person who doesn’t respect other people’s things.  I deserve this for causing a mess.”’


    Suddenly as soon as I finished saying the words I received the first spank on my right cheek.


    I said, ‘“I am a bad person who doesn’t respect other people’s things.  I deserve this for causing a mess.”’


    Another hard spank on my bare bottom.  This time it was on the left cheek.


    I said, ‘“I am a bad person who doesn’t respect other people’s things.  I deserve this for causing a mess.”’


    This time she hit my right arse cheek.


    ‘“I am a bad person who doesn’t respect other people’s things.  I deserve this for causing a mess.”’


    Dr Janine continued our discussion about her troubles with the more staid elements in our profession.  ‘It’s been a controversial career.  In retrospect I think releasing documentaries online instead of publishing written papers to academic magazines turned them against me.  I was trying to reach beyond the limited audience of people with degrees and trying to connect with the smarter laymen out there.  Instead they said I was a porn actress making pornography for sad, lonely men to masturbate over.  I can’t help it if people misuse my educational materials and use it for self-gratification.’


    Spank.


    ‘“I am a bad person who doesn’t respect other people’s things.  I deserve this for causing a mess.”’


    ‘And there’s this snobby, holier than thou attitude.  As though providing these sad, lonely masturbators with something that brings them joy is a bad thing.  No, I didn’t make them for people to pump their cocks over.  But frankly I’m not too bothered.  Sure, I would rather they were paying attention to the thesis that I’m demonstrating.  But at least I’m bringing something positive instead of negative into their lives.  What’s so bad about that?  And who knows, maybe by osmosis they’re picking up some of my ideas and are being educated by stealth.  I don’t think that’s farfetched.  While looking at my arse in tight latex they’re still hearing me talk about my methods.’


    Another spank on my arse.


    I sobbed with agony, ‘“I am a bad person who doesn’t respect other people’s things.  I deserve this for causing a mess.”’  I then said, ‘And of course the same academics who sneer at you are obviously secretly watching your videos and beating off to them.’


    She replied, ‘Undoubtedly.  Each and every last one of them has watched my so-called “pornography”.  I bet half my audience for these documentaries are working psychologists.’


    ‘It’s such a rank hypocrisy to publicly condemn what they privately love.  I just assume…’  I was cut off by another painful smack on my arse.  ‘“I am a bad person who doesn’t respect other people’s things.  I deserve this for causing a mess.”’  I then resumed what I was saying.  ‘I just assume anyone who bashes you without a well explained reason is a hypocrite.  I just know they love tugging themselves off to your work.  The worst are those who use antifeminist words like “slut” to describe you.  They think they can simply put you in a box marked “sexual pervert” or whatever so they can safely dismiss your radical work.  They have such closed minds.’


    Spank.  It was a particularly hard smack I received this time.  I yelped and almost jumped out of her lap.  She grabbed my waist before I could go anywhere and held me in place. ‘Where do you think you’re going bitch?’


    ‘I’m sorry.  Please forgive my rudeness.’


    ‘Say it.’


    ‘“I am a bad person who doesn’t respect other people’s things.  I deserve this for causing a mess.”’


    Placated she continued.  ‘I’ve given up trying to get back into the mainstream.  I’m tired of fighting my corner.  I’m getting old and I know my methods work.  That’s good enough for me.  My reputation is in tatters in academia.  There’s very little I can do about that now.  They can badmouth me all they want but still patients come to see me.  The public know where the good stuff is.  They’re not so narrow-minded and hidebound by precedents.’


    A very loud but not particularly painful smack landed on my posterior.


    ‘“I am a bad person who doesn’t respect other people’s things.  I deserve this for causing a mess.”’


    ‘And it is worth noting that the board of psychiatric care refuse to take away my certificates and bar me from working.  Because those higher up know I’m onto something.  They can’t openly say public humiliation handjobs can cure.  But they know they can.  Maybe when someone powerful enough is about to retire they can cause a shit-storm and publicly vouch for my treatment plans.’


    Whack.


    The spank was both loud and painful.  I whimpered and made the mistake of unlocking my hands and reaching down to touch my arse cheeks to rub them.  I’m not sure what that would have done.  Soothing hands weren’t going to do me any good if she was going to keep hitting the same spot again and again.  ‘“I am a bad person who doesn’t respect other people’s things.  I deserve this for…”’


    ‘What the fuck do you think you’re doing?’


    With terror I realised what I’d done.  I’d unlocked my hands.  I quickly put my hands back in place around the opposite forearm.  ‘I’m sorry Janine.  It was just a reflex.’


    ‘That’s Dr Janine to you.  Stupid slut, what have you done?’ she said with a cold voice.  Was she disappointed or angry?  Her voice was too flat to tell.  Perhaps both.


    She sighed.  Yes, both disappointed and angry.  ‘This is what I get I suppose for trusting you as a colleague.  I should have tied you up.  But then you like that, don’t you?  You little slut.  Perhaps you’d have preferred it if we did this in latex and handcuffs.’  She grabbed my long ponytail and pulled my head back painfully.  ‘Would you?  Answer me.’


    At first I didn’t say anything.  She yanked my hair again.  It was enough of a prompt to make me confess.  ‘Yes.’


    ‘“Yes” what?’


    I went silent again with the humiliation of admitting my sexual desires to another woman.


    She yanked my hair and spanked me on the arse.


    I blurted out, ‘Yes.  I’d like to wear latex and be tied up.’


    ‘And spanked while tied up and in latex?’ she asked.


    ‘Yes.  That too.’


    ‘You sound so weak.  You’ve allowed your fetishes to rule your desires.  You’re immoral.  I wonder if you’re right for the job after all if you enjoy the sex so much.  You might not be dispassionate enough to perform what is necessary.  I can easily see you administrating spankings to men you like sexually instead of simply giving them the blowjob they require.  I fear you might overprescribe.’


    ‘It’s not like that.  You’ve tapped into my submissive side.  This shouldn’t happen in a normal session if I’m in charge.  I’m a patient right now.  I should be submissive and easily influenced.  When I’m the doctor running the session this shouldn’t happen.  Unless I need to give the patient control.  In which case this is all as it should be.  Yes?’ I asked.


    She paused to consider what I was saying.  She let go of my ponytail so my head fell down towards the coaster on the floor before me.  She said, ‘I’ll admit when I’m wrong.  And I was wrong to doubt you.  I’m even big enough to apologise.  I’m sorry.’  She struck me fiercely on the arse at the same time as she said, ‘I’m sorry.’  It wasn’t so much the stinging pain, more the unexpected timing of it that made it so effective.  I buckled and almost fell off her latex lap.  She grabbed me and pulled me back in place.  She spanked me again.  I assume this time as a punishment for wriggling away.  She then delivered another stinger to my arse.  Then another.  She wasn’t flogging me fast.  There was a slow, deliberate pace to the blows.  She hit me again.


    I expected another blow.


    It didn’t come.


    There was a silence.


    I flinched in expectation of another sneaky smack.  It didn’t happen.


    Mockingly she said, ‘Jumpy, aren’t we?  Oh by the way, I spanked you five times without getting the words.  You owe me the poetry of contrition.’


    I said, ‘“I am a bad person who doesn’t respect other people’s things.  I deserve this for causing a mess.”’


    ‘That’s for the first one.  Again.’


    ‘“I am a bad person who doesn’t respect other people’s things.  I deserve this for causing a mess.”’


    ‘Two.  Again slut.’


    ‘“I am a bad person who doesn’t respect other people’s things.  I deserve this for causing a mess.”’


    ‘Three.  Twice more.’


    I changed one of the words to reflect how I was feeling.  ‘“I am a bad slut who doesn’t respect other people’s things.  I deserve this for causing a mess.”’


    ‘Indeed you are slut.’


    ‘“I am a bad…  I’m a bad slut who doesn’t respect other people’s things.  I deserve this for causing a mess.”’


    She spanked me again.


    I burst into tears.  


    She hit me again.


    I said, ‘“I am a bad slut who doesn’t respect other people’s things.  I deserve…  I deserve this for causing a mess.  I am a bad slut who doesn’t respect other people’s things.  I deserve this for causing a mess.”’


    She said, ‘I must compliment you on the variation you added.  “Slut” instead of “person”.  Very good.  My cunt got a little tingle when I heard that.’


    

    


    
  


  
    Helen Tied Down in Latex


     


    Dr Janine dragged me by my ponytail into her bedroom.  She let go of my hair and told me to stand in the corner.  She pulled the covers off the bed to reveal a black rubber sheet underneath.  The discarded duvet was put in the leg space under the vanity desk.


    She opened one of two wardrobes.  Inside I could see a lot of latex and rubber fetish clothes.  She pulled out a purple latex dress and threw it to me.  I caught it.  ‘Put this on.’  She walked to a set of drawers and opened the top one.  She took out a pair of black tights and threw them to me.


    I sat gingerly on the bed.  My arse was sore and red from the spanking but I could still sit with discomfort.  I pulled the dark tights on over my legs to encase them in their second skin smoothness.  They were crotchless.  I suspected Dr Janine only bought crotchless tights.  As I was doing this Dr Janine went back to the cupboard and took out long black gloves.


    She helped me into the dress.  It was like her black dress with a tiny skirt and gaping holes were the breast cups would normally be.  The gloves went past my elbows like opera gloves.  She put five inch purple heels on my feet.  Then she put a black rubber hood over my head so I was encased.  Only eye holes, nostril holes and a gap for my mouth remained.  A little bit of my blonde ponytail peeked out from below the neckline of the mask.  It was then covered by a hard, leather neck brace to further restrict my movement.


    She tied me to the frame of the double bed using handcuffs on all four of my limbs.  I was stretched and uncomfortable, but that wasn’t exactly something that concerned her.  This was not being done for my comfort.  There was no give or take in my bondage.  I was trapped in this configuration with almost no ability to move at all.  Even when I could move my arm an inch it was too painful to be something I wanted to do.  In this position with my legs splayed open the skirt had to be rolled up around my waist.  My cunt was exposed to the room.  It was dripping.  My arse was particularly uncomfortable as I couldn’t angle my body to take the weight of it.  So it had to touch the rubber bed sheet.


    I was totally at her mercy.  She was a respected psychologist.  She had conducted thousands of sessions.  So I should have felt safe.  I knew I was going to leave this house in one piece.  That was not the concern.  My concern was more about what she would do with me now I was helpless and bound.  We hadn’t really agreed terms and conditions on this new development.  Technically it was probably still part of the first spanking session.  So did those rules still apply?  She could hurt me a little but she couldn’t piss on me.  Things like that.


    Somehow I didn’t feel she was still playing by those same rules.  I was too turned on to stop and say something while she was dressing me.  The clothes were too sexy to stop this train.  So I said nothing.  Was I going to regret it?  


    Dr Janine was doing something in the corner of the room.  I couldn’t crane my head around far enough to see.  The neck brace was too restrictive for me to see much.  All I saw was her head looking downwards at something that must have been in her hands.  I guessed she had a mechanical device or something.  A vibrator most probably.


    She looked at me and said, ‘Can you imagine if someone high up in the profession said public humiliation handjobs could cure loneliness?  It would be a brave person indeed who agreed with me on that.  Especially after spending decades inside that cosy ivory tower.  If I could just amass enough empirical evidence from thousands of sessions, case studies and patients then they could back me.  Until then I’m on my own against the forces of ignorance.’


    I tried to get in her good graces.  The last thing I wanted was to make her annoyed with me.  ‘I’m with you.  All the way.  It’s just going to take a few months to fully get over my shyness.  It’s only natural I would have reticence about these new experiences.  It doesn’t mean I’m not committed or don’t believe in what we’re doing.  It’s just natural caution.’


    ‘Look away from me or I’ll get a mask without eyeholes.’


    I turned to look at the ceiling.


    I babbled on with nervousness.  ‘There’s always natural caution.  Like how every new penis you hold in your hand naturally causes feelings of anxiety.  It’s just another standard issue penis.  Penis number three hundred and twelve out of the many thousands you will handle in your lifetime as a girl.  And yet you can’t help feeling wary or excited or whatever.’  Was I making sense?  ‘I’ve gone off on a tangent and I don’t think I’m explaining it right.  What I’m saying is: it’s normal to take a few second to feel wary even when you know you’re doing the right thing.’


    ‘It also means you have a conscience and you’re not blithely doing things by rote.  You’re thinking.  Questioning.  Always aware of what you are doing and asking if it’s the right thing.  That is very good.  I only hope others are as thoughtful and as naturally wary of rushing into things as you.  That phrase, “Only fools rush in where angels fear to tread”, is so you.  You should take that as your motto.’ 


    How hollow those words sounded now.  If only I hadn’t been such an aroused fool.  Angels would fear to tread in Dr Janine’s bedroom.  I doubt any angels would enter such a place.  Yet here I was tied up in latex and ready for who knows what.  I should have had more fear.  I said, ‘It’s a good saying.  It’s wise.  I should put it on the wall of my waiting room.’


    Dr Janine added, ‘If people are happy to talk their problems out with someone who won’t give them a handjob or won’t lick a pussy then so be it.  But I can’t stand all that mealy-mouthed bullshit.  I’m here to get my hands dirty and beat the sin out of the sinner.  Such as yourself.’


    ‘Me?’ I asked.  I couldn’t help looking over at her.  She was looking down at her hands again so I got away with disobeying her.  I quickly turned back to the ceiling so she wouldn’t catch me looking at her.  ‘You’re going to beat me?’


    ‘I’m going to beat you off.’


    ‘And this is therapeutic?’ I asked.


    ‘Well you asked for this.  I was perfectly happy leaving it at a solid spanking over the good latex doctor’s knee.  But you admitted the spanking would be more effective if you were dressed in latex and we used handcuffs.  If we’re going to go to those lengths we might as well increase the intensity and involve feminine handjobs.  And oral.  As I lick your cunt and beat off your girly little love bud you can recite the lines.  Then I can turn you over so you’re facedown and I can spank that greedy red arse of yours some more.  I have canes.’  She said it as a threat.  ‘But it depends on how well you perform if I’ll have mercy and use my hands instead.  So it’s up to you how this goes.  Be obedient and do as I command and you get twenty slaps on the arse.  Don’t do what I say, or give me attitude, and you’ll get twenty whacks with the cane.  Does that sound like a plan?’ she asked.


    I wasn’t going to quibble.  Smartly I agreed with her without any hesitation.  A thought occurred to me about the issue of hesitation.  I said, ‘As you know I’m a hesitant person by nature.  Can I ask for your mercy and not punishing me for a few moments of hesitation.  It is in my character not to jump in straightaway.  For you to punish that character…flaw…or strength…would be cruelty for its own sake.  It has no therapeutic value if you were to attack that part of my personality.  Agreed?’


    ‘I agree Helen.  It would be wrong for me to hold your natural hesitance against you.  I will try my best not to allow my own impatience to get angry with you.  Is it a personality trait you would be interested in fixing in future?’


    ‘No.  As you yourself said, it shows I’m thinking and weighing up my options.  It is a strength much more than a flaw.  I think.’  I hoped I hadn’t annoyed her by using her own words against her.


    ‘Yes, I think you’re right.  It was just a passing thought.’


    She walked into view.  She had a camera on a tripod in her hands.


    ‘No.  No,’ I repeated.  ‘I am not consenting to this being recorded.’


    ‘It’s for clinical research.  It’s an important part of my work that I can document as much as possible.  This is slightly new ground for me so I need to record it for later analysis.  I’ve never licked a patient’s cunt before to improve such a minor behavioural problem.  I’m very curious to see if these more extreme methods will work better than the more restrained ways I’ve been using in the past.’


    ‘I…  I feel uncomfortable with it.’


    ‘You’ll end up making thousands of these videos yourself in all probability.  Although your archive might end up being more private than mine.  You might not see the value on publicly releasing as much material as possible.  But you’ll end up shooting hundreds of hours of sexual activity.  Also can I point out you’re wearing a mask.’


    ‘But my voice.  People will still be able to recognise me.’


    Dr Janine put the camera down so it was at the end of the bed looking down me from the tripod.  ‘Is that really a concern?  After all this time researching and practicing my methods I would think by now you’d be past all these ideas of false modesty.  Everyone knows what a cunt looks like.  They don’t need to see yours to have a very good idea of what it looks like.  You’re going to have to make video recordings sooner rather than later.  You’re on the cutting edge.  If you don’t let me record this we might as well stop now before we waste anymore time.  You can find a more prosaic branch of the job to explore.  I’m sure the world needs another Freud follower even though he’s mostly a discredited crank.  I on the other hand have still not been discredited.  They’ve slung mud, but they haven’t proved my methods to be unsound.  What will it be?  The future with me?  Or the past with everyone else?’


    ‘With you,’ I said.  ‘You’re so right.  It’s just another example of my hesitation.  Please don’t punish me for hesitating.  I know it’s annoying.  I know my hesitation doesn’t just show up in a few seconds of wary silence.  It also manifests itself in questions and statements.  Please.  Have mercy.  Don’t cane me for this?’  A tear welled up in my eye and slid down the outside of my rubber hood.


    ‘Are you crying?’


    ‘I fear the cane so much.  I both want it and don’t.  And my pussy’s really starting to crave for something to be inserted inside it.  My arse aches in both fear and delight while my cunt aches for anything.  Please be gentle with me and show mercy.’


    She switched on the camera.  I could tell as a red dot of light popped into life above the lens.  She said, ‘I don’t find it annoying.  I’m enjoying our discussion.  If I was pretentious I would describe it as “verbal jousting”.  It’s very invigorating.’  She sat on the end of the bed at my left foot and put her naked right hand on my shin.  She was facing away from me.  She rubbed the nylon up and down from my foot to my knee.  It felt great.  My pussy ached all the more.  She then placed her hand on my knee.  ‘This is a very sexy knee,’ she said.


    ‘Thank you.’


    She stood, pulled up her latex skirt and sat again, still facing away.  She put her right hand on my knee again.  I heard moist sounds.  ‘What’s happening,’ I asked.


    ‘I’m masturbating.  My fingers are in my cunt.  I’m going all gay imagining you eating out my snatch.  I’m totally fucking myself to come.  Then I’m going to make you eat my pussy juices.’  Her right hand lifted off my knee and gripped my left thigh.  It was sore as she pinched into it with her fingers.  I didn’t complain.  Then she let her grip loosen.  She made her palm and fingers straight and smoothly slid them up and down the tights from above my knee to my hip where my latex skirt was bunched.  Up and down she glided on my pantyhose.  She rubbed softly then harshly.  She kept rubbing as the moist sounds of her wet cunt became louder and more vigorous.  ‘I love a woman in latex,’ she said as her hand lifted off the nylon and took a hold of my skirt.  She crumpled the latex into a ball in her hand and pulled it towards her.  I was stuck in place so I was jerked towards her by less than an inch.


    She held onto the latex as she climaxed.  She shouted, ‘You’re a cunt and a whore,’ at me as she came.


    She let go of the skirt and stood up.  She pulled her left hand out of her vagina and turned to me.  She held it up and I could see her fingers glisten.  ‘Open up princess, it’s time for your medicine.’  She looked behind the camera and pressed a button.  It turned out she was zooming in on my face.  She walked over to me and leaned over the bed.  Her exposed, pendulous breasts were all I could see.  ‘’Open up,’ she repeated.


    I opened my mouth.


    ‘Do you like pussy juice, you little cunt?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘I knew you were gay.’  Her hand appeared in my view.  She pointed the index finger downwards and pushed it into my mouth.  I closed my lips around it and worked my tongue over the digit to get her juices off it.  ‘Good girl,’ she said as she withdrew it.  ‘Now the other one.’


    In went the middle finger.  Down it went into my greedy bisexual mouth.  She pulled it out.


    ‘And the other one.’


    Now it was the turn for the ring finger.


    ‘And lucky for you I used all four fingers.  I got all four into my greedy little snatch at the same time.  Open wide.’


    She inserted her wet pinkie into my mouth and I licked and sucked it clean.


    She pulled her pinkie out and asked, ‘Did you enjoy that?’  My view had now changed from her breasts to her face.


    ‘Yes.  I did.  Thank you Dr Janine.  That was most pleasurable.’


    ‘But we both got so carried away we’ve forgotten to say our words.  That was four fingers.  If you only say it four times it won’t have much impact after that excitement.  I think you need to say it eight times to make up for forgetting to do it while it was happening.’


    ‘“I am a bad slut who doesn’t respect other people’s things.  I deserve this for causing a mess.”’  I repeated it a further seven times to Dr Janine while she stared down at me.


    She said, ‘I’ve called you a “good girl” a few times.  I really should call you a “bad slut”.’


    ‘I understand “good girl” is merely a euphemism.’


    Dr Janine got up and went back to the camera.  She zoomed it out and moved the tripod to the side slightly to change the angle.  She said, ‘We should have brought a coaster up with us.  That was silly of us.  See what happens when you get too excited.  You miss the fine details.  And a lot of psychiatry is in the little things.  You wait here.  I’ll go get it.’


    She was out the door in a second before I could even protest.  Not that I was going to.


    I lay there with my cunt aching to be touched.  Obviously chained up like this I couldn’t relieve myself.  I couldn’t even have a little quick rub.  I had to rely on her servicing it.  She didn’t seem to be in any rush to do so.  If she was a man she would have gone for it a whole lot quicker.  My boyfriend never took long to start touching it.  I was growing thankful for that impatience.  It was intolerable having your head full of sexual thoughts but being unable to do anything about it.  Such perversions we were acting out and yet somehow my pussy still hadn’t been touched.  Instead she had decided to service herself with four magic fingers of masturbation.  The bitch.  Why couldn’t she have masturbated me?  She could have done the two of us at the same time.  Of course then she couldn’t have felt my nylons and latex.  I wondered if it was me, the flesh and bone person, or the sexy materials I was wearing that were arousing her?  Both in conjunction I suppose as tights and a latex dress without a person in them are lifeless and boring.


    I lay there, as though I could do anything else, and sweated in my rubber hood and latex dress.  Time passed slowly.  What was taking her so long?  My cunt could only be ignored for so long until it was no longer sexy.


    ‘Dr Janine?’ I called.


    No answer.


    ‘Dr Janine!’ I shouted.


    Nothing.


    Oh shit.  What was she doing?  She hadn’t gone and left me like this had she?  The camera was still running as the red light was on.  She probably wanted to get me panicked on camera.  She knew I was here.  I wasn’t going to slip her mind.  She would be back for me whenever she was ready.  I might as well keep calm and try and have a bit of a sleep.  If she was back in a minute: great.  If it took her an hour or more: not so great.  There was simply nothing I could do.  I was locked down into position; legs wide open on display for sex that I wasn’t getting.  The latex outfit wasn’t good for sleeping in either, but that’s just the way it was.  Hopefully she’d be back sooner rather than later.  There was no clock I could see so there was no point trying to keep track of time.


    Hopefully she hadn’t had a heart attack or something.  Worst case scenario?  Her husband comes home to find me tied up on his marital bed.  There might even be an upside to that, if he’s here soon enough.  He could fuck me in this outfit and bondage position before he releases me.


    Perhaps that was what Dr Janine was doing.  She was maybe calling her husband to come home early.  Though that would be rather presumptuous of her that I would want to have sex with him.


    ‘Janine,’ I shouted once more.  I deliberately left off the ‘Doctor’ part to see if that would get a rise out of her.


    It didn’t.


    My ears were covered by the rubber so I couldn’t listen out for faint noises of movement from downstairs.  I was imagining her sitting down at the kitchen table having another cup of coffee.  Then a more disturbing thought entered my head.  What if she was filling up on water to replenish her bladder?


    

    


    
  


  
    Cunnilingus in Bondage


     


    I dozed off.  I didn’t fall sleep.  More like I just lost track of time for ten or twenty minutes with some vague low-level subconscious background thoughts still running through my head.


    Dr Janine was back.  I could feel her tongue licking around my labia.  At last.  Stimulation on my cunt.  It took long enough for this to happen.  I opened my eyes to look down at the end of the bed but the neck brace meant I couldn’t see much.  It was her though.  Her brown ponytail bobbed into the bottom of my view a few times.  I didn’t dare interrupt her by asking where she had been and for how long.  Criticism, implied or real, was better handed out when not in such a vulnerable situation.  Or at least not when I was finally getting my cunt eaten out after waiting so long.


    Her hands drifted up my legs.  First her hands were on my shoes, feet, ankles, shins, knees and then thighs.  They moved along around the area close to my vagina, and up my latex covered stomach and onto my exposed breasts.  She took hold of my nipples and squeezed both of them painfully.  I let out a small scream of agony.  She relaxed the pressure on the nipples but continued to hold onto them with a solid grip.


    I looked over at the camera to see it had been moved.  It was now on my left side looking down at me.  She must have crept in and been in the room for a moment or two before starting to eat me.


    She moved onto working my clit with licks and sucks.


    I started trying to grind my pussy into her face.  Was she cruel enough to deny me an orgasm?  Would she stop just as I was on the edge?  I hoped not.


    Cries of pleasure escaped me.  She was taking me to the edge.  Please let her go the distance.  Her licks were getting faster.


    She took her hands from my tits and used them to hold open the flaps of my cunt so she could get better access to my clit.


    A few more licks.


    I had an orgasm.  Maybe it had slipped by her undetected.  She kept licking me through it.  No, she wasn’t that cruel to deny me this.


    Once finished she popped her head up and asked, ‘Was that what you’ve been waiting for?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘And was it worth the wait?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Now say your words.’


    ‘“I’m a bad slut who doesn’t respect people’s things.  I deserve this for causing a mess.”’  I changed the words ever so slightly by accident.  She didn’t seem to notice.


    She got up and laid on top of me so her naked cunt was on my naked cunt.  Her naked breasts were on my naked breasts.  Her legs were in between mine.  She kissed me on the mouth with my own pussy juices still on her lips and tongue.  We licked each other’s tongues for a good minute or two.  It was a very gay moment.


    She withdrew her tongue and looked me in the eyes.  ‘Do you think you’ve got another orgasm in you?’


    ‘Yes.  I think I do.’


    She took her weight off me and laid on her side.  She was on my right side with her head propped up on her left arm.  With her right arm she reached over and put her index and middle finger on the apex of my clitoris.  She pushed down on it to give me some pressure.  ‘Is this what you want?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘What do you say?’


    ‘Please Dr Janine.’


    ‘No, don’t beg me like this is for sex.  Give me your mantra.’


    ‘“I am a bad slut and I don’t respect other people’s things.  I deserve this for causing a mess.”’


    She rubbed me diagonally once up and once down.


    ‘Again,’ she said.


    ‘“I am a bad slut who doesn’t respect other people’s things.  I deserve this for causing a mess.”’


    Another up and down rub.  ‘Again.’


    I repeated my words.  She rewarded me with another two swipes of her fingers.  Without another prompt I said the magic words.


    All in all it took me about two hundred or more recitations of my words to achieve a climax.  It was exhausting as it was two sentences with too much complexity to repeat at speed.  I needed speed to get the friction to build up.  If she caught me mangling the words she would withhold the fingers.  It was hard work to achieve that climax through her cruel masturbation.


    Her fingers were covered once again in pussy juice.  I expected her to feed it to me but unexpectedly she cleaned it herself using her own mouth.  She placed her newly cleaned hand on my stomach and felt the latex on her skin.  ‘You’re so sexy,’ she said.


    ‘Thank you.  You’re very sexy as well.’


    ‘I’m afraid that’s the fun part for you over with.  Now it’s bottom spanking time.’


    With trepidation I asked, ‘Have I been good?  Or a “bad slut”?  However you want to put it.’


    ‘Are you asking: will I use the cane or my hand?’


    ‘Yes,’ I said with a small voice.


    ‘You did good.  You have earned my mercy.  You will receive twenty blows from my hand.’


    ‘Thank you Doctor.  That is most gracious and merciful of you.’


    She got up, pulled the camera tripod back to get a wider shot and then groped my breasts for a moment.  ‘Sorry, I couldn’t resist.  One last grope before they get turned over and put out the way.’


    ‘No need to apologise.’


    She reached down and removed the neck brace.  ‘Thank you,’ I said.  If she was doing something nice for me I should be polite and acknowledge it.  Let her know it’s appreciated among the cruelty.


    She put the neck brace on the vanity desk and picked up the key for the handcuffs from among her nail varnishes.  She unlocked the handcuff on my right leg.  A second later she had my leg re-handcuffed beside my left leg.


    The same happened with my right wrist so all four of my limbs were now tied up on one side of the bed.


    Dr Janine released my left wrist.  She helped me pull my left arm under my body to turn me over so my torso was faced downwards.  She handcuffed my left wrist to the bed frame on the opposite side to where it had been before.  She then moved my left leg over to the other side and handcuffed it.  I was now splayed out as before but now face down.


    She put the key on the vanity beside the leather collar that was used around my neck.


    After checking I was not hurt in the move and ‘comfortable’ she pulled my latex skirt out the way to expose my red bottom.  She stood out of my line of sight at the foot of the bed and pondered the situation for a moment.


    ‘What is it?’ I asked, fearing she was having second thoughts about the cane.


    ‘I think this time you should say the words at the same time I hit you.  Okay?’


    With relief I agreed.


    She walked back into my line of sight and added, ‘That way you can control the pace of the beating.  And you become the co-author of your own degradation.  You follow me?’


    ‘I think so.  You mean I’m causing the pain as much as you are.  If I want it to stop I can just cease talking.  Yes?’


    ‘Yes.  Of course the quicker you recite your lines the quicker this will be over with and I’ll unchain you.  Or you can drag it out.  It’s up to you.’


    ‘I understand,’ I said.  ‘“I am a bad slut who doesn’t respect other people’s things.  I deserve this for causing a mess.”’


    A hard spank.  It was worse feeling than before.  My poor, abused cheeks had suffered enough already.  They were now so much more raw since there had been a bit of time to heal.  It was very painful.  I let out a yelp.


    I had to plough through it.  ‘“I am a bad slut who doesn’t respect other people’s things.”’  


    Slap.  


    Yelp.


    ‘“I deserve this for causing a mess.”’


    A pause to gather my courage.


    ‘“I am a bad slut who doesn’t respect other people’s things.”’  


    A brutally hard blow on my left butt cheek.  


    A stifled a cry.


    ‘“I deserve this for causing a mess.”’


    A few long, slow breaths in and out to help ride the pain.  I felt her hand caressing my red flesh for a few seconds.  The hand disappeared and I let out another breath before saying, ‘“I am a bad slut who doesn’t respect other people’s things.”’  


    Another open palm slap on my posterior.


    I didn’t give out any reaction.  ‘“I deserve this for causing a mess.”’


    You can imagine the rest.


    Twenty hard spanks on a raw bottom.  I was crying tears by the tenth.  It was by far the hardest part of the session so far.  Sexual pain was giving over to simple pain.  It was quite psychologically clever of Dr Janine to hand over responsibility for much of my own pain and pleasure.  To get my clit rubbed or my bottom spanked I had to ask for it.  It made it all the more torturous.


    

    


    
  


  
    Helen’s Arse Gets Caned


     


    She had one last, cruel surprise in store for me at the end.  I’d taken the last of my twenty butt slaps.  The spanking was over.  So far she had never lied to me and promised me one thing and then delivered another.  I had every reason to believe it was over.  I relaxed.


    She said, ‘I feel there should be one moment of injustice.’


    ‘What…do you mean?’ I asked as I looked to the side up at her.


    ‘To really ram the message home so you won’t forget it.  I feel something unfair should happen to add a bit of a sting to this tale.’


    ‘My bum is stinging as it is.  Believe me, these tears are real.  It’s not sweat from inside the hood.’


    She walked out of view.  ‘What are you doing?’ I asked with a little panic.


    She came back into view with a brown leather cane in her hands.


    ‘No,’ I said.  ‘That’s not fair.’


    ‘I know it’s not.  That’s why it’s so perfect.’


    ‘Seriously, no.  I refuse.’


    ‘Helen, it’s for your own good.  One good swat on the arse cheeks.  That’s all.  One little swat.’


    ‘One?  For real?  Only one?’


    ‘One.  That’s all you need.’


    It wasn’t like I could argue.  She held all the cards.  ‘Okay.  Just one hit.  Promise?’


    ‘I promise.’


    She swatted the air to let me hear the sound and see the blur. 


    Oh dear.  This was going to hurt, but in a different way to the hand slaps.


    She stood at my bottom and did a few practise swings.  ‘Ready when you are,’ she said.


    It was better to get it over with.  Without too much preamble I said, ‘“I’m a bad slut and I don’t respect other people’s things.  I deserve this for causing a mess.”’  I heard the cane whooshing through the air.  Then I heard the whack.  Followed by the feeling of pain.  Right across both cheeks.  The bitch.  I stifled my cry and lay there silently glad it was over with.


    ‘Once more.’


    I lifted my head up.  ‘What?  No.  Now you’re going too far.’


    ‘Two more and then that’s it.  Definitely.  No more.’


    ‘Fuck you.  This torment seems endless.’


    ‘You say you don’t like this.  So why is your cunt dripping?  One does think the lady doth protest too much.’  She stepped forward and put a finger up my slick cunt.  I can’t deny it: her finger slid up there awfully fast and without friction.  She started masturbating me.  It did feel good.  Another of her fingers found my urethra and lightly massaged its entrance.  ‘Do you need the toilet?’ she asked.


    Oh no.  The last thing I needed was her thinking about such things.  ‘I’m not going to pee myself for your amusement.’


    She withdrew her hand.  ‘I was thinking.’  She paused, as though to drag it out and create suspense.  ‘After two more lashes you could pee on me.’


    There was a long silence.  ‘Why?’ I asked evenly.


    ‘As therapy for my own problem.  I should respect your wishes, but I’ve gone too far.  This is professional misconduct.  I need to be taught a lesson so I’ll never again overstep my bounds.  You could administer that lesson to me.’


    ‘Or,’ I suggested, ‘you could just let me go and leave it at the one extra caning.  I won’t hold that against you.  Your idea to stretch our session was not a happy one for me, but I see the therapeutic benefits.  The extra two hits have no benefits for my case.  You have still to administer the blows.  You have shown me mercy before.  Please, be consistent.  I’m not asking you to do more than what you know is right and proper.’


    ‘I know Helen.  I hear you.  I really do.  And I know it’s not for your therapeutic good.  But it’s something I feel compelled to do.  My sadistic side is looking at your rump and it wants to do some more damage.  I think I’m going to do it.  Please forgive me.’


    A whoosh, a smack on my bottom and a surge of agony.  Spit flew out my mouth as I shouted, ‘Fuck.’


    ‘You might as well say the words to get something out of this.’


    It was happening whether I liked it or not so I did as told.  In a monotone I said, ‘“I am a bad slut and I don’t respect other people’s things.  I deserve this for causing a mess.”’


    Her hand gently rubbed my arse.  I whimpered a little as my bum was sore to even a tender touch.  ‘You look so pretty tied up in latex and tights.  This has been a wonderful session.  Way above average.  I think you may have the makings of an excellent psychiatrist.  You should use that anger you’re feeling towards me now.  Soon you’ll be free and I’ll submit myself to your treatment.  I suggest the use of urination.  But I’ll defer to you as I’m curious to see what you can come up with.’


    She took her hand away from my butt cheeks.  I waited for the next crack of the cane.


    There was an ominous pause.


    Nothing was happening.  It was unbearable.  To speed it along I uttered the words one last time.  The cane came down and hit me across the arse.  ‘Fuck,’ I shouted again.


    ‘You took it well Helen.  I’m most impressed.  We’ve had a very productive session today.  After this I suspect you’ll never again put down a cup without a coaster underneath it.’


    ‘I certainly regret it like I’ve never regretted anything else before.  For all your eccentricities this has been authentically helpful.  This is why I am so interested in your work.  Despite the extremes there are solid results.  I feel confident I’ll never reoffend.’


    ‘We’ll see.  Only time will tell.’  She put the cane vertically against the wall and switched the camera off.  She went over to the vanity and collected the keys for the handcuffs.


    She unlocked my manacles and I was free from my bondage.


    I stood up and walked around with my red arse cheeks in my hands.  It was not a dignified look.  After stretching my legs I let go of my butt and unzipped the hood at the back.  I took it off and the sweat dripped off me onto the floor.  Inside the hood there were pools of sweat.  I turned from the hood to stare at myself in the mirror on the vanity desk.  I looked a right mess.  Hair plastered to my face and make-up all out of place.  I walked up to the mirror and tried to look at my arse to see the damage.  Red all over and three horizontal marks from the cane.  It looked even sorer than it was.


    Dr Janine asked, ‘Any hard feelings?’


    I didn’t say anything and instead kept looking at the damage on my butt.


    ‘Please don’t ignore me.  It’s childish.  Do you feel any resentment?’


    I turned to her.  ‘No.  Obviously I’m not happy about it.  But I see it was ultimately good for me.  And perhaps even administered from a place of love.  I respect what you did, but I don’t have to like it.  “Easy to admire, hard to love” is a phrase I hear a lot.  It applies well to this situation.’


    ‘Can I recommend you go home and think of a suitable treatment for me?  We’re both tired from our session.  Now is not the best time to begin a whole new thing.’  As she talked I peeled off my opera-style latex gloves so my skin could breathe.  ‘But tomorrow you can show me what you’ve got.  I must warn you though: I will be judging you to see what kind of a psychologist you really are.  A heavy hand on the sadism in a desire for revenge could make you unsuitable for further training.  This isn’t about getting even.  Although I understand fully there will be an element of that.  But the course of good, methodical, intellectually valid therapy is paramount.  If you can explain why you did what you did then anything is valid.  That was my downfall.  I can explain and justify everything I did until the end.  Even the first use of the cane.  That had a therapeutic purpose.  I can’t justify the last two strokes.  That was pure sadism that had nothing substantial to add to the therapy.’


    ‘I accept your challenge.  I will give it some thought.’  I threw the gloves on the latex bed sheet.  ‘Shall we meet here again or should we do this at your office?’ I asked.


    ‘I have some work in the city tomorrow so my office would be fine.  But if you prefer these surroundings we can do it at night.  My husband will be in but we can banish him to the cinema or allow him to participate.  It’s up to you.’


    ‘I’m unsure.  I’ll inform you first thing in the morning once I’ve worked out my plan.’


    ‘Can we leave on friendly terms?’ she asked.


    ‘Of course.’  We had a lingering lesbian kiss with tongues.  Our hands reached for each other’s curves and we held each other close.  Her hands mischievously reached down to my arse and squeezed my cheeks.  ‘Ouch,’ I shouted as I jumped on the spot with the sudden pain.  I laughed.  I understood it was a joke, not an act of sadism.


    ‘I’ll get you some ointment for your pretty little arse.’


    

    


    
  


  
    A Succession of Men Piss in Dr Janine’s Mouth


     


    To set up my session properly I delayed it for a week before inviting Dr Janine to my university.


    Dr Janine came in through the double doors to the psychology department.  She was wearing blue trousers and a black T shirt.  She found me making coffee for myself and my research partner William Masterson in our little kitchen unit.  I was wearing a red dress with a short skirt, black tights and very high red heels.  I was going for a severe look.  We looked up and welcomed her.  ‘Dr Janine, glad to see you.  I trust you are ready for an arduous mental and physical workout?’


    She stopped before us.  ‘I have come expecting the worst.’  We embraced and kissed each other on the cheek.  I introduced William to her and said he would be involved in the session.  She had no problem with that.  ‘So what can I expect?’ she asked.


    ‘Lots of bad things,’ I said as darkly as I could.


    ‘Sounds sinister.  And possibly motivated by revenge instead of rigorous therapeutic purpose.  Would I be right?’


    ‘I would say half and half.  As you said: why deny ourselves the pleasure we can gain from our work?’


    ‘True.  Will I…enjoy what is about to befall me?  Or is it just going to be horrible?’


    ‘It’s not designed to be enjoyable.  It’s meant to be endured.  And it’s meant to implant feelings of shame and self-disgust over your egregious loss of professional control.  Your misconduct will be both punished and corrected.’


    ‘As it should be,’ she conceded.  ‘And what will be William’s role in this?’


    ‘All in good time Doctor.  I know we’re not Freudian psychologists but I would like to share with you a dream I had.  Will you permit me to bore you with my meaningless dream?’


    ‘As long as it’s quick,’ she said as she eyed a full carton of milk that was sitting beside the sink.  There was a note attached to it.  She leaned over and read the words, ‘Leave milk out.’  In different handwriting someone had added, ‘(He signed a record contract and he’s on a publicity tour.  Don’t get excited.  He plays jazz.  No commercial potential.)’  She asked, ‘What’s this?’


    William explained that it was milk that had been frozen solid overnight by mistake as someone had knocked the coldness dial inside the fridge.  They were thawing it out and he had written the addition to the note as a joke.  ‘It’s just a silly little thought that occurred to me.  It’s not significant.’


    Dr Janine was not a woman of much humour so she had no way of knowing if that was amusing or not.  Later she told me it reminded her of a ‘humorous’ message someone had written in her most recent birthday card.  It read, ‘Why don’t you just do the decent thing and die already you old fart?!’  She was about to ignore the milk as an irrelevant detail when she suddenly wondered if it was part of our session.  ‘Is the milk going to be used in the session?’


    I was taken off guard by the question.  ‘What?  The milk?  No.  The milk is just milk.’


    ‘Oh, okay.  I just wondered if you planned to give me an enema with super chilly milk or something.’


    ‘No.  Forget the milk.  It’s not going to be part of anything.  So I had this dream a few days ago.  I was sitting on a bus travelling during daylight.  An amorous couple on the seat before me made me feel uncomfortable.  They were starting to encroach on my personal space as the back of their seat tipped backwards onto me.  So I got up and moved to the opposite side of the isle.  Then the driver got up and walked along the corridor to greet and talk to his passengers.  The bus was still going down a long straight road.  I thought to myself: this is dangerous.  We could crash.  The bus could veer wildly off the road or there could be a corner up ahead.  I became terrified but for some reason I didn’t speak up.  Instead I just nervously sat there watching as he took the time to talk to his passengers.  Maybe I said something, or maybe he’d just had enough, but he went back to his seat.  But he couldn’t get back into his little cabin.  You, my dear Dr Janine, was in the driver’s seat.  Unfortunately in this dream you couldn’t drive.  You had never learned how.  And you had locked the clear plastic door so he couldn’t get in.  He tried to pull it open but it wouldn’t budge.  We were motoring along but a crash was surely imminent.  I got up to help open the door.  I screamed at you to open it.  You either refused me or ignored me.  My memory is fuzzy on the specifics.  Then the driver said I should talk to your mum.  I turned around and saw your mum sitting on the first seat with a baby in her hands.  Not to insult you, but she was younger than you were.’


    ‘I’ll live with the insult.’


    ‘My response was to squeal with the utmost annoyance, “Her mum’s on the bus!”  How annoying and dumb of her not to volunteer to help get you to open the door.  She could save us all if she wasn’t so stupid.  I hated the woman with a passion.  What a docile, lazy idiot.  I turned to you in the cabin and shouted at you to open up before we all die.  I then woke up at that point.’


    ‘Interesting.  And also pointless since we’re not into interpreting dreams.’


    ‘Indeed.  I wasn’t presenting it as important information for my case.  I just thought it was a curious dream you might find mildly amusing.’


    ‘I did.  It was typically odd, as are most dreams.’


    ‘You know why films often have such bad dream sequences?’ I asked.


    She nodded.  ‘I do.  Because the dreams depicted rarely resemble the dreams that people normally have.  They get too silly and show a very weak surrealist imagination.  Clowns.  Funfairs.  Dwarves.  Flashing lights.  Giant chess pieces.  Stuff that no one ever actually dreams about.  Have either of you ever dreamed about any of those things?’


    I shook my head.  William said, ‘I don’t recall those appearing in my dreams.’


    She continued.  ‘Real dreams don’t have weird, exotic locations and deformed people.  Dreams more resemble day to day life with odd little details and people in unusual roles.  And odd, non-sequitur conversations that seem to make sense at the time.  Maybe other people have grander dreams than me, but my dream world is very low-budget and a little dowdy.  There is no money for creative sets and oversized furniture.  Was that roughly what you were going to say?’


    ‘Yes.  Almost word for word.  Although I would add films also have a tendency to have weird, discordant, ambient soundscapes or manipulated sound effects.  Use of unsynchronised, exaggerated sounds and disembodied voices are particularly incongruous.  All these standardised clichés have been accepted and yet none of them have anything to do with how dreams really are.’


    ‘Indeed.  Terrible stuff.  There’s a lot of incompetent filmmakers out there.  But moving on, what do you have in store for me?’


    I said, ‘I have rounded up eight men to volunteer to piss in your mouth.’


    ‘Eight?’ she asked with raised eyebrows.


    ‘I was hoping for ten but eight was all I could get.’


    ‘Eight is still a lot.’


    ‘I suppose.’


    ‘And why are they pissing in my mouth?’


    ‘We’re going to take you into our office space at the back.  We’ve put down rubber sheets to catch the urine.  So don’t worry about the carpet.  We’ve moved out the furniture so there’s plenty of space.  One at a time the men are going to come in and urinate in your open mouth.  I will be in the room recording the session for both our archives.  You will repeat a prepared phrase before and after each pissing.  Then to cap it all off I will piss in your face.  You will not be in bondage for this.  That would be an artificial restraint.  You need to learn self-control.  So your hands will be free.  It is in your hands if you masturbate yourself or the men.  You may suck them off.  If you want to.  It’s totally up to you.  The only parameter is they piss and you swallow.  And you say your lines.’


    ‘And this is to teach me self-control?’


    ‘Yes.  Elegant, don’t you agree?’


    She took a moment to think about it before saying, ‘I guess there is a certain logic to it.  What does it mean if I do use my hands and mouth for sexual gratification?  Does that mean I “failed” the session?’


    ‘I have a cane.  Just like the one you used on me.  At the end, after I’ve relieved myself on your face, we will count up the number of orgasms you had and the number of ejaculations you caused.  You will then receive that number of canings on your sagging, aging little arse.  My own arse thirsts for revenge.  It was still throbbing four days after our session.’


    ‘So it’s bad for me to lose control and suck a guy off?’ she asked.


    ‘Yes.  Unless you like taking a cane to the bum cheeks.’


    ‘This is quite devious.’


    ‘I like to think so.’


    ‘Sounds great.  When do we start?’


    ‘Now if you like.  Take off your clothes.  We want you naked for this.  Let William see your fifty-plus body.  Show him your curves.’


    In front of us in this public space she pulled off her T shirt and undid her trousers.  She let them fall to the floor.  She removed her flat shoes, socks, bra and finally her panties.  Without a word of warning William put his hand on her cunt.  He covered it with his palm and felt its warmth.  He curled his index, middle and ring finger upwards and shoved them up her vaginal passage.  She put her hands out and held onto his arm above and below his elbow.  He started masturbating her.


    She had a surprise for him.  She pissed herself.  Urine seeped out from around his hand and splashed on the kitchenette floor.  In disgust he withdrew his hand.  We stood back and watched as she continued to keep pissing all over our linoleum floor.


    Once the flow stopped she rubbed her pussy to wipe up the excess piss with her fingers.  She then licked her fingers clean.  She said, ‘I’m no amateur.  It’s going to take a lot to humiliate me.  I’ve performed many perverse sex acts in public.  So let’s start this.  In here?’ she asked while pointing to our back office.


    I nodded.  I turned to William and told him to get the men ready.


    He quickly washed his hand in the sink and then headed off to talk to them.


    I took the naked Dr Janine into the room we had prepared for her.  


    There were big windows along one wall that looked out onto another side of the university building.  We had taken down the blinds to make it easier for others to see in.  The room did not have the feel of a private place with those large windows.  The floor was covered in black rubber sheets.  The walls were white and barren of any posters.  There was no furniture except for one chair in the centre made of plastic and metal.


    Against the wall with the windows were two cameras on tripods.  They were positioned on that side of the room so they would be looking at the white walls to get a good, well-lit picture.  If the cameras faced the windows there would be lots of backlight issues – which meant the picture would be excessively dark as the light behind the subject would be bright while the foreground was lost in darkness.


    Propped up against a wall was a cane.


    Dr Janine took in the room and said approvingly, ‘I like it.  It’s…sinister.  You can just tell something bad is going to happen in here.’


    ‘Something very bad.  Hopefully.  Would you mind if I no longer called you Dr Janine?  I would prefer to call you generic insulting names like bitch, slut, cunt and so on.’


    ‘By all means.  This is your show.  Don’t let me cramp your style.  Go ahead and call me whatever names you want.’


    ‘Thank you.  You’re being most cooperative.’


    I walked over to my cameras.  The rubber squeaked weirdly under my high heels.  I turned the cameras on but I didn’t hit the record buttons.  One was for a wide shot that covered the whole room.  This would capture everything and wouldn’t need to be moved during the session.  It was plugged into a wall socket and its feed was being streamed to William outside the room.  For close ups of anything more interesting there was the second camera.  This was battery operated and William did not get a live feed from this one.  I would be operating it throughout the session.  It would probably end up being operated handheld and zoomed in to really see what was going on in pornographic detail.  William had insisted I use the zoom very sparingly as there was, in his words, ‘Nothing more annoying than someone who can’t stop playing with the zoom.’


    Dr Janine asked, ‘What are my words I need to recite?’


    ‘Ah, that.  When a man holds his member up to your face I want you to say, “I humbly apologise for being a bitch.  I am a bad person.”  Then after you’ve slurped down his piss I want you to say, “I must learn self-control as professional misconduct is very serious.”  You got that?’


    We repeated the lines a few times to drill them into her head.


    There was a knock on the door.  It was half open so I’ve no idea why William was being coy.  The woman had pissed in his hands only a few minutes before after all.  ‘We’re ready out here.’


    ‘Good.’  I hit the record buttons on the two cameras.  I turned to Dr Janine.  ‘Ready?’


    She nodded.


    To William I said, ‘Give us one minute to set up and then send in the first man.’  He gave me the thumbs-up and then disappeared.


    I instructed Dr Janine to sit on the chair.  It was facing one of the walls so the cameras would see her in profile.  Her naked feet padded noisily across the rubber floor.  When seated I asked her to clap her hands together just the once.  This was to help synchronise the video footage later so we could edit the two sets of images together.  She did as told without asking any questions.


    She sat in silence while looking forward at the plain white wall before her.  I was behind the cameras on her left peripheral vision.  The door was on her right at the edge of her sight.


    We waited.


    Silently.


    The only sound was her naked feet kneading the rubber sheets and my cameras making a low-pitched mechanical noise.


    We didn’t talk.


    We were in the zone.


    Waiting.


    Waiting.


    Waiting.


    Waiting for something wrong and corrupt to happen.


    She turned to me, but if she was going to say something she didn’t go through with it.  She turned back to the wall.


    We waited some more.


    The door opened.  A naked man wearing a black rubber all-over hood like the one I wore came into the room.  He had large tattoos on his arms and legs and down one side of his butt.  His cock was erect and looking pretty big.  My camera zoomed in on his engorged dick.  Now I’d committed to the zoom I had to keep it this tight or William would complain.  He should have been the one operating the camera but he begged off on the assignment.  He didn’t have the stomach to be in the actual room while it was happening live in front of him for real.  He might have a prodigious appetite for pornographic images, but he was a lightweight when it came to the real stuff.


    Luckily the man walked up to Dr Janine and put his cock right in front of her face.  This was convenient for me as I didn’t have to zoom out to keep both his cock and her face in the same frame.  With my nice bit of panning I had captured a good image of his cock walking up to her face in close up.  Dr Janine looked at the cock.  Then up at the man’s masked face.  Then back down to the cock.  Instead of saying her words she tipped forward with her mouth open and took his cock in her mouth.  She was sucking him off.


    I captured in tight close up the whole dick sucking.  He came in her mouth after about five minutes of rocking her head backwards and forwards along the length of his rock hard shaft.  She turned to face me and opened her mouth so I could see the white salty liquid on her tongue.  She turned back to him and made a show of swallowing it.


    William would be noting down the number of orgasms so I could cane her for an accurate number of times at the end of the session.  It was important we counted this right as I might be called an accidental hypocrite.  If I caned her more times than was correct then I would have done to her what she had done to me.  I would be responsible for accidental professional misconduct.  She could then maybe, reasonably, insist I undergo this treatment myself to cure and punish me.  The thought of swallowing all that urine did not make me feel giddy with joy.


    I’d been in a close up for five minutes so I was more than okay to zoom out back into a medium shot.


    She put her right hand on his slightly flaccid dick and kept looking up at him as she said, ‘“I humbly apologise for being a bitch.  I am a bad person.”’


    She held his cock in place and opened her mouth to receive the warm jet of piss that was due to her.


    After a moment it flushed out of his urethra and into the back of her throat.


    She closed her mouth and the piss stream cascaded off her chin and down onto her body.


    He pinched his muscles to kill the flow of his piss.


    She swallowed and opened her mouth again for more.


    He unclenched his muscles and piss shot out the end of his cock once more.


    She closed her mouth.


    He stopped pissing.


    She swallowed his urine.


    She opened her mouth.


    He pissed some more.


    She kept her mouth open and let the piss overflow onto her naked body, the chair and the rubber sheets.


    His bladder was emptied.


    She closed her mouth and swallowed.  She then turned to me and said, ‘“I must learn self-control as professional misconduct is very serious.”’


    She turned back to the man and kissed the end of his cock.  He padded out the room with wet feet.


    I looked up from the camera and said, ‘I wonder if this is working so well.’  She looked over at me.  ‘I imagined you would find it at least slightly difficult to drink another person’s piss.  Instead you seemed to enjoy that a lot more than I thought you would.’


    ‘Have hope, it’s early days.  I’m sure by number six its charm will have worn off.’


    As she said this the door opened and the second hooded, naked male entered to piss in her mouth.  His penis was soft.  She looked over at him and said, ‘Don’t be shy.  If you get it hard I’ll stick it in my pussy.’


    He achieved an erection and he fucked her on the floor.  He came in her wet cunt.  She came as well from this.


    He then pissed in her pretty little mouth.


    She said her words.


    The third guy came in.  She wanked him off onto her face.  She gathered the cum with her hands and ate it.  She followed it with a more watery drink from his dick.


    The fourth guy masturbated her pussy to climax.  Then he pissed in her mouth.  She followed that by blowing him until he came in her mouth.


    She blew the fifth man for a bit without a climax.  Then he fucked her in the cunt and came inside her.  She enjoyed an orgasm of her own.  She drank his piss.


    The sixth person pissed in her mouth first, and was then sucked off to completion.  She snowballed the cum back into his mouth.  He then got down on his knees and ate her urine soaked pussy.  She came. 


    For the seventh guy she presented her arse and allowed him to penetrate it.  He fucked her doggy style on the floor.  He ejaculated up her anal canyon and pissed on her arched back instead of in her mouth.


    For the final man she sucked him off with her knees in a puddle of urine.  She swallowed his cum.  Then he masturbated her clit to orgasm up against a wall.  Finally he pissed in her mouth as he stood over her.  He pissed directly down onto her while she held her mouth open.  It was debatable how much she was swallowing by this point.  Not that it really mattered.


    Before and after each urination she said her words.  ‘“I humbly apologise for being a bitch.  I am a bad person.”’  ‘“I must learn self-control as professional misconduct is very serious.”’


     


     


    She was on the floor covered in piss.  The chair had been pushed away into a corner out the way.


    After the last man left the room I put my camera back on its tripod and zoomed it out to a medium shot.  She was at the bottom of the frame with the top half empty for my own legs and cunt to be seen.  Now it was time for me to piss on her face.


    I walked out from behind the cameras and stepped around the puddles as best I could to get close to her.  I was glad I was wearing heels to keep my feet away from the many puddles of piss on the floor.  She looked up at me.  I said, ‘That was pretty wild.’


    She sighed with exhaustion and said, ‘I think I’ve learned my lesson.’


    ‘But not quite yet.  There’s still the matter of my own contribution.  And there’s the cane,’ I said while nodding my head towards it.  It had fallen over onto the floor and was probably now covered in piss.


    ‘Do we really need to go through with that?’


    ‘Well you see you stupid cunt, you ask me this as though you didn’t go too far with me.  My heart bleeds for you.  But it also thinks you’re getting your just deserts.  If you hadn’t been such a bitch to me at the end of our session you wouldn’t even be here going through this ordeal.  You brought it upon yourself.  Ultimately there’s no reason for me to act upon my natural humane pity I feel for you.  This is how you learn your lesson.  Now open wide.’  I hitched up my red dress and pulled my tights and panties down to my ankles.  I waddled forward and stood over her.  ‘Say your words whore.’ 


    ‘“I humbly apologise for being a bitch.  I am a bad person.”’


    I crouched and my stream burst out of me.  My piss splashed all over her tits.  I aimed higher and got her face.  Some of it went in her open mouth.  Awkwardly some urine got onto my own panties and tights.  It didn’t take long until I was drained.


    She closed her mouth and swallowed my gift.  She then said, ‘“I must learn self-control as professional misconduct is very serious.”’


    ‘That was fun,’ I said.  It was exhilarating and very odd urinating on another woman.  It was a novel experience and I kind of liked it.  I said, ‘I have half a mind to bend you over and make you piss in your own mouth.  Do you feel like you need to go?’


    ‘No,’ she said.  She didn’t add anything else in way of an explanation or an apology.


    ‘I guess you used it all up on William’s hand.  Oh well.  Maybe later you’ll feel some pressure on your bladder.  After drinking all that piss I’d imagine you’ll need to go again sooner rather than later.  Anyway, now it’s time for the cane.’  I pulled up my unfortunately wet tights and panties and jerked my dress back down.  ‘I’ll go clean the cane and get the total orgasm tally from William.  I think it was quite a high number.  You sucked a bunch of them off and you took a few creampies to the cunt.  And I came twice behind the camera.  I blame you for my own masturbation so that’s another two strokes.  I’ll be back in a minute.  Don’t go anywhere.’  I gingerly picked up the cane using my thumb and index finger.  It was wet.  Definitely urine.  It was in the room to add a bit of theatre to the proceedings, but I hadn’t thought it through enough to avoid getting it covered in piss.


    I left the room to learn the magic number.  Fifteen strokes were to be administered.


    She swallowed eight loads of piss, including my own.  One load was wasted on her back.


    She sucked four cocks to completion meaning four orgasms.


    She was eaten out once to climax.


    She fingered her own pussy once and was masturbated by the last guy.  As far as William could tell she came once from each of these.  She wanked off one guy.  Three orgasms in total from masturbation.


    She was penetrated twice vaginally and once anally with a penis.  Two orgasms for her and three for the men.  She did not appear to orgasm from the anal stimulation.


    William calculated that combined there had been thirteen orgasms.  Five were hers and one for each of the eight men.  I had to add two as I masturbated myself to completion twice off camera.  When the orgasms were combined we estimated she was owed fifteen strokes from the cane.


    

    


    
  


  
    Caned for Causing Fifteen Orgasms


     


    The cane was quickly run under the cold tap in the sink with the thawing milk beside it.  I also washed my hands and cleaned some piss off my shoes using paper handtowels.  It was a messy business all this mass urination.


    I sat at my desk and I pulled my shoes, tights and panties off.  From my bottom drawer I pulled out a pair of new black tights I kept for emergencies.  I didn’t keep spare panties, and I wasn’t going to stand in puddles of urine in a different pair of shoes, so all I could replace was the tights.  I pulled the tights up my legs without any knickers on under them.  I slipped my shoes back on.  


    I looked down at the soiled panties and the pantyhose on the floor.  I realised I could use them in our session.


     


     


    I walked back into the session room with the cane under my armpit and a towel draped over my arm.  In my right hand I had a pair of black five inch heels.  In my left hand I was holding my wet panties and tights.


    I placed the shoes on the rubber flooring.  I threw the towel to Dr Janine and allowed her to wipe herself down.  I then threw the soggy tights to her.  ‘Slide your legs into them and pull them up to your knees.’


    She dropped the towel on the piss soaked chair in the corner and sat on it.  She struggled to get the tights on but she did after a few pulls.  She stood up.  She looked good wearing my urine soaked black tights up to her knees.


    ‘Put them on,’ I said in reference to the heels.  She stepped into the shoes.


    ‘Fifteen smacks on the bottom are what you are due.  Do you agree?’ I asked.


    ‘If you say so.’


    ‘I do say so.  I have a new set of words for you.  The other ones I would like to think have already been drilled into your slutty little mind well enough by now.  Repeat them to me.’


    ‘“I humbly apologise for being a bitch.  I am a bad person.”  “I must learn self-control as professional misconduct is very serious.”’


    ‘Excellent.  Your new words are a little airy-fairy New Age, so I apologise in advance.  The first sentence is, “I must work on myself to become a better person.”  You got that?’


    ‘“I must work on myself to become a better person,”’ she repeated for my benefit.


    ‘And after taking a lashing you will say, “Without conscious effort to try and develop I will never be a better person.”  Repeat it back to me.’


    ‘“Without conscious effort to try and develop I will never be a better person.”’


    I made her repeat both sentences a few more times to lock them into her head.  Then I commanded her to bring the chair from the corner back into the centre of the room.  ‘Stand facing the chair.  Put your hands on the edges of the seat and grip it.  Keep your knees straight so you’re bending over the chair from your waist while your arse remains high.  For that is the target I want to hit.  Assume the position.’


    This she did.  She was facing away from me.  The heels raised her arse nice and high.


    I walked up behind her and put my urine soaked panties over her head.  They were positioned so her nose and mouth were in my crotch so she could sniff my cunt juices and piss while I beat her.  ‘Don’t say I’m never nice to you.  This is a great kindness on my part to allow you to smell my pussy.’


    ‘Thank you Helen,’ she said from under my panties.


    ‘Shall we begin?’ I asked.


    ‘“I must work on myself to become a better person.”’


    Whoosh.


    Smack.


    ‘Ah.  “Without conscious effort to try and develop I will never be a better person.”’


    ‘Good.  That was one of fifteen.  Again.’


    ‘“I must work on myself to become a better person.”’


    Whoosh.


    Smack.


    ‘Ouch.  “Without conscious effort to try and develop I will never be a better person.”’


    ‘That was number two.  Ready for number three?’


    ‘“I must work on myself to become a better person.”’


    Whoosh.


    Crack.


    ‘Fuck,’ she let out quietly under her breath as she jumped in the air.  She leaned over and gripped the chair again.  ‘“Without conscious effort to try and develop I will never be a better person.”’


    ‘Only twelve more to go.  And unlike you there will be no professional misconduct.  When I say fifteen spanks I mean fifteen.  You will learn the error of your ways.  Now say it.’


    ‘“I must work on myself to become a better person.”’


    Whoosh.


    Smack.


    ‘Keep your head down Doctor.  Look at the seat of chair.’


    After a pause to expel some air Dr Janine said, ‘“Without conscious effort to try and develop I will never be a better person.”’


    ‘That was four of fifteen.’


    ‘“I must work on myself to become a better person.”’


    Whoosh.


    Smack.


    ‘Five of fifteen.  Only another ten to go.’


    ‘“Without conscious effort to try and develop I will never be a better person.”’


     


     


    This went on until we had completed the full sequence.  Her arse was sore after fifteen lashes of the cane, but not devastated with savage violence.  


    I placed the cane under my armpit and took the panties off her head.  I balled them up in my left hand.  They were now almost dry.  ‘We are finished,’ I announced.  Dr Janine turned to look at me and held out her hand.  I took it with my free hand and we shook.  It was a sign that there were no hard feelings between us.  We both did what had to be done.  This was therapy.  Not sex.  Perhaps there was some sexual pleasure to be had in what we had done, but ultimately it wasn’t meant to be fun.  Just because it was hard and difficult didn’t mean we had to feel spiteful thoughts about one another.  We were two professionals charting new clinical horizons.  There was a mutual respect.


    I asked her while looking at the two cameras before the windows, ‘Do you feel you’ve learnt anything from our session today?’


    She followed my gaze to the cameras and said, ‘Yes.  I will not be tempted anymore to overstep my boundaries and misconduct myself when working with patients.  I very much see there is only pain and suffering for all if I do that.’  She turned back to me and said, ‘I bet your cunt’s dripping wet from beating me.’


    I would like to say I could deny it but it was true.  Beating her with the cane had excited me and my cunt was slick with wetness.


    

    


    
  


  
    Humiliating Sex in Public


     


    ‘So how did I do?’ I asked Dr Janine when we met up for a post-session debriefing the next day.  We were in a coffee shop.  In deference to her sore arse we were standing at the little ledge by the window instead of sitting at a table.  She was wearing a short skirt with bare legs and a classy blue T shirt made of thick cotton.


    ‘You did good work.  It was very creative.  The atmosphere was overpowering.  A very interesting setting.  It created an unbalanced psychological state in the patient.  There was a real sense of fear and dread every time that door opened and another man came in.  It was quite scary as I never quite knew what to expect next.  Would he be a scary, violent man or a nice lad?  But I trusted you.  If you could keep up this level of craftsmanship and invention you’ll be a first-class psychologist.’


    She didn’t give out meaningless platitudes and was not an easy person to please so this praise was very encouraging to a young, budding psychologist.  I said, ‘I know this is way out of line, but can I ask you something personal.’


    ‘I think we’ve shared enough personal experiences with each other that I can permit a question of that nature.’


    ‘Do you like me?’


    ‘In what way?’ she asked.


    ‘Would you want me to be your lesbian girlfriend?’


    She shook her head.  ‘I’m sorry.  I’m not gay.  And anyway, student-teacher relationships are awkward at best.’


    In the crowded coffee shop, in broad daylight, I slipped my hand into the waistband of her skirt and pushed inside her panties to find her clit.  ‘You like performing public humiliation beat offs.  Well so do I.’  My fingers started furiously rubbing at her clit.  She put her hands on my arm and tried to pull me out of her underwear.  She couldn’t dislodge me.  ‘I’m going to make you come and everyone’s going to see.’


    She relaxed her grip on my arm and said, ‘You bitch.’  She resigned herself to being masturbated in public.  It was nothing new to her anyway in the grand scheme of things.


    Some men and women, dressed for office work, were looking at us.


    Dr Janine turned to them and said, ‘Don’t mind us.  We’re psychologists.  This is all in a day’s work.’


    I said to the onlookers, ‘This has nothing to do with being psychologists.  We might be professionals but this is personal.  She’s my girlfriend and I’m beating her off for a sexual thrill.  There is nothing therapeutic about it.’


    ‘In that case Helen, we should retire to a bed and make love in private.’


    ‘You wish,’ I said as I leaned in to kiss her while my hand was still stuffed in her panties.  She turned her head so I was kissing her cheek instead of her mouth.  No matter.  I continued tonguing at her cheek.


    As I furiously masturbated her she started to tremble and make embarrassing noises of natural sexual arousal.  We were causing a scene and everyone in the coffee shop was staring at us.  There must have been ten men and ten women in that coffee shop staring in open mouthed disbelief at what they were seeing.  To shock them further I stepped in front of Dr Janine and ran my free hand along the back of her butt.  I found the zipper and unzipped her skirt.  I stepped back and tugged it down so everyone could see her naked legs and my hand in her black lace panties.  ‘Take them off,’ I growled at her.


    She complied without resistance and slipped the panties down to her knees.  I lifted my hand from her sopping wet cunt to allow everyone to see her private parts.  ‘Look at it,’ I said to the crowd of gawkers.  ‘This is an old lady’s cunt and I’m going to make it orgasm all over this coffee shop.’  My hand went back to her clit and I continued rubbing it.


    ‘Are you people crazy?’ I heard a man ask.


    I heard a woman say, ‘Fucking lesbians have to rub their dirty business in everyone else’s face.’


    ‘Have they no shame?’ was muttered by another female voice.


    We ignored them and I continued to fuck her cunt with my hand.  My fingers slipped from her clit and shot up inside her so I could feel her from the inside.  ‘Take off your top.  I want everyone to see your tits.’


    She removed her T shirt.  My free hand grabbed at her lacy black bra encased breasts and groped them.  A man’s left hand suddenly appeared from the side and grabbed a breast of his own to feel.  On his ring finger was a wedding band.  I looked over to see a man in his mid-thirties wearing a black suit.  He asked me, ‘Can anyone join in?’


    I looked to Dr Janine.  She gave me a tiny shrug.  It was okay with her.  I said, ‘I guess if there’s a dick in the room and we don’t use it then it’s a waste of a perfectly good cock.’


    He walked behind the good doctor and undid her bra.  She took it off and discarded it on the window ledge.  His hands cupped both her tits and caressed them and squeezed them.  As far as I could tell no one left the coffee shop.  Everyone was too fascinated by what they were seeing to look away.  It was the sexiest car crash they had ever seen.


    The man took his hands away from Dr Janine’s breasts so he could pull his trousers off.  Her tits hung there for all to see.  He stood there with his cock erect and ready for action.  ‘Suck the man’s huge cock like the slut you are,’ I commanded.  I took my hand out Dr Janine’s pussy to allow her to finish pulling off her panties.  She threw them aside before turning to face the man.  She dropped to her knees.  She took hold of his dick with her left hand.  She held it at the base of his shaft to hold it in place before her.  First she danced her tongue over the head.  There was an audible gasp from the audience.  ‘She can’t do that,’ said a woman.


    She took his member in her pretty little mouth and started sucking deeply on it.


    To the onlookers I said, ‘She can do that and a whole lot more.  Who wants to see her take a dick in her pussy and then get jizzed on her face?’


    There was no response from the alternatively horrified and fascinated crowd.  I didn’t suggest any pissing as I didn’t want the proprietor to object.  A threesome on the premises was one thing.  Having to clean up a kinky pissing session was another.  There were limits of decorum that had to be observed.  If we started urinating all over the place I think we’d have outstayed our welcome.  Pissing was definitely a step too far.


    She sucked and sucked on his cock.  I got down on my knees to have a bit of a suck on it as well.  There was no need to miss out on any of the fun.  Dr Janine pulled it from her mouth and pointed it at me with her fingers still at the base of the shaft.  I popped the long member in my mouth and tasted the cock and the doctor’s saliva.  I sucked while Dr Janine said to the crowd above us, ‘Isn’t she so pretty when she sucks on a cock.  Like a little princess with her favourite toy.  She’s so cute I just want to eat her out.  Which I’ve done before.  At my house when she was tied down to my rubber bed.  She was wearing a sexy purple latex dress and lovely crotchless tights.  And a rubber hood.  She was so pretty and so sweet submitting to me.’


    I pulled the cock from my mouth and complained, ‘Don’t tell them that.  That’s private.’  Of course I was secretly thrilled she was telling all these strangers about our session work.  They wouldn’t understand and would misinterpret what we had done as perversity for its own sake.  That was fine.  Being misunderstood and condemned as a kinky slut was…exciting. 


    ‘Helen, they’ve watched you masturbate me, and we’re now sharing a cock.  I don’t think anymore humiliation is possible.  And our case histories are open to the public.  We have nothing to hide.  We’re groundbreaking pioneers.’  As she took the penis out my mouth she added, ‘I’m proud of the work we did.’  She pointed the dick back at herself and swallowed the length of it.  


    I licked my fingers to get them lubricated for their next job.  My hand drifted down to her arse.  My wet middle finger found her back passage and felt her anus.  I plunged it in and up so she was sitting on my finger.  The index finger soon followed it.  Up it went into her rectum so she was sitting on my two fingers.


    ‘I’m going to come,’ said the man above us.


    Dr Janine quickly ran her mouth backwards and forwards along his shaft and took him deeper into the back of her throat.  She then pulled his dick out and wanked it for a second before her face.  It exploded its white, sticky love juice all over her face.  She had her mouth open and a bit squirted in, but most of it ended up on her nose and right cheek.  Once he’d finished spraying his love over her face she made a show of swallowing what was in her mouth.  


    I pulled my fingers from the doctor’s arsehole and leaned in to suck up the dripping cum from the end of the man’s penis.


    Dr Janine turned to me and I licked the spunk off her cheek and nose.  We then cum swapped the white liquid between us as we French kissed.


    ‘Total tarts.’


    ‘Disgusting.’


    ‘It wasn’t like that in my days.’


    ‘I can’t believe those lesbians just took a load of cum in a busy coffee shop.’


    ‘Call me weird, but I kind of enjoyed watching that.’


    ‘Their mothers must be so ashamed of them.’


    ‘Perverts.’


    ‘Now I’ve seen everything.’


    Ignoring the words of the crowd I asked Dr Janine if she was okay.  ‘More than okay.  Maybe I am a little gay.  I want to fuck you as my lesbian lover.’


    ‘First you’ve got to fuck his dick.  We promised them that much.’


    Dr Janine looked up at the stranger who had just recently blown his cum all over her face and mouth.  She asked if he was ready to go again.


    ‘Maybe if you kiss it,’ he said.


    Dr Janine took hold of his cock in her hand once again.  She kissed and wanked it until it become fully erect from its half deflated position.


    I instructed him to lie down on the floor.  Once he was down Dr Janine climbed on top.  She was facing away from him so she was looking directly at the hostile crowd of fascinated people.  She inserted his fully erect cock into her cunt.  She bounced up and down on it while holding my hand as I stood beside them.


    I asked her if she wanted my fingers on her snatch.  ‘Yes.  Very much.  I’d love for you to use your feminine touch upon my cunt.’


    I crouched down and rubbed her clit with my free hand.  I muttered, ‘You love it you little slut.’


    ‘I do.  I do.  I love it so much.’


    It didn’t take long for her to have an orgasm with this combination of my female hand on her clit and his male genitals up her cunt.


    Not long after that the man blew his load into her feminine crack.


    ‘Helen, could you do me a favour?’ asked Dr Janine after he’d stopped bucking under her.


    ‘Anything Dr Janine.  Just say it.’


    ‘Could you clean me up down there?  I feel rather dirty all of a sudden.  I’m not sure why.  Maybe it’s something to do with all these people watching me take a cum load in my pussy while a woman masturbated me.  I feel kind of dirty after that.’


    ‘Should I clean you with my tongue?’ I asked.


    ‘What else?  Do you have a better tool for removing unwanted cum from a vagina?’


    ‘No.  You’re right.  It is the right tool for the job.’


    I got down on my hands and knees before her pussy.  She momentarily lifted her body up to make the dick pop out of her snatch.  I licked his cock up and down the shaft to clean it of any cum.  


    A woman’s voice said, ‘I can’t believe she’s doing this.  This is too much.  She isn’t going to eat the…stuff out the older woman’s body is she?’


    Then I licked out the male and female juices from Dr Janine’s beautiful cunt.  I ate it with such love.


    When it had all been swallowed Dr Janine said, ‘We should perhaps go now before we make a spectacle of ourselves.’


    

    


    
  


  
    3.  Fetish Sex Role-Playing with Hannah [Novella]


     


    A woman indulges in her kinky sexual fantasies and tries to introduce a reluctant man to the pleasures of BDSM.


     


    ‘Maybe the cup makes it feel a bit cold and clinical.  If you want I’m more than happy to be of service.  I’m a professional c**k-puller.  It’s just me doing the job I’m paid to do.  So if you want me to tug you off I’m more than happy to do it for you.  It’s no skin off my nose.  The upside is: as the first d**k sample is only a taste test we don’t need a cup.  You can squirt it straight into my mouth.  My professional taste buds can then detect anything anomalous.  I’ll roll the sp**k around my mouth for about a minute.  Then you can taste it yourself for a second opinion.  I would want your input on how it tastes.  I know you’re technically an amateur.  And a guy, as though that makes any difference.  Okay, maybe guys on balance eat less c*m than gals, but I’m sure you’ve tasted yourself a bunch of times.’


    

    


    
  


  
    Introducing Kathleen/Hannah


     


    At work I’m boring, demure, staid, plain Jane, middle of the road Kathleen Lang.  No one would even begin to imagine that after work I often drive to a fetish club and don leather and latex to have perverted sex with men and women.  You just wouldn’t look at me and think I was capable of such things.  I look so respectable on the outside.  I was the obvious proverbial ‘good girl’.  It was unthinkable that underneath that plain, calm surface of an efficient insurance clerk there was a pervert of staggering proportions.  Yet there was.  By day I was Kathleen Lang.  By night I was Hannah.


    I’ve always had an unusually active sex drive and an imagination that ran in weird directions.  An older man taught me the joys of latex, bondage, discipline and sodomy.  He was my lover and he introduced me to the Pentagon Hellfire Leather Club.  There I could not only indulge in all my wicked, perverted fantasies, but I could also earn pocket money making the fantasies of others become a reality.  It was a win-win situation for all.


    

    


    
  


  
    Explaining the Birds and the Bees


     


    Robert and Nancy were a married couple.  They wanted me to play their daughter.  They wanted to explain the birds and the bees to me.  I sat in a yellow cotton sun dress, bare legs and white cotton panties on the end of a bed while they sat on either side of me.


    Nancy said, ‘Hannah, we need to talk.’


    I said, ‘About what?’


    ‘We couldn’t help noticing you’re growing up and you’ve developed breasts.  I think it’s time we had the talk with you.’


    ‘The talk?’ I asked.


    ‘About the birds and the bees.’


    ‘What about them?’


    ‘“The birds and the bees” is a coy way of saying “sex”.’


    ‘Sex?  What’s that?’ I asked as innocently as I could.


    ‘Sex is a wonderful thing that adults do.  To each other.’


    ‘Like it’s a grown up thing?’


    ‘Yes.  Something only adults do.  Little girls like you don’t do it.  You’re too young to handle the emotions and the consequences of sex.  But we can’t shelter you from it for much longer.  You’re going to learn about it sooner rather later from the playground or the media.  So as your parents we thought we’d jump ahead of that inevitable moment and explain it to you as properly as possible.’


    ‘Okay,’ I said.


    ‘I’ve noticed that the inside of your panties are starting to be heavily stained with vaginal discharge.  That’s a sign that you’re thinking about sex.  A lot.  Have you been thinking about boys more than normal lately?’


    ‘Not really.’


    ‘It’s okay.  You can tell me.  It’s normal.  There’s nothing wrong about imagining boys touching you.  It’s very normal.  There’s no need to be shy about it.  Have you been thinking about sex?’


    ‘How can I be thinking about it if I don’t know what it is?’


    ‘Okay, you’re not thinking about sex.  You’re just thinking about boys.  Yes?’


    ‘Um.  Maybe.  How can you tell I’m thinking about boys?’


    ‘Because when you think about them the vagina between your legs becomes more and more moist.  Your brain sends signals down to it to lubricate itself.  It does this because it thinks you might be having sex soon.  It’s getting itself prepared.  Do you know about your vagina?  You may have heard it referred to as a “pussy” or a “cunt” or a “snatch”.’


    ‘I know of it.  I use it to pee.’


    ‘That’s right.  Sort of.  The hole you pee out of is called the urethra.  It’s part of the vaginal area.  I’m talking more about the deep hole under the urethra.  Have you noticed that if you touch it or the area around it, it feels really good?’


    ‘Um.  Yeah.  Especially the bit above my pee-hole.’


    ‘Precisely.  That’s called the clitoris.  All women have one.  It’s the best part of the female body.  Its only purpose is to feel good when touched.  Why don’t you touch it now?’


    ‘But isn’t it unhygienic to touch your private parts?’


    ‘It’s okay as long as you wash your hands after you’re done playing with it.  Go on.  Put your hand in your panties and touch your clit.’


    ‘Are you sure it’s okay?  It feels kind of…weird touching my privates with my parents in the room.’


    Robert said, ‘It’s okay Hannah.  This is for educational purposes.  We’re teaching you something important.  So do what your mother tells you.’


    ‘Okay.  If you say so.’  I shuffled further back on the bed and brought my bare feet up onto the sheets.  My legs were wide open with my knees as high as my nose.  With my left hand I pulled my white panties aside to expose my cunt.  ‘I just put my fingers on my…what did you call it?  The clitoris?’


    Robert said, ‘That’s right honey.’  He looked up my skirt and pointed to my clit.  ‘Just put a finger or two on it and rub it gently with smooth circular motions.  And tell us how it feels.’


    I put my right index and middle finger on my clit and slowly rubbed my bean.


    ‘How does it feel?’ asked Nancy.


    I said, ‘It feels really good.’


    ‘Have you ever done this before when no one else was around?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Really?  And you enjoyed it enough to do it more than once?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Do you know what that’s called?’


    I shook my head.


    She said, ‘It’s called masturbation.  When you use your hands to make your genitals feel good it’s called masturbating.  You masturbated.  That’s what you’re doing right now.  You’re masturbating.  Colloquially it’s also known as “wanking”, “beating off” and “self-abuse”.  There’s lots of other ways of saying it.  But they all mean masturbation.  Does it feel good to be masturbating?’


    ‘Yes.  It does.  It feels really good.’


    ‘If I was to call you a masturbator, would you be offended?’


    ‘No.  Should I be?’


    ‘No.  There’s nothing wrong with diddling yourself.  Especially at your age.  I would much rather you were alone in your room masturbating over some jock than actually doing it for real.  So Hannah, please keep wanking.  You don’t need a real boyfriend at your age.  Masturbation is all you should be doing.  We can even help you.  We can get you these devices called vibrators.  They look like erect penises.  What you do is, you stick them in your vagina and they vibrate to stimulate your body.  And there’s these things called dildos.  They’re just like vibrators but they don’t vibrate.  It feels really good when you put one of these things inside your hole.  And a vibrator against your clit?  Forget about it.  It’s amazing.  Maybe even better than just using your hands.’


    ‘Really.  This gets better?’


    ‘Yes.  Tell me Hannah, have you ever played with your clit for so long that you felt your whole body start to shake and tingle?’


    Big-eyed I said, ‘Yes.  What was that?’


    ‘Did you keep going and kept stroking at your pussy while this sensation was washing over you?’


    ‘Yes.  I wanted to know if it kept feeling better and better.’


    ‘And did it keep getting better?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Good.  That’s called an orgasm.  It’s the climax to the masturbation.  Also it’s called “coming”.  When you climax it feels like you’re going to pee but it’s just a natural secretion of fluids and it feels good.  Really good.  Did you know that some women can keep masturbating after they come.  They can feel that sensation multiple times in a row?’


    ‘Really?  That’s amazing.’


    ‘It’s one of the many reasons why women are better than men.  Men can only orgasm once.  Then they usually have to wait five minutes or more to do it again.  Do you know what an erect penis looks like?’


    ‘I think so,’ I said while still rubbing my clit.


    ‘Describe it to me.’


    ‘It’s when a boy gets hard in his trousers.’


    ‘What gets hard?’


    I pretended to be embarrassed as I said, ‘You know.  His thing.’


    ‘His thing?’


    ‘His long thing.  His dangling penis goes from vertical to horizontal and grows bigger.’


    ‘And what does a boy want to do with this erection?’


    ‘I don’t know.’


    ‘Guess.’


    ‘I don’t know.  I suppose he wants a girl to…touch it?’  My inflection went up to turn it into a question.


    ‘Is that all he wants?  He wants her to hold it in her hands?  Is that it?’


    ‘No.  Logically I suppose if I like rubbing myself on my private parts between my legs…  Then he must like it just as much.  So he probably wants me to rub his penis with my hand.’


    ‘Yes.  That’s right.  That’s called a “handjob” when you masturbate a boy.  Is that all he wants you to do with his cock?’


    ‘I guess so.  What else can you do?’


    ‘What about your mouth?’


    ‘What about it?’


    ‘Don’t you think you could use your mouth on his penis?’


    I screwed up my face in mock disgust and took my hand away from my pussy.  ‘That’s disgusting.  And very unhygienic.  You don’t put private parts near your mouth.’


    ‘You do.  Men and women do it all the time.  They put their mouths on the genitals of their partner and suck them or lick them.’


    ‘With their tongues?’ I asked with a slight panicked shrillness to my voice.


    ‘That’s right.  With their tongues.  Women lick erections and men lick pussies.  They even touch their tongues together when they kiss.’


    ‘That’s horrible.  I wouldn’t even want to kiss a boy on the lips.  That’s gross.  I certainly don’t want to touch his tongue with my tongue.  That’s so disgusting.’


    Robert said, ‘You say this now.  But soon your hormones are going to go crazy and you’ll be desperate to do these things.’


    ‘No I won’t.  Sex sounds like it feels good.  But it also sounds disgusting and dirty.’


    Nancy said, ‘You’ve stop masturbating.  Keep doing it.  Keep frigging your cunt.’


    I put my fingers back on my clit and gently rubbed it again.


    I said, ‘I’m never putting a penis in my mouth.  I might let him put his mouth on my vagina.  If he wants to.  But that’s it.  I’m never licking his penis.’


    Nancy said, ‘Trust me, you will.  It’s great fun.  It’s called “giving head” or a “blowjob”.  They’re great fun to give.  And if a guy does it to you it’s called “eating the rug” or “eating her out”.  The actual technical word is “cunnilingus”.  For a woman sucking on a dick it’s called “fellatio”.  It all comes under the overall banner called “oral sex”.  Oral meaning the mouth.  Do you know what happens to guys when they climax?’


    ‘Um…  They feel good just like a girl?’


    ‘Yes.  But they also do something else.  Men do something with the end of their penis.  This might sound a bit like science fiction.  You might think I’m making this up but it’s the truth.  Men squirt a white liquid.  It comes out from the end of their penises when they orgasm.’


    I put a look of shock on my face.  ‘They what?’


    ‘They ejaculate sperm.  It’s the way they get their seed into your body to fertilise your egg to make a baby.  You understand sex is how children are made?’


    ‘Sort of.’


    ‘A man puts his erection inside the girl’s vagina and rubs his penis against her vaginal walls until he orgasms.  When he orgasms white fluid squirts out the end of his pee-hole.  Are you aware that us girls suck on the end of their urethra when we do oral sex on them?’


    ‘This just keeps getting worse and worse.’


    ‘The white fluid contains millions of sperm.  Well you’ve seen documentaries about the rest of it.  They just ignore, or get vague, about how the sperm gets into the female body in the first place.  But sex doesn’t have to be about having babies.  It’s fun to do for its own sake.  If you use contraceptives you don’t need to have a baby.’


    ‘What are contraceptives?’


    ‘It’s ways to stop the sperm getting to the egg.  There’s the pill that women can take.  And there’s condoms.  Those are the two most popular forms of protection.  When you use these things it’s called “safe sex”.  Do you know what a condom is?’


    ‘Not really.  I’ve heard people talking about them.  They’re like bags aren’t they?’


    Robert said, ‘They’re tight rubber bags that go over the penis so his sperm doesn’t escape the seal.  That way the sperm remains separate from the girl.  If the sperm can’t get to the woman then she can’t get impregnated.  The downside though is that the guy feels less pleasure since there’s a thin rubber bag in the way between his cock and her pussy.’


    Nancy gave her husband a frosty look of displeasure and jumped in to say, ‘But that’s a small price to pay unless you want the lifetime commitment of having a child.  Wouldn’t you say?  His pleasure can suffer a slight dip.’


    ‘I’m not sure I like the sound of all this sex stuff.  It sounds disgusting.  Sperm in rubber bags!  Really?  Maybe I’m better not bothering with men.  I could just keep playing with myself instead.’


    Nancy said, ‘Yes Hannah.  That’s a brilliant way of thinking.  But sadly you’re going to want to explore your young, budding sexuality further.  One day sticking your fingers in your cunt is not going to be enough.  You’re going to want to kiss a boy.  And then lick his penis.  And then insert his hard-on into your cunt.  It’s inevitable.  It’s just the way it is.  We’re rigged to feel these desires.  Today, thankfully, you think cum is yucky.  Sadly one day you’re going to crave male jizz in ways that don’t make any sense to you today.’  She looked around my leg to see up my skirt.  My fingers were still circling my clit.  While still looking down at my pussy she said, ‘Have you noticed that you’re becoming wetter and wetter down there?  That’s a sign of arousal.  You’re turned on.  If you hated sex so much you wouldn’t be so sopping wet down there.’  She looked back up at me.  ‘The rational part of your mind is rejecting the whole notion of sex beyond masturbation.  But the irrational caveman part of your mind is stronger.  And it wants to get fucked.  With time that part will amplify and you will come of age.  You won’t be my little girl anymore.  You’ll be a little cock sucker.  Like all of us.  Unless you’re gay.  But I don’t think you are.’


    ‘Gay?  I’ve heard that word before.’


    ‘It’s when a girl loves other girls and has sex with them.  Or when a boy loves another boy.  And if they love both genders that’s called “bisexual”.  Do you love women enough to have sexual thoughts about them?’


    ‘No.’


    ‘It’s okay to tell me.  It’s not a problem.  You can be honest.  Have you ever thought about your friend Claire in a sexual way and found your cunt to be dripping afterwards?’


    ‘No.’


    ‘I didn’t think so.  I was just checking.’


    ‘Anything else I need to know?  Anymore horror stories?’


    Nancy paused for a moment to think.  ‘One thing springs to mind.  Swallowing.  Many girls swallow the white fluid the men ejaculate from the end of their penises.’


    With mock shock I stopped playing with myself and said, ‘You’ve got to be kidding me.’


    ‘No.  Straight up.  Men like it when they shoot their load and the woman eats it.’


    ‘Is it harmful?  As in, is it bad for you?’


    ‘No.’


    ‘Does it…taste…good?’


    ‘It doesn’t taste of much.  It’s just a jelly-like slimy substance.  It’s a bit salty.  There’s really not much else to say about its taste.’


    ‘I think you’ve put me off sex for life.  I don’t want to have sex if I have to lick a penis and swallow his white love juice.’


    ‘You don’t have to eat it.  A lot of girls don’t.  They spit it out.  But I think it’s better if you do.’


    Robert added, ‘Also there’s a third hole men like to stick their dicks in.’


    ‘Where?’ I asked with a furrowed brow to indicate puzzlement.


    ‘Up the arse.’


    ‘Up the…  My bum?  You mean the hole I defecate out of?’


    ‘Yup.  That one.’


    ‘That’s the worst thing I’ve heard so far.  And I’ve heard a lot of disturbing stuff today.  Up the anus?’


    ‘Up the anus and into the rectum.’


    ‘What about the shit up there?  Does he poke his cock into that?’


    ‘No.  And usually she cleans up with a douche up there before any sexual activity.  It’s a much cleaner area than you might think.  It’s called “anal” if you have sex with the bum.’


    ‘I’m not going to do anal with anyone.’


    Nancy said, ‘Don’t worry.  You don’t have to.  That’s for advanced practitioners only.  A lot of women will go through life without having as much as a finger up there.  Those are boring people missing out on a whole orifice of fun.  But that’s their problem.  We only have three holes.  And if they’re only willing to use two of them out of fear, then there’s nothing I can say to change their minds.’


    I said, ‘I’m going to just masturbate for now.  Maybe later I’ll want to do more.  But for now I like fingering myself.’


    She said, ‘Maybe we should demonstrate some of this stuff for you?  We could fuck on this bed and you can watch.  You can continue masturbating if you want.  That’s fine with us.’


    ‘Isn’t that a bit weird?  Watching your parents fuck is a bit odd, right?’


    Robert said, ‘No Hannah.  It’s educational.  We can demonstrate fellatio, cunnilingus and cum swallowing.’


    Nancy nodded her approval.


    Robert added, ‘Also vaginal and anal penetration.  We can also demonstrate how to put a condom on a penis.’


    Nancy asked, ‘What do you say Hannah?  Do you want to see a proper demonstration so you know exactly what’s involved?  Or do you want to be ignorant?  You can have vague, half understood notions swirling around your head for years or you can know for sure.  It’s up to you.  No pressure.  It’s a little freaky but in the end it’s good for you.’


    I pretended to mull it over.  ‘I guess it’s better to know for sure.’


    ‘Good choice,’ she said.


    Nancy stood up and took off her dress and underwear so she was fully naked.  Robert stripped as well until he was naked.  I continued playing with myself as I watched them undress.  I pretended to goggle over his erection as though I’d never seen one before.  ‘Is that what all men look like?’ I asked.


    Nancy said, ‘Yes.  But some are bigger and some are smaller.  This one is above average in size.  The average size is considered to be six inches.  This one is seven and a half inches.  And I’m going to lick it and suck it until it gives me its white goo.’


    They climbed naked onto the bed behind me.  He told me to sit on the chair facing the bed.  I got up and moved over to it.  While on my feet I took the opportunity to pull my knickers down and off so I didn’t have to keep holding them aside with my left hand.


    I watched from the chair with my right fingers on my clit and my left fingers in my cunt as Robert and Nancy, my ‘parents’, demonstrated what oral was.


    First she put his erection in her mouth and licked it.  Then sucked it.  She slid it in and out of her mouth and worked the full length of his wet shaft up and down with her lips and tongue.  The balls also got sucked and licked.  She flicked her tongue against his urethra.  He indicated he was about to come.  She stopped what she was doing and let him calm down.  Then she performed a handjob on his shaft.  She was start-stop on it to stop him from coming too soon.  Eventually she really started working it without slowing down until he ejaculated into the palm of her other hand.  She licked up the white load with her tongue and swallowed it after showing it to me up close in her mouth.


    Then he got down and ate her pussy out.  He licked all around her labia before moving on to work her clit.  He teased it with little light kisses until she begged him to suck it.  ‘Treat me rougher like a whore.’  He started to work harder on her clit and she built up to an orgasm.  She came while shouting, ‘Fucking rug muncher.  Eat it like the whore you are.’  I was often too overwhelmed to talk when I climaxed.  I had to orgasm in complete silence so I was always fascinated how other people were so different in their responses.


    She got a clear condom from the bedside table and rolled it down his cock.  ‘See how it rolls down his shaft.  Make sure there’s a bit of room at the top for his jizz.’


    They then fucked missionary style while I watched.  His cock was in and out of her vagina.  ‘You like a big dick in your cunt, don’t you?’ he asked rather redundantly.


    He pulled out of her cunt and flipped her over so she was face down.  She got on her knees for the doggy position.  She explained, ‘This is called doggy-style.  There are so many positions we could teach you.’


    He said, ‘As we’re married we don’t actually need a condom.  It was just for learning purposes.’  He pulled it off his dick and threw it aside.  ‘When you don’t use a condom it’s called “bareback”.’  From the bedside table he produced a bottle of lube and oiled up his dick.  ‘You need a lot of lubricant when you put it up the anus.’


    Nancy added, ‘The ass doesn’t produce natural liquids when sexually excited.  So you need to use spit or lubricant or it will hurt.’


    They did it anally up her back passage.  They were in the doggy position with his hands groping her tits.


    He ejaculated up her arsehole.


    I came twice while watching these various displays of adult sexual activity.


    ‘So that’s what sex is?’ I said in fake wide-eyed wonderment.


    Nancy panted, ‘It didn’t look so bad, did it?


    I shook my head while Robert pulled his erection out of Nancy’s behind.


    ‘It might look a little rough but Daddy wasn’t hurting Mummy.  That’s just how it is.  I liked it.  I think we all enjoyed it.’


    Robert stuck his finger up her anus.  He pulled it out.  There was some cum on the end of his finger.  He put it up to Nancy’s mouth and she sucked it clean.


    

    


    
  


  
    The Sissy with a Clit for a Dick


     


    ‘Sabrina’ was actually Tom, a strapping six foot former soldier.  She liked to be enslaved by a strong woman and feminised.  So I forced her to put on black fishnet stockings and a black rubber corset.  Some light make-up was applied to her face and I painted her fingernails.  A long blonde wig was put on her head.  I put her in five inch heels and paraded her around the club for a few laps so everyone could see how pathetic she looked all dolled up like a girl.  Her big seven inch erection was sticking out the whole time.  I used it to tow her around by hand.  A passing waitress asked if she could fondle it for a few seconds.  In return Sabrina got down on her knees and licked the waitress’s heels clean.


    I was wearing a black latex dress with a long skirt that touched the floor.


    I took her into one of the many dungeon rooms in the basement.  It was poorly lit by one hanging, low-wattage bare bulb.  The walls were grey cinder blocks.  It was not a cosy, inviting room where nice things happened.  I forced her to bend over a leather-topped bondage table in the centre of the room.  I took a fat, fire engine red butt plug off a shelf along one of the walls.  I covered it in lubricant from one of four bottles on a side table.


    I held the toy in front of her face.  ‘You know what this is Sabrina?’


    ‘A butt plug.’


    ‘And you know where it’s going?’


    ‘Up my bum.’


    ‘That’s right you little slut.’  I took it away from her face.  ‘I’m going to put this engorged dick up your bum.  But that’s nothing new to you, is it?  You’re all about the dick.  You worship cock.  On your knees before cock for hours every day.  Your devotion to it is remarkable.  Even in a place full of nymphomaniacs and perverts you stand out as the most cock obsessed of all of them.  That’s a real achievement.  Maybe not one to be proud of though.  I’m sure your mother wouldn’t be proud to know she’s got a pervert for a daughter.  You’re a bad daughter, letting her down with your slutty ways.  Giving your mouth and vagina and anus away to anyone who’ll have it.  But still, at least people have noticed how bad you are.  Say “thank you for noticing”.’


    ‘Thank you Mistress Hannah for noticing.’


    ‘You’re welcome.  Now shut that slutty little trap of yours and pull your slutty little arse cheeks aside.  That’s the only hole I’m wanting to see open.  This is going in you now.’


    She put her hands behind herself and pulled apart her bum cheeks so I could see her curiously hairless wide open anus.  I rubbed a little lube off the butt plug onto my left index finger and used it to transfer some to her butthole.  I smeared it around and even popped the tip of my finger into the greedy brown eye.  I withdrew my finger and started forcing the tapered red butt plug into the hole.  ‘Take it you bitch.  I know you want it.  All good bitches want it up the arse.  Are you a good bitch?’


    ‘Yes Mistress Hannah.  I’m a good girl.  I’ll take your cock up my arse.’


    ‘You better because there’ll be hell to pay if you push it out.  You said you were an anal whore.  Don’t make me turn you into something you’re not.  Because if I need to teach you how to be an anal whore, you’re not going to like it.  I am not a nice teacher.’


    ‘I think it’s going in now.’


    Her arse suddenly gobbled it up, the full length of it, up to the base.


    ‘There you go,’ I said.  ‘You are an anal whore.  Just like you said you were.  That was a big one.  Only someone who plays with their anus as much as you could fit something that big up there.  You’re very pretty by the way.’


    ‘Thank you for the compliment Mistress Hannah.’


    I took my hand away from the butt plug and spanked her right arse cheek.  ‘Now turn around and lie face up on the table.  I’m going to put you in bondage.  Because not only are you an anal whore, you’re also a bondage freak.’  Sabrina stood upright and turned to face me.  Her seven inch clit poked me on the cunt.  I looked down at it and said, ‘My, my, my Sabrina.  You are a pathetic little pervert enjoying all these fucked up sadomasochistic games.  You’re so hard and excited.  Tell me, were you a daddy’s girl or did he not give you enough attention?  What made you turn out so pathetic?’


    ‘He gave me everything I ever wanted.’


    I didn’t know where else to go with that line of enquiry so I just barked, ‘On the table,’ and followed it up with a slap across her face.  ‘Get on the table now slut.  Don’t make me wait.  I don’t have much patience.’


    ‘Yes Mistress Hannah.’  She jumped up onto the table.


    Her arms were beside her body and her fishnet covered legs were together.  I then wrapped her in clear plastic to keep her tightly held in place.  Around her body and under the table I wrapped her.  With superglue I bonded the plastic to the side of the table.  She couldn’t move.  She was in tight bondage.  Only a few minutes of scissor work could release her now.


    I took a pair of scissors and cut around the crotch to release her erection.  I put the scissors away and held her dick.  ‘This is a nice pussy.  A very pretty, tight cunt you’ve got there.’  I rubbed my naked thumb print over the head of her clit.  I felt it pulse with pleasure.  ‘Your pussy likes that.  That’s good to know.  It means you’re not just all about the cock.  It means you like women as well.  You’re bisexual.  Now tell me Sabrina, why should I service your clit?  What possible reason is there for me to stay and play with it?  What’s in it for me?  Convince me you’re worth my time.’


    Her head was free from any plastic wrapping.  She lifted her blonde-wigged head and looked up at me at the end of the table by her five inch heels.  She said, ‘Because I can squirt.  Don’t you want to see a girl squirt?’


    ‘Yes.  I suppose that would be interesting to see.  Luckily for you there is one freak of nature talent you have.  A girl who can squirt is a beautiful thing.  Do you want to squirt for me?’


    ‘Yes.  Please Mistress.’  Sabrina dropped her head back onto the leather table.  ‘It’s the one thing I most want to do.  Let me please you.  Let me put on a show for you.  Please watch me squirt my pussy juices into the air.’


    I walked a few steps to stand beside her clit.  I wrapped my right hand around her pussy and squeezed hard on it.  I released it then squeezed again.  I did this a few times.  ‘It’s getting bigger.  I can feel it getting harder in my hand.  You slut.  You’re totally getting off on being tied up by another girl and having your pussy touched.  Have you no shame?  You’re totally going to come fast.’  I started wanking on her clit.  At first I pumped the full length of her shaft with a furious anger.  Then I slowed down to a hard, methodical pace.


    I was right.  It didn’t take long for her to ejaculate.


    She ejaculated her semen into the air with a grunt.  It landed on her plastic covered belly.  Some cum was on the flap of skin between my thumb and index finger.  ‘Good girl.  You squirted like a girl right into the air.  Pity it wasn’t far enough to get in your mouth.  Your pussy enjoyed that.  I can tell.  Here, let me help you.  I know you’d want to eat it if you could move your hands.’  I gathered up the cum on her belly and put it in her mouth, one sticky finger at a time.  She licked it off my fingers and swallowed all the cum I gave her.  I then put my palm over her mouth to let her lick it.  ‘Don’t miss any.  I know how disappointed you’d be with yourself if you didn’t lick it all up.’  Finally I let her lick the bit of jizz on the skin between my thumb and index finger.  I asked if she enjoyed that.


    Sabrina said, ‘Yes Mistress Hannah.  Thank you.’


    I took my hand away and said, ‘I’ll give your pussy five minutes to recover its strength.  Then I’ll be back.  And I’ll suck it.  Maybe we could do the sixty-nine position.  You lick my cunt and I’ll lick your cunt at the same time.  Would you like to do that Sabrina?’


    ‘Yes.  Please Mistress Hannah.’


    Before leaving I got a wet wipe cloth and cleaned Sabrina’s clit of any excess cum.


    ‘Five minutes,’ I said.  Then I switched off the light and left the room.


     


     


    Five minutes later I was back in the dungeon.  I switched on the bare bulb to give us some illumination.  ‘How are we feeling Sabrina?’


    ‘Good Mistress Hannah.’


    I walked up to her and asked, ‘Are you ready to have your pussy eaten out by another woman?  Even though it’s a very gay thing to do.’


    ‘Yes Mistress Hannah.’


    ‘Good.  Your pussy’s gotten a little soft.  I’ll freshen it up with my hand.’  I took hold of her clit and rubbed it until it hardened into a fully erect state after becoming nearly flaccid.  Once erect I pulled my long latex skirt up over my knees and climbed onto the table.  I put a black nylon stocking covered knee on either side of her head.  The skirt fell down after I let go of it.  It covered Sabrina’s face so she was under my latex skirt.  My naked cunt found contact with her face.  ‘Lick it bitch,’ I instructed.


    I felt her tongue on my pussy.


    Her cunt was in my hands.  I lowered my body until my head was an inch above her clitoris.  ‘You don’t deserve this but I’m far too kind and generous for my own good.  You better squirt your girly pussy juices right into my mouth in a big load.’  I clamped my lips around her pussy and started sucking.


    We sucked and licked at each other’s cunts with gusto.


    Silently we fucked each other orally.


    I came.


    A minute later Sabrina came in my mouth.


    White spunk shot into the back of my mouth.  I didn’t swallow it.  Why waste it on me when there was an even bigger cock monster in the room?  I bunched up my skirt around my waist and got off the table.  I let go of it so the hemline touched the floor.  Then I leaned over Sabrina’s open mouth and snowballed it back to her.  She took the white load and swallowed it.  ‘Thank you Mistress Hannah,’ she said once it was gone.


    ‘Don’t mention it.  I knew you’d appreciate it more than me.  I got to taste it anyway so I’m satisfied.  How does that butt plug feel?’


    ‘It’s not too bad.’


    I circled around the table, making sure my heels clicked menacingly on the bare floor.  ‘Can you come again?’


    ‘Yes Mistress Hannah.’


    ‘I’ll give you another five minutes to gather yourself.  Then I’m going to rub a third orgasm right out of your pussy.’


    I switched the light off and left the room.


     


     


    Sabrina’s cunt took about ten minutes of hard, unfriendly wanking to ejaculate for a third time.


    ‘Do you enjoy this Sabrina?  Do you?  You like it when a girl plays with your clit?  You actually like it when a girl in latex wanks your cunt?  If only your mother could see you now.  What would she say?  She’d disown you for being such a pervert.  She’d be so ashamed she raised such a weird little girl.  Where did she go wrong?  How did this happen?  Why is she into sex so much?  Why is she so slutty?  Did her husband not show his daughter enough attention so she has to find it in other men?  And why the love of latex?  Why does she get so dripping wet with arousal by wearing rubber dresses?  It’s not normal.  It’s weird.  It’s freaky.  Only perverts get turned on by leather, latex, rubber and being tied up.  Good girls don’t do anal.  Their bums are precious little things that don’t get violated.  And good girls definitely don’t do bondage.  You’re not a good girl.  You’re a bad girl with weird desires.  You’re a pathetic woman.  All you’re good for is amusing other people with your holes.  Without your cunt, mouth and anus no one would care about you.  All anyone wants from you is your holes.  You’re just three walking holes that men like to fuck.’


    The third cum load launched vertically into the air and landed just above her clit.  With my index and middle finger I scooped it up and placed it on her tongue.  ‘Swallow.’  Like she needed to be told.


    She swallowed the load.


    I said, ‘You’re an obedient little slut.  I like that.  It’s good to have someone who takes instruction well.  Is your arse sore now from holding in that unnatural butt plug for so long?’


    She said, ‘It does hurt Mistress Hannah.  It’s very big.’


    ‘Good.  You can sit on it for another hour or two.’


    I painfully slapped her still erect clit.  She whimpered in agony.  I walked to the door.  I switched off the light before leaving for the final time.


    Presumably someone found her a few hours later in this embarrassing position and released her.


    

    


    
  


  
    A Mother Pisses on Her Son


     


    I dressed up in a white blouse, a light grey skirt that stopped above my knees and four inch heels.  My legs were bare.  Steven, my ‘son’, was standing before me.  We were in the well-lit ‘normal suburban teenage boy’s bedroom’ upstairs at the Pentagon Hellfire Leather Club.


    I said, ‘So I’ve heard you were in the girl’s toilets peeping on them as they were peeing.  Now I’ve got you under my feet for two weeks of suspension.  Brilliant.  Just brilliant.  Just what I’ve always needed.  A pervert for a son.  And he’s under my feet for two weeks.  What do you have to say for yourself?’


    ‘I’m sorry Mum.  I just…’  He tailed off.


    ‘You just what?  Speak up.  Explain yourself.’


    ‘I just wanted to see what girls look like when they pee.’


    ‘That’s the dumbest thing I’ve ever heard.’


    ‘I was just curious.’


    ‘Dumb.  Dumb.  Dumb.  If you were curious you should have come to me.  Sure, I’d have been shocked but at least I could have explained it to you.  That would have been better than having you become a peeping tom.’


    ‘What if an explanation wasn’t enough?’


    ‘Well I guess in that case I could have…shown you.  I could have demonstrated it.’


    ‘You would have done that?’


    ‘If I had to.  I wouldn’t like it.  I’d be cross with you, but I guess I could have done it.  I could have taken you into the toilet and pissed for you.  You could have put your head right down beside my cunt and seen the stream coming out.’


    ‘You know, I didn’t get a good close up look at what the girls at school were doing.  I was discovered too soon to be satisfied.  I’m still curious.’


    ‘Really?  After all that you still want to see a girl pee?  Why?  What’s so great about this kink?  It’s just kinky without being…fun.’


    ‘I’m just curious.  That’s all.’


    ‘You really want to see me peeing?  Really?  This gets you off?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Your own mother.  You want to watch your own hot mother pee into the toilet?’


    ‘Does it have to be the toilet?  It’s not very sexy.  Can’t you do it in the living room?’


    ‘And piss on the carpet?’


    ‘Well what about here in my bedroom?  The carpet’s old.  It doesn’t matter if someone pisses on it.’


    ‘I suppose.  If that’s what you really want?  Is it?  Do you really want to watch your mother piss on the carpet in your bedroom?’


    ‘It is.  It so is.’


    ‘You want to see your mother urinate on the carpet?  You’re one strange boy.’


    ‘Please.  It will cure me of this interest.’


    ‘Okay.  I’ll do it.  Just the once.  To cure you.  Strictly to cure you of this stupid fixation.’  I unzipped the skirt at the back and stepped out of it to reveal black lace panties.  I put the skirt on the bed.


    He said, ‘Actually there’s something else I’m curious about.’


    ‘“What?” she asked nervously.’


    ‘I’m wondering what it would feel like to be pissed on.’


    ‘Are you serious?  You want me to piss on you?’


    ‘Yeah.  Why not?’


    ‘Because it’s insane.  Piss is not a sexual plaything.  You have serious issues if that’s how you get off.’


    ‘I’m just curious.  I’m exploring my sexuality.  I’ll probably hate it so much I’ll never want to do it again.  It could cure me if I can get it out the way and off my mind.  If you don’t do it now it might fester in my head for years.  And then one day I’ll ask a girl to do it.  And she might agree to do it.  And I might love it because it’s been circling around my head for so long.  Right now it’s just an idle thought.  We should nip it in the bud before it can become something big.  Now is the time to stamp it out.  I know it’s perverted, but in the long run it might save me from that perversity.’


    ‘I guess you make a good argument.  But I’m only pissing on your face and dick.  You can’t open your mouth and swallow it.  That’s going too far.’


    He held up his hands in mock outrage.  ‘The thought never even crossed my mind.’  He dropped his hands.  ‘I never even thought about drinking piss.  That’s weird.  Why would you even think about that?’


    ‘I…  Um.’


    ‘Mum, have you done watersports before?’


    ‘Okay, you got me.  I like to…piss when I have sex.  And your dad likes it too.  We piss on each other.  I have a funnel I like to strap to my mouth.  He pisses into it and I have to drink it or he’ll pour it over my head.’


    ‘You drink piss?’


    ‘Yes.  I guess our influence on you has not exactly been benign.’


    ‘That’s crazy.  So um, you’ll do it on me?  You’ll piss on me?’


    ‘Yes.  I’ll do it.  But you can’t tell Dad.  He doesn’t need to know.’


    ‘Okay.  So do I just lie on the floor?’


    ‘I guess.  Unless you have any other ideas.’


    ‘No.  This is what I want.’  He took off his clothes to reveal a nice erection for me to piss on.  He laid face up on the floor.


    I took off my panties and put them on top of the skirt.  I stood beside him and held my pussy lips open to help guide the stream once it started to cascade.  ‘Are you sure you want to do this?’ I asked.


    ‘Yes.  I’m very excited.’


    ‘I can see.  Your erection is very nice looking.  I look forward to pissing on it.’


    The waters started to flow.  It dribbled out down my leg before bursting out in a strong stream.  It landed on his belly.  I moved it down towards his crotch and pissed against his erection.  Then I moved across his body up to his face.  He closed his eyes just before I started to piss on his forehead and mouth.  ‘Keep your slutty mouth shut,’ I instructed.  He did as told.


    My stream turned into a trickle and finally dried up.


    He opened his eyes and grinned up at me.


    ‘Did you enjoy that?’ I asked as I rubbed the urine away from the inside of my leg and then my pussy.


    ‘That was great.’


    ‘You’re a filthy pervert, you know that?  It’s not normal to like having people piss on you.  Normal people don’t do that.  Only perverts do things like that.  All I can say is: this better cure you of all your sick notions.  Do you still want to see other women pissing?’


    ‘No.  I’m good for now.’


    ‘You better be good for ever more.  Me and your dad might enjoy these things but you shouldn’t.  We’re too old and set in our ways to change.  We’re cursed to enjoy pissing on each other.  But you’re young.  This doesn’t have to be your life.  You can still be normal.’


    

    


    
  


  
    A Romantic Date


     


    At my day job my co-worker Vincent Walker asked me out on a romantic date.


    It had been a while since I’d last been on a date with a so-called ‘normal’ person.  So I accepted.


    He took me to a restaurant and started talking about something I wasn’t interested in.  My mind wandered to the sessions I was missing tonight because I’d made the mistake of trying to live a normal life.  Suddenly I heard him saying, ‘You don’t talk much.’


    I snapped back into the here and now.  ‘I just find there isn’t much to talk about.’


    ‘You’re very closed off.  It’s very hard to get a read on you.’


    ‘This was a mistake.  I’m sorry I wasted your time.’


    ‘It’s okay Kathleen.’  He put his right hand on top of my left hand on the table.  ‘You’re the secretive type.  I sense there’s a lot more going on under the surface than you’re letting show.  I’d like to get a peek under that surface.  I’d like to see a little bit of whatever that is.’


    ‘There’s nothing.  I just go home and watch TV and feed the cat.  Sometimes I have a boyfriend.  Sometimes I don’t.  It’s a boring routine but I’m happy enough.’


    ‘Then can I be that boyfriend?’


    ‘Those relationships don’t last long.  I’ve never been with someone for more than a month.  My interests don’t line up with many other peoples.’


    ‘What are those interests?’ he asked.


    ‘Nothing.  It’s academic anyway, so there’s no point getting into it.’


    ‘See, this is what I mean.  You’re very evasive when it comes to simple questions.’


    ‘Now I feel you’re interrogating me.’  His hand was still on mine.  Why hadn’t I taken it back?


    He said, ‘That’s not what I’m trying to do.  I’m literally just trying to get to know you a little bit.’


    ‘Maybe I don’t want you to get to know me.’


    ‘Then why come out on this date?’


    He had me there.  I took back my hand by sliding it off the table.  I placed it on my lap out the way.  Then for the hell of it, for the fear of getting caught, I slipped my hand into the top of my trouser waist band and down into my lace panties.  I stuck three fingers inside my cunt.  Purely for the sake of it.  I wasn’t masturbating.  They were just sitting there in my moist hole.  ‘Okay,’ I said after a short lull in our conversation.  ‘I spend my nights at a club.’  Had he noticed where I’d put my hand?  I wasn’t that subtle and he was looking at me the whole time when I did it.


    ‘Okay,’ he said.


    ‘Not a normal club.  It’s a fetish club.  For leather and latex.  For kinky sex.’


    ‘Are you into…kinky sex?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘I see.’


    ‘So as you can see it’s not something I can really openly talk about.  But you asked.’


    ‘And what does kinky sex entail?’


    ‘Bondage.  Spanking.  Pissing on each other.  Role-playing.  Riding on dildos while others watch.  Dressing up in latex bondage dresses.  Orgies.  You know, weird shit that normal couples don’t do.’


    ‘And you do all of this?’


    ‘It’s a lifestyle.  It’s way off the mainstream.  But like any hobby that has any depth to it, there’s a whole lifetime’s worth of enjoyment to be had from it.  Once you tire of one thing another door opens and you can follow that.  There’s a lot of substance to it.  It’s more than a hobby.  It’s a way of life.’


    ‘You don’t have any tattoos that I can see.’


    ‘I don’t have any.  Piercing, tattoos and other body modifications are not strictly connected to the BDSM scene.  There’s an overlap, but it’s not like everyone who likes to be spanked has to be into tattoos as well.’


    ‘No, I guess not.’


    ‘Are you horrified?’


    ‘No.  I’m not anything.  I’m more surprised than anything else.  You always seemed so demure and quiet.  So shy and sweet.  A bit staid.  I imagined you as the type to wag your finger with disapproval whenever anyone had fun doing something slightly immoral.’


    ‘Just goes to show how you should never judge a book by its cover,’ I said.


    ‘I know there’s the cliché that it’s the quiet ones who are the most wild.  But this is a step beyond what I thought possible.  Little Kathleen Lang, insurance clerk, is into latex and whips.  That’s pretty far out.’


    I said nothing to that.


    He asked, ‘Do you have normal sex?’


    ‘Obviously I’m capable of it.  I just don’t find it that interesting.  My mind wanders.  I start imagining the costumes we could be wearing, or the taboos we could be breaking.  Simple penis in vagina stuff is…  It doesn’t hold my attention.  Not for long.  I like to play.  I have an imagination that wants to be indulged.’


    ‘I assume you’re promiscuous?’


    ‘Not as much as you might think.  By normal standards: yes.  But a lot of sessions don’t involve penetration.  I’ve sucked a great number of dicks.  And I’ve licked many pussies.  I’m bisexual by the way.  But the number of times I’ve been penetrated, which is the more important statistic I think, is relatively low.  I end up fucking the same partners anyway so it’s not like it’s always new guys.  So I’ve done millions of handjobs and blowjobs with thousands of partners.  But I’ve not had full vaginal or anal sex with that many guys.  For what that’s worth.’


    ‘How many do you think?’


    ‘I’d rather not say.’  I lost count a long time ago.  At a very rough estimate over three hundred individual men had enjoyed my pussy and arse.


    ‘What’s the kinkiest thing you’ve ever done?’ he asked.


    I thought for a second.  ‘There’s too much to mention.  I’ve done a few things I wasn’t personally into.  Those sessions just made me feel silly.  So I guess those seem like the kinkiest.’


    ‘Such as?’


    ‘Stuff with food.  And bouncing on balloons.  Hey, if they want to pay me to bounce up and down on a balloon, and it gets them off, then so be it.  I’ll do it.  But I did that purely for the money.  I once had sex with a blow up female doll while a guy watched.  That was just embarrassing.  But embarrassment can be sexually exciting too.  Humiliation is a feeling I enjoy.  I’d say those types of things are the kinkiest, most shameful things I’ve done.’


    ‘What about the kinkiest sessions you’ve enjoyed doing?’


    ‘Honestly, pretty much all of them are very kinky.  No obvious top kinky one springs to mind.  I think it would be more interesting to turn that question on you.  What’s the kinkiest, nastiest thing you’ve ever done?’


    ‘Me?’  He looked cute as he became all bashful.


    ‘There has to be some give and take.  Tell me Vincent.  Or this date is over.’


    ‘Okay.  Give me a second to word it right.  Well there was this one time.  An ex-girlfriend dressed up as a sexy nurse.  She put on the uniform and acted like a medical professional.  She checked my penis for health reasons.’


    ‘Did this involve jerking you off into a cup?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Any blowjob action?’


    ‘Not during the kinky part.  After I came she took off the uniform and we fucked like normal.’


    ‘See, that’s boring to me.  I’d have kept the uniform on for the whole session.  If she’s just going to take it off then why bother?  What was the point?  Was the uniform made of latex or something similar like that?’


    He shook his head.  ‘Cotton or whatever.’


    ‘Did anyone drink the cum from the cup?’


    He asked, ‘The cum she pulled out my dick from the kinky handjob?’


    I nodded.


    ‘No.’


    ‘Again, boring.  I’d have made you eat it.  Or I’d have put it in my mouth and kissed it back into your mouth.  Or at the very least I’d have eaten it myself.  What a waste of a jizz load.’


    ‘Well we considered it to be pretty kinky,’ he said defensively.


    ‘Dressing up and pretending to be a nurse.  It’s okay.  It’s just rather vanilla in comparison to what I get up to more or less every other day.’


    ‘Bouncing on balloons.  I’m not sure I get the thrill?’


    I said, ‘Tying people up in restrictive bondage and spanking them until they plead for mercy.  Dressing up in latex nurses outfits and making five guys squirt into another girl’s mouth.  Pretending to be someone’s mother and pissing on their dick and face.  These are so much more interesting than whatever it was you were doing with whatever her name was.’


    ‘Maybe so.  But I’m not sure I’d want to develop a sexual dysfunction habit.’


    ‘Do you think I’m broken inside because I like these things?’


    ‘I’m not saying that.  Far from it.  I’m just saying it’s better to be in the mainstream than it is to be out in the wilds.’


    ‘Is it?’ I asked while my fingers were still resting in my cunt.


    ‘It might be a bit boring, but it’s safer.  Maybe if I grew up with a fetish for high heels or whatever I’d be more into it.  But I’m not buying into it at this late point in my life.  I’ve gotten by without weird sex in my life so far.  So I don’t think I need to start complicating things now by suddenly wearing latex.’


    ‘I understand your reluctance.  I can’t have a normal sexual relationship.  I’m too far gone.  So I don’t think we’re going to work out.  But if you ever change your mind about fetish sex, come see me.  I’ll take you to the club and show you what you’re missing.’


    ‘Your club sounds like a scary place.’


    ‘It’s inspected by health and safety and all that.  It’s a regular business.  Technically prostitution doesn’t take place on the grounds, although it’s a grey area.  It looks a lot scarier than it really is.’


    ‘Could I maybe go to your place and have a session with you.  Just the two of us on less scary territory.’


    ‘What makes you think my bedroom’s any less scary than the club?’


    ‘Well I imagine you don’t keep a pommel horse beside your bed.’


    ‘No.  But I keep a gimp outfit and handcuffs and the like.’


    ‘Okay.  How does this sound,’ he said.  ‘Why don’t you come up with an introductory fantasy session?  I assume the word “session” is the correct term?  It’s not an encounter or a night of passion.  It’s a session.’


    ‘It sounds more natural to say it that way,’ I agreed.


    ‘Why don’t you come up with a kinky idea that won’t scare me too much?  Describe it to me and then we could try it?’


    ‘Wouldn’t it be better if it was your fantasy?  What have you always wanted to do but were afraid to ask?  Wear women’s clothes while a girl rimmed you?  Receiving a handjob while other women watched and commented on how small it was?’


    ‘I don’t have much imagination.  Unlike you apparently.’


    ‘How about you come back to my place tonight and we’ll recreate your ex-girlfriend’s nurse routine.  I’ll put on a rubber nurse’s uniform and I’ll give you a handjob.  Then I’ll slurp it up and feed it back to you with my tongue?  Does that sound interesting?’


    ‘I won’t lie.  My dick twitched.  I like it in theory.’


    Mockingly I asked, ‘What’s up?  Scared?  Got moral qualms?  Terrified it will make you a fag if you eat your own cum?  Grow up.  It won’t hurt you.’


    ‘I’m unsure.’


    ‘A girl’s offering to dress up in a rubber nurse’s uniform and give you a handjob.  And you’re unsure?  I think that’s the bigger fag indication.  People will literally pay me money to make that fantasy come true.  It might seem like a big thing to some people to do such a thing.  But for me it’s nothing.  It’s so minor a kinky deviance it doesn’t even register on the scales.’


    ‘I just don’t know.’


    ‘If you’re concerned I’ll think less of you if you do it, trust me, I won’t.  I know you want it.  Of course you do.  What heterosexual man wouldn’t?  You’re clinging to this banal middle of the road morality.  Like anyone else gives a fuck.  Stop being a hypocrite and just get your dick serviced like you want it to.  It doesn’t make you a better person if you say no.  Why resist it?  Put it in my hand.  My respect for you will only increase.  By the way, did you know while we’ve been talking I’ve had my left hand in panties?’


    He looked down and squinted as though that would improve his vision.  ‘Really?’ he asked.


    ‘That’s right.  For no good reason in public I’ve got three fingers in my cunt.  I’m not even masturbating.  They’re literally in my snatch for no reason apart from the fear of public exposure.’


    ‘You’re a very strange girl Kathleen.’


    ‘Either you come back to my place and we do the nurse routine.  Or I stand up and let everyone see what I’m doing.  I can take the shame.  Can you?  I’m happy to make a scene and embarrass you.’


    ‘You wouldn’t,’ he said with panic.


    ‘I’ve masturbated in public before.  But never in a restaurant like this.  It could be an interesting experience.’  It was a total bluff.  Sure, I’ve whacked my cunt to climax in front of strangers in public spaces, but they were at least part of the S&M subculture.  I wasn’t mad enough to face legal prosecution for public indecency by flicking my bean in front of a crowd of ‘normal’ people.  Especially when there wasn’t a nearby exit to run through.


    

    


    
  


  
    Rubber Nurse Performs a Handjob


     


    Eventually I convinced Vincent to come home with me.  It would have been better at the club where they have a hospital room and a wider variety of medical uniforms.  Beggars can’t be choosers.  I was lucky as it was to convince him to come home with me.  He was the nervous type.  Probably too nervous for the S&M world.  It probably wasn’t for him, but I was curious to play with him anyway.


    I made him sit in the leather armchair in the living room and wait for me.  I told him to imagine he was in for a health check, and the nurse would be with him soon.  On the coffee table there was a tape measure and an open box of fifty latex gloves.


    In my bedroom I pulled out my green and white rubber nurse uniform.  The little dress took a bit of effort to squeeze into.  I was putting on a little weight.  I’d have to lose that if I wanted to keep wearing latex.  It was not a forgiving material to put on or to look at.  The little skirt just covered my cunt.  I then rolled black rubber panties up my legs and over my crotch.  Followed by white latex stockings.  I pinned the white cap to my hair.  It was exhausting enough putting this on, now I had to jerk this guy’s cock until he gave me two loads.


    I picked up a clipboard and walked in high heels out the bedroom and down the hall.  I knocked on the living room door to announce my arrival.  I opened the door and stood in the hallway.  Hopefully I was striking a sexy pose and I didn’t look ridiculous.  ‘Hi, I’m Nurse Hannah.’


    He stared at me with rapt attention.  This was the sort of reaction I expected.  Anything less would have been insulting.


    I walked into the room and looked down at my clipboard.  I had a sheet of blank paper pinned to it.  ‘Mr Walker is it?’


    ‘That’s right.’


    I looked up at him.  ‘I see you’re here for a yearly penis examination.  It’s nothing to be afraid of.  It’s more for insurance purposes than for health reasons.  It’s just a routine look at your penis to check it’s in good working order and it can still achieve full erectile function.  If not we’ll write you a prescription for some pills to fix that.  We’ll also need to take a sample of the fluid you’re producing.  We’ll conduct a taste test on site while you wait.  Then we’ll need a second sample to send to the lab for them to check for infections and stuff.  As I said, nothing to be concerned about.  It’s all very routine.  I’ll help you get this erection.  And if you need help producing the samples I can help with your dick stimulation.  Most guys can manage the first load without any problem.  Some need a bit more encouragement to deliver sample number two.  I’ve already jerked off ten other guys today.  I’m an expert.  I can milk a dick dry with a few good tugs.  By now my grip and dick tugging technique is second to none.  I bet I can wank a cock better than any guy, and that’s saying something.’


    He broke character and said, ‘You’re really good at this.  You really commit to it.  How do you do that?  Is this scripted or are you coming up with all this stuff on the go?  Because that’s amazing improvisation.  How don’t you crack up with laughter?  I’d be feeling so silly saying all this stuff.’


    I hit him hard on the arm with my clipboard.  It wasn’t a friendly bash.  ‘We either commit to the reality we’re creating together or we don’t bother.  I can’t do it on my own.  You’ve got to play your part.  Take it seriously.  You can snigger over it later.  Right now that attitude’s not helpful.’


    ‘I’m sorry.  I’m self-conscious.  I’m just not used to this…acting when I’m trying to have sex.  It’s a new experience.  And it’s kind of embarrassing.’


    ‘I’m the one in the latex stockings and rubber nurse’s outfit.  I’m the one who looks ridiculous to the outside world.  If anyone saw us I’m the one they’re going to be looking at like I’m mad.  Forget the outside world.  This has nothing to do with them.  We’re in private behind closed doors.  This is between us.  We haven’t invited them into this.  I won’t tell if you don’t tell.  We can do anything we want.  No one needs to know.  It’s just us.  So please, take this role-playing seriously.  Can you do that?’


    ‘Yes.  I can.  By the way that hurt when you hit me with the clipboard.’


    ‘It was meant to hurt.  Now be quiet and stop whining like a little bitch.’  I stopped talking, drew a breath and started again.  ‘Now Mr Walker, if you’d like to take your trousers and underwear off we can begin.’


    ‘I just take them off here in front of you Nurse Helen?’


    ‘Nurse Hannah,’ I corrected.  ‘Yes.  There’s no need to be modest.  You’ve got nothing I haven’t seen or touched a million times before.  I’ve seen all shapes and sizes.  I doubt you can shock me by the size of your tool.’


    He got off the chair and crouched down to undo his shoelaces.  I added, ‘Take off your socks as well.’


    ‘For medical reasons?’


    ‘No.  I just can’t get excited about a naked man with a swinging dick if he’s still wearing socks.  It’s not a sexy look.’  If we were at the club there would be little blue slippers like they use in real hospitals.  Oh well, we’d just have to make do with what I had in my home.  It was lucky I happened to keep a clipboard among my fetish gear.  Not just anyone would be that prepared like me.


    He took off his shoes, socks, belt and his trousers and stood before me with a tent in his underwear.


    ‘I see you’re keeping a hard erection in your boxers.  Pull them down and let me see it.’


    He did so.


    He stood there with an average sized penis jutting out at me.  I took a pair of latex gloves out the box on the coffee table.  The clear gloves slipped over my fingers and palms until they were down to my wrists.  I grabbed the tape measure from the coffee table and leaned in so my hair fell against his shoulder.  ‘Let me just measure this.’  I pulled out the metal tape and got on my knees before him.  I held the tape against his erection.  ‘Is this it in its most aroused state?’ I asked as I looked up at him.


    ‘Pretty much.’


    ‘Okay.  I measure six point two inches from the base to the tip.  Fifteen point eight centimetres.’  I closed the tape and pretended to consult my notes on the clipboard.  ‘That’s consistent with your past records.  So thankfully there’s been no shrinkage.  But there’s been no growth either.’  I put the measuring tape on the coffee table, followed by the clipboard.  I peered closer at his dick and inspected it with my eyes for about a minute.  Then I put my gloved right fingers on it and caressed it here and there to make it twitch.  ‘Okay,’ I said eventually and looked up at him.  ‘Visually it seems good.  There’s nothing to my professional eye that concerns me.  I’ve seen a lot of dicks, and this looks about as healthy as any I’ve ever cast my eyes over.  We should move on to the semen examination.  Obviously you’ll need to produce some.  Please sit down in the medical chair.’


    He sat in the leather armchair while I stood up.


    I said, ‘Would you like to crank it yourself?  I will have to watch you the whole time though.  To make sure you don’t cheat and swap someone else’s sperm for your own.  Would it put you off having a nurse dressed in rubber watching you while you masturbated into a cup?’


    ‘No.  I don’t think so.’


    ‘Maybe the cup makes it feel a bit cold and clinical.  If you want I’m more than happy to be of service.  I’m a professional cock-puller.  It’s just me doing the job I’m paid to do.  So if you want me to tug you off I’m more than happy to do it for you.  It’s no skin off my nose.  The upside is: as the first dick sample is only a taste test we don’t need a cup.  You can squirt it straight into my mouth.  My professional taste buds can then detect anything anomalous.  I’ll roll the spunk around my mouth for about a minute.  Then you can taste it yourself for a second opinion.  I would want your input on how it tastes.  I know you’re technically an amateur.  And a guy, as though that makes any difference.  Okay, maybe guys on balance eat less cum than gals, but I’m sure you’ve tasted yourself a bunch of times.’


    ‘Well no, that’s not…’


    ‘Sure you have Mr Walker.  I know what guys are like.  They love to have it snowballed back in their mouths.  There’s nothing wrong with that.  So that’s all I’m suggesting we do here.  I’ll rattle it around in my mouth and form an opinion.  Then I’ll pass it over to you and you can have an opinion too.’


    ‘I’m really not sure about that part.’


    ‘So do you want me to help you?  Or would you like to do what comes naturally and do it yourself?  And do you want a cup?  Or would you prefer to pop it straight into my mouth?’


    ‘If it’s not too much trouble I’d quite like you to do it.  If it’s not too much effort?’


    ‘It’s what I’m here for.  And the cup?’


    ‘No.  I think your mouth seems like the better option.  Why dirty a cup when we don’t need to.’


    ‘Very well Mr Walker.  If we’re using my mouth it’s probably better if you stand up again.’


    He stood.  I shifted to his side and reached down to his cock with my right hand.  I grabbed it in my latex glove and gripped it tight.  I stood beside him and wanked his shaft.  ‘Does that feel good Mr Walker?’


    ‘Yes Nurse Helen.’


    ‘Nurse Hannah,’ I corrected again.


    ‘Sorry.  Nurse Hannah.’


    ‘Do you feel any discomfort?’


    ‘No?’


    ‘Any strange sensations in your cock?’


    ‘No.  Just the normal feelings of pleasure.’


    ‘Am I rubbing it right?  Is this how you like it wanked?  Do you want it faster or slower?  More gentle perhaps?’


    ‘No.  This is good.  This is very good.’


    ‘So you would say you’re enjoying it?’


    ‘Yes.  Very much so.’


    ‘You really like my technique?’ I asked.


    ‘Yes.  It’s very effective.’


    ‘That’s good to hear.  It’s always nice to get some feedback.  I worry so much that my wanking technique might be getting rusty and old-fashioned.’


    ‘No, no.  It’s good.  Very good.’


    ‘If I was to suddenly stop would it be frustrating?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Do you want to ejaculate in my mouth?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘How much?’ I asked.


    ‘A lot.’


    ‘How much is a lot?’


    ‘A whole lot and more.’


    ‘Do you think I’m pretty?’


    ‘Oh yes.’


    ‘But not pretty enough to learn my name?’  I squeezed his dick and stopped rubbing.  ‘Say my name.’


    ‘Um…’


    ‘Say it or I won’t keep rubbing your dick.’


    ‘Nurse He…Harriot?’


    ‘No.  Say it.’


    ‘Um…  Hannah.’


    ‘At last.  And don’t you forget it.  It’s rude to call a person by another name.  I told you it was Hannah.  It’s not a hard name to remember.  Is it?’


    ‘Yes Hannah.  I mean no Hannah.’


    My hand was squeezing hard on his penis but I still hadn’t started cranking it again.


    He said, ‘Please can you masturbate my male member.’


    ‘Okay.  What’s my name again?’


    ‘Hannah.’


    ‘My full name.’


    ‘Nurse Hannah?’ he said with a question mark attached to the end.


    ‘That’s right.  If you refer to me by another name you can perform your own medical tests.  Got that?’


    ‘Yes Nurse Hannah.  I’m sorry Nurse Hannah.  It won’t happen again.  I promise.’


    I released the pressure on his dick and started to masturbate him again.  That had turned a bit sadomasochistic.  That wasn’t the plan but the dominatrix side of me was strong tonight.  He needed to be taken in hand and slapped around a bit.  Unfortunately it would only scare him away.  So I had to keep it nice.  A butt plug up his anal gap would be good.  Sadly it was not to be.  He wanted vanilla.  That was what I had to give him.  Hopefully he’d enjoy this little taste of perversion I’d given him and he’d be back for more.  In time I could lure him into the club and we could really do a proper session.


    As I was thinking this he said, ‘I’m getting ready to come.’


    I stepped before him and dropped to my knees.  I opened my mouth in preparation for his cum.  My tongue snaked out and touched his pee-hole.  It danced over his one-eyed monster for a few licks before I took it back an inch and waited for his magnificent load.  My tongue was a landing strip for his ejaculation.


    ‘I’m coming,’ he said with a grunt.


    Indeed he was.  The white, sticky fluid of a man spewed forth from his urethra and landed on my upper-lip, the lip itself and my tongue.  He squirted a big sticky load.  I thought he was done, but he squirted a second load onto my tongue.  When he finished ejaculating there was a lot of jizz on my tongue.


    I squeezed his cock and a little more came out of his dick.  I licked it up and withdrew the copious cream into my mouth.  I held it in there and tasted it.  Salty, slimy water.  As usual.  I swirled it around then opened my mouth for him to see down into it.  I then got off my knees and stood.  I took hold of his jaw in both my hands and leaned in to kiss him.  There was a bit of resistance.  He was not keen on the snowballing.  He probably didn’t want to seem like a total dick so he didn’t push me away.  That show of kindness was a weakness I exploited and I aggressively began to kiss him.  His mouth eventually opened and I let my cum covered tongue slither into his.  He was rubbing his tongue against mine.  I transferred some of the cum into his mouth.


    I withdrew.  I nodded to him and swallowed.  He followed my lead and swallowed.  He made a yucky face of distaste and said, ‘Ugh, it’s salty.’


    ‘Tasted correct and proper to me.  In my professional opinion it was good with the right amount of viscosity.  No health implications there.  Would you agree Mr Walker?’


    ‘Yeah.  Yeah Nurse Hannah.’


    ‘Okay.  Now I’ll leave you five minutes to recover from that.  I’ll be back after checking in on some other patients.  Then we’ll do an ejaculation into a cup for the lab.’


     


     


    It took about fifteen minutes of hard hand cranking to get a second load out of his dick.  Some men just can’t deliver again too soon.


    I was originally intending to move further beyond two handjobs.  Penetration of my cunt was on the cards, but after the difficulty of delivering that second load I called it a night.  He looked relieved when he got to leave.  Was that a look of fear in his eyes?  That was but one tenth of the intensity I usually role-played with.  I doubted he had it in him to be a real pervert.  He seemed to be a lost cause as far as the S&M lifestyle was concerned.  I didn’t regret the time I spent with him that night.  It wasn’t wasted as it was fun for what little it was.  Sometimes you need something simple and basic to give you a chance to recharge in between more intense experiences.


    I masturbated myself vaginally and anally in my uniform before going to sleep.  I slept in the rubber dress, the gloves and the latex stockings with a little butt plug jammed up my rear.


    The next day in work I kept the black rubber panties on.  Whenever I went to the ladies I took the opportunity to lick my vaginal discharge off the rubber crotch.


    

    


    
  


  
    Learning How to Do Anal


     


    Tricia wanted to try anal for the ‘first time’.  So Frances and I brought in William to stuff her arsehole.


    ‘Is it painful?’ asked Tricia as she sat on the sofa.  Frances and I were sitting on either side of her.  William was lying naked, face up in a cage with bars.  The cage was long enough to fit his six foot frame, but only tall enough for him to lie in it.  On top of it was a clear plastic surface for our drinks.  He was locked inside the coffee table.  He was under strict instructions not to open his mouth and say anything.  No one was interested in what he had to say.


    I was wearing a white latex ball gown with a big skirt that touched the floor.  I had matching white latex opera gloves that were nearly up to my armpits.  On my legs I was wearing white nylon seamed stockings and a lace suspender belt.  My knickers were made of white rubber.  My white four inch heeled shoes poked out of my skirt.  I was resting my feet on the second from the bottom horizontal bar at William’s head.  He was licking my shoes as us girls talked.


    Tricia was in normal street clothes of trousers and a T shirt of conventional fabrics.


    Frances was in black latex trousers, a latex bodice and five inch heeled boots that almost reached her knees.  There was a strap-on harness with an eight inch purple dick sticking out from her crotch.


    I said to Tricia’s question, ‘Is it painful?  It doesn’t have to be.  If you’re relaxed and he’s lubed up then it should slide in easily enough.  If it’s hard to get it in then you should just stop trying to force it.  Give it a minute, and try again once you’re less tense.  It will slide right in when your arse is ready.  The key is not to force it.  It either goes in or it doesn’t.’


    Frances said, ‘If you have to force it then you can’t enjoy it.  And this is about enjoying it.  It’s not about pleasing other people.  It’s about what feels good for you.’


    ‘And him,’ pointed out Tricia.


    Frances shrugged.  ‘His pleasure comes a distant second to yours.  Remember, he’s your fuck toy.  You’re not his plaything.  What he wants and what he gets is of no great importance.  He should be satisfied merely to get to whiff your pungent arse.  He is a lucky boy to get to stuff it up your hole.  He must be made aware of how lucky he is.  And he must be made to suffer for his luck.  If not he might think it’s right and proper for him to get this pleasure from a girl.  It is not his normal place in this world to get to cram his dick up beautiful, taboo back passages.’


    I picked up the theme and ran with it.  ‘Frances is right.  He is a piece of man meat for our pleasure.  Our pleasure alone.  By giving us pleasure using his worthless little cock we will have to inadvertently, but unavoidably, give him a little pleasure too.  If we wish to ride his cock we must touch it and rub it with our feminine bodies.  This is too bad.  But it has to be done.  He will derive pleasure from this activity.  And if we want to see a cum tsunami, and that’s half the point of this whole thing, then he needs to have an orgasm.  I am all for denying the wretched male cunt his orgasm.  I would dearly love to send him back to his cage with blue balls.  But I also enjoy the sight of male love juice exploding from a cock.  Not to mention I like tasting it on my tongue.  So for reasons unconnected to generosity of spirit we will have to allow the little prick to come.  I know, I know.  Aren’t we being too kind?  The answer is a solid yes.  We are being far too kind.  So there must be a balance.  For X amount of pleasure he must receive X amount of pain.  That is only fair.  Otherwise he might think he’s a worthwhile human being with rights and things.  Well he’s not.  He’s a piece of male excrement.  Although he does do a good line in shoe polishing and arse licking.’


    Tricia asked, ‘What kind of pain do you plan to put him through?’


    Frances answered this.  ‘Well if he’s putting his dick up you then I’m going to put my dick up him.’  She indicated the purple strap-on in her lap by grabbing hold of the end of it and twisting it in her hand.  ‘While he fucks you I’ll be behind him fucking him up the arse.  That should wipe the smile off his smug face.  And my cock won’t be as lubed up as his dick.  So I’m going to hurt him more than his dick’s going to hurt you.  And it’s bigger than his pathetic little six incher.’


    ‘I thought Hannah said anal didn’t hurt?’


    Frances said, ‘It doesn’t have to.  It’s just a nice feeling of pressure up there.  But we want his anal experience to be a little sore.’


    ‘I get you Frances.  So how do we start this?  What do I need to do to prepare?’


    Frances said, ‘You should take off your clothes.  Get naked and let him see your boobs.  Let him see your girly body with its curves and the sexy cleft between your legs.  And then show him your arse.  Let him see where he’s going to be stuffing his penis.’


    ‘Okay.’  Tricia stood up and pulled her T shirt over her head to reveal a blue lacy bra.  ‘Should I take this off?’ she asked teasingly.


    I said, ‘Yes.  Take it all off.  Show the room what you’ve got.  And maybe his shitty little shit stick might grow a few inches and give us something more substantial to work with.  It’s not looking very hard at the moment.’  He was only half erect indicating only half arousal.  Menacingly I kicked the cage bar with my left shoe.  He pulled his head away.  He glanced up through the plastic table top to look at Tricia.  ‘Where do you think you’re going?’ I said to him.  ‘Get back here you little shoe licker and make the toes shine.  Lazy cunt.’  He tore his eyes away from Tricia and started to lick my shoes again.


    Tricia removed the bra and dropped it on the sofa between Frances and me.  I picked it up and held it down to the cage with the outer cups facing away from me so William could see it.  ‘Would you like to put these on?  Are you a transvestite?  Hmm?  Do you enjoy wearing women’s clothes?  I bet you do.  Aren’t women’s clothes so gorgeous?  Look at my shoes.  My ball gown.  Now look at Tricia’s bra with the little breast cups.  Men don’t get to wear such nice things.  Don’t you wish you were a girl?  Wouldn’t you love to lose your dick and have a hole there instead?  Wouldn’t that be amazing?  Can you imagine how much better, and more intense the experience is for a woman?  Can you imagine a man reaming your tight, wet pussy with his big dick?  Wouldn’t that be so much better than sleeping with women?’


    He shook his head.


    I kicked the bar again and said, ‘Liar.  You want to be a girl so bad.’  I threw the bra on the table top in mock anger.


    Tricia took off her shoes and trousers.  She was now only wearing blue panties.  She asked, ‘Now what?’


    Frances said, ‘Take them off.  Let us see your cute cunt.’


    Tricia peeled the panties off.  She dropped to her knees and pushed them through the cage bars of the coffee table.  William took them in his hands.  She said, ‘Those are for you Mister.  I thought you might like to sniff by anus and pussy before the big event.’


    He put the lace underwear up to his nose and started sniffing them.


    I said, ‘That’s right you little whore.  Take a good sniff.  Get it right in your nostrils and smell her scent.  Lick it.  Lick it with your tongue.  Put your tongue right in her gusset.  Really get a taste of her body.’


    Tricia sat back down in her position between us on the sofa.  Except this time she was naked.  She spread her legs see we could look down and see her snatch.  Frances complimented her on how pretty it looked.  ‘Thank you Frances.  It’s a girl’s most intimate part.  It’s always nice to get another girl to comment on how pretty it looks.’


    I also paid her a compliment as I stared down at it.  ‘It looks very inviting.  I bet many men have had their faces in it and their tongues on it.’


    ‘Oh yes.  Many men.  And many women as well.  It’s a very popular part of my body.  And a lot of dicks have been up it too.  And a lot of vibrators.  It’s been well used, I’ll put it that way.’


    I turned to William and said to him, ‘But you’re not going to be one of them.  All you’re getting is her panties and your dick in her ass.  Your mouth isn’t getting to lick at her cunt.  Instead I’m going to lick it on your behalf.  I’m going to lick her cunt just to fuck with you.’  I got up and then down on my knees.  I was kneeling on my latex skirt.  I put my hands on both of Tricia’s knees and held them open as my head fell on her lap.  I looked up at her.  ‘Do you mind if I lick your pussy?’


    ‘No.  Not at all.  Be my guest,’ she said in response to my question.


    With my hands still on her knees I leaned closer to her snatch and smelled her girly aroma.  ‘Mm, that’s what a girl smells like.  Not just her panty smell, but her real body smell.’  My tongue slipped out my mouth and licked upwards on her bean.  She shivered with delight.  I licked downwards across her clit.  Then upwards.  Then downwards.  Then upwards.  Then downwards.


    I sucked on her clit and licked around her hole.


    It didn’t take her long to have an orgasm in my face.


    I turned to William with pussy juice on my lips and looked him in the eye.  ‘You will never have Tricia’s cunt.  It’s not for you.’


    Frances said, ‘Now Hannah’s warmed you up I’ll lubricate your anus with my tongue.  Scoot up and crouch on the sofa facing away from me.’  I got up and sat back in my place while Tricia repositioned herself to point her arse in Frances’s face.  She was facing me as I licked up her pussy juice from around my lips.


    Frances said, ‘Now I’m going to stick my tongue up your arse.  It’s going to help lubricate it with my saliva.  It will also excite your vagina a bit more.  Combined, your cunt juice and my spit will make it smooth enough for me to slide a finger up it.  And then you can tell me if you like it.  If not we can stop and you can remain an anal virgin.  But if you do like it I can put a second finger up it.  Then a third.  Maybe even a forth.  And if you can take all of that then you’ll be ready to be properly lubed up and William’s cock can be shoved right up there.’


    ‘I’m ready for your tongue,’ said Tricia.  ‘I don’t know about the other things, but I’m ready for that.’


    Frances stuck out her tongue and made contact with Tricia’s anus.  She slobbered her tongue all over the hole.  ‘Oh that feels good,’ said Tricia.


    I said, ‘We told you so.  You’ve been missing out on so much by not playing with your arse.  It’s a great hole to fuck with.  It feels great when it’s filled up.  Cocks, dildos, fingers.  All feel great.  You’re going to regret all those years you spent not shoving things up it.’


    ‘I’m starting to see that now.  Her tongue is so good.’


    ‘Is it better than the eating out I gave you?’


    ‘No.  Pussy is still the best.  You can’t beat the clitoris for sexual stimulation.  But this feels really good.  I’m liking it.  It’s very nice.  I could get used to it.’


    Frances disengaged her mouth from Tricia’s anus and said, ‘Why don’t you two kiss?  You would make a cute couple.  Kiss like you’re lesbian lovers.’  She clamped her mouth back around Tricia’s anal hole.


    I leaned in and kissed Tricia on the mouth.  Our lips locked for a moment and then disengaged.  We were strangely shy.  We pecked at each other for a bit before she slipped her tongue into my mouth.  We massaged our tongues against each others.


    ‘I’m putting the first finger in,’ warned Frances.  We continued to kiss with our tongues while Frances wiped her fingers through Tricia’s wet cunt to harvest the honey she was dripping.  With it on her fingers she put her index finger against her anal opening.  ‘Last chance to back out,’ she warned.  Tricia of course was an old anal whore by this point.  We were just role-playing her inexperience.  She broke off our soft, sensual kissing to say, ‘I’m scared.  What if it hurts?’


    ‘Then say ouch and I’ll take it out.  Nothing ventured, nothing gained.’


    ‘Okay then.  I’ll give it a try.’


    The finger plunged in.  Frances narrated its progress.  ‘The nail’s disappeared.  Now the first knuckle.  Now the second knuckle.  The finger’s in right up to the third knuckle.  That’s it all the way in.  You slut.  You’ve got another woman’s finger up your asshole.  What a slut.  Only a total slut would let another girl do this to her anus.’


    ‘I am a slut.  I want to be an anal slut.  Please make me an anal whore.  Put another finger in.’


    ‘So you like it?’ asked Frances.


    ‘Yes.  I like it a lot.  It feels so naughty.  It’s not natural.  I like that feeling of breaking a taboo and crossing a line you can’t uncross.’


    I clamped my mouth over hers and we kissed again with our tongues.


    Frances said, ‘I’m taking out my finger.  Can you feel it slowly sliding out your anus?  It’s out.’  This time two fingers went in with Frances again narrating as she did it.  ‘Now it’s my index finger and my middle finger.  Together at the same time.  They’re going in.  That’s the nails in.  Now the first knuckle.  The second.  That’s them in.  All the way.  Can you feel that?  That’s two fingers.  Does it feel good?’


    Tricia broke off our kiss to say it felt great.


    Three fingers were tried next.


    Then four.


    I said, ‘I think it’s fair to say you’re ready for a real dick now.’


    ‘Do you think so?  Is it not still too early to do that?  His dick looked so small before.  But now it looks so massive.  My hole isn’t that big.  It’s tight and small.  I can take him in my pussy no bother.  But surely it’s too big for my little anus?  It’ll tear it open and fuck up my rectum.’


    ‘Don’t worry,’ said Frances soothingly.  Her four fingers were still up Tricia’s back passage.  ‘We know what we’re doing.  We’re experts in anal sex.  We know all the angles.  We’ve got so much experience we can tell what will fit where.  He’s not going to hurt you.  Get enough lube on his dick and it will glide up there as smooth as anything.  And then you can bounce up and down on it for as long as you like.  Trust us, you’ll love it.  I’ll even bet money on it.  A thousand says you’ll be moaning with pleasure, not screaming with pain.’


    ‘No.  I trust you.  If you say I’ll enjoy the sensation of having a dick up my arse then I believe you.’


    ‘Do you want to try it now?’ asked Frances.


    Tricia nodded her head.


    Frances slowly slid her fingers out of Tricia’s anus.


    I got up and unhooked the latch at the head of the coffee table cage.  William shimmered out of it headfirst and stood.  


    I got a bottle of lubricant from the coffee table and squirted some onto my right hand.  Frances took some as well.  She got to work stuffing her fingers back up Tricia’s tight hole, but this time with the lubricant on her fingers.


    I wanked William’s cock with my right hand in order to get it lubricated for Tricia’s anal adventure.  I said to him, ‘Don’t enjoy this.’  I slapped him hard across the cheek with my free hand.  ‘This isn’t for your pleasure.  Understand you worthless fucking cunt.  Your dick is just a tool.  No one cares if the tool enjoys the job it’s been put to use doing.  That doesn’t matter.  So don’t enjoy the feel of my skin on your penis.  And certainly don’t even think about coming.  This is just a means to an end.  You’re going to slide it up Tricia’s naive, little, virgin bottom.  Once up there you’re going to feel some pleasure.  But you’re not going to enjoy it because Frances is going to have her rubber tool up your end.  And it isn’t going to be gentle.  It’s going to be rough and not overly well-lubricated.  While fucking Tricia’s arse you can’t come.  So you better not think sexy thoughts or enjoy it.  They’re going to ride you and ride you until they’re happy.  Not until you’re happy.  No one gives a flying fuck about your happiness.  You better not come until you’re given permission.  The punishment is severe for premature ejaculation.  X amount of pleasure equals X amount of pain.  Coming inside a virgin anus is a lot of pleasure.  Therefore a lot of pain will rain down on you.  Let me think, what is the equivalent pain to the pleasure of coming inside an arsehole?’


    Frances said, ‘You could urinate on him.  He wouldn’t like that.  That would be disgusting.  Can you imagine the look of horror on his face as you piss on his face?’


    I said as I was still wanking him, ‘No.  Not on his face.  In his mouth.  That will be so funny.  He’ll be so horrified.  Wouldn’t you?’


    William nodded.


    I said, ‘No one would like to be pissed on.  I mean you’d have to be a total pervert to get off on something depraved like that.  So if you come before you’re allowed to, that’s what’s in store for you.  So you just remember that if you find yourself a little too over stimulated.  Keep that thought in mind.  That should cool your ardour right down.  Maybe we might all piss in your mouth.  Three beautiful women pissing on your face and in your mouth.  Our piss dripping down your tongue and into your throat.’


    Frances said, ‘Her ass is lubed up and ready to go.  How’s his dick?’


    ‘It’s hard and strong.  Just let me wank it up and down a few more times and then it’ll be ready for action.’  I furiously wanked him off for a few seconds before suddenly stopping and letting go of his cock.


    Frances repositioned Tricia so she had her head over the back of the sofa while her backside was facing out at us.  I took hold of William’s cock once again and pulled him towards her brown hole.  ‘Stick it in,’ I instructed.


    He nudged it up against her anus.  The head popped in up the hole.  I said to her, ‘The head’s in.  How does it feel?’


    ‘It feels okay.’


    ‘Do you think you can take a couple of inches of his shaft?’


    She nodded.


    ‘Do it,’ I said to him.


    He slid about two inches further into her.


    ‘It’s in,’ I said to her.  ‘Do you want more?  He’s got another two or so inches he can feed you.’


    ‘Yes.  I’ll take it.’


    He pushed it in all the way.  His cock was now buried in her arse.


    Frances asked, ‘How does it feel?’


    ‘I really like it.  I can really feel it in there.  It’s quite an interesting feeling.  I think I like it.’


    ‘Do you want to try going backwards and forward and creating some friction on it?’ asked Frances.


    Tricia nodded and started rocking back and forth on his dick.


    As she was doing this Frances put a clear condom on the end of her dildo and rolled it down the length of it.  Then she put some more lube in her hand and smeared it all over her purple eight inch strap-on cock.  We talked about fucking his arse roughly but we weren’t that cruel.  It was lubricated to a good standard.  She leaned in and whispered into William’s ear, ‘This thing is going in your ass now.  I better not hear you whining.  No one is interested if you find it uncomfortable.  You, as a person, simply don’t exist.  You’re just a body with a dick and an arsehole.  No one’s interested in your mouth today.  So keep it shut.  It’s not going to lick at our pussies, or at our asses and we certainly don’t want to hear any words from a loser like you.’


    I leaned in and pointed out, ‘Actually, there might be one use for your mouth.  We might have to piss in it.  So you better hope we don’t need to use your mouth today, as that’s the best it’s going to get.  Warm jets of urine.  How disgusting.’  I took my mouth away from his ear.


    Frances gingerly inserted the end of her dildo into his crack and then brutally shoved the rest of it in.  He didn’t make a noise with his mouth but he did buck against it with evident pain.


    I watched as the three of them fucked.  A bunch of anal sluts.


    I enjoyed the view for about a minute or two as they bucked and groaned against each other.  Flesh against flesh.  Flesh in flesh.  Latex against flesh.  Rubber in flesh.  It was a glorious sight.  Tricia was in heaven.


    Eventually I caught myself just staring.  This wasn’t passive entertainment.  I was here to participate.  So I gathered up my latex skirt and walked around to the back of Frances.  I got on my knees and put my tongue in her ass crack.  It was awkward as the strap-on straps were in the way but I pulled them aside and stuck my tongue where it didn’t belong.


    We were like this for several minutes.


    ‘Please can I come?’ asked William.


    Frances said, ‘No.  And you’re not allowed to talk.’  She slapped him hard on each butt cheek several times.


    He talked again.  ‘I’m going to come.  I need permission.’


    Tricia said, ‘No.  I’m not done yet.  I need your cock for longer.  Keep it hard and don’t come.’


    ‘Please.  Can you slow down?’ he pleaded.


    In response Tricia grounded down harder with her arse on his cock and Frances plugged him harder from her end.


    Oh dear, oh dear, oh dear.  William was a bad boy.  He exploded his love juice inside Tricia’s arsehole before he was given permission.  He had begged us to allow him to come.  He was going to climax but we wouldn’t let him stop fucking.  Nor would we slow down.  We forced him to come while refusing him permission to do so.  He couldn’t resist the inevitable and he blew his load.


    I got up from Frances’s butt cheeks and stormed over to him in a fury.  Frances removed her eight inch purple dildo from his anus.  I pulled his white cum covered cock out of Tricia’s arse.  I held it in my hand and asked, ‘What did you do?’


    ‘I’m sorry,’ he said pathetically.


    ‘Not only did you come in her arse before you had permission, you also spoke.  Get on the ground now you piece of shit.  On the ground.’


    He laid face up on the floor.  His head was closer to us and his feet further away.  I grabbed a tuft of his hair and held his head up slightly as I said, ‘We told you what would happen if you ejaculated your fluid before we were done with you.  And yet you arrogantly went ahead and did it anyway.’  I spat on him.  A glob of white saliva landed on his left cheek.  ‘All you can think about is your own male pleasure.  You’ve ruined our whole night.  You selfish piece of shit.  It’s selfish men like you that make us such bitchy misandrists.  You know what that word means?  It means we hate men.  We give you a little bit of pleasure and you…  You have to ejaculate up a woman’s bottom when you weren’t supposed to.  Well you can’t say we didn’t warn you of the consequences.  Idiot.’  I gently tipped his head back onto the carpeted floor so not to hurt the back of his head.  There was nothing sexy about bouncing a cranium on the floor.  I let go of his hair.  ‘I’m going to piss all over your face.  All over your mouth, nose and eyes.  My urine’s going to trickle down your chin and onto your neck and into your ears.  And then Frances is going to piss on you.  And then Tricia’s going to do it.  We’re going to wee all over your stupid face.  And that’s not the worst of it.  Oh no.  That’s the good part.  The worst part is that your mouth is going to be open the whole time.  So it’s going to go in your mouth and down your throat.  And if you clamp your trap shut we’re just going to clench our pussy muscles until you reopen it.  So there’s going to be no escape.  We’re going to piss all over you.  It’s going to be the most disgusting sexual event of your life.  Even a big pervert like you can’t be sick enough to enjoy drinking female piss.’


    I asked the others to hold up my long latex skirt so I could piss on him.  They stood either side of me and took hold of the hemline on their side.  They lifted it and held the skirt at about waist height.  I held onto the front.  He looked up at my white nylon stockings and white rubber panties.  I held the front of the skirt with one hand and with the other I pulled my panties aside to show him my cunt.  I stepped forward so my pussy was above him.  He repositioned himself and opened his mouth to take my nectar.  I would have preferred to crouch to reduce the distance to my target.  With this dress it seemed too awkward so I stood ramrod straight over his face.


    ‘You deserve no better,’ I said.  ‘X amount of pleasure equals X amount of pain.  You’ve had the pleasure.  Now have the pain.’  I let my bladder go and the liquid started to flow down my urethra and out my cunt.  It hit him right in the mouth.  It was a direct hit.  In all my days pissing on people and being pissed on that’s rarely happened more than a few times.  Directing urine streams is an incredibly tricky business.  They have a mind of their own.  He gulped what he could.  He kept his mouth open but he could only swallow so much so his mouth started to overflow.  My piss wiped away the glob of spit that was on his left cheek.  I clenched my muscles to kill the flow of my waterworks.  He swallowed what he had in his mouth.  


    I started my flow again.  Annoyingly my aim was off and I hit his forehead.  I shouldn’t have stopped the flow when it was going so well.  Nothing I could do about that now.  I readjusted my aim and got the target.  I pissed until I was dry.


    ‘I’m done,’ I said as I repositioned the panties back over my wet vagina.  ‘Frances, you wish to teach this cunt a lesson in manners?’


    ‘I don’t mind if I do,’ she said.


    I stepped back away from him and they let go of my long latex skirt.  It drifted down to the floor to cover my stockings.


    There was a delay as I helped Frances take off the strap-on from around her crotch.  Frances then unzipped her trousers to show her pussy.  There was no underwear on under the latex trousers.  She stepped over his face and crouched down so her cunt was only about three inches from his mouth.  The latex trousers behind her knees crinkled with that lovely sound latex and leather makes when bent.  ‘Open up,’ she said to William.  He opened his mouth.  A warm jet of fresh girl piss landed on his nose.  She aimed the stream slightly higher and it entered his open mouth, splashing against his teeth and down into his throat.  ‘There you go,’ she said.  ‘Drink it all up.  It’s all for you.  There’s no one to share it with.  It’s all yours.  Yours and yours alone.  A nice, warm cup of piss from the sexiest cup you’ll ever drink out of.  No offence ladies,’ she said to us when she realised that last bit might offend us.  


    He swallowed what he could while the rest spilled over down his cheeks and onto the carpet below.  She wasn’t doing any clenching to control the flow to make sure he drank as much as possible.  She said, ‘Enjoy it while it lasts.  Only one more drink to go after this.’  Her stream tailed off.  She was spent.  ‘Ah, a full bladder emptied on a stupid man who’s dumb enough to actually lie there and let her piss on him.  If I was you I wouldn’t have done that.  Have you no self-respect?  What kind of a man lets a woman do that?  Only a real loser would allow himself to be debased like this.  And I’m not even the first or the last woman to do it to you today.  How low can you go?  What a joke.  This is embarrassing.  I have no feelings for you as a man or as a human being.  But even I’m feeling embarrassed on your behalf.’


    I pointed out, ‘He’s been hard the whole time.  He came and two girls have pissed on his face and yet his penis never went down once the whole time.  I think he’s getting off on this.’


    Frances asked him, ‘Is this true?  Are you getting off on this like a pervert?’


    He nodded his head on the floor.


    ‘Man, that is some pathetic stuff.  I’m done with this pervert,’ she said as she stood up from her crouching position, her latex crinkling again.


    ‘My turn,’ said Tricia.  She took her place over his head and crouched.  Then she did something unexpected.  She put her naked knees on the ground under his armpits and leaned her body over him so she was in the sixty-nine position.  Using her hand to hold him upright she guided his dick into her mouth.  She began to suck him off.  His cum from anally fucking her hadn’t been wiped off so she was taking some of that into her mouth as she sucked him.  Her pussy started to pee.  Clear water fell out of her urethra and into his open mouth.  She was sucking him while peeing in his mouth.  It was the kinkiest thing we’d seen all day.


    

    


    
  


  
    Fucking in the Office Stationery Cupboard


     


    I stole the staples out of Vincent’s stapler and from the box of extras he kept in his drawer.  I then waited for him to go to the stationery cupboard to get replacements.


    It took a few hours but eventually I saw him trying to staple a report together and failing.  He got up and went off in the direction of the cupboard.  I followed him into the cupboard.


    I was wearing a blue knee length skirt, tan stockings and a sweater over my blouse.  He was wearing standard office clothes of black trousers and a white shirt.


    He turned around as I closed over the door.  ‘Kathleen?’ he asked.


    ‘No.  Not Kathleen.  Hannah,’ I corrected to tip him off to what identity I was using right now.


    ‘We can’t do anything at work.  What if someone hears us or walks in on us?’


    ‘It would be so embarrassing and shameful.  Which is why I’ve always wanted to blow a guy in the office.’


    ‘No.  I’m not risking it.  You might be into this high-risk sex stuff but it’s not for me.’


    ‘Don’t be silly.  Of course you like it.  All guys like it.  You’ve had my hand.  Now have my mouth.  Then have my pussy.  Then complete the set and have my arsehole.  You know you want it you little bitch.’


    ‘Not like this.  Can’t we do this like normal people?’


    ‘Fuck normal people.’  I pulled up my knee length blue skirt to show him the tops of my tan stockings, the suspender belt and the sheer see-through panties I was wearing.  ‘Tell me you don’t want this?’


    ‘Obviously I want it.  Obviously.’


    ‘I can see a tent forming in the front of your trousers.’


    ‘A sexy girl is standing before me and I can see her stockings and her cunt through her see-through panties.  What straight guy wouldn’t be aroused by that sight?  But I’m not having sex in the office.  That’s madness.  We could be caught and…’  He ran out of steam.


    ‘And what?’ I asked.


    ‘Maybe we’ll be fired or disciplined.  If not that, then at least we’re going to be mortified.’


    ‘What’s so bad about a bit of shame?  It’s one notch above office gossip anyway for those who only hear about us getting caught from second-hand or third-hand accounts.  In a week’s time it will go to the back of their minds and we can live it down for months at a stretch.  As the girl it’s more embarrassing for me.  They’ll call me a slut.  Which doesn’t bother me as I am a slut anyway.  They’ll just be applying the right label to me.  So what?  And as a man you’ll get bro points for being such a stud.  Nailing the demure slut in the stationery cupboard.  You’re going to be so envied.  Now stop whimpering like a little bitch and get on your knees and eat my pussy.’


    He didn’t move.  Frozen with conflicting desires.


    ‘If you don’t move and do what your mistress tells you to do, then you can go.  I’ll wait here for the next guy to come in and I’ll let him eat my pussy.  And then I’ll blow him and come find you.  And I’ll spit his cum load in your face.  You contemptible fuck.  Get down and start licking like a real man.’


    ‘Yes Kathleen,’ he said as he advanced towards me.


    ‘What the fuck is your problem with my name?’  I slapped him hard on the left cheek.  He stood there looking shocked.  ‘If I’ve told you once I’ve told you a million times.  My name is Hannah.  Simple, plain Hannah.  No surname.  No title as I’m not playing a nurse or doctor or whatever.  Repeat my name.’


    ‘Hannah.’


    ‘Again.’


    ‘Hannah,’ he said.


    ‘Again.’


    ‘Hannah.’


    ‘Do you think you can remember that now?’


    ‘Yes Hannah.’


    ‘As punishment I’m not going to let you come.  I’m going to edge you with my tongue, my hands and maybe even with my pussy.  I’m going to come.  Maybe several times.  But you’re not going to get to climax.  You pissed me off by forgetting my name.  Now I’m going to make sure you never fail to remember my name.  After this you’ll be cursing the name Hannah for all eternity.  And you’re not allowed to go to the toilet after this.  I don’t want you cheating and scooting off to the toilets to wank the sauce out of yourself.  I want you sitting there for the rest of the working day feeling sexually frustrated.  That’s what you get for annoying me.  Is that clear?’


    ‘Um.’  There was an awkward pause before he said, ‘Yes.’


    ‘Now get on your knees and eat me.  Your gorgeous mistress is going to enjoy what you’re not going to get.  An orgasm.’


    He dropped to his knees before me and I pushed the sheer panties aside for him to lick my pussy.


    ‘Lick it,’ I demanded.


    He put his mouth on it and started to lick around my labia.  My back was to the stationery cupboard.  Knowing that at any moment anyone, my boss, a co-worker, male or female, could walk through that door at any moment made it all the more delicious.  Every second felt like an eternity.  It was so scary.


    ‘That’s good.  That’s right.  Lick all around my gorgeous cunt.  Eat up all those pretty juices.  Don’t touch my clit.  Not yet.  I want to savour that for later.  Just keep working the cunt lips.  That’s good.  I like that.  Lick it there.  Keeping working that spot.  Okay, now put your tongue down my cunt.  Put it right in my hole and lick as deep as you can.  Up a bit.  Keep it there.  That’s a good spot.  I think I can hear someone outside the door.’


    He stopped licking in fear.


    ‘I didn’t say stop licking.  Put your mouth back on it.’


    Reluctantly he placed his lips around my cunt and started licking again.  He was being tentative.  I pointed out, ‘Being shy and careful about how you lick me isn’t going to stop anyone from walking in.  My advice would be to work it harder and more furiously to get me off sooner.  The sooner I come in your face the sooner I release you.’


    That did the trick.  He picked up the pace and started licking with more vigour.


    ‘That’s right.  Now put your tongue on my clit.  Make it all shiny with your saliva.  Make me feel good.  Rub it.’  He did so.  I could feel my orgasm building.  ‘Keep doing that.  I can feel it coming.  Suck it.’  He started sucking on my clit.  ‘Now lick it again.’  He did.


    I held onto his ears as I came in his face.  Luckily for him I was the quiet type when I came.  Not as much as a yelp escaped me as the force of the pleasure hit.  It crested over me and subsided.  I let go of his ears and his mouth fell away from my pussy.  ‘That was good.  You did a good job.  That’s not a bad tongue you’ve got there.  There’s some gals I know down at the club who are always on the lookout for good tongues.  I could introduce you.’  I was standing there with my skirt up around my waist and my panties to the side, and he was still on his knees as we talked.  If anyone walked in on us this would look bad.  ‘Think about it.  All we’d require is you to eat us out.  Girl after girl.  Wouldn’t you enjoy that?  Imagine putting your tongue on cunt after cunt.  This could be your reality.  It’s a twenty minute drive away from here.  A whole line of girls just desperate to sit their vaginas on your face and feel that tongue in their most private of places.’  I was forgetting about their arse cracks when I said that.  I added, ‘Also if you want you can put it up their arseholes.  If you want?  No pressure.  I know you like to take things slow.’


    ‘I’m not sure.’


    ‘Whatever.  I don’t care.  Now take off your trousers.’


    ‘What, all the way off?’


    ‘Did I stutter?  Take them off.’


    ‘No.  We’re in our place of work.’


    ‘Take them off and I’ll reward you with my pussy.  I’m going to lie on top of you and you’re going to enter me.  I’m going to get off on your dildo and you’re going to enjoy the feeling of my tight cunt around your dick.  But you’re not going to get to climax.  If you do I’ll kick you in the balls.  You understand?  That’s not an idle threat.’


    He looked like he was going to say something but thought better of it.  Instead he unbuckled his belt, unzipped the fly and dropped his trousers.  I said, ‘Shoes and socks.  I never fuck men wearing socks.  I have standards.  The day I let a man wearing only socks enter me is the day I’ve hit rock bottom.  Take them off.  Boxers as well.  Take them all off.  And hurry up unless you want Kendra from accounts to see us fucking.  Chop, chop.  Move it.’


    He removed his shoes and clothes as fast as he could until he was standing naked from the waist down.  ‘Maybe you should lose the shirt as well?’ I said while studying him with my head cocked to one side.  His penis was poking out from below the shirt.


    ‘No.  Come on.  I’m as good as naked.  Can we do this Hannah before someone walks in?’


    ‘Normally I’d hit my partner for talking to me like that.  There was a lack of respect in your voice.  It almost seemed like you were trying to boss me about.  But because you used my name correctly for once I’ll let it slide.  Because I’m a kind, generous, thoughtful person.  But anymore lip and I’ll start making a lot of noise.  Enough noise to attract attention to our little situation in the stationery cupboard.’


    ‘You wouldn’t dare?  It’s as embarrassing for you as it is for me.’


    ‘Try me?’ I bluffed.


    ‘Shit.  You’re a masochist.  You’d probably get off on it.’


    ‘I’m more of a sadist but I do have masochistic tendencies.  Do you want to have a discussion about this or would you like to lie down and let me use you for my pleasure?’


    ‘I’m not the one holding us up,’ he said as he got on the floor.  He was face up with only his shirt on.  He didn’t wear a tie.


    I slid my panties down my legs and stepped out of them.  I placed them on top of his clothes.  Then I stood over him.  ‘Is this what you want?  A girl to sit on your big dick.  Look at that dripping pussy.  Wouldn’t you love it if I was to slip your penis right in there and up the hole?’


    ‘Yes.  Please Hannah.’


    I lowered myself down onto his erection.  My hand was pointing his dick directly up to help me guide it into my pussy.  It slipped all the way up it.  I laid down across him so our legs were touching, our genitals were in full contact, my sweater covered breasts were on his shirt covered pecks and our mouths were locked together in kisses.


    ‘Does it feel good?’ I asked.


    ‘Yes.  Your cunt is so nice.’


    ‘If you come to the club you can complete the set and have me anally.’


    ‘I’ll think about it.’


    We fucked as quietly as we could.  He was making more noise than me.


    At one point I thought I heard the door creak open.  I looked around but it was closed.  Perhaps someone glanced in, saw what was happening and quietly backed out before we saw them.  That creak wasn’t the door opening, it was the door closing.


    ‘Do you like it?’ I asked again.


    ‘I love it Hannah.  I love it.’


    ‘Isn’t kinky sex more fun than missionary position in a boring bed?’


    He didn’t answer.  I’d let that notion circle around his head for a few days.  I’d managed to fuck him in our busy office full of people we knew.  There wasn’t much more to do to convince him to join me as a guest at the Pentagon Hellfire Leather Club.  He was hooked on aberrant sex.


    I rode him until I had a silent orgasm.


    His own orgasm was denied.


    We both stood up.  As I pulled my panties back up my stocking covered legs I said, ‘When you’re ready to be a big boy and fuck me up the arse, let me know.  I’ll be ready.’  Once my panties were on I then dropped back to my knees.  I said, ‘I almost forgot to give you oral.’  I put his still hard penis in my mouth.  My tongue lovingly caressed it.  


    He said, ‘Please hurry up.  We’re really stretching our luck now.’


    I sucked him for a few minutes.  I could feel it hardening for ejaculation.  He was close to climaxing.  I stopped and stood up.  ‘No wanking,’ I commanded as I pointed at his face.


    

    


    
  


  
    Spanking, Caning and Anal in the Dungeon


     


    Vincent came up to me two days later and said he was in.  ‘I want to fuck you up the arse.  But I don’t want to do anything too weird.’


    ‘That can be arranged.’


    He drove me to the club after work and I showed him the place in daylight when it looked less scary.  I took him down into the subterranean dungeons and showed him the kinky props and toys.  I then took him upstairs to see the rooms with medical settings, offices, suburban bedrooms and the like.


    In the doctor’s office I said, ‘Imagine if I’d given you that handjob when in this room.  Think how much better it would have been.  This is a place for fantasies to become a reality.  There’s very little I haven’t done by now.  We do our own sessions and paid sessions.  Money goes back and forth so much that half the time we skip the money transaction.  The money just goes round in a circle so it ends up resting in various purses and wallets for a few days before it moves on.’


    ‘Have you paid men for sex?’


    ‘We don’t pay for sex.  We pay for each other’s time and labour.  But yes, I have paid men for their time and labour.  Although mostly they do it as a favour.  Which I then repay in return with a favour for them.  It’s a family in the sense the regulars all work together and support each other.  We don’t make much money out of each other.  That would be almost…immoral.  It’s the guests who pay.  But don’t worry.  I’m not charging you.  I can get one of the dungeon rooms downstairs for free.  It’ll just be the two of us.  Unless you want another person in the room with us?  They don’t have to participate.  I can throw a stick in here and hit ten voyeurs.’


    ‘No.  Just us would be…more comfortable.  What do you have planned?’


    ‘I’ll keep it simple.  We’ll both dress up in latex and I want you to put me in a set of medieval stocks we keep downstairs.’


    ‘You want to do bondage?  With me as the…dominant one in charge?’


    I nodded.  ‘You put me in the stocks and I’ll be helpless.  You can have your cruel way with me.  I’ll be your submissive.  I don’t suppose you have much of a dominant side.  But there’ll be whips and butt plugs and that sort of stuff if you fancy trying anything out.  That’s up to you.  We’ll try developing your top side.  But essentially in the end you should fuck me up the arse.  Have you ever fucked a girl, or a guy, up the arse before?’


    ‘Yes.  A woman.  An old girlfriend liked to do it.’


    ‘Did you?’


    ‘Of course.  It’s so tight.  It really clamps down on your dick.’


    ‘So the only thing I have to insist upon is lots of lube.  I’ll take anything up my butt as long as it goes in smooth with lubricant.  I’ll be at your mercies.  I’ll be curious to see how far you’ll go.  Just how cruel are you?’


    ‘I’m a nice guy.  I’m a clerk at an insurance office.  How big a dick can I be?’


    ‘I’m a clerk at the same office.  Look at how fucked up I am.  Appearances are bullshit.  Word of warning though.  What you do to me I might do to you in retaliation if there’s a next time and the tables have turned.  And I’ll be a lot more adept at making you suffer than you will ever be at making me hurt.  As I said before: I’m more of a sadist than a masochist.’


     


     


    The dungeon we were using was a windowless underground cellar room.  There was a mirror along one plaster wall opposite the blue wooden door.  The stocks were before it.  They were high so the person could stand almost completely upright with just their upper body and neck bent over to fit in it.  The giant mirror was set up so the person in the stocks could fully appreciate with their own eyes how unfortunate their state of affairs were.  A red cloth was on the floor beside the mirror.  It was used to cover the mirror if that was desired during the session, and to keep the dust off it when not in use.


    Along one of the other walls were whips, canes, bum spankers, straps, latex costuming and other items of the sadomasochistic trade.  On the other wall opposite those instruments of torture was a mural.  An artist who used the Pentagon Hellfire Leather Club spent about a month painting an image of hell inspired by Goya.  So there were thousands of little people clinging to cliff tops with seas of fire burning below them.  The large size of the canvas and the excessive use of red gave it an oppressive quality in what was otherwise a pretty small room.  The mural combined with the torture equipment made it a room that was easy to become freaked out in if the dominant player was relentless in their cruelty.


    Close to the blue door, behind the stocks, was a black painted wooden table.  It was there for the torturer to lay out his or her weapons of choice for easy access when in the heat of the moment.  I used this to lay out appropriate whips, canes and paddles for Vincent to use.  As a newcomer to this world he needed as much guidance as possible.


    On the floor was a faded red carpet.  Many a white cum stain had been left un-cleaned upon its tatty surface.  There was a sheet of clear plastic under the stocks.  It was not for a practical purpose to catch sweat or blood or something.  It was just to create psychological unease over what its purpose was for.  Just how extreme were things going to get that they’ve laid out plastic to protect a messed up carpet that clearly no one cared about?


    The heating was also kept higher than usual to help create that stifling, claustrophobic atmosphere we wanted for when we played our cruel games.


    It was called the Hell Room.  Before the mural was added it was known as the Stockroom.


    Vincent was wearing all black leather trousers, motorcycle boots and an unzipped leather vest over his otherwise naked body.  I was wearing a simple black rubber corset that covered only my belly.  My cunt and breasts were exposed.  On my feet were four inch black heels.  Any other clothing would just get in the way.


    I led him into the room and put my arm out as though displaying it.


    He took it in.  He looked very nervous.


    I said, ‘I don’t know what you’re so nervous about.  I’m the one going in the stocks.  If anyone has a right to be full of trepidation, it’s me.  Not you.  If you want we can switch?  Would that make you happier?’


    He shook his head.  ‘No, I’m good.’


    ‘Hey it’s fine with me.  I can get a strap-on and fuck you up the arse instead.  It’s not a problem.’


    ‘No.  I’ll do it.  Let’s just stick to the plan.’  Did I detect nerves cracking?


    ‘Okay,’ I said as I showed him the instruments I’d laid out in advance on the table.  ‘These are the things you should use on me.  You can take things off the wall if you want, but this should cover all your basics.  A paddle to beat my arse.  A whip.  A whip with cat o’nine tails.  Make sure you don’t get that in my eye.  It’s best as an amateur if you only use that when behind me.  A cane.  Don’t forget you can just slap my arse with the palm of your hand.  All of these are useful toys to play with but they’re not very interesting on their own.  They need to be combined with a kinky imagination.  It’s the verbal abuse that will really get us going.  If you can think of some interesting insults and taunts you’ll barely need to use any of these.  I’ll feel like I’ve been hit by a lorry when in truth you’ve barley tickled my bum with the tails from the whip.  Oh, one other thing.  No tickling.  That’s a separate fetish.  We’re trying for a certain atmosphere here.  Having me jiggling about and laughing is not what we’re aiming for today.  Any questions?’


    ‘No.  I don’t think so.  So I just put you in the stocks?’


    ‘Yes.  It’s all very self-explanatory.  You’ve got to man up now and stop being so…weak.  You’ve got to take charge and control me.  So enough talking.  Let’s do this.’


    ‘Okay.  Hannah, in the stocks,’ he said as he pointed to them.


    ‘Yes Master.’  I walked over to the stocks and rested my neck and wrists on the cut out dips on the top of the wood.  He carefully lowered the top half down onto me so my head and hands were stuck in place.  He put a padlock on the latches on either side to lock it in place.  In the mirror I watched as he put the keys on the tabletop among the whips.


    ‘Okay Hannah,’ he said behind me.  ‘I think I’m very interested in your arse today.  It’s very attractive.  I think a few swats with a paddle should warm it up nicely.  Then I could follow it up with some spanking.  Would you like to be spanked?’


    ‘Yes Master.  I would adore to be spanked.’


    ‘And why is that?’


    ‘Because I’m bad.  I’ve done bad things and I need to be punished for those things.’


    ‘Bad things you say?  Like what?  Tell me.  It’s good for the soul to confess.  Think of me as a priest.’


    ‘I…  I masturbated.’


    ‘You what?  That’s a filthy habit.’


    ‘I know.  I knew what I was doing was wrong.  But it felt too good to stop.  I touched myself and I liked it.  So I kept doing it.  I kept touching it and then I started rubbing it to make it feel even better.  It was so good feeling.  And this strange sensation came over me.  It was like…divine or something.  It was an experience I liked so much I did it again the very next night.  And the night after that.  And the night after that one.  I do it all the time.  Even if you punish me I think I’ll not be able to control myself.  It feels so good it’s almost inevitable I’ll do it again a few days later.  My vagina likes to be touched.  It brings me so much joy to touch it.  To masturbate it.  I’m an indolent slut who only cares for masturbatory pleasures.  I’m a bad person.  So please don’t spare me.  Show me no mercy.  Thrash the desire for masturbation out of me if you can.  Save me from myself.’


    ‘Well your hands are locked out the way for now.  After a bit of spanking with my hand I’ll give you a light caning.  And then I’m going to torture your nipples while I fuck you up the arse with my big dick.  Would you like that?’


    ‘I’d like to try taking your dick in my pussy.  But not my butt.  It’s never been fucked before.  I’m an anal virgin.’  I pleaded, ‘Please don’t take that away from me.’


    ‘I’ll take whatever I want from you.  Got that slut?  I’m not asking your permission to do it.  Or if you like it.  I’m going to do whatever the hell I please.  And I feel like doing you up the arse.  It’s up to you if you want to fight it and make it harder and more painful for yourself.  Or you can do what you’re told and be an obedient little cunt.  It will still be painful.  But not half as painful as fighting me on this.  Either way I’m getting what I want.  And I want my cock up your pretty little derrière.  I look around this room and I see one person with a table full of whips and chains.  And another trapped in stocks with no one to save her.  Who do you think has the power in this room?  Because from where I’m standing, I think you don’t have much say in what’s going to happen to you.  Your arse is mine girl.  And I’m going to beat it and fuck it.  Whether you like it or not.’  He was good.  Who knew he had it in him?  I was expecting to have to direct him through the whole thing but he was dirty-talking away like crazy.  That was a good monologue.  He maybe had a dominant side in him after all.  This was promising.  Very promising.


    Suddenly I felt a hand slapping against my buttocks with a resounding thud.  I’d taken my eyes off him to stare down at my feet.  He’d spanked me hard on the right buttock.  He took me by surprise so I yelped loudly out of proportion to the pain.


    A second blow landed on the same arse cheek.  He was spanking me firmly again and again on the one cheek.  I tried to wriggle away from him but he put his left hand on my left tit and he held me in place.  He rained down more blows and groped my breast.  He said, ‘I’m doing an awful lot of work here.  Some appreciation would be nice.’


    ‘What do you want me to do Sir?’


    ‘Say thank you.’


    ‘Thank you Master.  This is exactly what I deserve.’


    ‘Isn’t it just.’  He swapped his target to the left buttock and spanked it repeatedly.


    ‘Ouch.  Thank you Master.  This is a most appropriate punishment for a little masturbating slut like me.  I’m a masturbator and I need to be taught a lesson.  I want to be a good girl.  I do.  I really do.  I want to be a good daughter and sister.  Thank you for taking the time and effort to teach me a lesson I won’t soon forget.  It’s much appreciated.  Your efforts will not be in vain.  I will not waste this lesson.  Thank you Master.’


    He was really working that arse cheek.


    I squealed a howl of pain.


    He stopped whacking my butt.  ‘Had enough of that?’


    ‘Yes Master.  Thank you Master.’


    In the mirror I saw him look over the table.  He picked up a cane and tested it to see how much give there was in it as he bent it.  Not as much as I’d have liked.  I was expecting tepid little hits so I deliberately gave him one of the stiffest canes in order to make me feel it.  It turned out I underestimated his ability to dish out pain.  ‘May one offer her Master a suggestion?’


    ‘No.  Be quiet.’


    ‘It’s just more appropriate canes are on the wall over there.’


    He stepped over and unexpectedly whacked me right across my two cheeks.  ‘Fuck,’ I cried out.


    ‘When I say shut it you shut it.  Or is that too complex for you?  Hannah, are you an idiot?  Are you of subnormal intelligence?’


    ‘No Master.’


    ‘So why didn’t you follow my instruction?’


    ‘I just thought the cane Master had picked up from the table was too unyielding for the job at hand.’


    ‘Didn’t you yourself pick this cane out from the many on the wall?  I count at least ten canes and this is the only one you put aside.  Why would you select this one and then dare to suggest I use another?  Speak bitch.’


    ‘In retrospect I felt it was a heavier cane than was appropriate for the situation.’


    The bastard whacked me again.  Right on the same spot as far as I could tell.  He was good at working a spot and keeping at it.  I shouted out a guttural scream of pain.  ‘Thank you Master.’


    ‘You’re most welcome.  Why do you now think it’s too heavy for the job?’


    ‘I’m scared to say Sir.’


    ‘Why?’ he asked as he brushed the cane lightly against my butt cheeks.


    ‘Because Sir might become angered at what I might say.  He might find it offensive.’


    He smacked me repeatedly with the cane using only wrist motions.  They weren’t particularly painful at first but the repetition of them quickly made them unbearable.  ‘Please Sir.  Please stop.’  He stopped hitting me and took the cane away from my bum.  Instead he began rubbing my arse cheeks with his right hand.  He was really groping my flesh down there.


    ‘Say what it is you have to say,’ he commanded.  ‘If I find it offensive then that’s just something you’ll have to live with.  This is not a room without consequences.  In here the judgements are severe and all sins are punished without mercy.  Talk to me whore.’


    ‘Sir, I underestimated your abilities to inflict pain and suffering.  I laid out harder canes and whips without much give.  They don’t bend much, if at all.  I expected your beatings to be weaker than average.  I don’t mean to insult you.  I just made assumptions based on your generosity of spirit outside of this room.  I thought you would be fearful of hurting me.  And would therefore not hit me with enough force to properly correct me.  As I say, I underestimated you.  I feel these instruments are maybe too harsh for your heavy hand.’  A slap from his hand landed on my right butt.  It gave me a ringing sensation of pain.  ‘Thank you Sir.’  Another blow landed on the same cheek.  ‘Thank you Master.  I now feel more pliable canes and whips would be more appropriate.’  Another smack on the arse.  He moved onto the left cheek and abused it with ten open palm slaps.


    He walked in front of me.  ‘Look up at me.  Look me in the eyes.’


    I looked up from my feet.  He spat in my face.  The phlegm landed just below my right eye.  I blinked a few times to make sure it wasn’t in my eye.  It wasn’t.  ‘Bitch,’ he said.


    ‘Thank you Master.’


    ‘Are you enjoying yourself?’


    ‘I wouldn’t exactly use that word.’


    ‘I’ll make it up to you.  Stick out your tongue.’  I did as instructed.  He stepped forward and licked my tongue with his.  We did that for a few seconds then he kissed me.  We kissed for about a minute.  He pulled his lips away from mine and said, ‘I’m going to fuck you in the arse now.  Then I’m going to flog your back with the cat o’nine tails.  Any complaints?’


    ‘No Master.  What you want you get.  My anal virginity means nothing to me.  Please take it.  My body and soul are yours to take.’


    He walked around me and I watched as best I could in the mirror as he unzipped his leather trousers.  He pulled out his erect cock so it was poking out of his leather trousers.  ‘You’ve got me hard.  Look at it.  Are you looking at it?’


    ‘Yes Master.  It’s very big.  Perhaps too big for my tight, virgin arse crack.  It’s never been fucked before.  Maybe you should explore it with your fingers first.’


    ‘If I wanted your advice I’d ask for it.’  From the table he took some lube and lubricated his cock.  


    He didn’t bother inserting any fingers into my anus.  There was no preamble.  Instead he just pulled my arse cheeks wide with his hands and nudged the end of his cock up to my back door.  I sort of tripped forward but the stocks held me in place so I had nowhere to go.  Before I knew it I could feel the head of his erect penis entering my anal passage.  He was taller than me so his crotch was at a good height with my arse even though I was wearing heels.  The rest of his dick slid in.  He was in me.  I was being sodomised.  ‘You’re a virgin no longer,’ he said.


    I said, ‘Apparently not.’


    ‘Are you being testy with me?’


    ‘No Master.’


    He bucked abruptly forward to ram his cock further up my arse.


    I squealed and repeated, ‘No Master.  I’m not being sarcastic.  I respect Sir too much for something like that.  Thank you for taking my anal virginity from me.  I had to lose it one day.  With you as my first I can only be happy.’


    He started rocking it in and out, back and forth as he fucked me.  He played with my nipples and cruelly twisted them until I screamed in agony.


    He ejaculated up my arse and pulled his cock out.  I felt what seemed like two fingers go up my arse.  He took them out and put his right hand in my face.  White ejaculate was on his index and middle finger.  ‘Eat it whore.’


    ‘Yes Master.  Whatever you command.’  I took his fingers in my mouth and sucked the cum that had been in my rectum from them.


    He took his fingers back and said, ‘You’re a good slut.  More or less.  A little lippy and with too much advice to give.  But in the end you get the job done.  Now I promised you the cat o’nine tails on your back.  I’d hate to be called a liar, or someone who doesn’t keep his promises.’  He went back over to the table and picked up the whip with the nine strands on the end.


    He came back over to me.  He put the whip under his armpit and put his cock away.  He zipped up his trousers.  I felt his hands over my body.  He molested me for a good minute or two.  His hands ran all over my curves, my tits and my cunt.  He traced the outlines of my corset with a finger.  He had a good feel all over.  It was wonderful and sensual.  He ran his hands through my hair before stepping back and taking the whip out from under his armpit.  ‘This is going to hurt you a lot more than it’s going to hurt me.’


    ‘I’m prepared Master.’


    I felt a light brush on my back from the cat o’nine tails.


    Then a harder brush.


    Then a slightly harsher brush.


    He was working up to some heavy flicking.


    He struck me with a hard hit.  The rubber corset wasn’t absorbing much of the impact.


    He said, ‘Say when.’


    He thrashed me eleven times with it very hard before I gave in and called out, ‘When.  Please Sir.  No more.’


    I heard the whip clatter onto the table.  He was then up behind me and spanking me with a wooden paddle.  He spanked my arse furiously.  ‘Please Sir.  No more.  It hurts.’


    ‘It’s meant to hurt you stupid bitch,’ he said.  ‘That’s the whole fucking point.’  He paddled me six more times then stopped.  The paddle clattered to the floor against the leg of the stocks.  Now his fingers were on my pussy again.  He was masturbating me.  His fingers slid into the slick hole and he was finger-banging it.  His left hand was spanking my butt while his right masturbated me.


    His left hand kept up a constant pounding on both my cheeks.  He was whacking away at my much abused arse.  ‘Come you little bitch,’ he commanded.


    I eventually came with silent but violent judders in the stocks.


    He took his hands away from my body and walked to the other end of the room behind me.  He stood by the blue door and stared at me.


    I slowed my breathing and said to his reflection in the mirror, ‘Thank you Master.  I deserved that punishment.’


    ‘You’ve been a good girl.  For now.  Now no more masturbation for at least a week.  And if the temptation comes back, you must tell me and we can repeat this work.  Together we can beat these corrupt desires out of your mind and body.  We can break this cycle of perverted self-abuse.  We can do it.  I am willing to take the time and effort to make you a good person once again.’


    He came up to me and unlocked the stocks.  I stepped out of them with an unsteady lack of balance.  My head was swimming.  I tenderly felt my arse cheeks and looked at them in the mirror.  They were very red.  Several red cane lines were marked across them.


    ‘That was pretty trippy,’ he said.


    ‘Yeah.  I never knew you had it in you.  You really went for it and played along.  You were doing monologues and everything.’


    ‘Did I hurt you?’


    ‘Yes.  But you were supposed to.  That cane was just way too unbending.  I tried to get you to switch it.’


    ‘I’m sorry about that.  It just seemed wrong for the moment.  I couldn’t have you giving me instructions.  It would have gone against the spirit of the thing if I dutifully followed your direction.’


    ‘It’s okay.  You committed to it.  I liked that.  You had a heavy hand but you had self-restraint.  You could’ve whacked away at me but you didn’t overdo it to the point I needed to use the safe word.  When I asked for mercy you backed off after a few extra hits.  It worked out well.  It was sexually exciting.  Did you enjoy it?’


    ‘I did.  Does that make me a pervert?’


    ‘It just means you have a pulse.’


    ‘Can we be…like, proper boyfriend and girlfriend now?’


    ‘Who are you asking?  Kathleen or Hannah?’


    ‘Aren’t they the same?’


    ‘At last.  Someone who gets me.’  I leaned in and kissed him.


    

    


    
  


  
    4.  Student Sasha Has Kinky Sex for Money [Novella]


     


    Sasha French is the archetypal ‘girl next door’ with good bourgeois standards of conformist moral behaviour.  Her student debts are piling up when she is offered money in exchange for kinky sex.  Those morals don’t last long and she agrees to participate in a foursome with two guys and another woman.


     


    ‘If you’re so secure in your heterosexual desires then what harm can it do?  Will being with Jacqueline for five minutes turn you gay?  It’s not like you can catch gay like it’s a virus.  Think about it this way.  You don’t do it for your pleasure.  You do it for my viewing pleasure.  I pay you five hundred to see you do something rather distasteful for ten minutes.  I don’t even want to see you have full sex with her.  Just to see you perform oral on her p***y.  Maybe she’ll lick you back.  Either way it’s five or ten minutes of uncomfortable sexual contact that isn’t for your pleasure.  If you’re so secure in your love for c**k then it’s not going to change you.  Is it?’


    

    


    
  


  
    Setting Up the Foursome


     


    Donald and I, Sasha French, were sitting in the kitchen of my student hobble.  I shared the flat with my flatmate Jacqueline Proctor.  It was just the two of us in the kitchen when Donald shocked me.  He shocked me by saying he would like to pay me to sleep with him.  After I managed to get my mouth to work again I asked, ‘Are you serious?’


    ‘Deadly.’


    ‘You can’t be.  This is a joke, right?  Ha ha.  Play a joke on the girl with the student debt.’


    ‘No.  I’m very serious.  I think you’re looking particularly hot today in those leopard skin leggings and matching leopard skin shoes.  It’s a very kinky outfit.’


    ‘It’s not kinky.  It’s just style.’  I was also wearing a black T shirt with a glittery surface.  My hair was long and raven black.


    ‘Well it’s making me hard.  I want to fuck you.  I want to put my dick in the cute girl next door.  The one wearing the sexy leopard leggings.  You’re so hot.  And I know you’ve got a boyfriend in some other college or university.  So you’ll never sleep with me without an inducement.  I’ve got the money.  You’ve got the student debt.  I’ve got desires you’ve stirred up in me.  You’ve got the pussy I want.  So what do you say Sasha?’


    ‘No,’ I half laughed.  ‘Donald, I’m not a prostitute.’


    ‘Of course you’re not a streetwalker or something.  I’m not suggesting that.  If you’re inferring that implication from my offer then I apologise.  I don’t mean to offend you.  I’m not suggesting you go touting for business and will sleep with just anyone.  You know me.  We’re…if not exactly friends, then at least we’re acquainted with each other.  Correct?  I’m not too far off the mark.  I’m an okay looking guy.  I’m clean.  You know I’m not going to abuse you or anything.  And I’m not treating you like a pathetic charity case.  So I’m not trying to offend you.  You have something I want that I know I can’t normally have.  And you have money issues.  So you know, why not cancel out our two problems?  Is it so bad?  Is it so stupid to suggest you have sex with me for money?’


    ‘Yes.  Because that’s prostitution.  I’m not that type of girl.’


    ‘We can go round in circles debating what kind of a girl you really are.  If you’re too hung up on being faithful to Tim, or whatever his name is, then fine.  Or if you feel there’s a moral implication to having sex for money, then fine.  Don’t let me push you into something you’re not comfortable with.  I’m just putting it out there.  Take it or leave it.’  He paused for a second before saying, ‘If I was to make my offer more solid, would that make a difference?’


    I should have kicked him out my flat or stormed off in an outraged anger.  How insulting was this, the rich kid offering the poor kid money for sex.  So why did I sit there and listen to his offer?


    He said, ‘Five hundred.  Five hundred for an hour of work.  Work you might enjoy.  It doesn’t have to be unpleasant.  You might find it pleasurable sliding up and down on my cock.  Stranger things have happened.  Other women have enjoyed it.  Or at least no one’s said anything to my face about it being a crap experience.’


    Five hundred.  That was a lot of money.  An hour from now I could have five hundred in my purse.  That would certainly help keep me afloat for a bit longer.  I didn’t walk out the room at the suggestion of this money.


    He broke my silence by saying, ‘What do you think?  Are you interested?’


    ‘I’m insulted.  That you think you can offer me money to sleep…’


    He cut me off by saying, ‘Okay.  Seven hundred to have vaginal sex with you.’


    I couldn’t bring myself to say no.  Instead I said nothing.


    ‘Is that a deal?’ he asked.


    I sort of nodded my head.


    ‘Good.  It’s the wise thing to do.  It’s too much money to turn down.  I won’t think any less of you.’


    ‘You can’t tell anyone about it.  There’s going to be no repeat or referred business.  This is a one-off.  A freak aberration.  You caught me at a weak moment.’


    ‘It’s okay Sasha.  It’s just sex.  It’s not the end of the world.  It’s the mildest form of prostitution there is.  Once doesn’t make you a slut.’


    ‘I’m not sure how to square this with my feminist ideals.’


    ‘Feminism is about giving women freedom of choice.  To live how they please and to do what they want.  And to be respected and treated as equals.  It’s not specifically about stopping prostitution.  Do you feel exploited by me?’


    ‘I’m not sure how I feel.  It’s not easy to describe my feelings right now.’  Insulted?  Patronised?  Turned on?


    ‘Are you being forced or coerced into doing something you don’t want to do?’


    ‘Sort of.’


    ‘Then don’t do it.  I’ll leave.  I’m giving you a clear choice.  I don’t feel I’m pressuring you.  As an adult it’s up to you to decide.’


    ‘You are pressuring me.  You’re using financial pressure.’


    ‘That’s your own situation and has nothing to do with you being a woman.  I could pressure a guy the same way if I swung that way.  Your financial situation is not a feminist issue.  You have non-sexist debt.  If you sleep with me I’ll pay off some of that debt.  Or you could take the so-called high road and I’ll leave and your full debt remains unchanged.  What else are you doing this morning that’s so special you can’t enjoy a good fuck?’


    I wasn’t planning to do anything of note.  It seemed that in this case the smart thing to do was also the wrong thing.


    ‘You nodded your head before.  Are you interested?’ he asked.


    ‘I guess.  I need the money.  My dignity and integrity as a woman can take the hit.’


    ‘I’m not so bad.  I’m not an evil person.  You’ve met my ex-girlfriend.  Did she look abused?  Of course not.  I’m a normal enough guy.’  He added, ‘I don’t have the money on me.  Do you trust I’m good for it?’


    ‘No.  I need the money upfront.  There’s a cash machine in the shops five minutes up from here.’


    ‘Okay.  I’ll be back.’


     


     


    He came back to find me in my bedroom waiting for him.  I was lying on the covers with my legs spread wide to entice him with my leopard leggings.  ‘Is this what you wanted?’ I asked.


    ‘No.  Come into the kitchen.’  He walked out the bedroom.  I got up and followed him.  He was sitting at the kitchen table with his chair turned away from the table.  ‘Sit,’ he said, indicating his lap.


    Awkwardly I sat on his lap and he put his arms around my waist.  I could feel an erection touching my right leg.  Money was on the table.  ‘Is that for me?’ I asked.


    ‘It sure is.  Count it.’


    I reached around him and picked up the money.  I flicked through the wad of tens.  Seven hundred in total was there.  I put it back on the table.  ‘Now what?’ I asked.


    ‘I’d like a peck on the cheek.  Can you do that for me?’


    There was a moment of hesitation before I leaned in and kissed him on the cheek.  I withdrew my head and said, ‘Donald, do you want me to kiss you on the lips?’


    ‘Yes.  Do that.’  I leaned back in and we brought our lips together and kissed.  His right hand broke away from my waist and started to explore my thigh and knee.  He rubbed along them as we started touching our tongues.  I broke away from him and said, ‘This is weird.  And not good weird.  You’re my friend.  We’re not supposed to be having romantic experiences with each other.’


    ‘We’re not that friendly.  And this isn’t romantic.  It’s just sex.  Don’t think too much about it.  Just let it happen.’


    ‘I’m really not sure about this.’


    ‘What’s there to be sure about?  If you could just turn your mind off for a few seconds you might enjoy yourself.  Please, kiss me again.’


    I glanced at the money.  I wanted it.  I leaned back in and we kissed again.  Our tongues touched and massaged each other.  It did feel good.  It also felt weird.  I was doing sexual things for money.  I had definitely crossed a line good girls didn’t cross.  Was I a good girl?  Well if I ever was, I wasn’t one now.


    He slipped his hand from my knee into the waistband of my leggings.  He found his way into the front of my black thong.  His fingers discovered my cunt.  He touched me there in the most intimate of places.  ‘Stop,’ I said.


    His hand froze on my clit.  ‘What is it?’ he asked.


    His hand did feel good on my clit as his fingers rested on it.  It was a shame I stopped him before he could begin rubbing it.  ‘Just give me a second.  Let me think.’  Did I want to go through with this and become a slut?  His hand was literally on my clit right now.  He had breached my clothes and he was touching my private parts.  This was not good.


    He said, ‘We either go all the way or you get nothing.’


    I put my hand on his offending wrist and held onto it as I said, ‘I want more money.  My pussy is worth more than seven hundred.  I want one thousand.’


    ‘That’s awfully rich.  I don’t doubt your snatch is very good.  And I really want to fuck it.  My dick so wants to slip itself up there.  But that’s a little pricey.’


    ‘I won’t give myself up for less than one thousand,’ I insisted.


    ‘We had a gentleman’s agreement.  But okay.  I’ll pay.  I’ve got more money in my wallet.  Do you want me to get it now?’


    ‘Yes.’


    He pulled his hand out of my thong.  He then used it to take out his wallet from his trouser pocket.  He produced more money.  He put it on the table beside the seven hundred.  He looked at it and then up at me.  ‘If we’re renegotiating the deal then I think I should get some extra terms.  If a gentleman’s agreement means nothing to you then I think I need to specify what I want and expect.’


    ‘Like what?’


    ‘I think we’ve established that I want to have sex with you in the vagina.  With a condom obviously.  Blowjobs and handjobs were implied.  Multiple orgasms were expected if things happened that way.  It was a full service sex session I was buying.  Would you agree?’


    ‘I…guess so.’


    ‘What if I want more?  What if I want more than just your cunt?’


    ‘Like what?’


    ‘It arouses me that the demure, good girl next door has demeaned herself to having sex for money.  I’m curious to see what else I can pay for you to do.’


    ‘Now you’re getting creepy.  I don’t like this.’  I got up from his lap and stood by the sink.  I held his gaze as we silently looked at each other.


    He broke the awkward silence.  He said, ‘If it costs me one thousand to have your hands, mouth and cunt on my dick, how much will it cost to have your arse?’


    ‘No.  I don’t do anal.’


    ‘You’ve never had anal sex before?’ he asked.


    ‘Of course not.’


    ‘Let me be your first.  I’m very gentle.  I’ve got a good, friendly technique of sliding it in.’


    ‘No.’


    ‘One thousand extra, just for a few minutes of anal.’


    Two thousand in total.  It was too tempting for me to say no.  I said, ‘I don’t know about anal.’


    ‘People do it all the time and live to tell the tale.  It’s not going to harm you in some irreversible way.  You’d have to do years of major anal fucking with giant dildos until you abuse it so much it loses its natural tightness.’


    ‘I’m really not into things involving the bum.’  This wasn’t strictly true.  I had enjoyed rimming, both giving and receiving, but I didn’t feel a need to tell him that.


    ‘Do it for the money.  But whatever, it’s up to you.  The choice is yours.’


    ‘I just don’t know.’


    ‘You know your roommate?’ he asked.


    ‘What about her?’


    ‘She’s openly bisexual.’


    ‘So?’ I asked.


    ‘I’m guessing you’ve never had a lesbian experience.’


    I didn’t dignify that with an answer.


    ‘By your silence I think that means no, of course not.  You’re a “good girl”.  What if I was to pay you to have a lesbian encounter with Jacqueline?’


    ‘No.  That’s not going to happen.  I’m not gay.  And I live with her.  How awkward is that going to be?’


    ‘Are you not curious about what another girl feels like?  Has it never flirted across your mind?  Surely one time when you were masturbating you imagined another woman eating you out or something?’


    ‘Of course not.  I’m into men.’


    ‘If you’re so secure in your heterosexual desires then what harm can it do?  Will being with Jacqueline for five minutes turn you gay?  It’s not like you can catch gay like it’s a virus.  Think about it this way.  You don’t do it for your pleasure.  You do it for my viewing pleasure.  I pay you five hundred to see you do something rather distasteful for ten minutes.  I don’t even want to see you have full sex with her.  Just to see you perform oral on her pussy.  Maybe she’ll lick you back.  Either way it’s five or ten minutes of uncomfortable sexual contact that isn’t for your pleasure.  If you’re so secure in your love for cock then it’s not going to change you.  Is it?’


    ‘I think you’re oversimplifying things.  There are psychological implications to doing things like this that last beyond an hour of fucking.’


    ‘What’s wrong with oversimplification?  You’re complicating things.  What I propose is a foursome.’


    ‘Now we’re moving onto group sex?  Shouldn’t we learn to walk before we run?’


    ‘Hear me out.  Jacqueline is a total slut.  She’ll do it for free just for the sex.  And I can easily talk Neil into coming over to fuck Jackie.  We won’t swap partners.  Well I might fuck Jacqueline.  But at least it’ll just be me who’ll fuck you.  Neil will be under strict instructions not to touch you.  We fuck beside each other in the living room and you and Jackie lick each other out.  How does that sound?’


    ‘Very decadent,’ I said as I left the room.  I went into my bedroom and shut the door behind me.  I laid on the bed and stared up at the ceiling.  What an outrage.  How could he be serious?  Group sex with two couples in the living room?  Was he mad?  Did he really think I’d go for that?  Also he wanted to see me perform lesbian oral sex on my flatmate?  He had to be out of his mind.


    Involuntarily I pictured it.  I didn’t want to but images of us all fucking on the living room floor flooded my mind.  I tried to get rid of the pictures but they kept coming back to me.  I was picturing Donald’s big cock sliding in and out of my wet cunt.  I found myself unexpectedly turned on.  How was that possible?  I was getting aroused by the thought of having sex with Donald.  The idea of being paid to have intercourse with a man somehow excited me all of a sudden.  I couldn’t resist at least touching my general crotch area with my hand.  Over my leopard leggings I cupped my crotch with my right hand and started rubbing.


    After rubbing myself for about half a minute I was contemplating moving my hand inside the leggings and onto the thong.  It was at this point I heard a knock on the bedroom door.  I quickly pulled my hand away with feelings of total guilt and embarrassment.  ‘What is it?’ I called while still lying down.


    Donald said, ‘I’m sorry I offended you.  But I’ve got this imagination.  It can be a bit perverted at times.  Perhaps I should be ashamed of it but I don’t mean any harm by it.  I know this has been a strange morning.  I get that.  I’m going to leave now.  My opinion of you before this conversation hasn’t changed.  I still think you’re a cool chick with a stick up her butt.  I just wanted to help you with your money problems.  You looked so good in your leggings and shoes.  I just really desired you.  It’s a really good look.  I thought I could help you out financially and in return you would satisfy my lust.  I guess that was stupid.  So anyway, I’m going now.  Sorry.  Don’t feel weird about me next time we meet.  I won’t mention this.  This never happened.’


    ‘No wait,’ I called out involuntarily as I sat upright.  I was full of surprises as I had no idea why I wanted him to wait.  I couldn’t think of anything to say.  I had no follow-up words.


    ‘Yes?’ he asked through the closed door.


    ‘Donald, I’d like to…  Tell me your idea again.’


    I slipped my right hand inside my thong and rubbed at my clit as he talked.  ‘I thought the four of us could have a kinky group sex session.  It wasn’t well worked out in my head.  I was thinking maybe Neil and Jacqueline could be talked into having sex in the same room as you and me.  Jacqueline is up for anything.  Neil would just need a few encouraging words.  I think they might have hooked up already anyway.  As a causal thing.  As are most of Jacqueline’s relationships.  I was thinking we could fuck beside each other in the living room.  On the sofa and on the floor.  Maybe we could play a porno on the TV.  And at some point you and Jacqueline could sixty-nine each other.’  In another surprise for myself, that was the point when my clit really responded.  Talk of lesbian sex excited me.  Very odd.  He continued.  ‘You and Jackie would eat each other out while we watched or wanked all over you.  Or maybe you eat her while I give you anal up the back passage.  Either way, a little bit of gay stuff among the women.  I don’t think anyone has any interest in seeing the boys kissing.  That’s not erotic.  Girls kissing is hot though.  I bet even girls get turned on by that.  They’ll never admit it, but I suspect they do.  At least a little bit.  It’s not something that makes them look away in disgust.’


    ‘And then what?’ I asked as I kept rubbing at my bean.  It wasn’t a fast, furious wank.  I wasn’t masturbating to come.  I was just feeling myself as it felt good and because it was kind of perverse.  I guess I did have more of a perverse side to me than I thought.


    ‘And then nothing.  We just fuck.  I come.  You come.  We all come.  And then we pretend it never happened.  We’ll try not to be too awkward around each other.  In a week’s time we’ll be back to normal.’


    ‘What about your cum?’


    ‘What about it?’ he asked.


    ‘What do you want done with it?’


    ‘I don’t know what you’re asking.’


    ‘When it comes out of your penis.  What then?  Do you expect me to put it in my mouth and swallow it?’


    ‘Oh that.  I suppose so.  I mean, I am paying for it.  I think I deserve that little bit of extra whore behaviour.  Don’t you?  For one thousand and counting I don’t see why not.  Yeah.  I want you to swallow it.’


    I was really being turned on by this.  What was wrong with me?  I had a long distance boyfriend and I’d never done anything this outrageous before.  Now I was seriously thinking about having sex for money, doing anal, group sex and having my first lesbian experience.  Crazy.  Perhaps this was a sign of a submissive side.  I’d heard about sadomasochism.  People liked to be controlled and told what to do.  They get off on being instructed to do indecent things.  Maybe that was what this was?  I was getting off on being instructed to do things I didn’t necessarily want to do.  Sadly when I imagined a dungeon scenario I couldn’t see myself as the one holding the whip and giving orders.  It was not my natural place.  I was too sweet.  Too innocent.  Too good.  No.  Instead I was the one in the chains getting whipped and called a worthless cunt.  That was my natural place.


    I said, ‘I suppose if you’re paying so much you deserve to have your slut swallow what you give her.’


    Donald said, ‘These are my numbers.  I think one thousand for the vaginal sex.  That includes handjobs and blowjobs and the like.  Another thousand for the anal.  Five hundred for the lesbian bit.  Another five hundred for doing it in front of Jacqueline and Neil.  A total of three thousand.  That’s an amount not to be sniffed at.  Three thousand for a few hours of your time you might enjoy anyway.  Not bad work if you can get it.  What do you say Sasha?  Is that acceptable?’


    I took my hand from my pussy and turned the doorknob using that same hand.  The door opened and I said to Donald, ‘Okay.  Three thousand.’  I wanted to do it.  I was into it.  I was turned on by the thought of this awful perversion.  It was so unlike me.  Who was this person who was doing perverted sex for money?  It sure as hell wasn’t the Sasha who went to bed last night.  What happened to me?  ‘And I want you to have another thousand on you.  To pay for any other things that might occur.  Like Neil might fuck me, and I’ll let him because you’re paying.  I think that would be fair.  Don’t you?’  I didn’t even care about the money now.  This was now a sexual experience I wanted.


    With enthusiasm Donald said, ‘Sure.  That sounds fair.  So does that mean you’re keen to have Neil as well?’


    ‘No,’ I sort of semi-lied.  ‘It’s just in case.  In the heat of the moment things might happen.  He might grab me and put his dick in my mouth.  And we’re all so hot and bothered I’ll suck on it anyway.  What seems a big no-no in the light of day becomes acceptable in the middle of a tawdry gangbang.  You know what I mean?’


    ‘Yeah.  I get it.  I’m willing to do that.  So you’re really going to do this?’


    ‘If you have the money.’


    ‘I do.  When does Jacqueline get back?’


    ‘She has a lecture until something like two.  She’s usually back half an hour after that.  I can call her and explain the situation.’


    ‘You do that.  I’ll call Neil.’


    He pulled out his mobile and walked into the kitchen to make his call to Neil.


    I closed the bedroom door and picked up my mobile from the bedside table.  Was I really going to call my flatmate to tell her Donald wanted us to have a gangbang in our living room?  Really?  This was happening?  I was really going to tell her this?  Was I also going to inform her that I’d been persuaded to try doing lesbian things to her body?  Apparently I was.


    She picked up on the fourth ring.  ‘Hi it’s me,’ I said.


    ‘Sasha, is something wrong?’


    ‘No.  Can you talk?’


    ‘Yeah.  I can give you a minute.’


    ‘Okay.  How do I say this?  Donald was round this morning.  And we got talking about my student debt.  And he very strangely offered to pay some of it off.  In exchange for something.’


    ‘Are you going to sleep with him?’ she asked.


    ‘What?  How did you know?’  Had they been talking behind my back about pimping me out?


    ‘Hold on.  Am I right?  You’re going to sleep with him for money?’


    ‘I um…’


    ‘I didn’t know.  It was just a stupid joke.  Are you serious?  Boring good girl Sasha having sex with men for money.  Surely not.’


    ‘You know I’ve got a big payment coming up.  And I’m going to be destitute if I pay off the minimum.  I’m desperate for a little extra cash.  He offered.  He said he really liked my leopard print leggings and heels.  It got him all revved up and he wanted to sleep with me.  And he was willing to pay for the pleasure.  The right thing of course is to say no.  But that’s also the dumb thing to do.  The money he’s offering can really help me get on top of this debt.  He’s offered me more if I do some kinky things.  I really need the money.’


    ‘What about your boyfriend?’ asked Jacqueline.


    ‘He’s not here.  What he doesn’t know can’t hurt him.  I’m not thinking about him.  He’s irrelevant.’


    ‘I’ve always said that.’


    ‘No, I mean he’s just irrelevant to this situation.  I love him.  I think.  But right now love isn’t in the same city and it’s not paying off my debt.  Sex can really help me pay it off.’


    ‘What kind of kinky things does he want?  Do tell.  I’m all ears.’


    ‘This involves you.  That’s why I’m calling.’


    ‘Really?  Does Donald want a threesome?’


    ‘If he did, what would you say to that?’


    There was a pause before Jacqueline replied, ‘I’d be up for that.’  I was strangely relieved and excited to hear that.  ‘But,’ she added.


    ‘Yes?’


    ‘You know I’m authentically bisexual?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘It might be too frustrating for me not to be able to touch you.  I suspect you’d allow some kissing on the mouth and that’s it.’


    ‘Well no actually.  I can’t believe I’m saying this.  And out loud to you.  But he’s offered me money to perform oral sex.  On you.  And for me to receive it from you.  Is that something you’d be happy to have happen?’


    She simply said, ‘Yes.’


    ‘He’s not paying you by the way.  He reckons you’re up for it anyway.  I’m sorry if that sounds a little blunt.’


    ‘That’s okay.  I’m a slut.  I sleep around.  Guys and girls.  No, that’s fine.  So you’re going to do it?’


    ‘I need the money.’


    ‘Are you at least a little excited by it?’


    ‘Honestly, a little bit.’


    ‘Are we doing it today?  Is he still there?’


    ‘Yeah.  But that’s not the full story.  There’s more.  It’s not a threesome he wants.  He wants to invite Neil over and have us all fuck as couples in the same room.’


    There was a silence.  Jacqueline eventually said, ‘He’s a kinky one that Donald.  A foursome?  He’s got balls.  And of course the boundaries between the couples will breakdown.  You understand that.  You’re going to end up fucking Neil by the end.’


    ‘I kind of knew that.  So I’ve demanded three thousand up front.  And another thousand on completion if I fuck Neil as well.’


    ‘We’ve got a crazy night ahead of us,’ she said.  ‘And you’re willing to do this?  You’ll have to forgive me if I sound a little doubtful.’


    ‘I might chicken out.  But yeah.  Why not, right?  Why not have kinky group sex with my friends and the flatmate I see every day?  What could possibly go wrong with that?’


    ‘That’s the spirit.  Have you ever had a lesbian experience before?  You don’t strike me as the rug munching type.  I pick nothing up from you on my gaydar.’


    ‘I’m totally straight.  I French kissed a girl in school once.  But that wasn’t really gay.  It was more a…thing.  It wasn’t about sexual attraction between us.’


    ‘I get it.  You were practising on each other.’


    ‘Yeah.  Sort of.’


    ‘So all it took to get you to eat pussy was money.  If only I’d known.  I might have paid you myself to feel your tongue and lips on my privates.’


    ‘Stop it.  You’re making me nervous.  It’s not like that.  It’s a onetime deal as part of an overall package.  A bit of clit licking doesn’t mean I’m gay.  I’m not even experimenting.  It’s just five minutes of touching something inappropriate with my tongue.’  I kept telling myself the lower estimate instead of the more plausible ten minute number.  ‘I look at it as a dare with a substantial cash prize at the end.  I’m sorry if that makes you sound like a bag of shit I’m being dared to lick.  But you know what I mean.  I’m not saying you’re disgusting.  I’m saying for me, as straight woman, it’s weird and inappropriate for me to touch what many other people would love to touch.’


    ‘Yeah, yeah,’ she said dismissively without any sense of being insulted.  ‘How much are you getting paid to lick my pussy?’


    ‘Specifically for that: five hundred.  Which is fair.  I think.  It’s a big thing for a woman to lick another woman’s vagina.  And it’s not like one quick lick.  It’s five minutes of having my lips clamped around it and my tongue smeared all over it.’


    ‘You can tell Donald I’m in.  For five hundred.’


    ‘Okay.  I’ll say to him.  If you wait a second I’ll ask him about the money right now.  You’re sure that’s all you want?’


    ‘It’ll do.  If you’re getting paid then I might as well get something out of it.  Five hundred should pay for a couple of new outfits at least.’


    ‘It doesn’t bother you that you’ll be like me?  A prostitute.’


    ‘Nah.  If it’s good enough for you then it’s good enough for me.  You’re the class act in this team.  If you’re willing to take money in return for sexual favours then I’m no better than you.’


    ‘Okay.  Hold on.’  I put the mobile on the side table and went into the kitchen to find Donald sitting at the table.  He looked up and said, ‘Neil’s in.  He’s on his way over now.  What did Jackie say?’


    ‘She wants five hundred.’


    He didn’t quibble.  He simply nodded his head.


    I went back to the bedroom and picked up the phone.  ‘He said yes.’


    ‘Okay.  Good.  Do you want me over now?  I can blow this lecture.’


    ‘I suppose…yes.  Neil’s on his way over so we can start this sooner rather than later.  The less time I’ve got to stew in my own head over what I’m about to do the better.  Thanks for doing this.  The money can really make a dent on my debt.  It’ll give me a lot of breathing space.’


    ‘No, thank you Sasha.  Any excuse to get some dick in me.  And to get you to play with me as well.  All my birthday wishes have come at once.’


    ‘I’ll see you soon.’  I switched off the mobile and put it back on the nightstand.  Fuck, I was really going ahead and doing this.  Fuck.


    Just fuck.


    I walked back into the kitchen and said to Donald that Jacqueline was on her way over instead of going to classes.


    He said, ‘Good.  I guess we’re all set.’


    ‘Not quite.  The money.’


    ‘Oh yes.  The money.  Can’t forget about the money.’  The way he said it was not rude.  He was not implying I was a money grabber.  He had just authentically forgotten about it.


    Soon there was three thousand on the kitchen table in one pile.  Beside it was a second pile of one thousand.  There was a third pile of five hundred for Jacqueline.  Donald picked up the reserve bundle of one thousand and placed it on top of the refrigerator.  ‘For later.  If more than expected happens, that’s yours.  If things go as planned, then it’s mine.  Agreed?’


    ‘Perhaps you might be so happy with what happens you’ll want to leave it as a tip to share between Jackie and me.’


    ‘Perhaps.  A bonus payout isn’t such a bad idea.  It’ll give you some motivation to really put your heart and soul into this.’


    I nodded to him.  ‘Don’t worry.  Treat me right and I’ll deliver the goods.’  I then scooped the bigger pile of money off the table and took it to my bedroom.  The money went in my underwear drawer, wrapped in my least sexy big panties.


    

    


    
  


  
    Foursome In the Living Room


     


    Jacqueline went into her room to change.  After taking the bundle of five hundred from the kitchen table.


    I was of course not allowed to change out of my leopard skin leggings and shoes, and my black T shirt with the sparkly bits on it.


    As we waited for her to get ready Donald and Neil tried their best to put me at ease.  We were sitting in the kitchen drinking tea and coffee.  It was not a normal situation.  We were about to have an orgy.  So conversation was strained.  It seemed somehow rude to confront the issue on everyone’s mind.  Instead we talked around it, not daring to be the first to say anything about it.  If Jackie was in the room she wouldn’t be coy.  She would be asking questions and probably initiating things.  She was the girl we needed to get this thing started.  Even Donald, the instigator of this perverse gangbang, seemed reluctant to start talking about it.


    So we discussed politics, what was in today’s paper and other trivial things.


    Neil then somehow got onto the topic of dreams.  He asked us, ‘What’s the best dream sequence you’ve ever seen in a movie?’


    I said, ‘I don’t know.  Nothing’s coming to mind.’


    Donald offered, ‘Spellbound by Salvador Dalí and Alfred Hitchcock.  That’s one of the most famous ones.  I’ve never seen the movie, but they say it’s really good.  There’s also one in Hitchcock’s Vertigo.’


    Neil said, ‘The dream in Vertigo is terrible.  Flashing red colours and stuff.  Awful.  Awful.  Really the pits of bad dream sequences.  But then again Vertigo is one of the most overrated movies ever made.  The one in Spellbound is pretty good.  But the elaborate sets and stylised camerawork makes it too silly.  Dreams should be more mundane.  More like a low-budget independent movie with weird events rather than some fantasy spectacular with peculiar sets.  The more banal the better for the weird stuff.  You want to know the best dream sequence I’ve ever seen?’


    Donald said, ‘I suppose.’


    ‘It’s obscure.  You won’t have seen it.  It’s in a black and white movie called Separation.  It’s a bit like a French New Wave but made in Britain during the swinging sixties.  It’s not great or anything, but it’s decent enough if you have a taste for the avant-garde.  The film has a lot of confusing logic.  On purpose.  Anyway there’s a scene that isn’t specifically designated as a dream.  But I think it can be interpreted as one.  It’s so accurate to how dreams are and feel that I assume the writer had this dream for real and wrote it into the script.  It was written by the lead actress by the way.  That’s interesting.  Isn’t it?  It’s very rare for a lead actress to singlehandedly write a script she stars in.  Can you think of any other films the lead actress wrote without any other credited writers?’


    I wasn’t a film buff so I wasn’t equipped to answer this, so I didn’t even try.


    Donald gave it a shot.  He came up short.  ‘Nothing springs to mind.  I can’t even think of any male actors.  It must be very rare.  Actors just don’t write.  Maybe it’s more likely to happen with comedy.  Comedians usually at least start their careers having to author their own jokes.  Right?  I mean, it’s fair to assume all those stand-up comedians are performing their own material.’


    I said, ‘I wouldn’t be so sure of that.  I think there’s usually a team of behind the scenes people.’


    Neil said, ‘Steve Martin.  I think he wrote a bunch of his own movies.  Bowfinger definitely.  And probably more.  He’s also a good writer of novels.  I read one of his books.  The Line of Beauty I think it was called.  No, maybe An Object of Beauty?  It was very good.  It was about selling art for crazy prices.  Also his memoir of his early stand-up career was good.  He’s a talented writer.’


    ‘I think you’re drifting off the point.  Separation’s dream sequence,’ said Donald.


    ‘Right.  Sorry.  She’s on foot trying to get out of a dark multi-storey car park but there’s a party in the way of her car.  All these swinging sixties people drinking champagne from glasses.  They’re blocking her getting to her car.  She repeatedly says, “Excuse me,” but they ignore her and she can’t get past them.  It goes on for about a minute or two.  That felt very authentic to me.  I don’t think anything else happens.  The banality of it, the irritation with other people and the repetition was something I can recollect from my own dreams.’


    Jacqueline came out of her bedroom.  She had opted for a young girl look of a blue denim jacket and a denim skirt.  She had an orange satin blouse under the jacket.  Her legs were bare except for little orange socks and open-toed high heels with straps across the ankles.  Her blonde hair was in two pigtails.  Soon enough we discovered she was wearing white cotton panties and a matching bra.  The overall effect was to make her look like a teenager instead of the twenty-two-year-old she was.  She said, ‘Do you like?’


    Neil got up and said, ‘Yeah.  Very much.’


    I said, ‘I like the socks.’


    Donald said, ‘It looks very good.  Very sexy.’


    Jackie said, ‘So, should we begin?’


    Donald stood up and said, ‘There’s no time like the present.’  He walked into the living room and we all followed him.


    He stood before the sofa and said, ‘How about we get this started with some lesbian kissing?’


    ‘Really,’ I said.  ‘You want to jump straight into that?’


    ‘Just some light pecks on the cheeks and lips.  That’s all.  No tongues on pussies.  It will break the ice and inject some atmosphere into the proceedings.  A minute of that and we’ll be hard; and we can pair off with our respective partners.  That sounds like a plan to me.’


    Jacqueline turned to me and said, ‘Don’t worry.  I don’t bite.  I’ll respect you and I won’t force you to do anything weird.’  She reached out and slipped her hand into mine.  She led me to the sofa.  I let her take me.  She sat and I followed her down onto the sofa.  The guys presumably didn’t want to crowd us, and spook me, so they stood by the television out the way.  Jackie said, ‘Just a light kiss on the cheek.  You can do it.’


    I leaned in and kissed her quickly on her cheek.  ‘And again,’ she said as she turned to show me her other cheek.  I kissed it.  ‘There, that wasn’t so bad.  Was it?’


    ‘It’s early days,’ I said.


    ‘Don’t get freaked out.  Much freakier things are on the horizon.  Now hold still.  I’m going to kiss you.’  She put her hands on either side of my jaw and kissed me on the left cheek, then the right.  Then she planted her lips on mine.  She held me in place and kissed me for a few seconds.  She was so soft.


    She took her head away and asked, ‘You okay?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Did you like that?’


    Without moving my head I turned my eyes to the left to look at the boys.  If it was just the two of us I might have been honest and said that yes, I did like the taste of her on my mouth.  Unfortunately we were in mixed company and I didn’t feel like admitting to enjoying my lesbian experience.  It was too embarrassing.  I said, ‘It was…okay.’


    ‘Just okay?  We’ll have to try better.  We’ll make a lesbian out of you yet.’  She leaned back in and kissed me again.  This time her tongue entered my mouth.  It felt like nothing I’d ever experienced before.  Her tongue was so much smoother and more sensual than any guy’s.  I was disappointed when she took it out.  ‘How was that?’ she asked.


    ‘Wonderful.’  I was forgetting the guys were in the room.


    ‘That’s more like it.’  She took her hands away from my jaw and put them on my right knee and thigh.  ‘Now come here and this time you kiss me.’


    I leaned in towards her and we kissed.  My tongue entered her mouth.  She licked it back.


    She broke the kiss and looked at the guys.  ‘They’re getting excited.’


    I turned to see they were stripping naked.  They had hard erections.  I turned back to Jacqueline and said, ‘Please kiss me again.  I really liked it.’


    She leaned in and we kissed some more.


    She sat back and turned to her right to face an erection that was suddenly bobbing before her.  Without any hesitation she put it in her mouth and clamped her lips around it.  I was watching her give head to Neil.  I turned to my left to find Donald’s erection.  I put my left hand out and took hold of it.  I began masturbating it.


    ‘Yeah, rub it good,’ said Donald as I wanked it up and down.  ‘Put it in your bitchy little bisexual mouth,’ he said.


    I did.  It went into my mouth and I sucked on it.  I didn’t bother complaining about the ‘bisexual’ slur.  Maybe I was.  All I knew was this: I wanted to have sex with Jacqueline.


    We sucked on their penises for a few minutes.


    Donald and I moved down onto the floor.  He pulled down my thong and leggings so they were halfway down my thighs.  My private parts were there to be seen by everyone.  How embarrassing.  He was wearing a condom when he penetrated me vaginally from behind.


    He fucked me with his big dick going backwards and forwards inside my pussy.  It felt good.  Real good.  Shamefully good.  It turned me on that Jacqueline was above me on the sofa and that we could hear and see each other fucking.


    On the sofa Neil was inside Jacqueline’s cunt.  He was pounding her with his condom covered dick.  She was making a lot of noise.  She’d brought a few boys and girls home before so I’d heard some of her sex noises before.  Now she had no reason to try and keep quiet.  Luckily the neighbours above us were half deaf and those below us were at work at this time of day.


    We fucked like this for several minutes.  We were making a lot of noise.


    Throughout this fucking the guys were fully naked, excepted for the condoms which did nothing to hide their dicks, while we were still more or less fully clothed.  Our panties and my leggings had been shunted aside, but otherwise we hadn’t lost any clothing.


    As we fucked something really strange happened.  Jacqueline stood up and started urinating.


    On me.


    She pissed on me as I was being fucked on the carpet by Donald.


    Her white cotton panties were already pushed to the left exposing her cunt.  She stood there and deliberately, and without warning, started to urinate.  On me.  On purpose.  She pissed on me.  Literally she went to the toilet and emptied her bladder on me.


    What the fuck!


    There was no room for ambiguity.  It was not some weird accident.  It was a deliberate act.  She stood up and she held her panties aside to make sure they stayed out the way, and she pissed.


    I have to repeat: on me.


    My flatmate urinated on me as part of a sexual thing.


    It was the most startling thing ever.  It’s a strange thing indeed when a girl unexpectedly urinates on another woman.  The warm jet of piss landed on my clothed breasts.  I was too startled to react.  What could I do?  Donald didn’t miss a beat and kept pounding me in my pussy.  The warm jet went up along my body to wet my belly and finally my naked cunt.  Jacqueline was urinating on our genitals as Donald fucked me with his penis in my vagina.


    How did I finally react to this?


    With anger?


    Indignation?


    Did I get up and curse them out and call a halt to these increasingly perverse proceedings?


    No.


    I did nothing.


    I let her piss on me without comment.


    I didn’t even give her a dirty look.  I just kept fucking Donald’s beautiful big dick.


    How fucked up is that?


    She pissed on me without permission and I let her get away with it.


    I didn’t even feel any resentment towards her.  There was no desire to give her a piece of my mind or to slap her.  If anything I felt this pathetic gratitude as though she’d done me a favour.  She’d pissed on me and I was feeling gratitude?


    After the fact, once my non-reaction had been observed and she’d gone back to taking Neil’s dick in her cunt, I started to process what had happened.  I had allowed myself to be used as a toilet for another woman and I didn’t hate it.  I wasn’t disgusted.  I wasn’t outraged.  I was even maybe a little turned on.


    That is not a normal reaction to such an event.


    Was I normal?


    Was I perhaps not normal after all?


    Was I a pervert?


    Having sex for money.  Check.


    Having a lesbian experience for money.  Check.


    Enjoyed being urinated on by a woman.  Check.


    It wasn’t looking good.


    I was soaked with Jacqueline’s piss.  My clothes were absolutely soggy with her urine.  I enjoyed this?  It didn’t compute.  Of course the reason why I enjoyed it was psychological.  It was a massive taboo.  It was the idea of it more than the actual unpleasant reality.  The concept that another woman could piss on me like I was a toilet was a very strong idea that broke so many rules of common sense and decency.  It was incredibly dirty.  Incredibly so.


    I slipped my hand down to my soaked pussy and rubbed at my clit.  No one said a word about what had just happened.


    We fucked for a few more minutes.


    Jacqueline made a racket as she had an orgasm on the end of Neil’s great, big dick.  She was bouncing up and down on it as she faced away from him.  She was rubbing at her own bean.  After she came they changed position and continued fucking on the sofa.  He was on top of her, grunting away as his penis forced apart her vaginal walls with his thickness.


    Donald said, ‘I’m going to come.’  Soon afterwards he ejaculated in my cunt.  As he was wearing a condom none of it went up me.  He stood up and pulled the rubber off his dick.  I sat up on the floor.  He held it over me and said, ‘I want you to eat it.’


    ‘What?  From the condom?  That’s dirty.’


    ‘Let’s not pretend anymore.  You’re a dirty girl.  I think it’s small stuff after the watersports you enjoyed.’


    ‘That wasn’t…’  I tailed off.  I didn’t bother defending myself.  What was the point?  It had happened and I sort of enjoyed it.  Why bother pretending otherwise?  The less said the better.


    Jacqueline pulled Neil’s dick out of her feminine canyon.  She stood up and said, ‘I want to see you do it.  We could cum swap it if you want to share?’


    I said, ‘You mean pass it between us by kissing.’  More kissing.  I was up for that, even if there was some disgusting ejaculate involved.  ‘Okay.’


    Jacqueline got on her knees beside me and took the condom from Donald.  ‘Are you ready?’ she asked.


    ‘I guess so,’ I said as I tipped my head back and opened my mouth.


    She dangled the clear, used rubber above my mouth with the open end facing downwards.  The white evidence of Donald’s lust was in it, dripping down with the forces of gravity.  Jacqueline helped gravity along by pinching near the top with her left thumb and index finger and sliding them downwards.  The cum dropped out the condom and into my open mouth.  I was drinking cum out of a used condom.  This was certainly a day for firsts.


    She got all the male love juice out of the sheath and most of it ended up in my mouth.  A little bit landed on the urine soaked T shirt covering my left breast.  Jacqueline threw the condom aside and put her head down to my breast and started licking the spunk from it.  She was getting her own piss in her mouth.


    She brought her head up and instructed me to kiss her.


    I leaned over to her and we kissed on the lips.  I passed the spunk to her and she took it while we rubbed our tongues together.  It was a very sexy moment.


    Her hands held me and I could feel her tenderly groping my right urine soaked breast with her left hand.


    I put one hand on her back and the right squarely on her left breast.  I had a bit of a grope of my own.


    We both swallowed what we had in our slutty little mouths.  I think she got the majority of it.


    Donald said, ‘Why don’t you two eat each other out now.  You obviously like each other.  More than I ever suspected.’


    ‘Stop,’ I said with a giggle.  ‘It’s not like that.’


    ‘I don’t know,’ he said.  ‘I’m seeing some real chemistry here going on between you two.  The way you’re holding each other is kind of properly gay.’


    Jacqueline turned to me and said, ‘Don’t listen to him.  He’s just teasing you by calling you a lesbian.’


    I said quietly to her so only she could hear, ‘That’s okay.  I think I do like you.’


    She didn’t react.  Maybe she didn’t hear me.


    She said, ‘You eat me first.  Then I’ll eat you.  Okay?’


    ‘I’m here to serve,’ I said.


    She let go of me and I let go of her.  Jacqueline changed position from being on her knees to sitting with her back against the sofa.  She pulled up her skirt to be around her waist to get it out the way.  Then she spread her legs wide open to display her cunt and the white cotton panties that were still skewed to the left of her delicate hole.


    I laid myself face down in front of her.  ‘I just lick it?’ I asked to stall for time.  I’d never done this before.  It was okay for a guy to lick a girl’s private anatomy.  That was normal.  It was not normal for a girl to lick another girl down there unless she was gay.  I wasn’t gay.  Was I gay?  Bisexual at least.  I definitely liked men.  That wasn’t an illusion.  I authentically enjoyed cock and the men who were attached to them.  Did I like women though?  It wasn’t an absurd idea.  So why hadn’t I ever thought of other women in this way before?  Why had I never experienced longing for the touch of a woman?  If I was bisexual all this time then why hadn’t I ever found myself masturbating about girls?  Surely in all these years I would have slipped up once or twice and ended up having naughty thoughts about a person from the inappropriate gender.  Was I that good at hiding that awkward, unwanted truth about myself that it’s taken until now to confront it?


    Jacqueline said, ‘It’s not rocket science.  You just stick your tongue out and lick it.  It’s okay.  Take your time.  There’s no rush.  Don’t be nervous.  Just do it.’


    I tipped my nose right up to her clit and put my tongue out.  I gingerly touched her clit with the very end of my tongue.  It felt so wrong but I could feel my own pussy shiver with pleasure.  I was enjoying this on at least some level.  I had to face facts.  I was just a pervert.  I wasn’t gay.  I was just thrilled at doing something wrong.  Licking out a girl was wrong.  Oh so wrong.  Therefore it was exciting.  


    I lapped at her cunt.  I licked all around her labia and I sucked on her clit between licking sessions.  She moaned loudly.


    I felt a finger on my bum.  More specifically on my butthole.  It pressed in and sunk inwards.  My arse was being violated.  I stopped licking Jacqueline’s cunt and looked back to see Donald playing with my arse.  He had a new condom on his dick.  He said, ‘Get on your knees doggy-style.  I’m going to fuck you anally while you eat Jackie.’


    ‘What, now?’ I asked.


    ‘No time like the present.’  His finger withdrew from my anal cavity and his hands clamped around my hips.  He pulled me up.  I got onto my knees while still looking back at him.  ‘Keep eating her,’ he instructed.  ‘Don’t worry.  I’m lubed up.  I’m not going to hurt you.’


    Soon enough I had a big cock up my arse.  That was another new experience.  My anal virginity was suddenly taken from me.  I’m not sure how I felt about that.  It wasn’t as good as being pissed on.  I never thought I’d live to say those words.


    He gently rocked his dick in and out my arse.  It was okay I suppose.  Frankly I’d have preferred it if he’d just fucked me in the vagina.  There was a perfectly good pussy sitting there unused.  It was an orifice deliberately designed for taking a dick; and for the giving and receiving of sexual pleasure.  The anus and rectum were not so specifically designed for that task.  To me it was a poor man’s vagina.  Not my favourite fuck hole.  That’s not to say it was unpleasant or without its uses.  It was dirtier, so psychologically there was more going on if you used it during fucking.


    I put my face back in her cunt and I lapped at her pussy with more vigour.


    Neil stood beside Jacqueline and put his dick in her face.  She had her hands on my head.  She let go of my hair with her right hand and used it to grip his erection.  She started to suck on it while holding it in place.  We must have been quite the perverse sight.  There was me on my knees doggy-style getting fucked anally while I ate another girl’s pussy.  While that other girl sucked the dick of a second guy.


    Eventually my oral manipulations of her love-box made her come.  She made a lot of noise as she came and she rather painfully gripped my hair with her left hand.


    After that Donald pulled his dick out my arse.  It felt good to get it unblocked.  He pulled off the condom and put his cock in my face.  I sucked on it while still in the doggy position.  As I locked my lips around his cock, and poorly attempted to deep throat it, Jacqueline crawled around to be behind me.  She put her mouth on my cunt and started licking.  It felt wonderful.  She had a good tongue in her head.  She even licked up to my arse and around it.  She put her tongue in my anus.  She said, ‘Have you ever been rimmed before?’


    I said, ‘Yes.  But never by a girl.’  My first boyfriend never stuck anything in my arse but he did rim it a few times, and I rimmed him.


    Licking at the back.


    Sucking at the front.


    It was all go.


    Neil stood stroking his dick as he watched us.


    A minute later I had an orgasm at the mouth of another woman.  I came as she licked away at my clit.


    Jacqueline took her mouth out of my snatch and said, ‘Sasha, could you do me a favour?’


    ‘Anything,’ I said as I took the dick out of my mouth.


    ‘Would you piss on me?’


    It was an unusual request but it was an unusual day.  So instead of declining I said, ‘Of course.  If you want me to?’


    She sat on the spot and I got up and stood over her.  I asked if I was to just piss on her right here as she sat.  She nodded.  She unbuttoned the denim jacket and the satin orange blouse to reveal her white bra cups.  ‘Piss on my tits.  And on my face.  And on my cunt.’


    After all the tea I’d been drinking I had some water in my bladder to give her.  I let my inhibitions go and found myself going to the toilet in my own living room with a woman underneath me.  Well she pissed on me earlier so she was getting her just deserts.  My urethra let out a flow of piss.  The warm water hit her on the chest.  I held it there for a moment to soak her bra.  Then I travelled upwards to her face.  She had her mouth and eyes closed as I pissed on her cheeks and lips.  My stream tailed off so I didn’t have the chance to piss on her vagina.  She opened her eyes and looked up at me and grinned.  ‘You’re such a pervert,’ she said.


    ‘You asked me,’ I said defensively.  My thong and leggings had taken some dribbles from my own pissing.


    ‘No, it’s great.  It’s one of my major fantasies to have the girl next door piss on me.  That was amazing.’


    I didn’t say anything about her pissing on me without permission.  It didn’t seem like the right time.


    Neil walked up to us, still stroking his dick, and asked Jacqueline, ‘Can I piss on you?’


    ‘Sure.  Why not?’


    He held his erection and I watched as he pissed his warm jet onto her pussy.  For some reason I put my fingers in the way of the stream, midway down, and enjoyed the warm spray on my fingers.  I withdrew my hand and he moved up to piss on her tits.  His urination ended.


    I turned to Donald and asked, ‘Do you want to piss?’


    ‘I suppose so,’ he said.  ‘Can I piss on you?’


    ‘Please,’ I said.  ‘It would be my pleasure.’  I sat on the floor and I pulled my thong and leopard leggings down to my ankles.  I held my legs as wide open as I could and stroked my pussy while he stood over me.  Jacqueline came over and sat behind me.  Her wet breasts were against my T shirt covered back.  She put her arms around me so her left hand was on my left breast, while her right hand was on my cunt.  She took over masturbating me.  I put my hands on her knees and felt her beautiful, bare legs.


    Donald pissed on my face.  Bizarrely I opened my mouth.  I let in as much as I could before I had to close it as it was overflowing.  I spat it out onto my breasts.  It didn’t have much of a taste.  It wasn’t nice but it wasn’t terrible.  His piss drifted down to my neck, my breasts, my stomach and onto my crotch.  Jacqueline’s hand stopped playing with me and moved aside to let the water hit my cunt.  His stream died.  Jacqueline’s hand was back and playing with me again as soon as possible.


    For a moment I had another person’s piss in my mouth.  What a strange turn of events.  I think it was fair to say I earned that extra thousand on top of the fridge.


    I felt another orgasm coming over me.  ‘Keep touching it Jackie.  I think I’m going to come.’


    She doubled her pace on my clit and her fingers pushed me through the barrier into an orgasm.


    We then paired off with different partners.  I kicked off my shoes, leggings and thong and took Neil into my bedroom.  He fucked me in my bed.  He was wearing a condom.  Jacqueline took Donald into her bedroom and fucked him in her bed.  I don’t know if they used a condom.


    Neil and me didn’t say anything to each other.  There was no need for words.  We both knew why we were there.  To fuck.  So we did.  Neil slipped his cock up me and we got to work.


    It seemed our two couplings were competing to see who could make the most noise.  Headboard slamming and sexual groans of pleasure mingled throughout the flat as we both rode their dicks to ecstasy.


    Neil came inside my cunt.  Again I drank the white, sticky fluid from the rubber.  I swallowed it without any prompting from Neil.  I just took the initiative and pulled the condom off his dick.  I let the ejaculate drip down the inside of the rubber and into my open mouth.


    It was a wild day of debauchery.


     


     


    After showering Donald left without saying anything about the money on the fridge.  It was implied without verbal confirmation that I’d earned it.


    

    


    
  


  
    Masturbating In Front of Jacqueline


     


    After those adventures it was obvious what I had to do next.  I had to sleep with Jacqueline.  Not only was I ‘into her’, but it would also answer some questions about my overall sexuality.  That was a deeply abnormal situation that screwed up my sense of what was right and wrong.  I got carried away with the perversity of it all.  So I needed to know how I would react under more conventional, less peer pressured circumstances.  Would I still be able to lick her cunt without an audience of boys?  Or would it now be a step too far?


    The next day in the kitchen I asked her how she felt about us being more than just flatmates.  ‘I’ve never thought of myself as a gay person.  It never even occurred to me that I might be.  It just wasn’t on the cards.  It just wasn’t me.  Or so I thought.  But now I’m not so sure.  Not only did I not dislike touching you and having you touching me, but I kind of liked it.  A lot.  I think I felt something for you.  In my mind.  Like romantic feelings.  And I felt more pleasure when you played with me than when the guys did.  You felt better to the touch.  When you pissed on me, it was something else.  I mean I was shocked but intrigued.  What made you do that?  You must have expected me to be displeased at the very least.’


    Jacqueline said, ‘I just figured why not.  I wanted to.  You were there.  As I said yesterday, one of my all time biggest sexual fantasies is pissing on the girl next door.  I piss on her.  She pisses on me.  We eat each other out.  You’ve been my girl next door fantasy ever since we moved in together.’


    Had she ever masturbated about me?  That was kind of hot to imagine her lying between the bedcovers with her fingers on either side of her labia holding her cunt open while the middle finger on her other hand was sawing up and down on her clit.  She was doing this while thinking about me.  My mere existence in the next room was turning her on.  She was there rubbing away in private at her little pleasure centre while imagining me eating her out.  Or maybe she was imagining urinating on me.  That was a sexually exciting thought.  ‘Really?  I’m your fantasy?’ I asked.


    ‘You’re pure.  You know.  You’re not particularly sexually active.  You have a long distance boyfriend you’ve been faithful to up until now.  You’re demure.  Pretty but a little on the frigid side.  A nice person.  The girl next door.  A good girl.  So I’ve always wanted to corrupt you.  I’ve kinky fantasies about tying you to the bed and making you eat my pussy.  I sit on your face and you have to lick it even though you don’t want to.  Things like that.  Frankly I’ve wanted to piss on you since the first day we met.  So I took advantage of my one and only chance.  I did it.  And unless I’m totally misreading the situation, I think you enjoyed it.  Didn’t you?’


    ‘Maybe a little bit,’ I conceded.


    ‘You didn’t react like I expected you to.  Instead of getting indignant and calling me repugnant, you just took it.  You stayed down on the floor and kept fucking Donald’s dick.  That was so hot the way you just didn’t react.  Like it was nothing.  Like this wasn’t out of the ordinary.  I had an orgasm on Neil’s cock a minute later as it turned me on so much.  You were so cute in your leopard skin leggings, taking a dick while I pissed on you from above.  It’s going to be one of the great, defining sexual images of my life.  I’ll be masturbating over that for a long time to come.’


    I went red with bashfulness.  She asked, ‘Am I embarrassing you?’


    ‘It’s all this sex talk.  Having it all out in the open.  I’m just not used to it.  We’ve fucked in front of each other.  We’ve made penises ejaculate together.  We’ve eaten cum together.  We’ve kissed each other.  We’ve licked each other’s private parts.  And now we’re talking about your private masturbation fantasies about me.  It’s all a bit much.’


    ‘It’s just sex.  We all do it.  What’s the big deal?  Why the massive hang-up?’


    ‘It’s just not the done thing to talk about it like this.’


    ‘You’re so bourgeois.  Who cares about the “done” thing?’


    ‘Obviously you don’t.’


    She said, ‘I like sex.  I do sex.  I don’t care if everyone knows.  And I like talking about sex.  Can I ask you something intimate?’


    ‘Can I stop you?’


    ‘What do you masturbate about?’


    ‘Who says I masturbate?’


    She looked at me with a profound scepticism.  It was a ludicrous thing for me to say.  Of course I masturbated since my boyfriend was nowhere to be seen.  ‘Okay.  I might rub it a little bit from time to time.’


    ‘A little bit?  Come on.  You’ve got a fully working adult pussy and you’re not using it as often as possible.  What a waste.’


    ‘Okay.  I masturbate quite a bit.’


    ‘Of course you do.  Do you have a dildo?’


    With embarrassment I nodded my head.


    She said, ‘You know what would turn me on?  To see you demonstrating how you masturbate.’


    ‘In front of you?’ I asked.


    ‘We can go into your room and I’ll sit in the corner.  Just pretend I’m not there.  No, even better.  Narrate the thoughts in your head.  Tell me your fantasy.  Who are you fucking?  How are you fucking?  What is he doing to you?  Where are his hands?’


    ‘No.  I can’t do that.’


    ‘Why not?  Who says you can’t flick your bean in front of your bisexual flatmate?  I’ve already seen it and tasted it.  For me your cunt is not an unexplored area of your body.’


    ‘But if there’s no guys about it will be authentically gay if it’s just the two of us.’


    ‘What’s so wrong with being gay?’


    ‘I don’t want to be turned into a homo.  It’s not the socially accepted way of doing things.  There’s a lot of social stigmatisation I’m not sure I can handle if I was gay.  It’s all too new to me.’


    ‘It’s just between us.  And you’re not gay.  You’re bisexual at most.  You can hide the gay part behind the straight part.  Very few people will ever need to know.  Out of curiosity, what are you going to tell your boyfriend about what happened?  Are you going to tell him you’re now bisexual?’


    ‘Am I bisexual?  I might not be.  I don’t know what I’m going to say to him.  What can I say?  I think saying nothing is the best policy.  A total blackout of information.  As far as he’s concerned nothing happened.  If he visits we’ll just have to act normal around him.’


    ‘That’s a big secret you’re going to be keeping from him.’


    ‘It’s just the way it is.  It’s not by choice.’


    She said, ‘Sasha, show me your pussy as you masturbate it.’


    Without further thought I stood up and walked into my bedroom.  She followed me in.  I opened my middle clothes drawer and pulled out my vibrator from between the folds of a pair of jeans.  It was eight inches of smooth, pink plastic.  I closed the drawer and took my T shirt, trousers and panties off, leaving only my white bra and pink socks on.  I folded my clothes neatly on the bed beside the vibrator and I sat next to them.  My legs were wide open to allow a good view of my privates.  Jacqueline stood at the end of the bed and looked down at my pussy.  ‘Is this how you do it?’ she asked.


    I nodded.


    ‘You take off your clothes and neatly fold them away?’


    ‘Yeah.  Why?  Is there something odd about that?’


    ‘No.  It just seems a little antiseptic.’


    ‘I’m just being practical.  I’m sorry if my lack of mess doesn’t show a lot of fun, carefree character.’


    ‘You’re right.  I’m judging you for something stupid.  It’s in keeping with your neat personality.  Pretend I didn’t say anything.’  She pulled the chair out from the vanity and sat on it at the end of the bed.  She sat back and stared right at me.  ‘Go on.  Show me your body and tell me your thoughts.’


    I caressed my breasts through my bra and worked my hands over my curves, stomach and my inner thighs.  I didn’t touch my pussy for about a minute.


    I was supposed to be narrating my naughty thoughts.  Jacqueline didn’t say anything about my silence.


    My right hand drifted down to my pussy.  The index and middle finger explored my hole, the labia around it and then the clit that sat above it all.  Using just my middle finger I started rubbing my clit with a moderate amount of pressure at an average pace.


    I closed my eyes to help feel the pleasure.


    ‘Tell me what you’re thinking Sasha.’


    ‘I’m imagining my boyfriend licking me down there.  He’s working my cunt hole with his fingers.  And his tongue is flicking on my clit.’  I opened my eyes and looked for the vibrator.  I picked it up and turned it on.  It made that sexy buzzing hum of escaping energy being converted into sound.  I remembered my physics teacher telling the class that ‘in a perfect world’ there would be no sound as it represented wasted electricity.  


    I closed my eyes and inserted the vibrator all the way into my dripping cunt.


    ‘Tell me what you’re thinking,’ demanded Jacqueline.


    My eyes opened and I informed her that I was thinking about my physics teacher from high school.


    ‘Was he sexy?’


    ‘No.  He was old and bald.  He taught us that kinetic energy escapes by turning into sound and heat.  He used the phrase “in a perfect world” and the other kids sniggered as though he was saying something stupid.’


    ‘I don’t think you masturbate right.  You do understand that most people think of sexy thoughts at this time?’


    ‘Sorry.  I got distracted.’  I closed my eyes again.  ‘There’s nothing much to say.  It’s just my boyfriend licking at me.  He’s eating me.  Now he’s on top of me.  His weight is on me and he’s fucking me.  His dick is in me.  I’m wearing a really pretty, expensive ball gown and gloves.  I’ve got all this jewellery on me.  Now we’re at the opera.  We’re fucking in a private box and we’re surrounded by people.  We’re trying to be quiet but we suspect people know what’s happening.  He’s fucking me and my long, floor length skirt’s pulled up at the front so he can fuck my cunt.’  I pumped the vibrator furiously in and out of my tunnel.  ‘We change positions.  I’m on top of him with my skirt billowing around him.  He’s lying face up.  I’m crouching over him, facing away, and I’m now sitting down on his erect shaft.  I’m taking it anally.  My head is above the balcony wall and it’s bobbing up and down as I fuck his cock.  It’s up my ass and I’m fucking it.  People are watching me.  I’m looking them straight in the eye.  My gloved hands are on the balcony wall and I give them all the middle finger.’


    ‘Do you normally fantasise about anal sex?’


    My eyes opened and I looked at her as I continued pumping the plastic cock in and out of my girly private parts.  ‘No.  Never.  I’m not into anal things.  Maybe I’ve thought about it a few times.  I guess I do.  Now I think about it I have masturbated about anal sex once or twice.’  I closed my eyes again and continued my fantasy.  ‘He’s now standing and I’m sucking him off.  The people down below are scandalised but the show is still going on.  Some people walk out in disgust at our behaviour.  We’ve ruined the show for everyone.  But I don’t care.  I’m too busy chomping down on my boyfriend’s big dick.  His cock is pressed up against the back of my throat.  I’m gagging on it as I try to take as much in my mouth as possible.’  As I pumped away with the vibrator in my right hand, my left hand started to play with my clitoris.  ‘He comes in my mouth and I’ve got a load of it on my tongue.  Some drips out the side of my mouth and lands on my expensive dress.  He tells me to swallow it.  I don’t want to.  I shake my head.  It’s too dirty.  He slaps me on the cheek and says, “Do what your told slut.”  I don’t argue and I swallow it down my throat.’


    ‘Why the slap?’ she asked.


    ‘I don’t know.  I like to be made to do things I don’t necessarily want to do.  Dirty things that are shameful.’


    ‘Interesting.  You might have a bit of a submissive side.’  I opened my eyes to look at her.  She continued.  ‘That would explain why you were so calm and accepting of my piss when I peed on you without any warning.  You probably totally got off on that.’


    I continued fucking myself as I said, ‘I don’t know how I felt about that.  I was so shocked at the time.  And then once it stopped raining down on me it seemed pointless saying anything.  It took me a second or two to work out how I felt about it.  I still don’t know what it all means.  But yeah.  I did like it.  I liked being used as a toilet.  That’s so bad.  So slutty.  Beyond slutty.  Very kinky.  I’m kinky.  And you’re kinky for doing it.’


    ‘I like being kinky,’ she said as she leaned forward in her chair.  ‘Would you object to me licking your vagina?’


    I pulled the vibrator from my cunt and switched it off.  ‘Please Jackie.  I want you in my bed.’


    ‘I know you do.  You’re so gay for pussy it’s shameful.’


    She got off the chair and kneeled on the end of the bed with her face buried in my snatch.  She started licking at it.  I tried to keep masturbating but she knocked my hand away.  ‘Don’t be so greedy Sasha.  I’ll give you an orgasm.  Don’t you worry.’


    This was a promise she kept.  She gave me two orgasms in a row from oral stimulation.  When I finished coming for the second time she asked if I enjoyed that.  ‘Yes.  Very much.  Thank you.’


    ‘Well you can return the favour,’ she said as she wiped some excess cunt juice from her chin.  ‘Swap places and eat me.’


    This I readily did.  I licked and sucked on her cunt with an enthusiasm that surprised even myself.  I knew I liked girls sexually now, but to this extent was surprising.


    After she came we rubbed our pussies together on my bed in the scissor sister position for some clit on clit stimulation.  We were having full-on, unambiguous gay sex.  After this there was no room for doubt about what way I swung.  Both ways.  This lesbianism was definitely something I wanted to do again and again.  With Jacqueline if possible.  Feelings of tenderness were developing.  The craziest thought entered my head and I couldn’t just dismiss it as stupid.  Did I love her?  Was this tenderness a form of love for her?


    Fuck it.  I blurted it out as we passionately rubbed our cunts together, ‘I love you Jackie.’


    Without missing a beat she returned my words.  ‘I love you Sasha.’


    We rubbed away at each other’s bodies in various positions until we were past the point of exhaustion from our lovemaking.


    After our last orgasms she held me in her arms.  She was sitting against the headboard with my pillow behind her.  I was lying against her, facing away from her.  My head was slightly lower so she’d be talking into my hair if she leaned her head forward.  The sweat glistened on our tired feminine bodies.  We stayed silent in this embrace for as long as we could.  It was obvious I could never go back to my boyfriend.  He was from before The Event.  I was no longer the same girl.  I was now a bisexual slut with a thirst for perversion.  The so-called good girl next door was long gone.


    Eventually I spoke.  I had to know.  Even if it ruined everything.  I asked, ‘Are we girlfriends now?’  There was no immediate answer.  I said, ‘It wasn’t just sex.  Was it?  We feel things for each other.  Romantic things.  I’d like to be your girlfriend.  If that’s possible?’


    There was a terrifying pause before she squeezed me tighter and said into my raven hair, ‘Yes Sasha.  You’re my girlfriend.’


    I turned to look up at her and we kissed on the lips.


    My girlfriend.  I had a girlfriend.


    She then took me into the bathroom and peed on me.


    

    


    
  


  
    Spellbound Into Further Prostitution


     


    I met Neil in the student refectory.  We both blushed in embarrassment.  It was the first time we’d seen each other since that day of debauchery.  ‘Let’s not be silly,’ I said.  ‘It happened.  We can still look each other in the face.  No one’s exactly innocent here.  So we sinners might as well sit together.’


    We sat and picked away at our lunches as we talked.  He said, ‘I re-watched Spellbound.  Or at least I tried to.  It’s been years since I last watched it as a kid.  It was very creaky, and the plot was silly and melodramatic.  Just a load of dated, turgid rubbish.  I gave up at about the halfway point.  I skipped forward to the dream sequence.  As I said: not bad but a bit over the top.  Gregory Peck’s verbal recitation of the dream was okay, but the overdesigned sets made it unrealistic as an example of what real dreams look like.’


    ‘Can I segue from dreams to fantasies?  What is your big fantasy?  Sexually speaking.  What is it that you personally find most exciting?’


    ‘Are you asking for a reason?’


    ‘Not really.  It’s just Jacqueline revealed her biggest pervy thrill was to release her full bladder over the girl next door.  Said girl next door happened to be me.  So I’m curious what your fantasy is.’


    ‘I don’t know if I’d want to discuss it here in public.  What’s yours?’


    ‘My big fantasy?  A few days ago I’d never answer a question like that.  But if I did, I’d have said something hopelessly girly.  Like making love on my wedding day to my husband while wearing my wedding dress.’


    ‘That is very girly,’ he agreed.


    ‘Now I don’t know.  Jacqueline got to live out her fantasy.  And I think I did too.  Partner swapping at an orgy and having people piss on me.  And having sex for money.  And lesbian sex.  After all that there’s not much left in the spank bank that hasn’t been done.’


    ‘Do women use that phrase?’


    ‘What, “spank bank”?  Why not?  It’s accurate enough.  I spank my cunt.  I’ve never used the phrase before but it doesn’t seem to be overly male specific.’


    ‘So what have you been masturbating over since that day?’ he asked.


    ‘Girls.  Or more specifically I’ve been wanking my pussy over Jacqueline.’  Bashfully I said, ‘We’re a couple now.’


    ‘Really?  You and Jackie?  You’re going gay?  We turned you into a dyke?’


    ‘I don’t know if you turned me into one.  I assume I was always a bit gay.  You guys just brought it out into the open after being hidden so well for so long.  It’s kind of embarrassing.  I’m not coming out to anyone.  Certainly not to my parents.  I can’t even begin to imagine how they’ll react.  Only the four of us know.  That’s it.  So don’t tell anyone.  If I need to come out and announce I’m in a relationship with a girl I want to do it myself.  I don’t want rumours and stuff.  I would like to at least control who knows what to some extent.  Okay?’


    ‘Hey, my lips are sealed.’


    ‘So Jacqueline’s dating her fantasy good girl next door.  And I’m apparently dating my fantasy girlfriend.  I’ve done a foursome and all that so I’m kind of out of new kinky ideas.  I think my fantasy is to just date Jacqueline.  That’s kinky enough as it is.  Plus she’s still using me as a toilet at every opportunity.  And of course I’m pissing on her.  What’s your fantasy?’


    He thought for a moment.  ‘You know what I’d like.  I’d like to fuck you again.  I’d love to do a threesome with you and Jackie.’


    I didn’t say anything to that.


    He added, ‘Can you imagine the two of you little gay bitches down at my dick taking turns to suck on it?  Sucking to get the cum out of it.  And when it finally does explode, you two cum swap it between yourselves.  Your gay tongues swirling the white cream between your mouths.  And then me fucking your girlfriend in her pussy while you put your fingers up my arsehole.  Can you imagine that?’


    I cleared my throat and said, ‘I can imagine it for one thousand.’  Neil had some money but he wasn’t loaded like Donald so I doubted I could gouge him for more than that.


    He took a second before saying, ‘Is that a serious offer?’


    ‘I don’t know about Jackie.  She’d have to negotiate her own price.  I’m not her pimp.  But I would be willing to do group oral and vaginal penetration for one thousand.  Not anal though.  I’ll stick something up your butt if that’s what you’d like, but my anus remains off limits.’


    ‘Do you think Jacqueline would be willing to do this?’


    ‘I expect she’s like me and she’ll want to keep sleeping with men.  As a highly sexed bisexual girl I can’t expect her to be faithful to me for long.  So she’s bound to sleep around on me with men anyway.  The one thing I can’t give her is a dick.  So why shouldn’t we sleep with the same guy in the same bed?  And if it helps me pay off my student debts then why not?’


    ‘Jackie and Sasha.  Now that’s a couple with some very interesting ideas.’


    

    


    
  


  
    Threesome with the Bisexual Bitches


     


    Jacqueline was keen to sleep with Neil.  Jacqueline had no issues with that.  What she didn’t like was the idea that I was worth more as a prostitute.  So she insisted on one thousand as well to match my fee.  He couldn’t afford to pay that much for a threesome.  He also didn’t think she was worth as much as that.  I was, at least prior to this, not a slut so my market value was higher.  Jacqueline, as someone who was ‘easy’, was only worth three hundred in his opinion.


    She wasn’t happy but conceded that for her the money was not important.  It was the sexual experience she was after.


    Somehow he scraped together the steep entry price and went on the ride.


     


     


    We did it as described in his fantasy.  In Jacqueline’s bedroom we stripped off until the three of us were completely naked.  Jacqueline and I got on our knees and started to suck him off.  His big erection was put out there in the space between Jacqueline and me.  We took turns sucking on it.  We sucked, kissed and licked the head, the shaft and the balls.  Sometimes one of us would sit back and watch as the other performed her oral magic upon his member.


    We also put on a bit of a lesbian show for his benefit; and because we liked it.  We intermittently kissed and touched tongues.  Our hands weren’t on his dick.  She had one hand on his knee and the other on my pussy.  She was rubbing my clit while she sucked his penis.  One of my hands was on her cunt and the other on her knee.  Both hands felt good on her flesh.


    Sometimes we both licked his dick at the same time.  He particularly liked the visual look of the two of us synchronised as we went up and down either side of his cock with our mouths clamped against his shaft.


    Jacqueline was the one to have the talent for dick sucking to finally make his balls explode.  We edged him for a long time before she furiously sucked on the end of his penis to make him come.  Come he did.  He ejaculated his sticky, white load right into my girlfriend’s mouth.


    She indicated for me to come closer and kiss her.  I opened my mouth and she kissed me on the lips.  The male love juice passed from her tongue onto mine.  We French kissed for what seemed like a minute, but was probably only fifteen seconds.  We broke the kiss.  I indicated for her to kiss me again.  She leaned in and I passed the cum back to her.  We passed it backwards and forwards a few times before we both swallowed.


    ‘That was totally hot,’ said Neil.


    ‘Did you get your money’s worth?’ asked Jacqueline.


    ‘Yeah.  Now I want to fuck you.’


    The three of us climbed into Jacqueline’s bed and we pressed our flesh together and excited each other.  To give Neil time to recover from ejaculating we had lesbian sex while he was in the bed with us.  We got into the sixty-nine position and we licked each other’s cunts out while he caressed our bodies with his hands.  I was on top and he took the opportunity to spank my arse cheeks.  I yelped the once on the first strike.  Then I didn’t make any further comment.  My silence was taken for compliance.  It wasn’t so much acceptance as more a curiosity to see where this was going.  He lightly spanked me a few times as we licked and sucked away at our pussies.


    It felt…interesting to be spanked.  It was definitely kinky.  I wouldn’t want to be hurt.  I might have been developing a submissive side but I wasn’t into pain.  Pain was just pain.  Something to be avoided.  I didn’t see the pleasurable side of agony.  A light spanking like this though was more ‘interesting’ feeling than sore.  I allowed it to continue and it may have contributed to the big orgasm I had as my girlfriend sucked away at my clitoris.  I came a good few minutes before Jacqueline.  Neil kept lightly slapping my arse as I continued to make oral love to Jacqueline’s vaginal paradise.  The hits were starting to get sore as he was hitting the same spots, but it was bearable.


    Jacqueline came and squirted a little.


    We changed positions.  Now we grinded our pussies together as we looked each other in the eyes and kissed.


    Neil tapped me on the shoulder and said, ‘Do you mind if I finish her off?’


    I didn’t break eye contact with Jacqueline as I asked, ‘Do you have a rubber on?’


    ‘Yes.’


    I said, ‘Okay.’  To Jacqueline I asked, ‘Do you want his dick in your pussy?’


    She nodded.  He was paying for it so I moved aside and he took my place.  He was on top of her.  He gave her the thing between his legs I didn’t have.  Maybe I should buy a strap-on?  


    I asked him, ‘Do you want me to put my finger in your butthole?’


    ‘Yes,’ he grunted as he fucked my flatmate and lesbian lover.


    I stuck my right index and middle finger in my mouth to wet them with saliva.  Then I inserted them inside my cunt to get some of those juices on them.  Once they were really wet I used my left hand to prise apart his butt cheeks and I put my right middle finger against the hole.  ‘Are you sure you want this?’ I asked.


    ‘Do it,’ he said.  I plunged my middle finger downwards into the hole.  His greedy hole took it.


    As they fucked I gently pulled and pushed my finger up and down inside his arse.  Then I pulled out my finger.  ‘How would you like two fingers in your butthole?’


    ‘I’d love it,’ he said after he took his tongue out of Jacqueline’s mouth.


    I reinserted the longest finger along with the new addition of the index finger.


    Their groans were building in volume and intensity.


    They fucked until he came in her cunt.  I took my fingers out from the depths of his anus.  He pulled out his dick from her hole.  I took hold of his rubber covered cock and massaged it in my hand to keep it hard.  ‘Don’t get soft on me.  We’ve still to fuck.’  Jacqueline sat up and lightly brushed her fingers over his shaft.  She then leaned in and kissed the condom.  She looked up at him and said, ‘That’s a very nice penis you’ve got.’


    ‘Thank you,’ he said.  ‘And you’ve got a wonderful vagina.’


    Once it was confirmed to my satisfaction that his dick was going to stay hard I fell between Jacqueline’s legs.  My mouth opened over her snatch and my tongue reached down.  I started licking at her clit.  Neil got off the bed and stood at the bottom of it.  My spanked arse was in the air pointed at him.  I was in the doggy position with my knees and elbows on the bed licking at Jacqueline’s cunt.  He put his feet on the bed and squatted at my behind.  He inserted his dick into my pussy.  He was still using the same condom he had worn to fuck Jacqueline.


    He fucked me.


    I came.


    Jacqueline came.


    He came.


    Jacqueline got up and pulled the condom off his dying erection.  She sat on her knees on the floor and used gravity to help slurp out the contents of the rubber.  His two ejaculations fell into her mouth.


    She was gargling with the cum when I stood right over her and relieved my bladder upon her.  My waters fell over her swan like neck and down her breasts and onto her belly.  The urine dripped past her vagina and onto her bedroom carpet.


    She herself just suddenly started pissing directly on the floor.  We made a bit of a mess.


    Neil stood back and pissed over the two of us.  He held his dick up and sprayed like a fountain over us.  We had our mouths closed while he did this.  As he was wetting us with his piss Jacqueline swallowed his two cum loads.


    We rubbed at each other’s clits as we kissed.


    

    


    
  


  
    Breaking Up with the Long Distance Boyfriend


     


    It was unfair to cheat on Tim any longer.  The call had to be made.


    He asked, ‘Why?’


    All I could think to say was that old cliché.  ‘It’s not you.  It’s me.’


    ‘That’s bullshit Sasha.  I need more than a cliché.’


    ‘I just don’t feel like I’m the same person I was before.  Things have changed.  Things are different.’


    ‘In what way?  How have you changed?’


    ‘I’m more experienced.  I don’t know how to explain it.  I don’t think I can.  All I know is: it would be unfair for me to keep stringing you along when I’m not going in the same direction anymore.  I’d be lying to you if we were to continue as before.’


    ‘What does that mean?’


    ‘Things are different.’


    ‘As you keep saying.  Don’t give me vague babble.  Just give me the truth.  It’s okay to hurt my feelings.  Tell me the reality of the situation.  I’d rather know the facts than not know the truth.’


    ‘I don’t want to hurt you.’


    ‘It’s too late for that.  Tell me.  Don’t hide behind fancy words.  Did you sleep with someone else?’


    I paused before succinctly saying, ‘Yes.’


    There was a pause from his end.


    He eventually asked, ‘Are you dating him?’


    ‘Yes.  But it’s a her.  Not a him.’


    Another pause.


    He asked, ‘Is this just a phase you’re going through?’


    ‘I don’t know.  Things happened and I suddenly found myself being attracted to another woman.  We had sex.  It’s love.  I’m sure of it.  Maybe I’ll come to my senses in a few days, but I doubt it.  I think I’m bisexual.  No.  I don’t think.  In fact I know I am.  I’m not disgusted by the thought, or the reality, of having sex with women.  I like it.  A lot.  But I still like men.  I’m certain of that.’


    ‘So it’s not a passing phase?’


    ‘I highly doubt it.’


    ‘You know if someone had told me I’d be dating a bisexual woman, I’d be all excited.  Like it would be some wild sexual adventure.  But the reality sucks.’


    ‘Which is why I’m breaking up with you.  My horizons have been broadened a lot recently.  A lot of new experiences.  I just don’t think you and me are compatible anymore.  As a couple we don’t make sense.  I’m dating a girl and I think it’s going to get serious.’


    ‘Isn’t your roommate a bit queer on the side?’ he asked.


    ‘You might as well know.  It’s Jacqueline Proctor I’m dating.’


    Another pause.


    He asked, ‘Did she seduce you?’


    ‘No.  I can’t explain the circumstances.  How we ended up getting together is very hard to put into words.’  Actually it was easy: at an orgy I was paid to have oral sex with her.  It was not a story I was inclined to tell everyone.  We needed to concoct a story to cover up the true beginnings of our romance.  Something like she simply seduced me one day by climbing into my bed when it was cold and we ended up kissing.  Things went a bit further and we started fondling each other.  Our passions were ignited and we ended up being gay together in my bed.  Hmm.  Still too slutty.  It was best to keep sexual contact to a minimum in any story we came up with.


    ‘I feel there’s more to this story than you’re telling me,’ he stated.


    ‘There is.  But it’s not relevant.  The point is: I’ve come out to myself as bisexual.  And I’m now in a relationship with a woman.  I don’t think you fit into my new life.  I’m simply not the same person I was before.  And as you know, long distance relationships like these rarely work.  I’m sorry.  I’m not trying to be cruel.  I’m just being honest.  Have you been with anyone else?’


    ‘No.’


    ‘I didn’t think so.’


    

    


    
  


  
    Bondage Sex for Money


     


    Donald wanted me again.  I was excited by the thought of his cock.  So I said I’d sleep with him for seven hundred and fifty for straight, normal, non-kinky sex.  He insisted on doing it without a condom.  I agreed.  He told me he wanted to tie me to my bed with my stockings and make love to me.  For a bareback bondage session I upped the price to one thousand.  He agreed to pay the price.  Jacqueline was okay with it.  We were in an open relationship as far as guys were concerned.  You want to sleep with a man?  He was fair game.  Other women were off limits.  That would be a betrayal.


     


     


    Jacqueline was at a class when Donald turned up at our flat.  He had a plain white cardboard shopping bag of underwear with him.  He watched me as I slipped on the black and white ornate bodice and pulled up the black stockings.  He helped snap the suspenders hanging off the bottom of the bodice onto the tops of the stockings.  ‘Where’s the panties?’ I asked.


    ‘You won’t be needing them today.  I’ll leave them in the bag so you can wear this stuff later.’  Obviously he was gifting the clothing to me.  He wasn’t planning to go home and wear them himself.


    He then instructed me to get rid of the bed cover and lie face up on my bed.  I got on the bed and stretched out with my cunt exposed to him.  ‘Can I go through your underwear drawer and get some tights to tie you up with?’ he asked.


    I nodded.  ‘It’s the top drawer.’


    He had a good pervy rummage through my delicates.  My vibrator was in the middle drawer so I didn’t have to worry about him finding it.  He took out one pair of black tights and one pair of tan tights.  He put them on the end of my bed.  He tied my arms to the headboard.  There was no place to tie my legs.  The black tights were on my left wrist.  The tan tights were on my right.  He used some fancy knots he must have learned from a professional source as the restraints were tight.  I couldn’t loosen them like I expected.  Once I was tied in place he went back to the top drawer and got another pair of tights.  He then stuffed a pair of black tights in my mouth to shut me up.


    He then stripped naked to show me his engorged dick.


    This bondage activity was kind of dangerous, now I thought about it.  He’d tied me up much more tightly than I expected.  There was an element of risk in allowing a man to tie me up like this.  Jacqueline wouldn’t be home until long after lunch.  Donald was a trustworthy enough person.  I was sure he had no bad intentions against me.  Still, you couldn’t help but wonder just how well you know a person when you’re suddenly at their mercies.  Don’t they say you’re more at risk of being murdered by someone you know than by a stranger?


    ‘I’ll be back in a few minutes.  I need to get something.’  He left the room.


    Was that an ominous thing he said?


    He was back a few minutes later with the white underwear bag.  From it he produced a magic wand vibrator.  ‘You’re going to enjoy this.  It’s new.  I just bought it.’  He must have popped into the kitchen and taken the scissors from the cutlery drawer to get it out the packaging.


    He plugged it into the wall socket and climbed on the bed.  He switched it on.  I could hear the buzzing sound of it.  He placed it on my naked cunt.


    Its vibrations tore into my cunt.  My clit totally whored itself like crazy for it.


    He made me orgasm.


    He put the vibrator aside and put his face in my crotch.  He began licking at my vagina.  I moaned in pleasure.  He kept licking at it.  I was coming again in no time.


    My second orgasm was harder and more intense than the first.


    Then he was on me and in me.  He slipped his dick into my slick passage with his naked dick and he was fucking me.  He kissed me on the cheeks and on the tights in my mouth.  It was kind of kinky the way he was kissing the nylon sticking out between my teeth.


    He came inside me.  He pulled his dick out and got back down between my legs.  His face was in my crotch and he started eating me again.  ‘Squeeze your pussy muscles to make the cum come out.’  I did as instructed as he continued to lap at my cunt.  He ate his own male filth from my snatch.  He swallowed it.


    He then laid down beside me and fondled my breasts with one hand.  He groped them and pinched my nipples for a bit before saying, ‘You’re a slut.’


    I couldn’t argue with that.


    He sat up and I saw his dick was hard again.  He started to masturbate it over my face.  In no time he was ejaculating his fluids on my nose and cheeks.


    He took the tights out my mouth and used his fingers to scoop up the cum.  He silently fed it to me.


    He kissed me on the lips and then untied me.


    He took the vibrator home with him.  That was a shame.  I would have to buy one of those magic wands for Jacqueline and me.  Maybe she already had one, and she just hadn’t felt the need to share it so far?  I’d have to look in her drawers and see what toys she had.


    

    


    
  


  
    Giving Up The Game


     


    I was now six thousand ahead after only three sex sessions.  That was more than enough to get me out from under the main burden of my debt.  Now I was closing down my prostitution business.  There was no need to keep going.  If I kept at it the prices would come down.  The girl next door quality that they all seemed to find so attractive would quickly wear off.  Then I would be down to sucking off random men in car parks for fifty.  That was not the life I was heading towards.  This was just a momentary blip caused by financial worries and a newly discovered kinky imagination.  By stopping just as I was starting I was protecting my reputation and keeping the demand artificially high.  I was protecting my market value as a rare object of beauty.


    It meant that if I needed money again in a rush I could sell myself and still charge those high prices.  My pussy was a scarce resource.  Maybe next year I’d be selling it again.  Maybe not.  Either way, for now, I was only using it for my own pleasure and for the pleasure of my appointed sexual partners.


    

    


    
  


  
    Pissing On Each Other in the Park


     


    There was a park that was a five minute walk from our flat.  We went there for a walk as it was a sunny day.  Jacqueline was wearing a short green dress and black tights.  I was in trousers and a T shirt.


    I asked Jacqueline how she got into watersports.  It’s not a conventional fetish so there must have been an unusual start point to her peculiar interest.  For example: I myself was introduced to the fetish by a girl who was in the room with me while I was having sex with a man below her.  It wasn’t discussed and agreed upon in advance.  She just had a sexual fantasy of pissing on me so she took advantage of this rare opportunity.  I was on the floor innocently taking a dick in my cunt for money when she stood over me and emptied her bladder.  If she’d mentioned it in advance I would of course have said no.  Without a shadow of a doubt I would have been shocked and repulsed.  Yet she did it anyway without my permission and to my great surprise I enjoyed it.  So that was my story.  What was hers?


    ‘Pee play is just something I saw in a porno once.  It was disgusting.  Which of course is the right kneejerk reaction of any sane person.  And I’m more sane than some people think.  I’m just a bit slutty.  Of course I thought peeing on other people was a terrible thing.  I switched it off in disgust.  Then a short while later it happened in another porno.  And another.  After a point I said, “Fuck it,” to myself and decided to just keep watching it anyway.  After a few films I just became desensitised to it.  It moved from being unpleasant to pleasant.  I started to enjoy watching it.  Then I started to deliberately seek out pornography featuring watersports.’


    ‘I hope you didn’t keep going and get into the more…anal based parts of the…thing.’


    ‘No.  That’s not sexy.  Pee is sexy.  I don’t know why.  It just is.  To me anyway.  It’s harmless waste.  You can drink it without any side effects.  It doesn’t have much taste.  As long as it’s watered down.  I don’t usually drink it but I have done it a few times.  I’d drink your piss and ask for more.’


    That was weirdly romantic of her to say that.  She would drink my piss.  That’s dedication.  As a reward for being so wonderful I kissed her on the cheek.  Kissing a girl in public!  I didn’t even care who saw me.


    In reference to the random kiss she asked me what that was for.  I said, ‘I thought that was romantic what you just said.  You’d drink my piss for me.  Not everyone can say that and mean it.’


    She asked me, ‘Would you drink my piss?’


    ‘Um.  Maybe.  Probably.  I guess so.  Yes.  I’d drink your piss.’  I meant it too.  Rather worryingly I was imagining her emptying her full bladder into my mouth and me swallowing with such love in my eyes.


    It was now her turn to kiss me on the cheek.  She then said, ‘You’re right.  That is romantic.’  She continued.  ‘Warm jets of piss feel great on your skin.  Getting your clothes soaked is a turn on.  The whole thing just excites my clit.  It’s extremely kinky.  It stimulates the mind in interesting ways as it’s so dirty and perverted.  Only perverts could possibly find pissing on other people, and being pissed on in turn, sexy.  And I do.  I love it.  I don’t find it disgusting at all, but it’s still maintained its aura of total and complete wrongness.  It’s very taboo.  I suppose the reason it’s sexy is because it comes out of the genitals.  So it’s a part of that whole sexual area.  If we pissed out our feet, it probably wouldn’t be of any great interest to me.  I don’t have a foot fetish.’


    ‘But how did you get from masturbating about it to actually doing it?  That’s a big leap.’


    She said, ‘I just one day told my boyfriend that I was really getting into watersports pornography.  And I wanted to try it.  He was open-minded enough to at least look at a video with me.  He’d seen some porn like that before so it wasn’t an unknown concept to him.  He said he was willing to try it.  As the person who suggested it I went first.  I got in the bath and he pissed on me.  Not in my mouth.  This was just an experiment to see how it felt.  And it felt great.  So he got in the tub and I tinkled on him.  He liked it as well.  After that we were peeing on each other all the time.  But what I really enjoy the most is pissing in another girl’s mouth.’


    She stopping walking and glanced around us.  ‘What is it?’ I asked.


    ‘I’m just checking to see how much privacy we have.  You want to do something really kinky?  Let me piss on you in public.  In your mouth.’


    ‘Out here?’ I said as I looked around.  People were in the distance.  It wouldn’t be obvious what we were doing but still, pissing in public?  ‘You can’t be serious?’


    ‘It’ll be fun.  We’re only five minutes away from the flat.  When we walk back it will just look like you’ve been soaked with water.  If we meet someone on the way we’ll just say someone threw a water balloon at you.  No one will suspect you’re covered in urine.’


    ‘I know I’ve tasted piss before when we’ve kissed and all that, but a whole stream in my mouth.  It’s too much.  It’s too…’


    ‘What?  I thought you liked pee?’


    ‘I do.  It’s arousing.  It’s just a big step up to doing it directly into my mouth.  And do you expect me to swallow it?’


    ‘Of course.  Didn’t you just say you would drink my piss?  That was so romantic.  I want you to share this romantic moment with me.  I want to piss in your mouth.  Out here in the park.’


    ‘Well okay.  But only if you let me piss in your mouth first.’


    ‘Okay,’ she said after only a slight hesitation.


    We walked off the path and over the dry grass to be under a tree.  People were still in sight but they were busy doing other things.  We were at a far enough distance that it would be very ambiguous as to what we were doing.  It would look odd, but who would interpret it as two women drinking urine out of each other’s bladders?  At worst it would look like two lesbians performing oral.  At best like one of us was tying her shoelaces.


    Jacqueline got down on one knee and looked up at me.  ‘Are you ready?’ she asked.


    ‘I’m ready.’  We were always drinking bottles of water so we were often in a state of urinary readiness.  As the relationship developed I’m sure our piss playing games would dial right back to once a fortnight in bed.  Until then we were always up for some dirty activity with our urethras.


    I unbuttoned my trousers and pulled them down just far enough to show my red lace knickers.  She pushed them aside to expose my cunt.  I looked around.  No one was paying us any attention.  I looked down at her.  Her mouth was open.  I let my bladder empty itself.  The water fell out of my body, past her hands holding my panties aside and into her slutty mouth.  I was literally pissing into her mouth.  It overflowed but I kept going.  She swallowed as fast as she could but I kept pissing.  The overflow covered her green dress.  She had more than enough in her mouth.  I wanted to get her tights dirty.  I moved my body to aim my cascading piss stream at her legs.  I covered her nylons with the last of my piss.  Some pee got onto her right arm as she held my panties.


    She looked down at herself and took it in.  ‘I’m wet,’ she said.  That she was.  Her dress, skirt, tights, face and arm.  She was totally covered in my piss.  She then looked back up at me and said, ‘Would you like me to clean you up down there?’


    ‘Yes,’ I said with a lump in my throat.


    She leaned in and licked my pussy clean.  She licked it for a few seconds with big laps from her tongue.  It felt so good after that tinkle.  I was watching out for other people but still no one seemed interested in us.


    I tapped her on the head and said, ‘That’s enough.’  It felt good, but the longer she was in my cunt the greater the chance of our discovery.  She reluctantly removed her face from my pussy and pulled the red lace back in place.  She said, ‘Okay.  Your turn.’


    I hoisted my trousers back over my panties and buttoned them.  I sank to my knees as she rose to her full height.  I put my hands on her wet, black nylon thighs and slid my palms up under her skirt.  I hooked fingers over the waistband and tugged down the tights until they were halfway down her thighs.  Her white cotton panties were next.  My hands went back to her legs and rested on her knees.  She held her own skirt up so it was out the way.  Her naked cunt was before me.  It was now time to open my mouth and do something appalling.  ‘Open it,’ she instructed.  I did.


    I glanced out the corner of my eye at the figures in the distance.  One was standing facing us.  There was no time to back out as she started to piss on me.  Her clear water fell from her urethra and hit me on the nose.  I tilted my head further back to catch it in my mouth.  Her water landed on my tongue and in the back of my throat.  It tasted like warm water with a bit of salt in it.  Maybe a little bit like a flat beer.  It was not so bad.  I closed my lips and swallowed what I could.  The water kept flowing while my mouth was shut so I ended up getting my face and clothes splattered in her piss.


    I opened my mouth again and took the last dribble on my tongue.  I pulled my tongue in and swallowed it.


    ‘Clean me Sasha,’ she ordered.  ‘Work your slutty little tongue.’  I leaned in and lapped at her pussy.  Beads of urine caught on my tongue as I licked at her cunt.  I licked for a few seconds then looked up at her.  She informed me that we had a viewer.  ‘That guy’s watching us.’  I turned to see one man standing facing us.  So that glimpse out the corner of my eye was what I thought it was.


    Fuck.  This was embarrassing.  I went crimson all over.  Someone we didn’t know had just witnessed a girl pissing in my mouth.


    She dropped her skirt.  I helped her to hitch up her tights and panties.  ‘Let’s go,’ she said.  She held out her hand.  I took it and she helped me to my feet.  We walked away in the opposite direction of the man while still holding hands.  We were walking at a casual pace.  We weren’t hurrying.  ‘Did he see it all?’ I asked.


    ‘I don’t think so.  As far as I know he only became aware just before I started pissing on you.’


    ‘So you saw him before you were peeing?  And you went ahead with it anyway?’


    ‘You know I’m kinky.  I’m glad we had an audience.  We’ve just shown him something he’ll never forget.  He’ll be masturbating over us for years to come.’


    ‘We’re totally soaked,’ I said for no particular reason.  We had a long, shameful walk back to the flat before us.  This was not quite the right direction home so we’d have to redirect ourselves in a few minutes once we were sure the man wasn’t following us.  I looked behind me.  I didn’t see him.


    We changed direction and walked in silence for a minute.  I let go of Jacqueline’s hand and put my arm down behind her to cup her arse cheek.  She did the same to me.  ‘Now tell me that wasn’t romantic,’ she said as she squeezed my arse.


    ‘I don’t know if it was romantic, but it was exciting.  It’s the kinkiest thing I’ve ever done.  I don’t see us topping that anytime soon.  You know what we need to do now?  We need to get home so we can fuck in our wet clothes.’


     


     


    We got to the flat without anyone seeing us.  We fell upon Jacqueline’s bed and made love while still wearing our cold, pissed soaked clothes.  I got on top of her in the sixty-nine position and ripped her tights open.  I shoved the panties aside to get at her cunt.  I licked at her vagina while she unbuttoned my trousers to get at my pussy.


    

    


    
  


  
    5.  Cruel Sabrina Wants to Piss On My Face [Novella]


     


    An office worker with a fetish for stockings thinks he’s got lucky with a pretty co-worker, but events take a weird turn after she’s handcuffed him to the hotel bed.


     


    ‘Do you think Angela would want to piss on you after she sees those pictures?  Surely if she can get over the disgust she’ll be secretly turned on by what she’s seeing.  Can you imagine her pulling her tights down and crouching over your head?  Then a jet of warm piss shoots out from her p***y and hits your tongue and throat.  Tell me that’s not a sexy thought.  Maybe she’ll be kind and let you lick her p***y clean.  And she might enjoy it so much she’ll let you keep licking her p***y until she comes in your face.  And you can lick out all the cream from her p***y.’


    

    


    
  


  
    Girls in Tights


     


    I was standing before the filing system when I looked up from the file in my hand to see Sabrina.  She walked across the room to her desk in her black opaque tights, black high heels, black skirt and a tight blue sweater.  She had dark brunette hair down past her shoulders.  Fuck, she was good looking.  If ever there was a girl who needed a big dick in her it was pretty Sabrina.  Her cunt lips needed to be pushed aside and my width inserted rudely into her vaginal hole.  Girls like Sabrina made me hard and inspired feelings of excitement that only excessive masturbation could satisfy.  Of all the girls in the office it was Sabrina I fantasised about the most.  Many times I’ve ejaculated my fluid over thoughts of her.  I often pictured her on her nylon knees under my dick begging for me to spunk over her, begging to be allowed to taste my salty cum.  She was a greedy little cock-whore sucking, licking and wanking my member for the white juice she craved so much.


    Sadly reality was different.  She had never begged me for her daily dose of male protein.  Instead she was getting it from her husband.  Assuming they were still fucking.  I consoled myself with the thought that every time you see a beautiful woman, there’s a guy somewhere in the world who’s bored of fucking her.  Small comfort, but I took what I could.  It helped me overcome my non-Sabrina fucking status in life.


    Robert, like his wife Sabrina, was a senior in the company.  I worked under the husband and wife team as one of six underlings.  Not only did I lust after his hot piece of ass wife, I wanted to make him a cuckold.  I wanted to fuck her and for him to know that I, Maurice, was the one who was giving her the orgasms he couldn’t deliver.  I once saw a cuckolding porno were the ‘wife’ blew the ‘boyfriend’ in front of her submissive ‘husband’.  After the ‘boyfriend’ ejaculated his white love into her mouth, she got off her knees and spat the cum into the mouth of her ‘husband’ and commanded him to swallow it.  That sort of degradation for Robert would be ideal.  The thought of my sperm in his mouth and stomach made me a little queasy, but he definitely got the worse end of that deal.  It would be particularly funny and wrong because he was the overtly macho, rugby playing, well-built type so the enforced homosexuality of the act would be all the more humiliating.


    Anyway, who gives a fuck about Robert?  Sabrina was the one I wanted to fuck.  I had a bit of a tights and stockings fetish.  I appreciated a woman who could wear a nice pair of heels and a short skirt to show off her nylons.  Sabrina consistently delivered the goods.  Tights were part of her business uniform.  There was no memory I could recollect of her wearing trousers unless it was a dress down day.  Sabrina in jeans or a pair of three-quarter length trousers was a tragedy.  Her attractiveness plummeted several depths.  She was so plain and ordinary looking when out of tights.  They really made her look beautiful, and allowed her innate sexiness to shine through.  Any hour she wasn’t on display with tight nylons around her legs was a waste.


    Curiously she almost never wore tan tights.  It was nearly always black, opaque sixty to eighty denier tights on her legs.  I wonder if she viewed her own body like I did – with the male gaze.  Or maybe Robert had a stocking fetish and instructed her that he preferred her in black tights.  Either way, she seemed to recognise her legs were shown off at their best in tight, dark black.  The few times she wore tan she looked okay.  Just okay.  I certainly still looked at her, but somehow it wasn’t the same.  You were seeing more, and I suspect my non-fetishist male co-workers enjoyed looking at her more in the tan tights.  They wanted flesh.  I on the other hand wanted mystery.  A girl in dark, obscuring black nylons seemed to rev my motor up a few more notches than seeing clear through to her legs.


    Not that I want to suggest I didn’t take pleasure in looking at female legs in tan tights.  There was another lady in the office.  Angela was Sabrina and Robert’s boss and a bit older than them.  She was a blonde who wore trousers more often than skirts.  The few times she did wear skirts she never once chose to pair the skirt with black tights.  It was always tan.  I wondered how women decided these things.  It wasn’t all about how cold the weather was.  Why did Angela decide black didn’t suit her legs?  Was it as simple as putting them on one day and deciding it simply didn’t look right, and so forsworn them from that day onwards?  I wished it was the type of question you could ask a woman without it alerting them to your perverted interests in them.  I suspect they would love to talk about such things.  Anytime I mention clothing or jewellery they are wearing they light up.  You can feel their delight at getting to discuss such things.  Sadly as a man I have nothing more to add after the initial observation, and so I then feel their deflated disappointment as the conversation fizzles.  I can’t develop past that opening remark and they become disinterested in me once again.  Angela looked good in tan tights.  I liked looking at her.  Sadly I didn’t know how she looked in black tights as I’d never seen her wear that colour.  Without that frame of reference I can’t say for certain if she looked better in the tan, but I could say she looked good.  If Sabrina and Angela stood beside each other in tan tights, Angela would be the one I would most want to insert my dick into.  When Sabrina was in her blacks and Angela in her tans I fancied Sabrina more.  Which raises the question: did I get turned on more by the girl or by the clothes?


    I think the girl overall, but the clothes make a big impact on how attractive she looks.  Stockings on their own are useless so I needed a real woman to be wearing them.  So I couldn’t just buy a shop mannequin and put a pair of tights on it and spend days staring at it while touching my dick.  The woman inside the tights mattered.


    As personalities Angela was the easier person to get on with and to talk to.  She was an ‘open’ personality with a sense of humour that was approachable and had some depths to it.  She was capable of being a little goofy and eccentric and happy to admit to bouts of stupidity and poor taste.  Sabrina had a colder, more aloof personality.  Presumably she had always been one of the pretty girls, or at least in the top tier in any organisation or place of education.  Angela, who was pretty but with a more flawed beauty and bit more age, was maybe considered by herself, and others, to be more above average rather than top tier.  Actual sexiness had very little to do with looking perfect, but was more about the way a woman carried herself.  People of deeply flawed beauty can be a lot more sexy than those with perfect features.  Are supermodels actually sexy?  Does anyone actually masturbate to top priced models?  If someone does then that person has no imagination.


    Sabrina had a surface level of humour.  What I mean by that is: she thought she had a good sense of humour, and she would laugh often, but I thought she was laughing by default rather than because she was actually amused.  She knew a joke had been said and was laughing on cue rather than doing so spontaneously.  Also I suspected she had little capacity to laugh at herself.  I didn’t feel she would respond in anything other than a frosty manner if I suggested she was a fool.  That was my impression.


    If I was to play the Snog, Marry, Kill game I’d marry Angela, keep Sabrina as my mistress and kill Robert as my love rival.


    Frankly I needed to stick my throbbing cock in Sabrina’s wet cunt.  I watched her pull out her desk chair, pat down the skirt behind her nylon clad thighs and sit her perfect little whore arse down on the seat.  What colour of panties did she have on?  I pictured light pink cotton panties.  Maybe she was wearing lace?  I wondered if her cunt was wet because she’d been thinking about sex when in the ladies loo.  Maybe she’d slipped a finger in her snatch while sitting on the porcelain with her black tights and pink cotton panties around her ankles.


    Fuck this.


    Fuck this job.


    Fuck this life.


    Most of all, fuck Sabrina.


    I was going to be a man for once.  I hadn’t had a girlfriend in months.  I knew what I wanted.  I wanted Sabrina.  So what if she was supposedly happily married?  So what if she’d tell her husband and he’d hit me, or they’d have me fired?  So what?  I was going to go up to Sabrina to tell her how hard she made my cock.  I wasn’t dumb enough to show it to her.  The female sexual experience demanded a bit more engagement with her mind than with the flesh.  If she’d flash me she could have me, no questions asked.  A man flashing a woman could not expect such a positive outcome.  It was strange how easy it was for a man to be a perverted menace to society while a woman could do far worse and it would be considered sexy.  The male ability to be sexy was very limited.  Robert dominating on the rugby field I’m sure led to vigorous vaginal fucking with Sabrina’s cunt dripping at how manly her husband was.  I was going to go down in flames for this but I didn’t care.  I needed her to know I was sexually interested in her.


    I closed the file in my hands and placed it back in the filing range.  Sneakily I rearranged the bulge in the front of my trousers.  I tried to cool it back down to softness by thinking scary thoughts of her negative reaction to my proposition.  It didn’t take long.


    It was time to get my dick chewed off – and not in a sexy way.  I was going to ask a married woman…  What?  What exactly could I say to tempt her to stray from the husband we both worked with?  Why would she break her marriage vows and fuck a junior co-worker?  Why would she do such a thing?  There was no reason on Earth why she would.  Still, I didn’t care.  I was going to try and prise those black nylon sheaved legs apart so I could look up at her beautiful cunt.  Maybe she was as bored of fucking Robert as he was of fucking her?


    I screwed up my courage and approached her.  She was just a girl.  A person.  Nothing special.  She had the same needs, wants and desires as the rest of us.  She wanted a good fucking more or less as much as I did.  She’d chosen her mate, but what was to say she wasn’t in the market for fresh meat?


    Damn it, I wanted her and I was going to try and have her.  


    I found myself suddenly standing beside her desk.  She was looking up at me with big, grey eyes surrounded by make-up enhanced lashes and eyelids.  Fuck she made me hard.


    ‘Can I help you?’ she asked in an unfriendly way.  I didn’t say anything.  She dropped her eyes from me and turned back to her computer.  She reached for a nail file on her desk beside the mouse.


    ‘I…’  My throat went dry causing me to stop speaking.  I cleared my throat.  ‘I was wondering if you fancied a drink after work?’


    She turned and looked back up at me.  ‘A drink?’ she asked for me to clarify.


    ‘A romantic drink.  I know you and Robert are…’


    ‘Married,’ she pointed out.


    ‘Yes.  But I thought…’  I was going down just as badly as I expected.  What stupidity emboldened me enough to approach her like this?  It was only going to get worse if I didn’t ramp up the manliness and actually say what I wanted.  Enough of this ‘subtle’ pussyfooting about.  It wasn’t working.  It was time for the direct approach.  No matter how rude the truth was, she might at least respect me for being bold.  Women like bold, take-charge men.  I leaned down to be closer to her and to drop the volume of my voice.  ‘Frankly Sabrina, I’ve spent years looking at your legs and I like them.  I like the way your black nylons stretch over and around your legs.  Your legs are gorgeous.  And so are you.  You’ve been making me hard for years.  I’ve got a fetish for your tights.  They turn me on so much.  You wear tights better than any other woman.’


    She didn’t look away.  She didn’t blush.  Instead she leaned in closer and said, ‘Are you trying to flirt with me?  Or more accurately, are you trying to fuck me?’


    I should have shrunk away in fear.  Was it a trap?  If it was a trap, I was already one foot in it so why not put my other foot in as well.  ‘I want to stick my dick in you and make you feel good.  I want you to feel like a woman with a wet pussy filled with manly dick.’  Hey, I wasn’t a poet.  This wasn’t an attempt at romantic seduction.  This was about lust.  This was about sex.  Dirty sex.  I wasn’t looking for a relationship.


    Sabrina kept her eye contact as she leaned back in her chair.  ‘Are you hard right now?’


    I leaned back up to my full height and nodded.


    She glanced around the office.  No one was looking.  She put her right hand out and placed her palm upright against my crotch.  She rubbed it for a second to feel the erection behind my trousers.  Sabrina’s hand was almost touching my dick.  Just a few bits of fabric separated her hand from my genitals.  She took her hand away.  ‘Okay,’ she said.  ‘I’ll tell you what.  I’m not disinterested.  I’ll fuck you once.  And once only.  But it comes with a stipulation.’


    ‘Anything.’  I couldn’t believe my luck.  She actually said ‘yes’.  My luck was changing.


    ‘You might not like it.  There’s something kinky I’ve always want to do.  With a loved one it’s too perverse.  But with…’  She indicated me with a dismissive wave of her hand.  ‘With one time lovers I don’t think it’s too shocking to ask.’


    ‘What is it?’


    ‘If I fuck you.’  Pause.  ‘At the end.’  Another pause.  ‘Once you’ve come.’  A longer pause.  ‘I want to…’  More silence.  ‘I want to piss on your face.’


    Was I hearing this right?  Did she just say what I thought she said?  Did she confess to a desire to urinate on my face?  After taking a second to gather my thoughts I asked, ‘Why would you want to do that?’


    ‘Why not.  Because I want to.  Robert is my husband.  I’m not going to piss on my husband.  He might be the father of my children one day.  But you?  You’re desperate enough to want this pussy.  So why not get something out of it?  Something I’ve always been too afraid to ask.  It’s no skin off my nose.  You either say yes or you say no.  The thought of using a man as a toilet turns me on.  There’s no explanation.  There’s no why.  There’s no rhyme or reason.  What can I say?  It turns me on and I don’t know why.  It just does.  Human nature and its sexuality is a mysterious beast.  Some people say survival is the meaning of life.  Nonsense.  Not one of our billions of ancestors has ever survived.  Not one.  We all die.  The meaning, or purpose, of life is to reproduce.  Sex is what powers us all.  We don’t chose to like sex.  It’s not something we opt out in or out for.  Sexual desires are thrust upon us.  We have no say in the matter.  We can maybe deny those desires, but that doesn’t mean they’re not there.  And somehow in my mind I developed a kink for pissing on other people.  So are you in or are you out?’


    ‘I…don’t know.’  I really wasn’t sure.  Of course I ached to stick my dick in her vagina.  To have Sabrina suck me off while she wore black tights was probably my greatest desire in life.  Unfortunately she was extracting a high price on this happening.  To be urinated on was a condition I couldn’t just blithely agree to.  Was it possible I might actually enjoy the sensation of warm water cascading from her sexual organs onto my face?  Was that sexy?  Or was that just disgusting, as my kneejerk reaction was telling me?


    The answer came back to me in no time.  It was definitely disgusting.  No doubt about that.  Zero room for ambiguity.  Piss was not sexy.


    Yet I really wanted her pussy.  There was no need to be hasty in saying no to her stipulation.  At least it wasn’t like I was the pervert requesting the golden shower.  She was the pervert wanting to do it.  That took me off the hook.  I was an innocent bystander to her perversion.  Yes, it would make me a deviant for agreeing to participate, but I was only doing that part under duress because I wanted the normal fucking to happen.  It was a condition she was imposing upon me.  It was out of my control.  If I wanted what I most desired I had to submit to her perverted craving.  That was only fair I supposed.  I’m sure fucking me wasn’t her ultimate desire.  Someone her pretty would be slumming it by sleeping with someone like me.  I asked her, ‘Are you only interested in sleeping with me because you want to piss on me?’


    ‘Well no offence Maurice, but I think I can do better.  I could have any man I want in this office.’  She started filing the nail on her left ring finger.  What an arrogant comment.  She was so conceited.  I said, ‘Maybe you’re overselling yourself a little there.’


    ‘You think so?’ she said as she continued to file her nail.  ‘You really think Arnold or Terry would turn me down?  You honestly believe Andy and Kevin wouldn’t drop everything to eat me out?  If I asked them to, they’d do anything I said.  Anything if they could touch me all over.  All the unmarried men want to touch my pussy as much as you do.  Even the married ones, but some of them might have enough self-control to stop themselves.’


    I couldn’t say anything smart to contradict that statement.  


    She enjoyed my moment of silence.


    Eventually I said, ‘You don’t have a high opinion of men, do you?’


    She put the nail file down and shrugged.  ‘I love men.  I’m married to one.  But they’re not complicated when it comes to sex.  The reason why I’m giving you my precious pussy is because you actually had the stupid balls to ask.  And you’re desperate enough for me that you’ll actually take a load of my piss in your face.  That’s hot.  I find your pathetic demeanour to be very appealing.  It’s by far your most attractive quality.  You see I’m not going to Frank or Raymond.  They have to come running after me if they want a chance of even sniffing my panties.  If I go to them to suggest I’m sexually available then the balance of power is in their hands.  I’m all about power.  I like to be the one with the power.  And this sexy pussy gives me all the power I need over men like you and them.  I think, and this is pure intuition, they would probably let me piss on them too.  But at least I respect them enough to not just assume they’ll say yes.  There’s a small chance they would refuse to let me use them as a toilet.  Because real men who aren’t pathetic don’t let women piss on them.’


    ‘I don’t want to be pissed on either,’ I protested.


    ‘Yes, but you’ll let me anyway.  I have no doubt.  You’re weak.  I know you’ll say yes.  Because you want me, and because you have a fetish.  If you don’t let me piss on you I’ll stop wearing tights.  I’ll come into work in trousers or long skirts.  If I ever do wear a short skirt ever again, I’ll be in bare legs.  You wouldn’t like that, would you?’


    I shook my head.  What a ghastly thought: Sabrina in trousers.  I couldn’t let that happen.  She obviously liked how she looked in tights, so would she compromise her own beauty and attractiveness just to punish me?  It wasn’t a risk I wanted to take.  She was the vengeful type who would carry out her threats.


    She continued.  ‘You do understand, I don’t care if you like it or not.  I’m not pissing on you for your enjoyment.  You can squirm and hate it all you like.  If anything that just makes it all the hotter for me.  I get off on distress.  I’m going to open my most intimate floodgates on you because it’s what I want to do.  I’ve no interest in how you feel.  With Robert it’s love.  I care about his feelings.  With you…  Well it’s not love.  It’s something far more depraved.’  She pushed her chair out from her desk so I could see her legs.  Her black skirt terminated and her black nylon thighs were right there along with her sexy knees.  There was no need to take a quick glimpse before looking away.  For once I could unapologetically stare right down at them.  I took my opportunity and just outright stared at her legs.  They were so pretty.  I heard her voice say, ‘We’ll go to a hotel tonight.  We’ll fuck.  And I’ll urinate on you.  Agreed?  Yes or no?’


    Keeping my eyes on her magnificent legs I said, ‘I don’t want to be pissed on.  It’s really not my thing.’


    ‘Maurice, this isn’t a negotiation.  We do what I want or nothing happens.  I want to piss on your stupid face.’  I looked up at her.  ‘It’s the only reason I’m interested in you.  Yes or no?’  I looked back down at her legs.  She said, ‘You’re starting to annoy me.  You’ve got two seconds before I take this hot cunt over to Robert.  These legs will be in his hands again tonight instead of yours.  Imagine touching these tights.’  She moved her chair closer to the desk so her legs were out of sight underneath.  It was a great view while it lasted.  I looked up at her face.


    What could I do?  If I wanted her I had to say yes.  Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad.  People did golden showers for fun all the time.  I’m sure no one has ever died of it.  Piss is sterile.  Everyone knows that.  She wasn’t asking me to drink it.  There was no reason for any of it to get in my mouth.  How bad could it really be having a sexy girl tinkle on my face?  It was a necessary evil if I wanted to have sex with my dream girl.  Pathetically I gave in and I nodded my assent to her sick desire.


    ‘I’ll book us a room at the…’  She pointed her thumb over her shoulder in the direction of a nearby city hotel we often used for client conferences.


    I said, ‘Obviously Robert doesn’t need to know about this.’


    She said nothing to that.  Instead she said, ‘Straight after work you go to the room and wait.  Shower and make the room look good.  I’ll be an hour later.  I need to get some things.’


    ‘What things?’


    ‘Don’t ask questions,’ she said with annoyance.


    ‘I have one stipulation of my own, or the deal’s off.’


    ‘I’m not negotiating terms.  It’s my way only.’


    ‘This is easy.  It requires very little of you.  You need to wear tights or stockings.’


    ‘Well obviously.  I get it.  You’re a pervy little stocking fetishist.’


    ‘You say that with such disdain.  You’re aware you’re a fetishist as well.  Mine is at least mainstream.  There’s got to be like a million of us to every one of you.  Watersports is definitely not as socially acceptable.’


    ‘Okay.  I have no objections to wearing tights or stockings.  If it keeps you hard then I’m all for it.’


    I asked, ‘Are we really doing this?  It’s like a dream.  I can’t believe a wank fantasy of mine is coming true.’


    ‘You might not like the reality,’ she cautioned.  ‘I’m going to be drinking a lot of water as I want a long stream to hit you in the face.’


    She shooed me away.  I returned to the filing range with my head full of sexual pictures of Sabrina.  It was really going to happen.  I was going to get my hands on her legs, breasts and body.  Her nylons were going to be in my palms.  Her brunette hair would be in my face and on my chest.  I could run my fingers through her long hair.  Incredible.  If only I didn’t have to take a stream of her golden nectar in my face.  That was a step too far.  What if some got in my mouth?  What would it taste like?


    If she enjoyed pissing on me, maybe she’d want me to piss on her.  That would be kind of…interesting.  Unexpectedly the thought aroused me.  Curious.  Did that mean being pissed on was not sexy, while giving the golden shower had a certain kind of allure to it?  Very curious.


    I just hoped it wasn’t a cruel trap.  I imagined opening the door to find Robert in the hotel room ready to thump me.


    


    

  


  
    Maurice Alan Maybury Drinks Mistress X’s Piss in Kinky Bondage Scene


     


    I was strapped to the bed.  Naked.  Except for a dog collar.  My erection front and centre.  My arms and legs were stretched out towards the four corners of the bed.  My wrists and ankles shackled to the posts with handcuffs.  Sabrina had brought them with her to the hotel room.  From her large, red leather handbag she pulled out the handcuffs and threw them on the bed.  ‘Get undressed and show me your cock.  Then strap yourself into self-bondage on the bed.’  She was wearing a beige trench coat.  Underneath poked out her black nylon legs.  She stood in black four inch heels.  The red handbag was on a desk in the corner of the room.  We were standing in the space between the bed and the table.


    Nothing was said back at the office about bondage.  I’m sure I’d have remembered if she’d said anything about tying me to the bed.  Bondage was sexy but deeply scary in both thought and practice.  I was starting to think she was keeping a fully stocked cupboard of quirky, kinky perversions.  I suppose it was to be expected.  Anyone into urination for sexual thrills had to be into other ‘lesser’ perversions.  Such as bondage.  I tried to question what we were doing.  She told me to, ‘Shut the fuck up and do it.’  There didn’t seem much point arguing with her.  I was so close to seeing and feeling her pussy.  Now was not the time to pussy out.  She stood and watched me in silence as I took off my watch, socks, shirt, trousers and underwear.  I threw my items onto a chair some distance away.  The clothing landed haphazardly but I didn’t care.  I had other things taking up my attention.  She was looking right at my nakedness.  Including my fully erect cock.  The girl I most desired in the whole world was gazing upon me.  It was an enjoyable moment of sweet triumph.  Are women aroused by the male body in the same way men were aroused by the female form?  Probably not.  So I’m not sure what she was getting out of it, but I certainly enjoyed knowing a girl was looking at my engorged dick as her presence and attention aroused it.


    She seemed to snap out of a dreamy reverie and shook her head slightly to dispel a thought.  She said, ‘Get on the bed and shackle your legs to the footboard.’


    I said, ‘I’m really not into bondage.  My sexual tastes only go so far.  Until today I didn’t know my interests were so vanilla.  I’ve always thought of myself as the pervert.  You know, because of the stocking fetish.’


    ‘Stop talking to me.  No one in this room gives a fuck what you’ve got to say.  In the office you’re a non-entity.  In here you’re even less than that.  The only thing I’m interested in is your cock.  And your face when I piss on it.  So shut your mouth and put the shackles on.’


    ‘I’m just not comfortable with…’


    She groaned at the ceiling and said, ‘For fuck sake.  You either submit to me right now or we can just not bother.  I’m happy to call this off.  You want this more than me.  I’ve got someone I love I can go home to.  I’ve a warm body to cuddle up with.  Do you?’


    ‘No.’


    ‘There’s only one Sabrina and one pair of legs.  This is your one and only chance to have me.’


    ‘I’m all for kinky sexual experiences.  Don’t get me wrong.  I’m excited to get to play with a really dirty, kinky bitch.  I recognise how lucky I am.  I’m more than happy to…’


    She indicated for me to be quiet by moving her pinched thumb and index finger horizontally through the air before her.  ‘Zip it cowboy.’


    I didn’t try to keep talking.  Silently I gave in and turned to the bed.  I picked up the four pairs of manacles and pulled the bed sheet off.  I threw it on the floor.  Sabrina rolled it up as best she could and placed it out the way against the wall.  I sat my naked bum on the bed and shackled my ankles to the bed posts so my legs were spread wide.


    ‘Now the wrists,’ she commanded.


    I voluntarily cuffed my left wrist to the bedpost.  Obviously I couldn’t finish the job myself.  Wait a minute.  Did she have the keys for these?  ‘Did you bring the keys?’


    She gave me a scornful look that very efficiently communicated how stupid that question was.  She took the last handcuff from the bed and clicked it around my right wrist and then around the bedpost.


    I was now locked in and at Sabrina’s complete mercy.


    My heart thumped like crazy.


    Not with lust or overexcitement.  From fear.  Total fear.


    Was she a trustworthy person?  Let’s be honest, she wasn’t exactly the kind, nurturing type.  She was a bitch.  She knew she was a bitch and didn’t care.  If anything, she actually enjoyed being a bitch.  There was nothing tender or forgiving about her.  She could do anything to me.  Anything her cruel little mind and heart desired.  Now clearly she wasn’t going to slit my throat.  I was certain I was going to walk out of this hotel room at least a day from now in one working piece.  Bruised and soiled perhaps, but nothing that would require medical attention or the legal system.  If nothing else, she had her own reputation to protect.  So nothing of lasting harm would come to me unless she wanted awkward questions asked by others.


    I’d certainly seen plenty of weird BDSM porn films.  My own sex life was pretty mundane.  What there was of it anyway.  I’d done some mildly kinky things I suppose, but it was all very middle of the road in comparison to the types of things that happened in those pornographic films.  Bondage and pissing were already way out of my comfort zone.  I just hoped I wouldn’t live to regret this.  How bad could it be?  She was Sabrina from the office.  Not a professional dominatrix.


    So here I was.  Naked.  Tied up.  Erect.  With the lovely but cruel Sabrina for company.


    Now what?


    Now Sabrina unbuttoned her trench coat and pulled it open.  Underneath the coat she was wearing a shiny, black latex corset.  Nothing else.  I could see her cunt.  It was right there.  I was seeing her sweet pussy with my own eyes.  For real.  Sabrina’s landing strip of pubic hair and her private sex hole.  I’d masturbated over this so many times and now I was seeing it for real.  It was right there, displayed under the little corset.  Above the corset were her naked breasts.  It was quite a sight.  Her legs were in holdup black stockings with lacy tops.  I liked what I was seeing.


    She removed the trench coat and hanged it on the back of the chair at the desk.


    She stood at the foot of the bed with her hands on her hips.  Did her breasts jut out a bit more in this pose?  ‘Normally I’d ask my lovers if they like what they see.  But you’re not my lover.  You’re my piss slave.  Did you hear that?  You’re my piss slave.  Nothing more.  What are you?’


    That was my cue to say ‘piss slave’ but I had too much pride.  I couldn’t bring myself to say it.  I tried to but I couldn’t.


    ‘Cat got your tongue?  Piss slave, I’m talking to you.  What are you?  Tell me what you are.’


    I still wouldn’t say it.  It was too degrading.


    ‘Are you going to be difficult?’ she asked.


    I didn’t want to piss her off.  This was a very delicate situation here.  I really was a captive audience to her theatre of cruelty and degradation.  If I put her in a bad mood she could up the ante and do something worse than simply peeing on my face.  I realised now: I’d made a big mistake.  She was not a nice person and I’d given over too much control.  I think I brought out the nastiness in her.  Of course, maybe it is all acting to enhance the sadomasochistic game playing.  Sadly she had always been a bit of a bitch so I’m not sure if this was an act.  My erection was starting to wilt.  ‘Please Sabrina.  I’m not into S and M.  I had no idea you were so into it.  If you’d explained it we could have organised this better.  We need a safeword and other…’


    She walked away.  She pulled out a magazine from her large handbag and sat on the chair with the trench coat on the back.  She started to leaf through the magazine.


    I was nonplussed.  I tried to move but the handcuffs were solid.  They were holding me in place in an embarrassing, spread-eagled position.  At least there was enough give in them so they didn’t dig into my skin.  I said to her back, ‘I’m sorry Sabrina.’


    No response.


    ‘I take it back.  I’m going to stop complaining.  I get it.  I’ve finished whining.  I’m ready to start proper.’


    She turned to face me.  ‘Just how willing are you to participate in my fantasy?  This is a rare gift I’m giving you.’  She stood up and walked back to the end of the bed.  ‘I’m creating a world of sexual fantasy.  And I’m inviting you into it.  Not many men get access to my perversions.  So you either go with the flow.  Or…you don’t.  If you resist me I’m not going to just let you free.  I’m not going to “force” you.  But I’m going to still piss on you.  You can’t stop me.  I’d like to see how you explain that one to the police.  And of course, can you prove it wasn’t consensual?  You came to this hotel on your own.  There are no obvious signs of coercion.  Did you put the handcuffs on willingly?  Yes.  You did.  And you can’t prove otherwise.  That would be a lie anyway.  I think you get the drift of what I’m saying.’


    ‘Are you…threatening me?’


    ‘No.  I’m just saying this is happening.  I’m going to use you as a toilet.  If you try to enjoy it you’ll get a lot out of it.  If you insist on fighting it then that’s your problem.  Either way, I’m pissing on your pretty little face.’


    I didn’t know what to say to that.  My dream girl was coercing me into kinky…  Would you even call it sex?  ‘If I go along with it, do I get to feel your wet cunt around my cock?’


    ‘My hands.  My fingers.  My tongue.  My lips.  My teeth.  My cunt.  Maybe even my trembling arse cheeks will clamp themselves around your shaft.  All of these things are possible.’


    ‘I want to feel your pussy on my dick.  If you give me that I’ll agree to…this.’


    ‘Then what are you?  Tell me what kind of a slave you are.’


    I swallowed my pride and said the words she wanted to hear.  ‘I’m your piss slave.’


    She shivered like she’d just got Goosebumps and said, ‘Say it again.’


    ‘I’m your piss slave.’


    ‘Whose piss slave are you?  Say it with my name.’


    ‘I’m Sabrina’s piss slave.’


    ‘Of course you are.  You’re a filthy piss whore who loves the feel of a lady’s pissing jet on his skin.’  She reached down over the footboard and took hold of my penis in her right hand.  She held it in her warm, feminine grip.  From its half erect state it quickly became fully engorged again.  The head poked out from above her thumb and index finger.  She let go of my dick and went back over to her red handbag on the table.  She closed over the magazine and put it back in the bag.  She rummaged around inside it for a moment.  From it she pulled out a thick, realistic looking, flesh coloured rubber dildo.  It was anatomically excessive in size.  It also had balls dangling from it at the base, along with a suction cup.  She placed it on the bed to the left of my head.  I wanted to ask what she intended to do with it but I knew better than to open my mouth.


    She went back to the handbag and pulled out a bright pink, smooth bodied vibrator of about six inches in size.  That was placed on the right side of my head opposite the giant dildo.  She stood and looked down at me from the foot of the bed.  ‘Keep your dick hard,’ she commanded.  ‘I think you’d look good with a dog collar.’  She returned to the handbag and looked around inside it.  When she found the collar she put it around my neck.  Her naked tits were briefly grazing my chest as she leaned over me.  ‘There,’ she said after putting the band of black leather and shiny studs around my neck.  At the time I didn’t know the studs spelled out the word ‘SLAVE’ in capitals.


    She stood back and said, ‘I think that’s enough set dressing.’


    She went back to the handbag and took out a tube of lube.  She placed it on the table.  She slowly turned to me.  ‘I’ve got bad news for you.  Now I’ve got you helpless and under my command I can’t help but want to abuse you.’


    Oh dear.  What I dreaded was going to come to pass.  She was going to go all psychotic on me and do me harm.  I didn’t fight my restraints.  There was no point.  The bondage I had put myself into was not going to break.  So instead of frantically pulling on the shackles to no effect I just lay there – motionless, knowing that I wasn’t going anywhere soon.  There was no upside to showing her how scared I was.


    She put on an exaggerated sad face to mock me.  She really was relentless in her bitchiness.  Not a moment of compassion.  ‘This is too good an opportunity to miss.  You wanted me so bad you walked right into it.  You put yourself in this deliciously dreadful compromising position.  This will teach you never to trust a woman.  Especially a pretty one.’


    ‘What are you going to do?’


    She turned back to the handbag and produced an expensive looking stills photography camera.


    This was not good.  This was not a good development at all.


    Facing me she said, ‘I’m going to blackmail you.  This takes high quality photographs and professional quality movies.  People have literally made low-budget independent feature movies with cameras like these.  I’m going to make my own little movie.  And I’m going to take a lot of photographs.  Embarrassing photographs.  I’m going to make you my little bitch from now on.  You do whatever I say or pictures from tonight are going to be sent to a lot of different people.  Everyone at work for starters.  I’ll find out who your friends and family are and send images to them.  And I’ll put the materials online with your real name.’


    I felt cold inside.  ‘Why?’


    ‘Because I can.  Because I’m a bitch.  Because I’m a bad person.  Because I hate you.  Can’t you sense the contempt I feel for you?  Do you think I’m this rude to people I like?  I’m doing this because it amuses me.  I admit I’ve got a strange sense of humour.  It’s not for everyone.  Only a few people get it.  I’m going to turn you into my little sex puppet.  Having you dangling on my strings makes my cunt wet.  I want to use you as my toilet.  Day in and day out.  From now on, in the office, I’m going to piss in your mouth.  Every day.  Five days a week.  And you’re going to let me.’


    ‘No,’ I said with what I hoped was firmness.  Also rather scarily she had escalated from pissing on me to pissing in me.  That was not a slip of the tongue.  She clearly intended to relieve herself in my mouth rather than on my face.  I bet she always did.


    ‘Yes.  You’re going to open up and let me tinkle my piss in your mouth and down your throat.  You’re going to let me do this because the alternative is too horrible.  Public disgrace and a permanently ruined reputation is not for everyone.’  She switched the camera on.  ‘Once you’re fired, or you leave in embarrassment, all future employers will look you up and find images of you drinking piss while in a kinky bondage session.  Who, but a pervert who wants to abuse you further, would want to hire you?’  She put the camera to her face and took a picture without the flash.  I tried to turn my head away so my face wouldn’t be seen but who was I kidding.  She could wait me out.  All she needed was a few pictures were I could be identified.  She had all night and thousands of opportunities.  She was going to get plenty of incriminating pictures of my face no matter what I did.  That was no reason to make things easier for her, but I knew I’d tire of hiding my face sooner than she would.


    She dropped the camera from her face and complained, ‘You’re getting floppy.  Here, let me help you with that.’  She stepped up and took hold of my dick in her left hand.  She began stimulating me with a handjob.  With the camera in her right hand she continued to take pictures.  She was getting close ups of her hand on my dick.  She informed me she was getting good pictures of this but she’d like one with my face in the same shot.  So everyone would know it was specifically my dick.  She dropped the camera closer to my body and framed the image with her hand and my dick in the foreground.  Looking up past my cock, in the background, was my face.  She took some pictures as she wanked me.  Her hand on my penis felt good but I couldn’t enjoy it.  Not when she was destroying my life with the blackmail pictures she was currently taking.  My head was turned away so I was looking at my left arm.  She informed me that she could see my face anyway, and with little squinting people could identify me.  I turned my head to look up at the ceiling.  I was defeated.


    She said, ‘Luckily for you I’m going to let you come.  It’s not generosity of spirit on my part.  Believe me I couldn’t care less if you have a nice time.  But it will look better for the photographs if you ejaculate.  It will look like you really enjoyed yourself if I take a few shots of you covered in your own jizz.’


    ‘This is depraved,’ I said.


    ‘I know.  And you’re the one locked up in bondage who’s going to be covered in his own cum.  These pictures are going to be so embarrassing.  And then I’m going to climb on this bed and squat over your face.  And I’m not going to merely piss on your face.  I’m going to piss in your mouth.  Because your toilet training starts today.’  Her left hand was still pumping my dick.  ‘I hope for your sake you enjoy it.  Because you’re going to be doing a lot more piss drinking from now on.  Every working day at the office in fact.  Five days a week I’m going to empty my little girly bladder into your mouth.  If you don’t learn to love it, then your life is going to become very miserable.  On the other side, if you do learn to like it, you’re going to be in golden shower heaven.’


    I whined, ‘I don’t want to drink urine.’


    Her camera stayed trained on my dick with my face in the background.  ‘You keep talking like I have any interest in what you’ve got to say.  This isn’t about you.  This is about me.  I want to piss in your mouth again and again.’  


    ‘This is absurd,’ I complained.


    Her jerking of my cock picked up speed.  ‘Don’t you think everyone will love seeing high definition pictures of you erect?  Tied down to the four corners of a bed.  With a big rubber cock and a girly pink vibrator beside your head.  This will be one of the most interesting things to ever happen in our staid little office.’  I was concentrating on her evil words but somehow her handjob was starting to feel excitingly pleasurable.  ‘Can you imagine your friends and co-workers opening their emails to see an attachment of pictures?  Imagine them looking at you tied up with cum on your belly.  That would be bad for you.  But can you imagine their response if I included a photo of your open mouth taking a stream of piss.  A jet of piss from an anonymous pussy hovering above your head.’


    I was starting to come.  I tried to hold off as I didn’t want to give her pictures of me ejaculating in her hand.  That would not be in my best interests.  She felt the threat of a release in the hardening of my dick.  She eased back and edged me so I didn’t explode my love juice all over her hand.  I guess she wanted to make it last.  After the orgasm had been safely denied she started jerking me properly again.


    She said, ‘What would Angela think if I sent her the pictures?  Can you picture her sitting in her office, minding her own business, when she sees you taking a mouthful of piss?  What would she think?  What would she say?  Do you think she’d fire you?  Or do you think she’d be turned on by your perversion?  Can you imagine her closing her blinds and masturbating over the images in her office?’  This I readily pictured.  Angela in her flesh coloured tights masturbating her clit while looking at and thinking about me.  She was a sexy boss.


    I was getting close to coming again.  Sabrina’s hand was rubbing me with an effective technique and my mind was full of great perversions.  I tried to hold off.  I didn’t want to give her the pictures she sought of me covered in my own cum.  She was too good to be denied.  I had Sabrina wanking me in a kinky bondage blackmail situation while talking about my other great crush.  Sabrina and Angela were a potent combination.  She was going to get me to come one way or the other so I decided I might as well enjoy this since it was happening anyway.


    She said, ‘Do you think Angela would want to piss on you after she sees those pictures?  Surely if she can get over the disgust she’ll be secretly turned on by what she’s seeing.  Can you imagine her pulling her tights down and crouching over your head?  Then a jet of warm piss shoots out from her pussy and hits your tongue and throat.  Tell me that’s not a sexy thought.  Maybe she’ll be kind and let you lick her pussy clean.  And she might enjoy it so much she’ll let you keep licking her pussy until she comes in your face.  And you can lick out all the cream from her pussy.’


    I couldn’t hold on.  I came.  A load of white, sticky fluid ejaculated out the end of my penis and landed on my belly.  A second load soon followed but it landed not much further than the base of my cock.  Sabrina’s hand was covered in my jism.  She said, ’Good boy.  Good boy,’ as she slowly ceased pumping my dick.  ‘Very good boy.  That’s what I wanted to see.  As well as all my viewers.  I was recording that on video.  Congratulations.  You’ve made your first porno.’  She must have switched it onto the video mode instead of taking more still photos.  ‘If I delete the soundtrack I can send this video to Angela and everyone else.’  She took the camera away from my dick.  ‘Now there’s no room for ambiguity.  Video showing you enjoying a bondage handjob to orgasm can’t be easily dismissed.  You’re mine now Maurice.  I have total ownership of you.  I own you so much.’


    I didn’t say anything.  What was there to say?  


    She looked at the cum on her hand.  ‘Yuck.  Gross.  You got some of your filth on me.’  Sabrina wiped her cum covered hand on my left leg to clean her fingers.


    She pressed some buttons on the back of the camera, to switch it to photograph mode, using her now cum-free left hand.  ‘I better get some photographs to document this orgasm further.’


    ‘What about your hand?’ I asked.  ‘Someone might recognise it when they see the pictures or videos.’


    She put the camera to her face and started taking pictures of me.  As she talked she moved in and out to get close ups and wide shots, and different angles.  ‘Don’t you worry about that.  I’ve got it covered.  If you’d actually looked at anything beyond my stockings, cunt lips and breasts you might have noticed my hand.  I took my rings and bracelets off.  I’ve applied a cheap, green nail varnish I would never normally wear.  It’s now just an anonymous hand without any distinguishing marks.  It could be any woman’s hand.  Perhaps it looks like mine, but so what?  What does that prove?  It looks like any other female hand.  Perhaps I should have worn gloves but I didn’t want a glove getting between us.’  She walked to the left side of my head and asked, ‘How humiliated do you feel?’


    I didn’t respond.  I just looked dead into her camera lens with as pissed off an expression as I could muster.


    She took the picture and said, ‘I won’t be including that in the set I’ll be using to blackmail you.  It doesn’t convey the fun you had today.’  She took the camera from her face.  ‘But I might use it myself to masturbate over.  I like it when you look like you’re having a bad time.  I love it when you’re distressed.’


    I turned my head away from her in disgust.


    ‘At least you got an orgasm out of it.  And this feeling of total vulnerability and humiliation turns some people on.  They’d pay good money for a pretty girl like me to tie them to a bed.  They envy you.’


    I turned back to look at her.  ‘Those people are sick in the head.  Like you.  All I wanted was to fuck you while you wore tights or stockings.  That’s all.  It’s a nothing fetish.  Common place and harmless.  I don’t deserve this.’


    ‘That’s your opinion.  In my opinion you deserve everything you’re going to get.’


    ‘You’re a pervert.  A cruel pervert who gets off on distress.’


    ‘It’s true,’ she said with a nod of her brunette hair.  She sat her naked, very lovely arse on the bed beside my chest while facing away from me towards the end of the bed.  The camera was on her nylon lap, being held in place by her left hand.  She put her right hand on my chest and felt her fingers through the hairs she found there.  ‘It’s called sadism.  As a young girl I discovered a capacity for cruelty.’  Her hand drifted, palm down on my flesh, to my stomach.  ‘All children are mean little bastards when given the opportunity.  You’re supposed to grow out of it.  I never did.’  She lifted her hand off my body and started to circle the blobs of cum with her index finger.  ‘I bullied a boy with my friend Stacey.  I got off on it.  I didn’t realise it was a sexual thing until years later.  I loved the feeling of control over another person.  The ability to cause distress and unhappiness, or relief by removing the pressure.  It was something I enjoyed.  I’m basically just a playground bully transplanted to the adult world.  Now I understand my desires for what they are: sexual sadism.’  She put her index finger and thumb into a cum blob and picked it up as best she could with a pinch.  She turned her head to look back at me and held her fingers in the air for me to see.  ‘You’re going to eat this.  Open up.’


    ‘I don’t want to.’


    ‘What did I say about what you want?’  She waited for an answer.  It wasn’t a rhetorical question like I assumed.  I offered, ‘You don’t care.  You’re going to do what you want anyway.’


    ‘Precisely.  Much worse is going in your mouth anyway.  Your own cum is nothing in comparison to my piss.’


    There was no point fighting it.  The fucked up truth was: not only was she going to get her way anyway, but I was turned on.  My dick barely deflated after ejaculating.  It was still hard.  Hard for her despite what a terrible person she had revealed herself to be.  If anything, the bigger a bitch she acted the more attractive she was.  Even the situation itself was making me hard.  I was aroused by this predicament.  What did that say about me?  Was I a masochistic pervert who was enjoying this?  It wasn’t just a default physical reaction caused by being near an almost naked lady.  She was engaging my mind in this situation.  She was stimulating my imagination as much as she was stimulating my body.  I wanted to taste my own cum because she wanted to feed it to me.  I wanted her to make me eat it.  I wanted to eat it in the most humiliating way possible.  If that meant photographing me doing it then so be it.  I wanted her to show Angela the pictures.  Not anyone else, but I was okay with Angela seeing them.  Also it wasn’t like I’d never eaten my own cum before.  I masturbated to a jerk off instruction video and the porn actress instructed the viewer to eat it once it was in your hand.  I did it.  It wasn’t very nice.  Slimy, but tasteless beside a little hint of saltiness.  It wasn’t too bad.  So this was nothing too new – and as she said, she’d be putting worse liquids in my mouth later.


    I opened up.


    ‘Good boy,’ she said as she brought the camera up to her face in her left hand.  She put her pinched thumb and finger above my mouth.  ‘Lick it off.  Do all the work.  Show the camera how willing and obedient you are.’  I lifted my head up and licked at the white spunk trapped between her fingers.  She snapped a few pictures of this.  Although I guessed the pictures weren’t going to be too good technically as she struggled to operate it with her left hand.  Sabrina wiped her right fingers on my skin to dry them of any excess cum and saliva.  


    This time using her left hand she went back to my belly to pick up a second load.  She took pictures using her steadier right hand.  Her left index finger pushed downwards into my mouth.  She rubbed the cum onto the back of my tongue.  She took out the finger and put her thumb in.  I sucked the cum off it.  She removed her thumb and put the camera on the bed sheet, beside the pink vibrator.


    ‘I think you should suck a dick now,’ she said as she reached over and picked up the rubber dildo from the right side of my head.  She rubbed the realistic looking head and shaft in the puddle of cum on my belly.  ‘Just getting some cum on it so you can get a further taste of the filth you expect women to swallow.’


    Sabrina commanded me to open my mouth.  In went the giant rubber cock.  It was really thick.  She held it in place at the rubber suction cup at the bottom.  ‘Suck on it like a girl.  Like a whore who loves penis,’ she instructed.  I sucked unapologetically on it and swallowed the small amount of cum stuck to the sides when I got a chance.  She took pictures of me doing this.  Then she let go of it so it was freestanding in the crater of my mouth.  She got off the bed and stood above me to take a few wide shots.  Images of me handcuffed to a bed with an erect penis, a large lifelike rubber cock in my mouth, a pink vibrator by my head and a dog collar around my neck.  There was no dignity in this.  I was completely humiliated by a master.  If these images ever got out there I’d be ruined.  It would be hard to conduct a normal life ever again if people could see pictures of me compromised like this.


    ‘Keep the dildo right there.  Don’t drop it.  You look so pathetic.’  Sabrina laughed as she finished taking pictures from a few more angles.  She put the camera on the table with the handbag.  ‘See this is so hot what we’re doing.’  Her right hand went to her pussy and she rubbed her clit.  ‘When I was bullying that boy I didn’t know about masturbation.  Or any of that stuff.  I just knew I enjoyed the power I had over him.  It made me feel so special.  Blackmailing you is giving me as much pleasure as I felt back then.  This is really bringing back nostalgic memories of those good old days.  I’ve never forgotten that feeling of power I had over that boy.  Now I’m getting that feeling back.  I’ve got as much power over you as anyone has ever had.’  Two of her fingers were working their way in between her cunt lips and up her hole.  ‘I could destroy you if I wanted to.  Just for my own amusement.  Or I could save you day by day by keeping your dirty little secret.  It’s up to capricious little me.  I could make you hate me.  Or I could make you love me.  This is giving me such a rush.  My pussy’s soaking wet.  I’m surprising myself.  I knew it was going to be exciting, but this is much better than I expected.  Look at me.  I’m masturbating my wet cunt over you.  You.  Pathetic Maurice with the stupid name from the office.  I’m going to stick your cock in my hole.  I’m going to make you come inside me.  Do you want me to fuck you?’


    I spat out the cock.  It rolled off my chin onto the bed below.  I said, ‘Yes.  I want you to fuck me.’  Sabrina’s pussy clamped tight around my dick.  At last my dream might become a reality.  It wouldn’t make up for the blackmailing nightmare, but at least I would get something out of it.


    She pulled her fingers out her vagina and said, ‘I better get this on camera.  I don’t want to be accused of forcing you.  I need documented consent.’  She picked up the camera and filmed me in close up saying that I gave my consent for her to place my dick inside her sweet vaginal hole.  I added that I did not give my consent for her to piss in my mouth.  She switched off the camera and laughed.  She said she would delete that last part.  ‘I’m not concerned about your consent for that.’


    I asked her, ‘Is this a fantasy?  Is it real?  Are you really blackmailing me?  Or are you just saying you are?’


    ‘Oh I’m for real.’  She picked up the giant dildo I’d spat out and put it back in place to the right side of my head.  ‘My games are always for real.  Make no mistake.  I’m very for real.’


    She returned to the handbag and put the camera down again.  She informed me that she wouldn’t be filming the sex act as she had no use for images of her cunt being penetrated.  Her hand went into the bag.  What was she going to pull out now from that dreaded, red, oversized leather handbag?  She took out a condom and opened the packaging.  She came over to me and rolled the clear rubber sheath down the length of my cock.  Then she put her fingers in her vagina to pull out some cream to lubricate my cock.  She massaged her wetness up and down my shaft for a few seconds using her right hand.  ‘You’re so lucky.  I’m giving you a wonderful gift.  Do you feel lucky?’


    ‘It’s hard to say,’ I spat.  ‘I like the physical contact but I’m not so sure I like the bitch who’s giving me the pleasure.’


    ‘Good.  Use that anger.  Drive your cock hard into my snatch.  Hurt me with it.  Make me bruise up there.’  She straddled me on the bed and guided my erection into her hole.  I was in Sabrina!  The implausible had happened.  She said, ‘That’s it.  Right there.  Make me feel your cock.’  She started to rock back and forth on my dick.  She felt good.  Damn good.  Pretty, cruel, manipulative, twisted, fucked up Sabrina had my cock in her and I was causing her to moan.  I thrust my cock further up into her pussy.  She fucked me and I fucked her.  I wished I could drop my hands down and feel the nylon stretched over her knees.  Instead all I could feel of her stockings was the physical contact her legs were making beside my hips and thighs.


    We fucked.


    Our moans intermingled.


    ‘Don’t come,’ she gasped.  ‘Don’t come until after I come.’


    She came on my dick.  I had successfully given Sabrina an orgasm.  I was feeling pretty good about myself.  My own orgasm was coming up soon behind hers.


    She stopped rocking on my dick and lifted her crotch up.  My dick fell out of her slickly wet hole.  ‘You don’t get to come again.  Once was enough.’  Bitch.  She got off me and stood beside the bed.  She repositioned her stocking tops as one had fallen down to her knee and the other was askew.  She reached over and pinched the tip of the clear rubber between her left thumb and index finger.  With her right hand she rolled the condom up my cock.  Stretched horizontally between her hands she licked along the length of the rubber with her tongue.  She then started kissing it.  ‘Can you imagine if your cock was in this condom?  Wouldn’t that feel amazing?  My lips and tongue on your cock.’  She threw the rubber at my face.  It landed on my chin.  I shook it off so it fell to the bed below beside my neck.  ‘That’s as close to my mouth as your cock is ever going to get.’  


    She picked up the camera from the table and held it in both hands against her latex belly above her crotch.  It was still switched off.  ‘Now let’s get some video of you drinking my piss.  Don’t worry.  I can grab high resolution pictures from the video so there’ll be plenty of still pictures for me to show your friends and family.’


    ‘Please,’ I pleaded.  ‘You don’t have to do this.’


    ‘But I want to,’ she said as she kicked off her high heels.  ‘You like a girl in stockings.  So what could be better than a woman in stockings pissing in your mouth?  You can’t get more intimate than that.  People on the internet are going to masturbate over my point of view shot of you drinking from my cunt.  How amazing is that?  You’re going to be a porn star.  I think I’ll call the video “Maurice Alan Maybury Drinks Mistress X’s Piss in Kinky Bondage Scene”.  As a title it’s a bit cumbersome.  It’s hard to instantly recall, but we need lots of key words to get as many viewers as possible.  Wouldn’t that be awesome?  All those men watching you being degraded like the piss slut you are.  Or do you prefer to imagine your co-workers watching it?  Your mother will be so proud of you.  And I’m sure Angela will love it.  I think she’d enjoy having a pervert working under her.  If you’re lucky, instead of firing you she might want to recreate the scene with you.  She could blackmail you too.  Now there’s a thought.  I could send the video and pictures just to her.  I could add a suggestion that she could either fire you, or use you for her own pleasure.  What way do you think she’d lean?  Is she a pervert like me?’


    I didn’t answer.


    ‘I hope so,’ she said.  ‘She could use you like a fuck toy.  As her own piss slave.  The two of us could be using you to piss on every day.  Imagine two gorgeous women pissing on you and in your mouth at work.  Wouldn’t that be the ultimate fantasy for a little piss slave like you.  In the video I could tag myself as Mistress Angela.  As she watches in a curious mixture of disgust and attraction she’ll imagine herself emptying her bladder in your mouth.  She’ll never think of you the same way ever again.  She’ll masturbate her wet cunt while looking at it.  She’ll say to herself, “Look, that’s that nice boy Maurice from the office drinking a dominatrix’s piss.  He must love warm piss.  I’d love to have him drink my warm waters.  He’ll be only too glad to gulp it down.”  And you won’t be able to say no.  You’ll have to drink it like the piss slave you are.  Because if you don’t I’ll release this video on the internet.  And everyone will know what a perverted fetishist you are.’


    I had no response beyond my penis deflating.  Either she didn’t notice or didn’t care that I wasn’t hard anymore as she didn’t complain about it.  I guess she was done with it and didn’t need it to be hard anymore.


    Sabrina switched the camera on and climbed onto the bed.  She kneeled over my head and lowered her cunt close to my face.  Her knees, in such smooth, sexy black stockings, were beside my ears.  The oversized dildo and pink vibrator rolled over to touch her knees as she pushed down on the mattress with her weight.  Her shoeless feet were by my rib cage.  She was looking down on me with the camera obscuring her face.  She was holding it with her right hand while her left fingers spread her cunt lips open.  This was so the urine stream could be directed with better accuracy from her urethra when the time came.  She had the camera framed so her pussy was at the bottom of the shot.  My mouth was in the middle, and the rest of my head took up the top half of the image.  


    I looked right into the lens.  There was no way of concealing my face.


    ‘Open up,’ she said.  ‘When I go you need to drink it.  You can’t spit it out.  You have to swallow it.  If you don’t drink what I give you I’ll have to get cruel.  I’ll just let you lie there in a pool of my cold piss, with your face covered in it, while I wait to piss again.  You understand?  We can either do this once, or we can do it two or three times.  Either way, I’m going to leave this hotel room happy.  You got that?  If I have to piss on your face four times and still you won’t open your mouth then so be it.  I still think I’ve degraded you enough to leave here happy.  How do you want this to go?  Hours of lying in a girl’s urine and multiple watersports videos?  Or one clean piss drinking video?  From here on it’s up to you.  I’m going to start tinkling in a minute.  I drank a whole bottle of water so it should be clear and mostly tasteless.  I can leave you here to go out and buy some more water bottles if I need to.  And some beers to speed up any further pissing I need to do.  Now do as you’re told piss slave and open that pretty, slutty mouth of yours.’


    It was checkmate.  This was most certainly happening.  Screaming for help wouldn’t do me much good at this point.  The fucked up thing was, I’d agreed to this on some level.  The bondage.  The pissing.  I’d agreed to do this strange, messed up stuff because she was so damn pretty.  The only things I hadn’t consented to do was drinking the urine and having these activities recorded.  The bitch was going to ruin my life and now…  Oh dear.  She was leaking.  A spot of urine dribbled out of her urethra and landed on my chin.  I guess I had to open wide.  My jaws opened and I braced myself.


    This was not an event scheduled for sometime in the future.  Or a moment in the past.  This was the present.  Right now her urethra was cascading a torrent of piss.  Into my mouth.  A girl was literally pissing in my mouth.  She was using me as a human toilet.


    The urine hit the back of my throat and tongue.


    She clenched her muscles to kill the flow.  A little dribbled on my chin again.


    ‘Swallow,’ she commanded from behind the camera.


    I hesitated with a mouthful of her piss in the back of my throat.  Could I do it?  Was I really capable of debasing myself this much?  It wasn’t too late to spit it out.  Her urine was warm but not revolting.  I wasn’t gagging on it.  If it tasted of anything, it tasted like flat beer.  Not nice, but not disgusting.


    ‘Swallow,’ she said again.  ‘It’s okay.  It won’t hurt you.  It’s sterile.’


    I swallowed.


    ‘Good boy,’ she said as patronisingly as possible.  ‘Open up for more.  I’ve got a full bladder I need you to drink.’  Her piss flowed once again.  This time the warm water hit my nose before we could both readjust to get it in my mouth.  The stream went in my throat and started to overflow past my lips.  She killed the flow.  ‘Flush it away.’


    I swallowed.  It was horrible in thought but not so bad in practice.


    She said, ‘Now that wasn’t so bad, was it?  I’m sure you’ve had worse things in there before.  Now open up again.  I’m probably not even halfway done.  There’s a lot more to go.  Are you having a good time?’


    ‘Fuck you.’


    ‘You need more discipline.  In the office when you’re drinking my piss I might need a whip or a crop to keep you in line.’


    Another jet of warm piss went in my talking hole.


    Sabrina sadistically made me drink her full bladder.  Not much escaped around my lips.  Only a little hit my face, to then run off and pool under and around my head.  The dildo and the pink vibrator stayed urine free with her knees protecting them from rolling into the puddle.  The bottoms of her nylon stretched knees were wet with her own piss.  It took five mouthfuls to get her emptied.  All the time she filmed it from her raised point of view above me.  ‘That was so fucking hot,’ she said as she switched off the camera.  


    She picked up the dildo and the vibrator and put them on the nightstand out the way of the mess.  She then gingerly got off the bed.  She stood looking down at her urine soaked knees.  She looked back up at me and asked derisively if it was as good for me as it was for her.


    What could I tell her?  Saying, ‘I survived,’ was noncommittal enough.  Or I could say it was a horrible nightmare.  She’d probably get off on that if I gave her the satisfaction.  In truth it wasn’t so bad.  Don’t for a second think I enjoyed it.  I wasn’t sorry it was over with.  Her threats of future piss drinking sessions did not get me hard.  Talking of flaccid cocks, my dick remained soft throughout.  


    She pressed me again for a response.  ‘Don’t worry.  I’m not recording you.  You can tell me the truth if you liked it.  I might not respect you for liking it, but you can tell me.’


    I lost my cool.  ‘Fuck you Sabrina.  You’re a disgusting sicko.’


    She shrugged and switched the camera back on.  She took various photographs of me from all angles.  Tied up and covered in cum and piss.  It was not a good look.


    She switched the camera off and put it away inside her large handbag.  She sat on the chair with the coat draped over the back and peeled off her wet stockings.  Her fingers tried to avoid the urine splashes.  Once they were off she threw them onto the bed beside my head.  One of them landed in the urine puddle.


    She stood up and collected the sex toys from the nightstand and disappeared into the adjoining bathroom with her handbag.  I listened to her showering for a few minutes.


    When she emerged about fifteen minutes later she was wearing a simple purple dress and new black stockings or tights.  There was a plastic bag in her hand along with the handbag.  Judging from the shape and bulges at the bottom of the plastic bag, she had the latex corset and the sex toys in it.  Did she masturbate while in the shower?  A tantalising mystery I’m sure I’ll never get an answer to.


    She picked up the beige coat from the back of the chair.  She slipped it on and buttoned it up and tied the belt strap around her waist.  ‘I’ll leave you to clean up the rest.  It was…fun.  For me.  I’ll see you tomorrow at the office.’  She put her left hand inside her coat pocket.  She pulled it out to show me the key for the handcuffs.  ‘You can keep the handcuffs, the dog collar, the stockings and the condom as mementos.’  She put down her bags on the desk and unlocked the handcuff keeping my left hand in place.  I moved my free arm around to get some circulation going in it.


    I asked her, ‘Are you really going to blackmail me?’


    ‘Do you doubt me?’


    ‘No.  I’m just clutching at straws and hoping you’re not a total monster.  You’ve had your fun.  Can’t this just be a kinky fantasy with no follow-through?’


    She shook her head.


    I asked, ‘So this isn’t over?’


    ‘No.’


    ‘Then can I ask you to do me one favour?’


    ‘Maybe.’


    ‘Tell me what you’re wearing.  Tights or stockings?’


    She awkwardly pulled up her coat and skirt to flash me her crotch.  She was wearing black tights over red lace panties.  She dropped her clothing back into place and put the key in my hand.


    


    

  


  
    Sabrina Uses Her Piss Slave in the Office


     


    As you can imagine the next morning in the office was nerve-wracking.  I searched my name online before leaving the house.  Nothing turned up.  At the office no one gave me a second glance.  Robert said nothing.  His wife looked over at me when I came in.  She gave me a cheeky wink.  Then she turned away and ignored me.


    There seemed to be no immediate threat.  My world had not been torn apart.  


    Yet.


    Surely it was just a matter of time.


    I did notice Sabrina was drinking lots of cups of water throughout the morning.


    At about twelve I saw Sabrina approach me.  Oh no.  It was time.  In her hand was a plastic bag with something round in it.  ‘Maurice, I want to show you something.’


    She took me to the rarely used disabled toilet on the third floor.  She locked the door.


    I asked with a tremble in my voice, ‘Are we really doing this?’


    ‘Yes,’ was her simple, no-nonsense answer.  From the bag she took out a clear plastic funnel.  ‘I think you know what this is for.’


    ‘Please,’ I pleaded.


    ‘Get on the floor and hold this in your mouth.  If you didn’t bring a change of clothes then you better hope I’ve got a good aim.’


    ‘Please.’


    ‘Down.  I need to go.  I’ve not gone all morning and I’m starting to feel desperate.’


    ‘Please.’


    ‘Look at my tights.  Look at how the light hits them.’  She rubbed her left thigh and shin.  ‘How silky smooth they are.  Would you like to feel them?’


    ‘Of course.’


    ‘And would you like to see up my skirt?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Then get on the floor.’


    I was weak.  I did as I was told.  She stood over me with her heels planted either side of my head.  She was faced away from my body so her arse pointed at my feet.  She hoisted up her skirt and I gazed up at her black cotton panties.  I could just make them out behind a screen of opaque, black tights.  She said, ‘You can touch my legs.  It’s okay.’


    I put my palms face down on the backs of her legs and felt the material that held such a hold on me.  I rubbed my hands up and down the lengths of her magnificent legs and enjoyed the sensation of stretched nylon on my skin.  It was amazing.


    Unfortunately she had to ruin it by handing me down the funnel.  I held it in place in my mouth with my right hand.  While I did that I continued to molest her right leg with my free hand.  She pulled her tights down to her knees, followed by her panties.  Once again I was looking at Sabrina’s naked pussy.


    She crouched down so her cunt was an inch above the rim of the funnel.  Without any preamble she let her bladder go.  It burst out of her.  I felt her warm urine in my mouth a second later while the sound of it hitting the plastic funnel filled my ears.  She didn’t feed me controlled dribs and drabs so I could swallow it easily.  This time she just emptied her bladder without a pause.  To hold the piss filled funnel in place I had to let go of her sexy leg and use both hands.


    She looked down at me and asked, ‘Are you swallowing?  I don’t see the water level going down.’


    I started to swallow her urine.  Mouthful after distasteful mouthful.  As I did this Sabrina wiped her pussy clean using toilet paper from the roll dispenser.  She threw the used paper in the toilet and reached over and flushed it.  She stood up to her full height and pulled her black panties and black tights back in place.  She then pulled her skirt back down.  I continued to drink her piss as she rearranged her pretty clothes to look immaculate.  I was starting to struggle with the sheer amount of urine.  She had filled the funnel.


    She said, ‘If you don’t swallow it all down by the count of ten I’m going to kick it over and you’ll be drenched in my piss.’


    I started chugging frantically.  She was evil enough to do it.  I wasn’t dumb enough anymore to take her threats of cruelty as a joke.  She was quantifiably cruel enough to do anything.  She didn’t seem to have much concern about any awkward questions that might arise if she covered me in piss.  She seemed to have minimal fear of exposure.


    I chugged and chugged her piss.


    She counted down from ten.


    Nine.


    Eight.


    Seven.


    Glug, glug, glug.


    Six.


    Five.


    Four.


    I had it all cleared away by the count of three.


    She gave me instructions as I lay on the toilet floor looking up at her.  I was exhausted and catching my breath as she spoke down to me.  ‘Wash the funnel in the sink and put it back in the bag.  It’s yours now.  Keep it in your desk drawer.  If you lose it, and there’s no other funnel, then I’ll just piss directly into your mouth.  That will obviously be a bit more messy and wasteful than using a funnel.  It’s up to you to clean it and keep it hygienic.  So don’t take it home to clean it and then forget to bring it back in.  Also you might want to keep a spare change of clothes in the office in case of accidents.  This is your reality now.  Every day I’m going to bring you in here and I’m going to piss in your mouth.  At least until I get bored.  Who knows what weird ideas I might develop over the coming months and years.  If you quit your job I will release the video online.  I’m currently editing it.  It’s very good.  Very funny.  I pissed myself laughing.  So to speak.  You look like a total pervert in it.  And no one will ever know it’s me.  Would you like a copy when I’m finished editing it?’


    I shook my head with the funnel clutched in my right hand.


    ‘I’ll at least print you off some of the better photos.’


    ‘Please leave me alone,’ I said.


    ‘Cheer up.  You’ll get used to it.  One day drinking my piss will be mundane.’


    She unlocked the door and said, ‘Next time tomorrow.’  She left.


    I get up, locked the door and sat on the toilet.  That was…awful?  Sexy?  Something in between?


    I checked for urine splatter on my shirt.  I didn’t see any.  Could this honestly become routine?  Surely not.  How was it possible this was happening?  The whole thing was too absurd for words.


    How could I put a stop to it?  There had to be a way out of this torture.


    Getting in front of it and confessing everything was one way to turn the tides on Sabrina.  It would embarrass her, even if she could successfully deny it.  The problem was, even if people believed things happened as they truly did, and that I was coerced into weird sex play, I still had to admit to my stocking fetish and the fact I did drink her piss.  Twice now.  Even if she didn’t release the video to embarrass me I still looked worse than her.  Could I confess these events without specifying what kinky activities took place and with whom?  That wouldn’t be so bad.  Sabrina would then have no motivation to make life difficult for both of us by releasing the video.  That course of action would rely on her response being rational and risk averse.  I don’t think she could be relied upon to be reasonable.  I’d have no control over her.  The ball would be in her court.  She could gracefully back off before I revealed her name.  Or she might just release the video, and she’d have enough time to spin her own story to counteract mine.


    How could I prove it was her?


    My only chance relied on me being able to drag her name down with mine.  If she put my name online beside the video then I’d post her name alongside it.  It might not be proof but it would be embarrassing anyway if her name got attached to it.  Of course, she could probably disable or delete comments so I couldn’t easily do that.  She’d be wise enough to use a website she had that sort of control over.


    If I couldn’t bring her down with me as my co-star, then what else could I do?  Threaten to hit her in real life?  Break into her house and steal her computer and backup data devices?  Go to the police and report that I’m being blackmailed?


    Maybe I was better playing it safe and just letting her piss in my mouth for ever more.  As long as I played along the images would stay under lock and key.  All of her power came from keeping it out of view.  As soon as she showed anyone, her power to threaten me disappeared.  Could that be played to my advantage?


    Not really as it was much more of a threat to me than it was to her.  All she would do is lose one sort of ‘fun’ to be replaced with a new ‘pleasure’ as she watched me being mortified before the world.  My place in polite society being destroyed so comprehensively would give her plenty of masturbation material.  She was weird that way.


    Also maybe she could show the images to others without killing the golden goose.  She could put a few of the pictures online without my name.  Maybe with or without the pissing section.  Or she could put a black box over my eyes to protect my identity to some extent.  She didn’t need to go the full distance right away.  There were ways of drawing out the public humiliation with extracts from the completed work being shown to strangers.  Then she could move on to people I know before putting my name online along with the full perverse film.


    It wasn’t looking good for me.


    They say the truth will set you free.  Sadly my truth was too shameful and embarrassing to be revealed.  I had to play along.  I could take it for a few more weeks at least.  That would give me time to formulate a better solution to my predicament.


    I’d done it twice now.  So I could do it again.  I could drink her piss again.  It was disgusting but it wasn’t unbearable.  I could keep doing it for now.


    There was the possibility she could get bored of simply pissing in my mouth.  Her perverse imagination might move on to other acts.  If she had any weird fantasies, I was here for her to do with as she pleased.  I was in no position to decline.  Hopefully any new ideas would involve me putting my dick in her pussy rather than any more of this silly BDSM nonsense.


    I was thinking about all this chilling stuff and somehow my dick was hard.


    


    

  


  
    Now Angela Wants to Piss in My Mouth


     


    Sabrina repeated her toilet training and used my mouth again and again as her personal toilet.


    I wouldn’t say I developed a taste for it, but like she said, I got used to it.  I never looked forward to it, but I can’t say I dreaded it as much as I did at the start.  I became sort of…indifferent.


    After about two weeks she became bored enough to allow me to use my tongue on her pussy as her toilet paper.  She kept my tongue on her vagina long enough to have an orgasm.  From then on she would intermittently allow me to lick her pussy clean.


    She gave me a handjob once as a reward for being especially quick at guzzling down the contents of my funnel.


     


     


    It was a month into my secret piss slavery when Angela called me into her office.  She worked on the same floor as Sabrina and me, but on the other side with several departments separating us.  The blinds on the internal windows were closed.


    I sat before her desk.  When I saw her earlier I’d noticed she was wearing tan tights along with a short grey skirt, black blouse and grey high heels.  The blouse also had long green stems below red flowers in bloom.  Roses presumably.  I pictured her see-through tights crossed, one knee on top of the other.  I then imagined her pussy discreetly hidden behind the crotch gusset and panties made of white lace.


    I waited for her to speak.


    She looked awkward, as though she was struggling to know how to begin with a well-framed opening question or statement.  After a moment of hesitation she said, ‘Can you explain this?’  She swivelled her computer monitor around to face me.


    It was my worst nightmare.


    On the screen was me.  A girl was pissing in my open mouth.  It was the dreaded video.  Moving, silent images of me chugging down Sabrina’s piss.  The reckless bitch.  She’d done it.  She’d released the video.  What did this mean?  Was it online?  Did she send it to other people in the office?  Someone would have said something before Angela if that was the case.  No, this was sent to Angela alone.  Sabrina was toying with me.  Us actually.  She was bringing Angela in on our fucked up little game.


    I looked from the moving images to Angela.  Calmly I said, ‘What can I say?  Despite what it looks like I didn’t do this by choice.  Sabrina made me do it.  She seduced me and invited me to a hotel.  The one over there,’ I said as I pointed in the direction of the hotel.  ‘To be brutally honest, I made the first move.  Everybody fancies her.  And I’m no exception.  I know she’s married, but Robert’s a tool.  So I asked her out.  I didn’t expect her to say yes.  Knowing what I know now I wish I hadn’t approached her.  She’s sick.  In the head.  She’s a degenerate pervert.  And she’s dangerous if you give her a little power.  It totally goes to her head and she gets sexually aroused.  She’s into sadomasochism.  Not necessarily the hitting and spanking side of it.  Although I don’t know for sure.  Maybe she likes causing physical pain.  At least she hasn’t done that with me.  She’s more into the psychological torture side of it.’


    ‘I see,’ said Angela as she stared into me.


    ‘Can you switch this off?’ I asked as I pointed at the screen.


    Angela swivelled the monitor back around to face her and clicked on her mouse button.


    I continued.  ‘She said yes to my proposal because she had a cruel sexual fantasy she wanted to act out.  The sort of fantasy she couldn’t do with her husband.  Unfortunately I became her victim.  The person you see in that video is not the real me.  Bondage and watersports are not my thing.  For full disclosure I’m going to reveal my true kink.’


    ‘Okay,’ she said nervously.


    ‘I’m…  I like stockings and suspenders.  And tights.’


    She shifted slightly in her chair while saying nothing.


    ‘I like the way they look when worn by a good looking woman.  I don’t feel any need to apologise for that.  Men look at women.  The male gaze is a fact of life.  And the stocking fetish is common.  I’m sure half the reason why you wear tights is for the aesthetic look.  They might be practical but you know they look good.  I think women at least understand why that fetish exists.  It’s not a puzzle to you.’


    I paused to let her respond.


    She didn’t say anything.


    ‘I told this to Sabrina and she used it to lure me into a situation where I played out her fetish.  Once I was in the hotel room, and she was half naked in stockings, I was a prisoner of my own lust.  I agreed to things I didn’t want to do because she would leave if she didn’t get her way.  I’d come too far and too close to turn her down.  To my eternal shame I agreed to let her piss on me.  On me.  Not in me.  I’ve never done watersports before.  Believe me, I’m not into it.  But to get her pussy I agreed to it.  Then suddenly she wanted to tie me up.  Like an idiot I agreed to that.  Then, once I was tied down and at her mercy, she pulled out the camera and the sex toys.  Tell me, do you think I wanted to video what you saw?  How mad, or how kinky, do you think I am?  Honestly, do you think I’d be dumb enough to agree to record that?’


    ‘I have no idea what to think,’ she confessed.


    I asked if the film had a soundtrack.


    ‘It’s silent,’ replied Angela.


    ‘That’s because if she hadn’t removed the sound you’d be able to hear her voice.  Have you ever heard of a heterosexual porn film that favours the man over the woman?  Or one that completely ignores the girl to see only the man?  That’s because she made this to blackmail me.  Obviously she didn’t want to show anything that identified her.  She told me she deliberately painted her nails green because it was so unlike her.  She had it all planned out.  Then, once I was tied up, she told me she planned to pee in my mouth.  That’s a whole different ballgame to what I’d agreed to do.  Peeing on my face is bad.  But in my mouth is way worse.  She said if I didn’t swallow she’d just keep peeing on my face for the rest of the night.’  


    I assumed Angela was becoming unnerved so I apologised to her.  ‘I know this is uncomfortable to hear, but it was you who brought it up.  You think I want to be talking about this?’


    ‘It’s okay.  I’m not distressed.  Go on.’


    I sighed.  ‘Sabrina did exactly what she said she would do.  She peed over me and I opened my mouth and took it.  Not by choice.  I was blackmailed into it.  I had to do everything she said or she’d show the video and pictures to everyone.  That was about a month ago.  Ever since she’s…  She’s been taking me up to the disabled toilet on three and peeing in my mouth.  We use a funnel.  I keep it in my bottom desk drawer.  If you think this is disturbing, imagine how I feel.  I’m the one going through it.’


    I stopped talking.  That was it.  My tale of woe was out there.  I’d told the truth in all its humiliating details.  There wasn’t much to add.  Now it was time to see Angela’s reaction.


    I watched her as she composed her response.


    She asked, ‘Can you prove Sabrina forced you to make this?’


    ‘Of course not.  She made the footage.  She edited it so she has control over how it looks.  The raw footage with the full soundtrack would back up my claim.  The way she’s presented it makes me look complicit.’


    We lapsed into silence.


    I asked how much of the film did Sabrina send to her.  I was curious to know if it was the full thing with the handjob and cum eating, or just the pissing section at the end.  It turned out it was just the pissing section that Angela had seen.


    ‘So what do you think of my story and the video you’ve seen?’


    ‘It’s pretty shocking,’ she said with understatement.


    ‘Do you believe my side of the story?’


    ‘I guess so.  I’m sure Sabrina has her side, but the fact someone sent this weblink directly to me is pretty suspicious.  Unless you sent it to me as some sort of kinky thrill.’


    I scoffed rather unpleasantly at that suggestion.  Wait.  Did she say ‘weblink’?  Did that mean the video was online?  I asked, ‘It wasn’t a file in an email?  It’s online?’


    ‘It’s protected by a password.’


    ‘So it’s not public?’


    ‘Not yet.’


    ‘So it could be made public?’


    ‘Maybe.  I guess so.’


    ‘What’s the video called?’  Had she appended my real name to it?


    She clicked her mouse button and read aloud the film title from the screen.  Sabrina had named it ‘Piss Slave Opens Wide and Submits to His Mistress’.  At least it was a generic title without my name on it.  I asked, ‘What are you going to do about this?’


    ‘It’s impossible to know.  This has to be the weirdest office dispute that’s ever happened.  It’s profoundly weird.  I guess I’ll have to talk to Sabrina and find out if one member of my staff is blackmailing another.  And if so, for your sake, we’ll want to keep this between just the three of us.  It’s probably best if you both quietly resign to find employment elsewhere.’


    I nodded.  That sounded fair.  It wasn’t like I was expecting miracles.  ‘What about Robert?’


    ‘Is he in on it?’ she asked.


    I admitted, ‘He hasn’t said anything.  And Sabrina hasn’t mentioned anything that implicates him.  So maybe.  Maybe not.’


    Angela asked why Sabrina sent the perverse video to her.  ‘What does she expect me to do with it?  Am I supposed to fire you or something?’


    ‘She joked about this.  Well “joked” isn’t the right word.  She both doesn’t have any real sense of humour, and I don’t think any of her threats are jokes.  She said she would send it to you with a note suggesting that you blackmail me as well.’  Shyly I looked away as I made a crude remark about us performing a sexual act: ‘You could use it to piss in my mouth as well.  That was what she said.’


    ‘She really said that?’


    I looked back at her and confirmed it.  I asked, ‘Did she not include a note suggesting that?’


    Angela shook her head.  ‘It’s probably a good idea if we don’t talk about this here in the office.  If Sabrina knows I’ve used the password, and I’m sure she can track that, then we shouldn’t be seen having a long discussion.  This is a very serious matter.  We should talk outside the office.’


    ‘Be careful with Sabrina.  Handle her with extreme care.  She’s threatening to release it online with my full name attached to it.  There’s more video footage of her giving me a handjob.  And there’s lots of photographs.  If you spook her she might release it all with my name.’


    ‘It’s the HR nightmare from hell.  I assume you don’t want me to involve Human Resources?’


    ‘Of course not.’


    ‘Okay.  We’ll strategise tonight.  Do you leave at five?’


    I nodded.


    ‘I’ll clear my schedule and leave at…’  She checked her diary on the computer.  ‘Six.  If you can wait around I’ll take you to my house and we can work out what to do.  I don’t want to make a move against Sabrina before we’ve looked over our options.’


    ‘You do believe me that Sabrina not only made the video against my will, but she’s also using it to blackmail me?’


    ‘As implausible as it is, it does seem plausible.  As a feminist I hate the word, but she’s always struck me as a bit of a bitch.  Sadly, I believe she could do something twisted like this.’  She leaned forward in her chair and said, ‘I know this is not the time or place.  What does piss taste like?’


    I shook my head.  I had no interest in answering that.  I stood and confirmed, ‘Tonight after six.  I’ll leave at my usual time so Sabrina doesn’t think anything’s odd.  I’ll come back at six.’


    Angela said, ‘Wait for me in the car park in case Sabrina’s still in the office.’  She described her car.


    ‘Thank you,’ I said.


    ‘Don’t thank me yet.  Wait until I’ve done something.  This might not work out like you hope.’


     


     


    Sabrina pissed in my mouth as usual.  We both didn’t say anything about Angela and the video.


     


     


    On the drive to Angela’s house I kept stealing glances at her legs as she drove.  Her short skirt gave me plenty of thigh and knee to enjoy looking at.  I preferred black tights because they were unambiguously there, but tan tights revved my motor almost as much.


    I cut into her talking about the situation by saying, ‘I know this is highly inappropriate.  But this whole situation is inappropriate.  I’ve revealed to you that I like tights.  That’s out there.  You know that little embarrassing fact about me.  So can I ask?  Why do you never wear black tights?’


    She didn’t seem perturbed by the question.  She answered without hesitation.  ‘I just don’t own any.’


    ‘Why not?’


    ‘I’m going for a more sunny look.  I like my legs.  I think they’re one of my strongest assets.  So I want people to see them.  Wearing black would be like hiding them.  And I just think I look better in nude tights.  Don’t you agree?’


    ‘I think you look great in nude tights,’ I said while taking the opportunity to stare at her legs.  I looked up at her.  ‘But I’ve never seen you in black so I can’t say if I prefer them.  Next time you go shopping, could you buy a black pair and wear them to the office.  I’d really like to see you in black tights.  If I’m not being too forward.’


    ‘No.  That’s okay.  It’s nice to know someone’s paying attention and appreciates what I’m wearing.’


    ‘I’m not normally this forward.  But after someone’s seen video of me drinking piss directly out of a vagina, notions of propriety kind of go out the window.’


    ‘That was a terrible thing for Sabrina to do.  Why did she do it?’


    I don’t know how I worked up the nerve but I put my hand on her leg.  I just did it.  With barely a trace of a thought I put out my hand and rested it on her nylon thigh, just above the knee.


    She didn’t take her eyes from the road or her hands off the wheel.  There were no objections coming from her to this egregious violation of her personal space.


    Once her window of opportunity to reasonably protest had passed I said, ‘She’s a sadist.  That’s all the reason she needs.  She gets a sexual thrill from tormenting people.’


    ‘Basically she’s peculiar,’ said Angela as she took her hand off the steering wheel and put it over mine on her thigh.


    ‘Yes.  She’s a strange one.  Pretty to look at on the outside but totally fucked up on the inside.’


    Angela glided my hand up her nylon thigh and under her skirt.


    My hand stayed there, resting just before her crotch, for the rest of the silent journey.  Her warm skin was just a thin layer of stretched, see-through nylon away from my hand.


    Were we going to fuck?


     


     


    Ten minutes later we parked in the driveway before a two floor detached suburban house.  Unfortunately I had to take my hand away from under her skirt.  She must have been dripping wet as I was as hard as I’d ever been.  Her knickers had to be totally soaking.


    A few seconds later we were in Angela’s living room looking at each other.


    She lowered her eyes and made a confession.  ‘I really got turned on when I watched you drink her piss.’


    Was she telling me she was into the whole sadomasochism and watersports thing?


    Still with her eyes averted she said, ‘Watching you drink her piss was very exciting.  I’d like for you to drink my piss, and for me to drink yours.’


    ‘You understand how crazy that sounds?’


    She looked up before dropping her eyes again.  ‘You’ve done it before.  Multiple times apparently.  I’d like to try it.  What harm can it do?’


    ‘That’s…  That’s not the point.’


    ‘I’ll give myself to you if you let me piss in your mouth.  We can go upstairs and fuck.  I’ll keep my tights on.  I’ll buy black tights first thing tomorrow and wear them in the office.  Please.  I’d really like to drink your piss.  I’d really like to try it.  You can piss on me first.  Then I’ll piss on you.  I think it’ll be really sexy.  I loved Sabrina’s video.  It really did something for me.  I was so aroused once I got over my initial shock.  It was so hot.  I want to experience the sensations and the dirtiness of drinking piss first hand.’


    ‘You think you’ll enjoy drinking piss?’


    ‘I won’t know until I try.’


    ‘It’s really not very nice.’


    ‘I don’t want it to be nice.  I’m fed up with nice.  I’m surrounded by nice people and nice things almost every day.  I crave something a little less nice.  I want it to be cruel and degrading.  I want you to degrade me.  And I want to degrade you.’


    ‘No.  I’ve got to draw the line.  I’m really not into it.  It’s not my fetish.’


    She leaned in and tried to kiss me.  I backed away.  ‘I’m not doing it,’ I said.  She stepped forward and pushed her breasts against my chest.  They felt lovely as she squished her nipples into me.  I couldn’t resist.  I stood my ground and allowed her to push her tits further in against my body.  She put her belly against my groin.  ‘You’re hard,’ she observed.


    ‘I can’t deny it,’ I said in response.


    She put her arms around me and we kissed.  My hands went to the back of her head and I drifted my fingers through her blonde hair.


    Our tongues licked at each other’s.


    She took me by the hand and guided me upstairs.  Up to her bedroom to fuck me.  Her bedroom was white walled with a double bed.  We sat on the bed and continued to kiss and grope at each other.  My hand slid up and down her nylons.


    I took her blouse and bra off and played with her breasts.  She then stood up and removed her skirt to show me her blue cotton panties and the circle of gusset covering her crotch on the tan tights.  I ripped a hole in the tights and pushed her panties aside so I could see her pussy.  It looked most appealing.  It was inviting me in.  It was so cute.  I licked at it and ate it out.


    Her orgasm was quick.


    She then stripped me completely naked and put my dick in her mouth.  She sucked on it and licked away at it until I couldn’t hold out any longer.  I came in her mouth.  Without any hesitation she swallowed my load.  I asked if she usually swallowed.


    ‘Only when I’m really horny.  And thinking of you pissing on me has me really turned on.’


    ‘You really want to go through with that?’


    ‘Definitely.’


    ‘By choice?’  It really was hard to fathom why she wanted something so wrong to happen.  For a moment I wondered of Angela was being blackmailed by Sabrina, and had been told to drink my piss.


    She said, ‘I think it’ll be an interesting experience.’  She kicked off her grey high heels.


    ‘It’s really not.  You’ll just feel dirty and soiled afterwards.  And it’s not a good kind of dirty.  You’ll just feel used in the worst way possible.’


    ‘I like to feel shame and guilt.  Doing bad things is fun.’


    ‘It’s a weird thrill.  I don’t recommend it.’


    ‘Would you recommend your boss having sex with her underling?’ she asked as she straddled me.  She reached for my erect cock and slotted it into her most sexual of holes.  Her pussy was slick with wetness.  My dick was in Angela’s pussy.  She held her panties to the side with one hand and started fucking me.  It was always great to have a girl on the end of my dick, but doubly so when it was my boss and long-term object of lust.


    ‘Do you like that?’ she asked between gasps as she worked her pussy walls up and down my dick.


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Did Sabrina give you her cunt?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Did you like it?’


    ‘I like all girls’ cunts.’


    ‘Am I better than Sabrina?’


    ‘Yes.’  Like I was going to say otherwise to the woman who was currently working my dick.  It was too soon to tell whose pussy felt the best.


    ‘Do you like me more than Sabrina?’


    ‘Yes.  She’s a bitch.’


    ‘But isn’t a bitch hotter than a good girl?’ she asked as she continued to pump up and down on my erection.


    ‘You’re not a good girl.’


    ‘What am I?  A whore?’


    ‘You’re a piss slut,’ I said as I rubbed her knees with my hands.


    ‘Will you piss in my mouth?’ she asked.


    ‘Yes.’


    She pulled my length out of her cunt hole and we repositioned ourselves to fuck doggy-style.  I slipped my cock back into her vagina and took fistfuls of tits in my hands.


    I fucked her until I ejaculated in her sweet, little, tight cunt.


    Exhausted I fell over onto the bed.  She climbed on top of me and asked, ‘Can we do it now?’


    ‘I’ll need to drink some water.’


    ‘I’ve been drinking all day.  I’m ready to go.’


    Alarmed I said, ‘You want to piss on me now?’


    She moved to the side and lied beside me.  She put her right hand down to her pussy and slid her first two fingers inside.  She pulled them out.  They were covered in cum.  She licked her fingers clean and swallowed.  ‘I’m not going to trick you.  I’ll drink yours.  But I’m ready to go now.’


    ‘I really don’t want to.’


    ‘Please.’


    ‘No.  I’ve got to draw the line.  I’m sorry.  I’ll piss on you if you want, but I’m not drinking your piss.  I can’t do it.’


    ‘But you’ll drink Sabrina’s?’


    ‘Not by choice.’


    ‘I’ll tell you what.  Let’s compromise.  I won’t piss in your mouth.  I’ll just piss on your face.  You can keep your mouth shut.  Would that be so bad?  How does that sound?’


    ‘I can’t say I’m enthused by that either.’


    ‘I’m the one who’s going to save you from Sabrina.  Maybe.  A little bit of gratitude wouldn’t go amiss.’


    She was not going to let it drop.  On my face and instead of in me was at least sort of acceptable.  I sighed and nodded agreement.  ‘On my face only.’


    She took me into the bathroom.  I lied face up in the bathtub.  She stood in the tub with me.  She towered over me in her ripped tights with her underwear pushed to the side.  She suffered from a shy bladder.  As we waited for it to start flowing she said, ‘It’s been an unusual day.’  She started pissing.  It hit me on the forehead.  She kept it fixed as best she could on that spot.  I could feel the warm piss dripping down over my eyes, nose, mouth, chin and onto my chest.


    Her flow tailed off down my face and onto my chest before dribbling to a stop.


    It wasn’t an uninteresting feeling to be pissed on.  It was still disgusting, but certainly nicer than having to drink it.


    I asked her if it was all that she wanted it to be.  She said, ‘Doing it in the bathtub was kind of sterile.  There’s no atmosphere in here.  I’d like to do it again on the bed.’


    ‘No.  There won’t be a next time.’


    ‘I’m not saying today.’  She stepped out of the bathtub and checked her feet for dampness.  They were a little wet from the trickle of urine that slid off my body and onto the floor of the tub.  She said, ‘Clean yourself up.  Now you get your chance for revenge.  I still want you to piss in my mouth.’


     


     


    Angela put on a fresh pair of tan tights and gave me a footjob in her bedroom.  She wasn’t wearing any panties now.  The tights were all she was wearing.  She used the arches of her feet to make me come.  I was looking down at her crotch as her legs pumped up and down.  I came all over her nylon feet.  ‘Eat it,’ she demanded.  ‘Clean your mess.’


    Eating my own cum was becoming a theme of my recent sexual experiences.  I put her toes in my mouth and sucked and licked.  Then I licked all over her souls and heels.  I cleared my filth from her feet with a studious attention to detail.  Not a drop of white jism was left behind to sully her tights.


    ‘Are you ready?’ she asked.


    ‘For what?’


    ‘To piss on me.’


    I nodded.  My bladder was full.  Now it was time for me to go to the toilet in my boss’s mouth.


     


     


    Angela laid back on the bed.  She used both hands behind her head to create a ponytail to get her blonde hair off her face and out the way.


    ‘Do you want me to piss onto you from high above or close up?’ I asked.


    ‘Close up.  I want to drink it.  Not a drop wasted.’


    I got off the bed and stood.  She shifted to the side so she was lying at the very edge of the bed.  I was standing beside her at the head of the bed.  My flaccid penis was just an inch above her nose.  She opened her mouth to receive what I had to give her.  It made me excited to do something so inappropriate and corrupt.  My dick stiffened in my fingers as I held it for better aim.  My eyes drifted down over her bare tits, to her well groomed feminine cunt and down to her shiny, nylon legs.  Past her knees and to her saliva covered feet.  ‘You’re so pretty,’ I said as I stared at her feet.


    ‘Do you think I’m prettier than Sabrina?’


    ‘Who’s Sabrina?’ I asked as my eyes went back to her crotch.  I put my hands out and ripped her tights open again at the crotch to fully expose her vagina.  I put two fingers into her pussy.  As I masturbated the inside of her cunt with my fingers I looked her in the eyes and asked for the last time if this was truly what she wanted.  ‘Once it’s done, it’s done.  You can’t undo it.  You will be the slut who once drank another person’s urine for sexual kicks.’


    ‘Do it.  I want to be your toilet.’


    Water started to flow from the end of my now erect penis.  The clear liquid shot out and down into Angela’s open mouth.  She was taking it while I continued to masturbate her.  Her mouth overflowed.  I stopped the waterworks and watched with fascination as she swished it around her mouth before swallowing.  Crazy.  ‘How was it?’ I asked.


    ‘More,’ was her response.  She was now grinding her pussy into my hand.


    I continued to relieve myself into her mouth.


    She swallowed the second load and said, ‘Piss on my face.  And on my cunt.’  She closed her mouth and I let the waters flow again.  It splattered over her forehead while she kept her eyes tightly shut.  Then I drifted the stream down past her nose, mouth, chin, throat, breasts, stomach and onto her exposed clit.  My fingers were still in her.  A bit of urine splatter didn’t bother me.  By this point I’d had much worse on my skin.


    The flow quickly died off as my bladder fully emptied itself.  ‘Did you feel that on your clit?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Did you like it?’


    ‘I did.’  She lifted her head up and took my penis in her mouth.  She started to suck me off.


    I continued to masturbate her while she sucked on my cock.


    She came on my fingers.  Soon afterwards I came for the third time.  She swallowed my cum.


     


     


    After cleaning up we met again in the living room.  We were sitting together on the sofa.  She was in blue jeans, a black T shirt and flip flops.  It did nothing for me.  I liked my women in formal wear.  Presumably there are millions of guys with a jeans fetish, but it was a look that did nothing for me.  Again I was bewildered how what a woman wore could so drastically affect how attracted I was to her.  It was just clothes.  The woman herself was the thing that mattered.  Right?  Sure, some clothes flattered more than others, but it’s still the same girl in them.  Yet the woman with me now, all because she was wearing jeans and a T shirt, held no sexual interest – and it was not because I’d already slept with her.  Believe me; I hoped to have sex with her again.


    Was this a relationship I was now in?  Or was it just pervy sex caused by lust?  We hadn’t discussed any ground rules before fucking.  The mere fact there was pee-play involved probably reduced the chances that this was a meaningful relationship.  I doubt many great romances worth talking about started with the lovers pissing on each other the first time they made love.


    I asked, ‘Are we dating now?’


    ‘No.  I wouldn’t think so.’


    ‘So this was a one-off?’


    ‘I wouldn’t say that either.’


    ‘So what are we?’


    ‘I don’t know.  Fuck buddies, maybe?’


    ‘So you want to have sex again?’


    ‘Would you like to?’ she asked while staring ahead at the blank television screen before us.


    Looking at her profile I said, ‘I’d like to.  I’ve had a crush on you for years.  Your legs…  They’re so beautiful.’  She crossed her legs.  How much sexier would that move have been if she was in a short skirt and tights?


    I changed the subject and asked, ‘What are you going to do about Sabrina?’


    She turned to me and said, ‘I think I’ll just have to confront her.  Head-on.  No pussyfooting about.  I’ll tell her you told me the whole story.  She then gets to say her side of it.  Then we’ll wing it from there.  It will be up to her if we have to kick it up to HR.  After I’ve confronted her she’d be crazy to release the video to the world.’


    ‘She might literally be crazy.  She could technically be a psychopath.  There’s like a forty point test you can give to root out psychopaths.  I read a book about it once.  I bet she’d score highly on that questionnaire.’


    ‘If she’s stupid enough to release it then it becomes a police matter.  What she’s done is a serious offence.’


    ‘But it’s too embarrassing to go to the police.’


    ‘By that point it’s already out there.  What’s a little bit more embarrassment on top of all that?’


    


    

  


  
    Confronting Sabrina


     


    The next morning Sabrina was not at her desk.  I checked in on Angela.  She wasn’t in her office either.  I asked her secretary where she was.  I was informed she was in meeting room two with Sabrina.


    It was happening.


    Was this good or bad?


    My hands felt numb.  My stomach suddenly felt bad.  Was I going to puke?


    No.  I kept it together.


    I stumbled back to my desk and sat.  I stared into space and fretted.


    Sabrina would not take this lying down.  She wouldn’t just accept this.  It was a massive mistake to confront her.  We should have said nothing and just submitted to her perversions.  After all, what was a bit of piss drinking between friends?


    My eyes turned to the computer display but I couldn’t concentrate.  The numbers and words on the screen swam away from me into an obscure, grey haze.


    What was happening in that meeting room?


    The phone on my desk rang.  The caller ID said it was from the extension in meeting room two.  Was this the phone call that would destroy my life as I knew it?  It wasn’t like I could ignore it and hide; and in my absence everything would conveniently blow over.  There was no point avoiding it.  It was better to man up and accept my fate with at least some sort of dignity.  I picked it up.


    Angela spoke.  She asked if I’d come over to meeting room two.  I said I’d be there in a few seconds.  I put the phone down and sat for what seemed like a minute.  There were no thoughts in my head.  None at all.  No fears or panics taking form.  I was serene.  It was out of my control.  Sabrina had been in complete control of my life since that night a month ago.  For a brief moment yesterday it seemed like I’d managed to wrestle control back from her.  That was an illusion.  That was obvious to me now.  I had no influence over events, or over Sabrina.  Sabrina had all the control.  Even Angela had little she could do.  It wasn’t important what Angela did.  All that mattered was what Sabrina did.


    It was time for my execution.  There was no reason to delay it.  I got up and started walking.  Within ten seconds I was standing outside meeting room two.  I knocked as I opened the door.  Sabrina wasn’t there.  It was just Angela.  She was sitting behind the circular desk in the little room.  I closed the door and asked how it went.  She invited me to sit.  As I sat I asked, ‘What did she say?’


    ‘I told her that I watched the video and called you into my office yesterday.  I basically told her the truth.  Up to just before we went to my house and fucked.  So that means I’m in deep shit if you ever tell anyone about what we did last night.’


    ‘Do you think I’m going to tell people I peed in your mouth and you peed on my face?  That’s a secret between us.’


    ‘It better be.  So I said to Sabrina that you told me everything about how she tricked you into sadomasochistic bondage.  And then how she abused her power to take compromising pictures and videos to blackmail you.  I made it clear I believed without doubt she was the girl in the video.  And that I strongly suspected she was the person who sent me the link and the password to see it.  And that I objected most strongly to all of it.’


    ‘What did she do?’ I asked.


    ‘She said it was a prank.’


    ‘A prank?’


    ‘She claimed she had no intention of doing anything further with the video.  It was a sex game.  I pointed out that you weren’t a willing participant.  She said you were.  She hinted that you weren’t as innocent as you sometimes pretended to be.  I said it was unethical for her to remain here in this office.  Not after this.  Due to the embarrassing nature of the whole thing I said I was willing to hush it up and let her quietly look for a new job.’


    ‘What did she say to that?’


    ‘She agreed it was time to move on.’


    ‘So that’s it?’ I asked.  I was barely able to comprehend it was that easy.  Surely she couldn’t be defeated with a firm conversation.  The Devil doesn’t give up its souls so easily.  Maybe she was only playing dead to buy some time.  I asked, ‘Are you certain she isn’t going to release the video?’


    ‘That’s up to her.  She’d be stupid to do it.  I made that clear.’


    ‘She might be angry enough to do it,’ I argued.  ‘Make a bitch like her mad and she’ll go out her way to cause trouble.  I don’t think she’ll even care if it does her as much damage as it does me.’


    ‘She seemed calm.  She wasn’t foaming at the mouth.  She didn’t swear vengeance, or even look that bothered.  If anything, I would say she was resigned.  I asked why she sent the recording to me.  I wanted to know what she expected to get out of it.’


    ‘Did she tell you?’


    ‘She said it was an escalation in your sex game.  She wanted to humiliate you.  Apparently when she threatened to send me the video you perked up.  She could tell you had a thing for me.  She was gambling that I’d be turned on when I saw the footage.  After that it was up to me what I did with it.  I think she expected us to get together over this video.’


    ‘Which is what happened,’ I pointed out.


    ‘True.  But I’m not going to tell her that.’


    ‘Why would she think you’d be aroused by seeing me drinking piss?  That’s an odd reaction for anyone to have.  She couldn’t reasonably expect you to respond like that.’


    She looked bashfully away as she said, ‘She had reason to suspect I was a bit kinky.’


    ‘Why?’


    She looked at me and said, ‘In last year’s Secret Santa she bought me a butt plug.’


    Okay.  That was odd.  A particularly kinky sex toy is a very unusual gift to buy your boss.


    Angela continued.  ‘It was easy to work out who it was from.  The Secret Santa’s not exactly an impossible enigma to unravel.’


    ‘But why would she buy you such a thing?’


    She cleared her throat with slight embarrassment.  ‘I sometimes wear a butt plug to work.’


    I tried to think of something to say to that revelation.  Nothing intelligible came to mind.


    Angela said, ‘It’s weird and kinky.  It brightens my day.  I’m not saying it’s a good thing to do.  It’s just something I like to do from time to time.  It makes dull meetings a lot more interesting if you’ve got a dirty secret jammed up your arse.  I don’t do it often.  Like once a month.  Or three weeks.  It’s just a little treat I give myself.  Like sometimes I don’t wear panties.  I do funny little things like that.  Anyway, one day my butt plug fell out in the ladies.  It clattered to the floor and rolled into the cubical next door.  It was glass so it made a proper noise when it fell.  I didn’t know who was in the next stall.  I put my hand under the partition and grabbed my butt plug.  I forced it back in past my sphincter and got out of there before the person beside me could say anything.  I don’t think they could identify me.  Once I calmed down I deduced it was likely one of three people.  Sabrina was one of them.  No one said anything.  So it appeared I got away with it.  Or if they knew it was me they weren’t going to say anything.  After a few months I did it again.  I went back to playing with my arse during office hours.  And then I got my present.  Almost one hundred percent courtesy of Sabrina.’


    ‘I assume you never said anything to her about it?’


    ‘Of course not.  I could have asked her five minutes ago when she was here.  But I didn’t want to dredge that up.  But I think that’s why she thought I might be interested in you.  If I was kinky enough to wear a butt plug to work, then I’d be kinky enough to be aroused by your pissing video.  She strongly suspects, or outright knows, I’m kinky.’


    ‘You really came into the office with a butt plug up your anus?  Really?  You wore it all day?  Isn’t that…uncomfortable?’


    ‘It’s uncomfortable in a good way.  And eventually you forget it’s even there.  One boyfriend broke up with me because I wanted to put a butt plug up his arse.  He didn’t say it was because of that exactly.  But it was clear that was the straw that broke the camel’s back when he dumped me less than a week later.  My sexual tastes were a little too exotic for him.  And that’s pretty lightweight stuff in comparison to what’s in my head.’


    There was nothing to say to that so I asked, ‘Do you think Sabrina’s really going to leave me alone?’


    ‘I can’t guarantee anything but I don’t think you’ll be drinking her urine in the office again.’


    ‘Thank fuck for that.’


    ‘You know, before coming into the office I bought a pair of tights.  I’m wearing them now.  Forty denier black tights.  Would you like to see them?’


    ‘Yes.’  As though she ever needed to ask me a question like that.


    She stood up.  Indeed she was wearing black tights.  She was also wearing a black dress with a short skirt.  ‘Nice.  You look gorgeous.’  She paraded around in them by walking around all four walls of the little meeting room.  My head swivelled to keep sight of her as I asked, ‘Out of curiosity, why not buy opaque tights?’


    ‘I don’t want to hide my legs.  I think opaque would be a shame on legs as good as these.’  She sat astride me on my lap.  She was facing me.  Her long legs were either side of my hips.  ‘Make love to me,’ she said into my ear.


    My hands were all over her legs.


    ‘Put your cock in me and give me an orgasm in the office.’


    She unzipped my trousers and felt around to free my stiffening erection from the folds of my underwear.  She pulled my dick out so it was pointing up at her from my trousers.  She put her high heeled feet on the ground and hovered her pussy over my lap.  I pulled her skirt up to her waist.  Like the kinky whore she was, she had no knickers on.  She ripped a hole in her tights to fully expose her cunt.  She sat down on my dick.  My length went up into her wet hole.  She gasped.


    I felt something when I grabbed her arse cheeks.  There was something hard sticking out of her anus.  It was the base of a butt plug.  Fuck me.  She’d talked to Sabrina while she had no knickers on, and a butt plug was in her arsehole.  How ballsy was that?  How kinky was that?


    She started to go up and down on my cock.  With my left hand I felt her knee, thigh and shin.  I enjoyed the feel of her black tights on my palm and fingertips.  With my right hand I held onto the base of the butt plug and gently moved it back and forth to fuck her arse.  She was being double penetrated.  She started to moan.  ‘Don’t moan,’ I fearfully said into her ear.


    ‘I can’t help it.’


    ‘We can’t get caught fucking in the office.’


    She slowed her pussy grinding up and down on my cock shaft.  This made her quieten down.  She asked, ‘Do you like my tights?’


    ‘Yes.  I love them.’


    ‘Do you like them more than my nude tights?’


    ‘Your legs look great in both.’


    ‘But you prefer them?’


    ‘I like black more as a general rule.  But you look sensational in tan tights.  Either’s great with me.’


    I thrust up into her a few more times and she came.  She made way more noise than I was happy with.  At least she didn’t scream or call-out.  As far as I’m aware no one heard us.  At least no one knocked on the door to ask if everything was alright.


    She rode me for a few more seconds before standing up.  My dick slid out of her wet hole.  She fell to her knees and rubbed my erection into her face.  Was she not concerned I’d ruin her make-up?  She then popped my cock into her mouth.  She sucked energetically on my dick.  One of her hands disappeared to her rear to play with the butt plug while the other rubbed at her sensitive clit.


    My hands were wrapped in her blonde hair when I exploded my cum load into the back of her throat.  ‘Darling,’ I half-shouted as I came.  It was a random word for which I have no particular explanation for using.


    Like the good slut she was, she swallowed without being asked.  Using her fingers she frigged away at her cunt while still working that butt plug.  I moved my hands down to cup her breasts.  I molested them through her dress.


    She slipped her fingers off her clit and into her vagina.


    My eyes locked on her face.  She was scrunching it up with her eyes closed.  She was getting close to another orgasm.  For no reason I can explain I took my right hand off her breast and used it to slap her across the face.  It was a relatively gentle slap with a benign intent.  She opened her eyes and looked at me.  I commanded her to come before slapping her a second time.  Instead of complaining she continued to work her holes.  Both pussy and anus were taking a beating.  


    ‘I told you to come,’ I said.  I slapped her for a third time.  Her fingers were out of her hole and rubbing up and down on her clit.  Both my hands were back on her breasts.


    When she came a squeak escaped her throat.


    


    

  


  
    Never Apologise, Never Explain


     


    Angela suggested I should be happy with how it worked out.  Sabrina may have got away with her bad behaviour with merely losing her job, but at least the video hadn’t been released and I was no longer being blackmailed.  


    Sabrina supposedly lost her job.  Eventually.  In theory.  If she ever moved on.  Weeks later and she was still there.  Supposedly she was job hunting but I wasn’t seeing any signs of her leaving any time soon.  Angela refused to say anything to hurry her along.  Frankly I suspected Angela was happy if Sabrina stayed on indefinitely.  It was like Sabrina had never done anything wrong and all was forgiven.  It was irritating.  It’s incredible how some people just float through life causing untold chaos and damage to others, and yet they remain utterly unscathed.  I wouldn’t survive a scandal like this untouched.  I’d be lynched or arrested.  Sabrina got a verbal slap on the wrist and an increasingly theoretical sacking.  Unbelievable.


    The webpage Angela viewed the video on was taken down.  As far as Angela was concerned it was best not to provoke Sabrina.  The less said the better.  Sabrina still had the footage and could use it against me at any time, so why rock the boat.  Some bears you shouldn’t poke.  She was no longer pissing in my mouth in the office so wasn’t that a good enough result?


    Well no, not really.


    She humiliated, degraded and stressed me out for a month.  She deserved more of a punishment than a stern telling-off and then having her misdeeds swept under the carpet.  Maybe I should just accept the convenience of this silence and thank my luck stars my ordeal was over.  Curiously my anger was not what it once was.  With the events now fading into the past I found myself more aroused than angered by my memories.  I didn’t see that happening.


    Angela was continuing to fuck me.  We played around with spanking and fetish clothing beyond nylon stockings.  I developed a fetish for latex I didn’t previously have.  I guess we’re not a conventional domination and submission couple as we both switched roles with ease.  Usually you’re either a top or a bottom, but we’re open to doing both as the mood takes us.


    Sabrina introduced us to watersports.  To my shame I’ve come to sort of mildly enjoy pissing as a sexual act.  Angela’s an enthusiastic convert to piss drinking.  Mine and her own.  It’s pretty damn kinky to fold her stocking covered legs over her head so she’s peeing on her own face while simultaneously sucking my cock.  For my part I’ve agreed to allow her to piss on me.  On my face is okay but I drew the line at drinking it.  She tried to get me to at least take it in my mouth before spitting it out.  So far I’ve resisted but I’m concerned she might be convincing enough to wear me down if we keep fucking over the coming months.


    She had now mostly stopped wearing trousers to work.  Three quarters of the time she was in tan tights.  The other quarter in black pantyhose.  Sadly I’ve mostly failed to talk her into wearing a higher denier of opaque tights.  She still favours them being transparent so everyone can admire her flawless legs.


    I’d only had a few words with Sabrina.  All about work related matters.  We never acknowledged what had been going on and she never apologised.  After the first week I finally had the confidence to take the funnel out my desk and bin it.  Despite what a bitch she was, I couldn’t stop looking at her legs.  I loved Angela’s legs a lot, but Sabrina’s still had a sway over me.


    Fuck it.  She had no moral authority over me.  I got up and wandered across the floor to stand by her desk.  I stared, without subtlety, down at her legs.  She was wearing a dark blue dress and opaque, black tights.  She turned to me and said, ‘Can I help you?’


    Without taking my eyes off the stretched nylon tights I said, ‘I’m admiring you legs.’


    She swivelled her chair to face me and crossed her black-sheathed legs.  ‘Careful,’ she warned me.  ‘That stocking fetish got you into a lot of trouble last time.’


    I looked up from her opaque thighs and knees.  I said, ‘I think it would be appropriate for you to drink my piss.’


    ‘What are you talking about Maurice?’


    ‘You’re obviously not going to leave anytime soon.  You got away with it.  No consequences.  Well that’s fine.  I’m a grownup.  I understand injustice is to be expected.  It’s a cruel world.  But I think at the very least I deserve a little bit of revenge.  Just a little something to punish you.’


    ‘So you want to piss in my mouth?’


    ‘You did it to me.  Many times.  I think the tables should be turned.  At least one time.  Just the once.  That’s all.  It’s a slight rebalancing of the scale.  You owe me.  Morally speaking.’


    She chuckled with disdain.  ‘I’m a top.  I don’t submit to submissives.  And you can’t make me.  You have no leverage.  You can’t go running back to Angela to complain that I won’t let you pee in my mouth.  I don’t think she’s going to think highly of you if you do that.’


    ‘You’re missing the key word.  “Morally”.  You owe me.’


    She shrugged and uncrossed her sexy legs.  ‘I guess I’m just an immoral person.  I’m not doing it.  You’re not pissing in my mouth.  No one’s pissing in my mouth.’


    Crossly I said, ‘You’re a bitch.’


    ‘I thought that was well established by now.’


    Changing tack I asked what her intentions were concerning the pictures and videos.  She said, ‘They’re safe.  For now.  But I wouldn’t piss me off if I was you.  Things can become very unsafe very fast.’


    It was foolish to confront her.  Angela was right to be wary of bringing the subject up with Sabrina.  It would only rile her, and it might provoke her to do something bad.  It was better to accept how things had panned out and let silence and amnesia take over this whole situation.  It was time to back away before Sabrina started to feel confident in the strength of her position.  I had to leave on a seemingly strong note so I asked if she was threatening to blackmail me again.


    She said, ‘I’m just saying, don’t step on my shoes.  If you keep away from me, I’ll keep away from you.  That’s as fair as I’m going to be.’


    ‘Don’t get any ideas,’ I said as I backed away.


    ‘With you Maurice my imagination runs blank.  The only interesting thing about you was you were a piss slave.  Without that you’re nothing.  I won’t give you a second thought.’  She turned back to her desk and crossed her legs under it.


     


     


    I told Angela, in her office, about my little meeting with Sabrina.  She was not sympathetic.  ‘Don’t go poking your fingers in the cage of a dangerous animal.  You’re lucky you didn’t lose several fingers.  That was incredibly stupid.’


    ‘I know.  I just feel she owes me something to make up for that anguish.’


    She paused for a moment in thought.


    ‘What is it?’ I asked.


    ‘If it makes you feel any better, we can role-play this tonight.  I’ll pretend to be Sabrina.  You tell me everything you want to say to her.  You can shove me around and I’ll be a cold hearted, unforgiving bitch who won’t give an inch.  And then you can pee in my mouth.  I’ll dress up like her.  I can get a brunette wig.  It’ll be hot.’


    It might not be the real thing but it certainly made my dick hard.  I asked if she wasn’t offended by the idea of me fantasising about another woman while I was with her.


    ‘No.  It was my idea.  It’s sexy.  I get something out of it too.  Sabrina’s an interesting woman.  Getting to be her for an hour might be very interesting.’


    ‘Be warned if you’re going to do any method acting.  Her mind is a very fucked up place.’


    ‘Do you want to do this?’


    ‘Only if you wear opaque tights like she wears.  That’s a big thing for me.  It will really sell the fantasy more than the wig.  It’s a very important detail.  I can lose myself more in the fantasy if your legs are covered like hers.’


    ‘That’s doable.  Is she looking hot today?’


    ‘Yeah.  That’s her usual look.  I like it.’


    ‘I’ll buy a dress at lunch like the one she’s wearing today.  Are you getting hard?’


    ‘Yeah.  Thinking about you playing Sabrina.  That’s fucking kinky.’


    ‘I’ll go talk to her and ask where she got her dress from.  I might be able to get the exact same one.  I’d ask if I could borrow it, but she’s taller than me.’


    ‘Could you borrow her shoes?’


    ‘We’re not the same size.’


    


    

  


  
    Angela Apologises on Behalf of Sabrina


     


    It was late at night and the office was closed.


    It was just Angela and me.  Everyone else had gone home for the night.  I was sitting at Angela’s secretary’s desk.  I was waiting for Angela to change into her new outfit in her office.


    Angela emerged from her office in a similar dark blue dress to the one Sabrina had been wearing that day.  Her blonde hair was hidden under a black wig she bought during the lunch hour.  The style of cut wasn’t an exact match for Sabrina, but it was close enough not to spoil the impression.  Her legs looked gorgeous in black, opaque tights.  Angela was hot.  Sabrina was hot.  She was hot.  Combine the two women together and she was very hot.  The dark tights suited Angela.  Maybe it was because of the brunette hair.  Perhaps as a blonde the effect wouldn’t be as pleasing.


    ‘You look amazing,’ I said.


    ‘It’s not too silly?’ she asked with touching insecurity.


    ‘You look great.  I’m totally going to fuck you.’


    She straightened up with a bit more confidence.  ‘Okay.  Let’s do this.’


    She took me by the hand to my desk.  I sat down.  She walked further along and sat on Sabrina’s chair.  She pretended to do some work.  The computer and its monitor were off so she was just pressing random buttons on the keyboard.


    I waited about a minute before getting up.  I was about to act out my revenge fantasy on a surrogate Sabrina.  Angela had given me permission to be rough and cruel as long as I respected the safe word.  Otherwise I was permitted to go wherever my imagination took me.  Sabrina inspired some dark, kinky thoughts.


    I walked over to the stand-in Sabrina.  I said her name to her back.


    Angela, as Sabrina, didn’t look away from her blank computer screen as she dismissively said, ‘What is it Maurice?  Can’t you see I’m busy?’


    ‘Sabrina.  Look at me.’


    With exaggerated irritation she sighed.  She turned to look up at me.  ‘Yes?’ she asked.


    ‘What you did to me wasn’t fair.  I feel you have a moral obligation to make…’


    ‘Oh boohoo.’  She scrunched up her face and used her hands to playact crying her eyes out.  She was very mocking.  She put her hands down and said, ‘I owe you nothing.’


    ‘You owe me some satisfaction.  You’ve been damn lucky.  You got away with a perverse crime.  You walked away from a serious allegation without a mark on you.  You were sort of sacked, but we both know that’s not going to come to anything.’


    ‘So what do you want me to do about it?  It’s not my fault if Angela’s a pushover.’


    ‘You’re an unreasonable bitch.  You need to be taken down a peg or two.  You sullied me with your sadistic perversion.’


    ‘You enjoyed it.’


    ‘Fuck you Sabrina.  I did not enjoy being made to drink your piss.  Only a pervert would enjoy that.’


    ‘You are a pervert.  Don’t deny it.’


    ‘Liking a woman in stockings is not perverse.  It’s a kinky quirk at worst.  Enjoying pissing on people and making them drink urine is way, way worse.  You forced that perversion on me.’


    ‘Nonsense.  You liked it.  You played along.’


    ‘I did not.’


    ‘Protest all you like.  We both know the truth.  You liked it.  I know you liked it.  That little dick of yours got hard every single time.  I saw that with my own eyes.  I’ve got a video showing you happily slugging my piss down your throat.  Your words might have said no, but your body screamed yes.’


    I slapped her across the face.  Hard.  I wasn’t playacting with Angela.  For a moment I really lashed out at Sabrina.  Those could have been her words.  They sounded so like her.  She really infuriated me.


    Angela put her hand up and covered the stinging area of her cheek.  ‘Oh, you’re so in the shit now.  I’m going to put the video online.  Everyone’s going to know what a pervert you are.’


    I slapped her again.  This time I was more in control.  I was playacting through the scenario.


    She stood up and tried to hit me on the chest.  I grabbed both her wrists and pulled her with me to the floor.  Sabrina’s chair was kicked away by a high heeled shoe.  The tip of the heel scraped a white horizontal line on the leather.  ‘Stop fighting you stupid bitch.  You’re getting your just deserts.  You can’t fuck a guy over like that and expect to get away with it.  Bad behaviour can’t be rewarded with everyone looking the other way.  You have to pay the price.’  I let go of one of her wrists and put my hand up her skirt and on her crotch.


    ‘What are you doing?’ she asked.


    ‘I’m going to turn the tables on you.  I’m going to piss in your mouth.’


    ‘No.  I won’t let you.’  Angela repeated the words Sabrina said to me.  ‘Tops don’t submit to submissives.’


    ‘You’re not the top,’ I stated as coldly as I could.  ‘I’m the top.  I’m dominating you.’


    ‘I don’t want to drink pee.’


    ‘It’s disgusting, isn’t it?  How do you think I felt when you made me drink yours day after day?’


    She broke character and said something reasonable.  ‘I’m sorry.’


    I stopped the scene and said, ‘I don’t think Sabrina would apologise.  I think she’d rather drink piss than say sorry.’


    ‘Okay,’ agreed Angela.  ‘You want to do that again?’


    ‘Yeah.’  I asked, ‘Is it okay if I touch your pussy?  It’s not too…against your will?  I feel I’m stepping over a line.’


    ‘It’s a fantasy we’ve both agreed to,’ she said.


    ‘Okay.  I’m just checking.’  I squeezed my hand on her cunt and repeated my line as I kept one of her wrists in place against her breast.  ‘It’s disgusting to drink piss.  Isn’t it?  How do you think I felt being forced against my will to drink yours day after day?’


    ‘You were made to drink piss.  You’re a servant.  A piss slave.  It doesn’t matter if you liked it or not.’


    ‘Well my dear, you’re now my piss slave.  And I don’t care either if you like it or not.  You made your own bed.  Now you can lie in it.’


    I let go of her and got to my feet.


    She began to get up.  I said, ‘No.  Stay.’


    She paused.  Then she continued to get up.  I pushed her over with my foot so she landed sideways on the floor.  She repositioned herself so she was sitting.  She looked up at me as I unzipped my trousers.


    ‘What are you doing?’ she asked as her eyes fixated on the front of my trousers.


    ‘Guess.’


    ‘You can’t be serious.  You can’t piss on me.’


    ‘Why not?  You did it to me.  You opened the door to this.  It was a door no one else was pushing open.  You brought all of this on yourself.’  I pulled out my erect dick from the gap in my unzipped trousers.


    With steel in her voice she tauntingly said, ‘You haven’t got the guts to piss on a woman.  And certainly not me.’


    I kicked her legs wider apart so I could see up her skirt to the pink, lace panties.  They were behind the dark, black gusset of the tights around her crotch.  My dick bounced in the air as it got even harder at the sight of her panties.  ‘I’m going to enjoy this.  You deserve this more than any other woman ever has.’


    ‘I’m sorry for nothing,’ she said defiantly.  ‘If you go ahead with this I’ll post the video for everyone to see.’


    ‘And I’ll destroy your reputation.  It’ll be mutually assured destruction.  I’ll connect your name to it and I’ll post photographs of you in your cute little tights.  You won’t be naked, but still, men will be way more interested in you than they will be in me.  No one cares about the guys.  It’s all about the chicks.  And your crotch pissing in a random guy’s mouth will inspire a lot of interest in your pictures, even if you are fully dressed.  I’ll write a little memoir of our time together to go with it to give them something to masturbate to when they think about you.’  This was getting a little dark, but Sabrina did inspire these kinds of negative ideas.  ‘So if I was you I’d shut up, take my punishment and keep those pictures and videos out the public realm.’


    ‘Fuck you,’ she spat with venom.  Was she acting or was she really feeling it?  If she was acting then she had more talent than I expected.


    ‘No, fuck you Sabrina,’ I retorted.


    ‘Whatever.’


    ‘I’ll tell you what Sabrina.  Unlike you I’m not cruel.  Also unlike you I’ll give you a choice.  I won’t piss in your mouth if you apologise.  That’s all you’ve got to do to avoid having to do something revolting.  Just say sorry with a bit of conviction.  It’s up to you.  I’m not forcing you.  Say sorry and you can walk away unsullied.  Or continue to be a bitch and not apologise, and get a mouthful of piss for your troubles.’


    The real Sabrina was a woman of integrity.  Good or bad.  I truly believe if the real Sabrina had to face this choice she would refuse to apologise.  Of course there was also the possibility she actually would be perverse enough, like Angela, to enjoy drinking piss.


    I’d fallen in with a weird bunch of women.


    I asked if she was willing to apologise.  ‘It’s easy.  Just say sorry.’


    She stood her ground while sitting with her legs wide open on the office carpet.  ‘I’m not your submissive.  I’m not weak like you.’


    ‘You’re making me do this.  You’ve got no one to blame apart from yourself.  Open up your mouth.  Like you made me do for you all those times.’


    ‘No.  I refuse.  Point blank.  No.’


    ‘Then I’m going to piss on your clothes, your face and your hair.  It’s going to be a big mess.’


    She playacted wavering for a moment.  ‘I have nothing to apologise for.  So you’re going to have to do what you feel you need to do.  If that means pissing in my mouth then so be it.  But let me suck your cock first.’  This was not a very realistic touch but we were here to have sex, not just to do a semi-realistic depiction of my revenge.  So a little bit of unrealistic cock sucking that turned into vaginal sex seemed acceptable to me.  ‘Okay,’ I agreed.  ‘But you better make me come quick because my bladder’s starting to hurt.  It’s a gusher I’m holding back.’


    ‘My tongue and cock-hole of a mouth is up to the task,’ she said with confidence.


    I stepped forward to be over her.  She got up onto her knees and pulled her skirt up around her waist.  She stated, ‘I’m doing this because I want to suck your cock.  Not because you’re making me.  I’m not submitting to you.  It was me who suggested sucking you off.’


    ‘Stop stalling and do it.’


    She took hold of my cock in her hands and clamped her lips around the head.  She began to give me a mouth polish on my bellend while her hands jerked up and down my shaft.


    ‘Do you like sucking cock?’ I asked.


    Between licks and sucks she said, ‘I love Robert’s cock.  It’s so much bigger and juicer than yours.’


    ‘Um, okay.  I really don’t want to know about Robert’s cock.’


    ‘But it’s so much bigger and better than yours.  You should see it.  It’s so big it’s intimidating.  Not like this little thing.  I’ve seen clits bigger than your dick.’


    ‘You think it’s small?’


    ‘Maybe not technically.  It’s just I’m used to something a bit more…massive.  In comparison to Robert’s it’s nothing much.’


    ‘Take your hands off my cock and deep throat it.  Then you’ll see how big it is.’


    ‘Robert’s is so big I can’t get it all in my mouth.’


    ‘I’m being serious.  Deep throat it.’


    ‘I’ll swallow your little dick no problem.’  Rather embarrassingly she did.  She took the full length through her teeth and down into her throat.  There was no indication that it was a struggle to get it in there.  That shut her up for a moment while she held it in place.  She leaned back onto her heels to pull it out of her throat.  She coughed up some saliva.


    ‘You little whore.  How did you learn to do that?’


    ‘Robert’s dick.  One day I hope to get to the end of it.’  She leaned forward and sucked the tip of my penis without shoving it into her throat.


    She sucked and sucked.


    I could feel it coming over me.  The urge to pop in her mouth couldn’t be resisted.  ‘I’m going to come.’  She sucked harder.  ‘I’m coming.’  Indeed I was.  My white jizz load spewed out the end of my dick behind her closed mouth.  She sucked me for a bit more before taking me out of her mouth.


    She stuck her tongue out a little to show me the cum on it.


    ‘What are you going to do with all that cum?’ I asked.


    She took her tongue back into her mouth.  With her head titled back, so not to lose a drop of the white jelly I’d deposited, she awkwardly said, ‘What all good girls do.’  She made a show of swallowing it.  It took her two goes to get it all down.


    I said, ‘You called yourself a good girl.  If there is one thing you are not, it’s “good”.  You’re the worst bitch I’ve ever known.  A very bad person.  You need to open up now for your master.  I’m going to piss now.’


    She opened her mouth and waited for me to use her as a toilet.  Patiently she remained on her knees with my erect cock only an inch from her slutty mouth.  She eventually said, ‘I’ll let you fuck me if you don’t do this.  You can come in my pussy without protection.  Wouldn’t you rather do that instead of pissing in my mouth?’


    ‘Stop bargaining.  Either say sorry or drink my piss.’


    ‘You know what I think?  I think you’re warped.  You’d rather piss in my mouth than come in my cunt.  You’re the pervert I always knew you were.’


    My waters finally flowed.  Urine burst from the end of my dick and arced gracefully through the air towards Angela’s mouth.  Some water hit her on the bottom lip but she adjusted her head and took my urine inside her mouth.  I pressed down my muscles to extinguish the golden stream when her mouth started to overflow.  ‘Drink it.’


    She shook her head.


    ‘Don’t make me slap you.’


    She still didn’t swallow.


    ‘You’re doing yourself no favours.  The longer it takes you to swallow the longer it’s in your mouth and on your taste buds.’


    She shook her head again.


    ‘Can you taste it?  If you swallow it will go away.’


    Still no swallowing.


    ‘Stop being such a difficult cunt.  Swallow it.  There’s more to come.’


    She shook her head once again.


    I put my hand out and pinched her nose.  ‘You’ve got to breathe sometime.  Either it goes down your whore of a throat like my cum.  Or you spit it out all over yourself and make a mess.’  She already had a little urine splattered over her so it wasn’t much of a threat that she would make more of a mess.


    She held out for about ten seconds before she began to struggle for breath.  She quickly started chugging it down.  ‘That’s good,’ I said.  ‘Keep going.  It’s almost gone.’


    She swallowed the last of it and opened her mouth to gasp for air.


    I leaned my head down to her and said, ‘This will be a lot easier if you just drink it without me having to cover your nose.  Or of course, you could stop being a total bitch and say you’re sorry.’


    ‘Never.  This is abuse.’


    I leaned back to my full height again.  ‘I agree.  But you’re just getting repaid one tenth of what you meted out to me.  So stop whining.  No one likes a hypocrite who can’t take what she dishes out.’


    I pissed again.


    Her open mouth took it.


    She tried to hold out from swallowing my piss.


    I held her nostrils shut until she gave in to the inevitable and started swallowing again.


    With the last of my bladder I decided to wet her dress and tights.  ‘Oh oops,’ I said sarcastically as I drenched her tits.  ‘How did that happen?  I’m so sorry.’


    ‘You prick,’ she complained as she looked down at her soaked clothes.


    The stream drifted down to her crotch and then onto her thighs.  My bladder was emptied all over her.  The last dribbles were shaken off my dick and I said, ‘Sabrina, you might be a dick lover, but you’re a prize cunt.  You’re the worst woman I’ve ever met.’


    ‘Fuck you Maurice.’


    ‘Now I want to watch you piss yourself.’


    ‘No.’


    ‘I’m not asking.  I’m telling you.  Pull your panties and tights down and piss in your own mouth.’


    ‘No.  That’s not what you said you were going to do.’


    ‘You complaining about what’s unfair sounds like pure hypocrisy.  Get your panties down.’


    ‘No.’


    I got down and we had a brief tussle on the floor.  It ended with her head on the ground looking up at her exposed cunt in the air above her face.  Her body was up above her, folded over, so she could pee in her own mouth with the help of gravity.  Her tights and pink panties were around her knees.  It was a most undignified position.  I was kneeling at the top of her head.  Her wet nylons were in my hands – I was holding her ankles to keep her in place.


    ‘Do it,’ I commanded.


    ‘I don’t need to go,’ she protested.


    ‘That’s a lie.  Piss on your face.  Open your mouth.’


    She opened her mouth.  I took advantage of her open orifice and tried to shove my dick in it.  She licked and kissed at the head of my erection as it bobbed at her mouth.  She tried to suck it but the angle was too awkward for it to stay between her lips for more than a few seconds.


    Her girly urethra started to pour forth its golden shower.  She pissed onto her face.  Some landed on my dick, some in her mouth, while the majority landed on her chin and breasts.


    She gobbled at my dick until her bladder was spent.


    I let go of her ankles so she was lying on the office floor.  She was in a puddle of our urine at Sabrina’s desk.


    I pulled my trousers and underwear off and entered her pussy.  This was no longer part of the acted out revenge fantasy.  This was me fucking Angela.  Not me fucking Sabrina.


    We fucked without a word until we both came using good old fashioned vaginal intercourse.


     


     


    My playacted revenge was pleasantly cathartic.  I felt a lot of my anger towards Sabrina fall away.  She was becoming forgotten but not forgiven.  Angela moved me to a different floor so I didn’t have to see Sabrina and be tempted by her legs on a daily basis.


    My relationship with Angela stayed on course.  Eventually we had to admit to ourselves that we had something proper going on together.  We kept it quiet in the office but it seemed obvious I couldn’t stay on at the company.  So I started to look elsewhere for a new job.


    Angela’s contacts were useful.  There were advantages to dating a highflying business woman.


    Only after I left for my new job did Angela admit to the others in the office that we were dating.  Apparently Sabrina’s only reaction was one snide comment.  Something like, ‘So that’s why you’ve started wearing skirts and black tights all the time.’  Angela started to explain to her that we had become close after the pissing video ‘incident’ but Sabrina cut her off and said it was none of her business.  It seems that Angela still gets on well with Sabrina, but they keep things mostly work related.


    I’d love it if Angela would pretend to be Sabrina again, but I know better than to suggest it.  She would have to initiate anything like that.  It can’t come from me.  It’s looking like it will have to be a glorious one-off.  I do encourage Angela to wear black tights as much as possible.  The very, very few times I’ve managed to get her to wear opaque tights I privately fantasised that she was Sabrina.  That cold, heartless, cruel bitch still has a hold on my sexual imagination.  


    The one and only time I’ve allowed Angela to piss directly into my mouth, and I swallowed, was when she was wearing opaque tights.  Make of that what you will.


    

    


    
  


  
    6.  Teaching the Latex Maid to Be Obedient [Novella]


     


    A man joins a strict household as a latex maid and is given the feminine identity of Samantha by his cruel mistress.


     


    ‘So we’ll co-ordinate our tights when we dress each other every morning.  These tight latex maid uniforms don’t just roll onto our bodies all by themselves.  We’ll have to inspect each other to make sure we look perfect.  If our mistress sees anything out of place she’ll be cross.  You don’t want to make Princess Celeste angry.  That’s not good for either of us.  Her crop is not just for show.  The last maid before you took so many whacks to the arse she was dismissed for incompetence.  If you value your job, you will do exactly as you’re told.’


    

    


    
  


  
    The Rules of the Household


     


    Olivia and Robert were sitting on Robert’s bed in his new quarters.  They were both wearing black latex maidservant uniforms with white caps and aprons.  He was also wearing black elbow length latex gloves, while she had bare hands.  Their skirts fell loosely down to just above their knees.  Olivia was inducting Robert into the household.  She said, ‘You’ll notice I’m wearing black opaque tights.  Eighty denier.  You’re wearing the fifteen denier tan tights.  It’s not such a good look on your hairy legs.  In future you’ll have to shave them.  It’s important that we co-ordinate our tights.  Our mistress likes one maid to wear black and the second maid to wear see-through tan tights.  It’s just a quirk of hers.  The one in the tan tights gets the pleasure and the pain of having to wear a butt plug all day.  We can wear the tan tights on a voluntary basis, or we can have a strict rota to share the butt plug equally on alternative days.  I guess if we can’t make a decision we can flip a coin for it.  It’s up to us.  Princess Celeste doesn’t concern herself with who’s wearing the tan tights.  I think it’s a way of controlling us with mind games.  She hopes we end up squabble and resenting each other.  As the new maid, I thought it only fair you take the butt plug today,’ she said as she patted her own black nylons that were stretched prettily over her knees.  ‘I’ll take it tomorrow.  Don’t think you can be smart and take out the butt plug when no one’s looking.  She checks.  She’s very conscientious about making sure it’s still in there.  That’s why the girl in the tan tights isn’t allowed to wear panties.  So she can lift our skirts up to see.  She also likes to look up our skirts when we bend over to clean.  If she catches a maid without the butt plug shoved up there she’ll be thrashed.  And it won’t be a cute beating.  It will be painful and sustained.  So don’t skip the anal butt plug.  It needs to be worn no matter how uncomfortable it makes you feel.  We’re not here to be comfortable.  We’re here to serve and amuse our mistress.  To be honest, the butt plug’s not so bad.  You end up forgetting it’s even in there after about half an hour.  The main rule of the household is to never question or go against her desires.  Her orders are for us to obey.  We’re not paid to second guess her.  If you do talk out of turn, or fail to comply, she will hurt you.  Understood?  Nod your head.’


    Robert nodded.


    ‘So we’ll co-ordinate our tights when we dress each other every morning.  These tight latex maid uniforms don’t just roll onto our bodies all by themselves.  We’ll have to inspect each other to make sure we look perfect.  If our mistress sees anything out of place she’ll be cross.  You don’t want to make Princess Celeste angry.  That’s not good for either of us.  Her crop is not just for show.  The last maid before you took so many whacks to the arse she was dismissed for incompetence.  If you value your job, you will do exactly as you’re told.’


    Olivia pointed down to their shoes.  ‘No matter how sore or awkward it is to clean the house in five inch heels, we’re never to take them off without permission.  While in this job, never expect to be comfortable.  The black skin-tight uniform alternates between humiliating and sexually arousing.  For me it’s a love-hate thing.  I know I look great.  I also know I look stupid.  Our mistress and her various boyfriends will take every opportunity to humiliate you.  They talk down to us.  We are not their equals.  This is not a job that is good for your sense of self-worth and dignity.  She will make you go out in public to the shops in the full uniform.  With the white apron and the little cap.  Expect to get some funny looks.  As a man you can expect that to be even more humiliating.  I don’t know your story about why you applied for the job.  I can only assume you’re into serious transvestite bondage and other weird fetishes.  I have to ask you one question though.  Are you homosexual?  You may answer my question.’


    ‘No.’


    ‘Bisexual?  You may answer my question.’


    ‘No.’


    ‘Oh dear.  You do realise entertaining her men is a requirement of the job?  As a girl it’s okay for me.  I’m supposed to suck men off.  Even if they’re strangers who are laughing at me and bossing me around, it’s still not that bad if I suck their cocks.  Sure, it’s strange and inappropriate for me to suck guys I don’t like or know.  But it’s at least in the range of normal behaviour.  It’s not deviant.  For you, as a heterosexual man, this could be a challenge.  She has a lot of boyfriends.  A lot.  Our mistress gets bored of cock once she’s had it.  So there’s a lot of turnover.  She’ll hand some of her men over to the maids to service.  She gets the maids, that’s us, to suck their dicks from time to time.  Sometimes she makes us sleep with them.  As in vaginally and anally.  I’ve eaten a lot of cum on the job.  I don’t see why she’ll expect any different from you.  How do you feel about sucking real dick?  You may answer the question.’


    ‘I don’t want to blow men.’


    ‘Unfortunately for you, what you want means nothing in this house.  You either do as you’re told or you leave.  There’s no middle ground.  I have never once disobeyed my mistress.  That’s why I’m still here serving her as her number one maid.  I’ve been in her employ for six months.  It’s been challenging.  You don’t always feel sexy day after day.  But the rewards for a servile bondage freak like me have been bountiful.  I’ve totally given myself up to her.  I love her.  And I say that as a woman who leans more heavily in the heterosexual direction than homosexual.  Play your cards right and you can stay here for a long time.


    ‘At bedtime she allows us to take off our uniforms and shower.  Obviously the butt plug comes out the girl wearing the tan tights.  It has to be cleaned after all.  She supplies us with thin, wispy, sexy negligees.  She doesn’t allow us to masturbate ourselves at night so she ties our wrists to the beds and takes the keys away.  I prefer a heavier bondage so she ties my legs and waist to the bed as well.  For you she’ll just shackle your arms.  From time to time she gets lonely and will climb into bed with her maids and sleep with us.  She cuddles.  Those cuddles are full of affection.  Some of my best moments have been when she slept all night in my bed with her head on my shoulder.  To be cruel she sometimes masturbates me, while other times she doesn’t.  You look like you want to ask a question.  You may ask your question.’


    ‘What about going to the toilet?  If we’re tied up how do we go to the toilet?’


    ‘There’s a buzzer by the side of the beds.  You can ring it.  If she’s awake she’ll unlock you and let you pee into a wine glass.  You then have to drink it.  It can take a few glasses to fully empty your bladder.  If she doesn’t answer you have to hold it in.  All night.  Which is hard to do.  Or you can piss yourself and lie in your cold urine all night.  I don’t recommend pissing yourself.  It’s really not sexy after the first hour.  You’ll learn not to drink after nine so you’ll be dry all night.  If you stay in her house, you will drink a lot of your own piss, and that of Princess Celeste.  Sometimes from glasses.  Other times direct from the source.


    ‘I think that covers the basics of the living arrangements.  I assume the bit about eating cock has you concerned.  You might be asking yourself if you’re up for it.  The thought comes to me that we should test it.  I propose you lift your skirt up and pull your tights down.  I can then masturbate your cock until it ejaculates into the palm of my hand.  Then I can feed your own cum to you.  Have you ever eaten your own cum before?  Answer the question.’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Did you like it?  You can answer the question.’


    ‘It was okay.’


    ‘Just okay?  I don’t think you’re cut out for this.  Every other day we maids are ordered to put strangers cocks in our mouths and to give them blowjobs.  Usually until they come.  As a girl I don’t mind this too much.  Sometimes I even really like it.  Princess Celeste allows me to masturbate when I’m eating dick.  She’s going to tell you to suck dick.  Maybe not as much as me, but you’re going to be ordered to do it.  She’ll instruct you to suck it, and if you hesitate too much her laughter’s going to turn sour.  I’ve taken cock in my pussy and in my butthole on her orders.  For all we know she might offer your butt to one of her boyfriends.  Are you prepared to do what she asks, no matter how against your own nature it might be?  You can answer the question.’


    ‘I want to at least try.  I didn’t apply to be her maid to have normal experiences.  This is hardcore stuff.  I’m here to do shocking things that challenge my boundaries.’


    ‘That’s a good answer.  That mindset, if you can keep it, should see you through.  Okay then, we might as well give this a whirl.  Let’s see.  You’ve got your latex uniform on.  The gloves are cute.  Your fifteen denier tights.  Your five inch heels with your open toes.  Blonde wig on.  Your make-up looks good.  The green nail varnish is nice.  It goes well with your green eyes.  The apron’s on straight.  The cap is in place.  Lift your skirt up at the back.’  Robert stood up from the bed and turned away from Olivia.  He lifted the back of the skirt to show her his behind.  ‘Good.  The butt plug is in position.’


    She put her hands out and placed them on either side of his hips.  She then slowly drifted her hands down to his knees, all the time feeling the smooth nylon tights on her palms and fingers.  She took her hands off his body and told him to turn around.  He dropped the skirt back in place and turned on the spot to face her.  His crotch was more or less level with her mouth.


    ‘As it’s your first day I’m sure our mistress won’t mind if I give you a handjob to orientate you in your new surroundings.  Remember, this house is not a prison.  No one’s keeping you here.  The front door’s unlocked.  If you don’t like it you can walk out.  Now lift your skirt up and hold it out the way.’  He lifted the skirt and held it in place with both hands.  ‘I can see your dick straining against the nylon.  You’re so turned on right now.  It’s so hard.’  She pressed her cheek up against the nylon covered dick.  She then turned her head and kissed the underside of the shaft.  She took her head away and used her hands to pull his tights halfway down his thighs to release his erection.  It pointed out at her.  She took hold of it with her right hand and started to wank it.  With her other hand she held his balls and pulled down on them.


    She wanked Robert for a minute.  


    She could tell he was about to climax by the way he was getting harder in her hand.  She took her left hand off his balls and cupped the hand at the end of his engorged penis.


    He exploded his white love jizz into the palm of her hand.


    ‘Open your mouth,’ she instructed.  She took her right hand off his dick and put it on his chin to help keep his lipstick painted mouth open.  She put the sticky cum covered left hand over his mouth.  The white cum slid off her palm into his open mouth and onto his tongue.  ‘Taste it.  Because you’re going to be tasting a lot of that stuff very soon.  Guy after guy is going to pop a load in that whore of a mouth.  You’re going to be sucking them until they come.  So get used to the taste and the texture.  Swallow it.’  He swallowed it down his throat as instructed.  ‘Lick all the rest off my hand.  Do it.  Lick it all up like the little cock whore you are.’


    Robert licked the remaining jizz from the palm of her hand.


    Once it was all gone from her hand Olivia instructed him to swallow that too.


    She asked if he enjoyed it and gave him permission to respond.


    ‘It was okay.’


    ‘You better learn to love it because it’s going to become a regular thing.  At least you need to tolerate it without complaint.’  She squeezed the end of his dick.  A little bit of cum dribbled out the tip of his penis.  Using her left index finger she scooped it up and put it on her own sticking out tongue.  She put her tongue in her mouth and swallowed.  She then pulled his tights back in place around his waist.  He dropped the skirt.


    She said, ‘Okay.  Time to meet your mistress for the first time as a girl in uniform.  Apart from the unshaved legs you look presentable.’


    

    


    
  


  
    Meeting Princess Celeste


     


    Olivia knocked on the door to the sitting-room.  ‘Enter,’ said a woman’s voice from behind the door.  Olivia opened the door and led Robert into the room.  Their mistress Princess Celeste was sitting on an ornately carved wooden bench.  The padding was covered in hand stitched imagery.  It was clearly a very old and very expensive piece of furniture.  Princess Celeste was wearing a red blouse made of silk, black leather trousers and high heels.  She patted both sides of the bench and invited her maids to sit on either side of her.  Robert sat on her left and Olivia to her right after closing the sitting-room door.  


    Princess Celeste said to Robert, ‘I hope Olivia’s not been scaring you with outlandish tales of perversion.  I’m not half the ogre and taskmaster she likes to make me out to be.  You know how the little people like to bitch about their bosses behind their backs.  I can only imagine the ridiculous stories she’s been telling.  I’m sure half the stories are probably at least a little exaggerated.  I won’t deny though, I can be quick to lose my temper when I see incompetence or disobedience.  It’s true, I have thrashed my maids.  Many times.  But let’s not pretend they didn’t like it.  I think this one,’ she put her right hand on Olivia’s black nylon covered left leg, ‘fucks up on purpose.  I know she’s too experienced by now to leave surfaces dirty when dusting.  I know she’s too big a fetishist to not properly polish my boots.  It’s obvious she slips up on purpose in order to feel my crop and my hand on her delectable arse.  She likes to be tied up and force fed cum from my lovers.  Her protests to the contrary fool no one.  Especially me.  I’m no fool and I can identify a hollow denial from a mile away.  She’s a weird little girl.’  She then placed her left hand on his tan leg.  She groped their two legs in her hands.


    To Robert she said, ‘Bondage.  Discipline.  Spanking.  Wanking.  Caning.  Cum eating.  Dick sucking.  Anal abuse.  Whipping.  Flogging.  Threesomes.  Foursomes.  Group sex.  Lesbianism.  Cunt eating.  Golden showers.  All of these things and more are in your future.  I’m up front about it.  Some of it you will enjoy.  Some of it you will endure.  Just say the magic word at any time and you can leave.  We’ll pull the dick out your mouth, untie you from your bondage and let you walk away.  Say “audit” and your torment will end.  But be sure that’s what you want.  Once banished you can never come back.  Nod if you understand this.’


    Robert nodded.


    ‘You will earn two-hundred a week.  It’s not much, but serving me should be all the reward you need.  I’ve considered charging the two-hundred instead of giving it, but I don’t want to encourage trust fund kids over the deserving poor.  Room and board will be provided.  Your clothes will be provided.  Smoking is forbidden in the house.  You’ll have to find breaks in your busy schedule to smoke in the gardens.  I will only allow twenty cigarettes a day.  I will provide the cigarettes in order to help control your nasty habit.  All unused cigarettes are to be handed back to me at bedtime so you can’t hoard them.  You can of course hide them if you’re stupid.  But that will just give me an excuse to beat you when I find them.’  This was irrelevant information since he didn’t smoke.  ‘Is that acceptable to you?  You may answer the question.’


    ‘Yes Princess Celeste.’


    ‘Good.  You are at the bottom of the household.  It is me at the top.  Then my boyfriends.  Then the gardener.  Then the odd-job man who comes in once a week to fix things.  Then Olivia as the senior maid.  Then you.  At the bottom.  You must do all that is asked of you.  If Olivia asks you to chop wood, you do it.  If a boyfriend asks you to lick up cum he spilt on the floor, you do it.  If I ask you to clean my anus with your tongue, you do it.  Hesitation can be cute and forgiven.  I like to see a little distress and conflict in my maids when they’re told to do something humiliating or disgusting.  But there’s a difference between hesitation and brief refusal that borders into disobedience.’


    Suddenly she took her right hand off Olivia’s leg and slapped Robert across the cheek with it.  He flinched but didn’t allow any objections to pass his painted lips.  It was a hard slap with a loud crack and a sting to it.  There was nothing playful about it.  ‘You will be hit if you don’t measure up.’  The hand on his leg moved up and under his loose latex skirt.  The hand she’d used to slap him now rested on his right knee.


    Princess Celeste looked at his legs through the thin nylon fabric stretched over his flesh.  She rubbed her hands on the nylon and made a tut-tut sound of disapproval.  ‘You’ll have to shave your legs.  Hairy legs on a girl is disgusting.  I’ll let you off with a verbal warning as this is your first time.  But if I ever see a hair where I shouldn’t on a girl then I’ll beat you.  Nod if you understand.’


    He nodded.


    ‘This is new territory for me.  I’ve never had a male maid before.  Your application surprised me.  Frankly I only hired you because it was funny.  The thought of a boy doing a woman’s job.  All that cleaning and ironing.  All that dick sucking.  All that dressing up and applying make-up.  I was doubled over in hysterics.  I almost ended myself.  If you’d been gay you would be no use to me.  That wouldn’t be funny.  Tell me again, why did you apply for the job?  You can answer the question.’


    He said, ‘It sounded arousing when I read the job description.’


    ‘But it was clearly written for a woman.  Why did you apply to an ad for a sexual position meant for a woman?  You can answer the question.’


    ‘The job description made me masturbate.  Eventually I thought, why not apply?  They either take my application seriously or they don’t.’


    ‘I pissed myself with laughter, but you had me intrigued.  The thought of the humiliation I could heap upon you made you more attractive than all the girls who applied.  Feminising a man and degrading him by turning him into a girl was what got you the job.’  She slipped her left hand back to the area above his knee and put her right hand back on Olivia’s leg.


    She said, ‘I haven’t modified the job one jot for your gender.  It’s a job for a girl.  I need a girl to do it.  The job won’t change one bit to accommodate you.  So you’ll have to conform to fit the job.  You will become a girl.  You will live and dress like a girl.  You will have sex like a girl.  With both men and women.  From now on you will be referred to only by feminine pronouns.  You are no longer “he” and “him”.  You are “she” and “her”.  Your name is no longer…whatever it is.  I have picked a new name for you.  A good girly name.  Your name is Samantha.  You must never shorten it to Sam.  Ever.  Or I will hurt you like you’ve never been hurt before.  You are my maid.  You are my property.  You have no other identity outside of being a female called Samantha and that you work as a maid for me.  Even on your days off, even when away from the house, you will continue to live as a girl.  In public you will wear short skirts and full make-up and a wig.  Nod if you agree to this.’


    Samantha nodded.


    ‘One last thing.  There is a word to quit.  Utter “audit” and you will be released from this exquisite bondage.  But there’s no safeword for “slow down and give me a moment”.  You’re either in my world or you’re not.  When I’m spanking your naughty little butt cheeks for a violation you can beg for mercy and appeal to my better nature.  But you can’t stay my hand by using a safeword.  This is hardcore what we’re doing here.  This isn’t for sissies.’


    She took both her hands back to herself and clapped them once before her.  ‘Isn’t this fun?’ she asked.  ‘Of course your dick will have to be renamed.  We’ll call the head the clitoris and the shaft and balls your vagina.  Of course we can’t penetrate your vagina.  Instead we’ll just introduce you as an anal slut who prefers it in the backdoor.  Do you have any questions you want to ask before your duties begin?  You may speak.’


    ‘Can the maids masturbate whenever we want?’


    ‘Good question.  On balance I prefer if the maids would refrain from sticking their fingers in their holes.  I prefer to exercise their mouths, cunts and arseholes myself or with my boyfriends.  I don’t want you to get tired out.  The last thing I need is to find you unable to perform sexually due to exhaustion when I need you.  But don’t worry.  I promise you regular orgasms.  You will rarely find yourself sexually frustrated for too long as I plan to use your holes constantly.  If anything, you’re going to grow bored of having so many orgasms.  Of course orgasm denial is a method of punishment.  If you displease me, I might tie you to the bed and not let you come for a few days.  The problem with that is: you might be thankful for the break.  So I usually edge you up to the point of orgasm but won’t let you tip over and come.  It’s a type of dissatisfaction I find particularly effective on Olivia.  She likes a good spanking but isn’t so keen on orgasm denial.  Isn’t that right?  You may speak.’


    Olivia said, ‘I hate it.’


    Princess Celeste said to Samantha, ‘I will allow you to ask me one more question.  You may talk.’


    Samantha had a mountain of questions to ask but nothing specific that cut through as the most important.  It didn’t seem like the best time to ask for clarity over issues already discussed.  She could ask those questions to Olivia later.  The most pressing issue was probably the toilet arrangements.  She asked, ‘What about going to the toilet?’


    ‘Basically you have to ask permission to go.  I prefer non-verbal communication with my maids.  I’m not hiring you for your conversation.  So raise your hand and either point at the hole you need to use or cross your legs and mime holding it in.  If I don’t excuse you to leave the room you might have to just do it where you stand.  I might go into the toilet with you if it’s just a number one.  If so, I expect you to amuse me and put on a show with the wine glasses.  If I’m not there, then I don’t care.  You can piss into the bowl like a normal person.  As you’re now a lady you will sit on the seat.  If I find out you’ve been standing…  So help me, I’ll be furious.  I’ll make you lick all the toilet bowls in the house clean.’  She slapped Samantha hard on the cheek.  ‘Even thinking about it makes me angry.’  She slapped her new maid again, this time backhanded in a cutely feminine way that was still painful.  ‘At night, as I’m sure Olivia informed you, there is the added awkwardness of bondage.  You can ring the buzzer and I might get up and untie you so you can drink your own piss.  Otherwise you’ll just have to stew all night with a full bladder.  Or you can be disgusting and undisciplined and wet the bed.  It’s no skin off my nose.  They’re not my soggy sheets to lie in and clean.  Maybe, if you’re a good girl, I’ll consider reinstating the rotating roster.  Olivia, explain to Samantha what the rotating roster is.  You may speak.’


    Olivia said, ‘One maid is put in bondage at night while the other is left free from shackles.  She is on call all night to attend to the needs of her mistress, her guests and the toilet needs of the other maid.’


    ‘And tell her why we don’t currently do the rotating roster.  You may speak.’


    ‘I was caught having lesbian bondage sex with the other maid.’


    ‘You dirty slut.  You took advantage of her when she was tied down to the bed.  I walked in on you with your nose and tongue right up her clam.  The very definition of unauthorised use of the domestic staff.  So Samantha, if you find yourself pissing all over yourself and then having to lie in it, blame this greedy little slut.  But with a new staff member we could maybe try again.  I’d like to think the teachings I visited upon Olivia’s arse cheeks and anus that night has left an impression.  Hopefully it has taught her a lesson and she won’t be foolish enough to repeat her behaviour.  Anyway, I feel we’re getting ahead of ourselves.  We don’t know if you’ll fall at the first hurdle.’


    Princess Celeste stood up and straightened her red blouse.  ‘Olivia, bring Samantha into the art room in five minutes.’  She walked out the room.


    Samantha turned to Olivia and started to talk.  Olivia shushed her.  Even out of earshot she was obeying the rules of silence as dictated by her mistress.  They sat in silence.  Samantha wiggled her arse to another position in order to relieve the pressure on the end of her butt plug.  Olivia watched the clock on the mantelpiece and waited for roughly five minutes.  She said, ‘It’s time.’


    ‘What do you think she’s got planned?’ Samantha asked quietly.


    ‘There’s no point speculating.  We’ll find out in a minute.’  She stood up and indicated with her finger for Samantha to follow her.


    

    


    
  


  
    Samantha Sucks Her First Dick


     


    Samantha and Olivia walked down the corridor to another door.  Olivia knocked.  Princess Celeste’s voice said, ‘Enter.’  Olivia pushed open the art room door to reveal Princess Celeste with a riding crop in her left hand.  Standing to her right was a man in black trousers and a blue shirt.  They were in the centre of the room.  Princess Celeste said to Olivia, ‘Bring in Samantha and close the door behind you.  I want you to stay to finish the job in case Samantha isn’t up to it.’


    ‘Yes Princess Celeste.’  Olivia indicated for Samantha to go in first.  Samantha stepped through the door followed by Olivia.  Olivia closed the door and then shuffled sideways along the wall to stand out the way behind a sofa.


    Princess Celeste clicked her fingers in an unpleasantly bossy way.  She then pointed to the floor at her and the man’s feet.  ‘On your knees Samantha.’


    Oh fuck.  This was it.  It was really going to happen.  No preamble.  No getting to know you and no gradual build up after a few days of heterosexual activities.  Princess Celeste expected her to do a sex act on a man.  Right now.  Pretty much as the first task she’d been given.  As a heterosexual man this was not good.  Yet Samantha didn’t shout out the word ‘audit’ to make it all stop.  Instead she meekly looked at the floor to her feet.  She then observed from her high vantage point as her high heels started to move forwards.  Her heels walked softly on the carpet.  In no time she had covered the short distance to the centre of the room.  She was standing before the two of them with her eyes averted.  ‘Look at me,’ demanded her mistress.  Samantha looked up at Princess Celeste but couldn’t look at the man.  ‘Look at him.’  She forced herself to look at him.  Stubble.  How disgusting.  She looked away again as she was unable to keep looking at his face.  ‘On your knees,’ commanded Princess Celeste.


    Samantha couldn’t do it.  She stood still with no signs of starting to comply with her orders.  Princess Celeste tapped the end of the stiff riding crop against the front of Samantha’s knee caps.  ‘I said on your knees girl.  I won’t tell you again.’  Samantha didn’t dare to hesitate any further.  On her knees she sank, ready for one of the worst degradations a straight man could undergo.


    Princess Celeste looked down on Samantha and said, ‘This is Michael.  He had sex with me last night.  He’s graciously agreed to hang around to help me teach you how to suck cock.  That’s very kind of him, isn’t it?  Giving up his time to help the new domestic.  He has better things to do so this is very generous.  So say, “Thank you Michael for letting me suck your cock.”  You may speak.’  


    Samantha turned her head upwards but couldn’t look at him.  Instead she kept her eyes on her mistress.  ‘Don’t look at me.  Tell Michael.  And look him in the eye when you say it.’


    Slowly she turned her eyes to Michael and repeated the words.  ‘Thank you Michael for letting me suck your cock.’  It was delivered in a mechanical, not overly enthusiastic or sincere way, but no one complained.


    ‘Now unzip his trousers and pull them down.  I’ll let you keep the gloves for today but in future I think we can dispense with the gloves.  You’ll appreciate that the gloves aren’t too thick anyway to handle his zipper.  You’ll still be able to feel the hard but weirdly soft texture of his dick in your hand.’


    Without thought Samantha unzipped the man’s trousers and pulled them down.  There was an unmistakable bulge of an erection in his boxers.  Was she really doing this?


    ‘Take off his underwear.’


    Apparently she was doing this.  Off came the boxers.  At least she had the gloves this time to give her a bit of distance between her skin and that of the man’s.  She visibly shuddered at the thought of touching the skin on his leg with her own bare hand.  Much worse was to come.  She was expected to hold his penis in her hand, and then put it in her mouth.  Maybe if the man wore a condom it wouldn’t be quite so bad.  Not that he was going to wear a condom so it was all academic anyway.


    ‘Now take a hold of his cock in your right hand and hold his balls with your left.’


    Samantha reached up but stopped.  It was just a second of last moment sense.  She overcame all her natural instincts, that reasonable part of her that refused to obey, and put her gloved hands on his genitals.  She’d done it.  She was now touching a man’s cock – with her hands.  She was holding another man’s penis and balls.  The penis was okay but the balls felt really wrong in her hand.


    ‘Grip it tight.’


    Against her instincts she hardened her grip.  His dick was hard.  In fact, it seemed to be getting harder.  Oh fuck, it was twitching in her hand.  This was sick.  To her horror her own vagina was hard.  What did that mean?  Was she gay?


    ‘Good girl.  You’re taking instruction better than I expected.  I had my doubts about you.  So don’t disappoint me now.  Jerk it slowly up and down.’


    Samantha began to gently masturbate the man.


    ‘Go faster and harder.  But not too fast.’


    This she did.


    ‘Okay.  Now here’s where it starts to get harder.  This will separate the women from the girls.  Stick out your tongue and lick the end of his nob.’


    She’d gone this far so she was as well going further.  She stuck out her tongue and slowly leaned in to make contact with his penis.  When it touched she was so freaked out she jolted away from him.  She’d touched it.  Yuck.


    ‘I said lick it.  You barley touched it.  You want to make him feel good, don’t you?  And it will make you feel good.  Lick it properly.’


    She leaned in again with her tongue out.  This time she didn’t jump away when her tongue made contact.  The underside of her tongue touched the urethra opening on the end of his cock.  She licked downwards just the once.  It wasn’t so bad.


    ‘Lick it again.  Just the tip.’


    Samantha licked the head a few times.  It really wasn’t so repulsively terrible.  It was bad on a lot of levels more psychological than physical in nature.


    ‘Now lick up and down his shaft,’ commanded Princess Celeste.


    Without hesitation she licked up and down the length of his erection with her gloved right fingers holding him steady at the base.  Up and down she went with an unexpected gusto that surprised Samantha herself more than it surprised anyone else.  It almost looked like she was enjoying herself.


    ‘Good girl.  Very good.  You might be a natural cocksucker by the looks of this.  Okay, now nuzzle his balls.  All girls need to lick balls once in a while.’


    She did as told.  She didn’t enjoy that so much.  There was nothing ‘sexy’ about that part.


    ‘Licking them and smelling them is all good.  But real girls put them in their mouths.’


    She popped each ball in turn very briefly into her mouth.  It was more a token gesture than anything else.  Michael didn’t complain and Princess Celeste didn’t seem bothered by how brief she was at this part.


    ‘You’re doing good work Samantha.  If you’ve done that then the next step shouldn’t be such a big deal.  Time to suck it like a proper grownup woman.  Go on.  Pop his cock in your mouth and feel the girth of it on your lips.’


    Cautiously Samantha put her lips on the end of his dick.  She then slowly let it slide inside her mouth past her lips.  His dick was now sitting on her tongue in her mouth.


    ‘Congratulations.  Right now you’ve got a dick in your mouth.  You don’t need to go too deep.  Deep throating’s for advanced cock users.  You’re not there yet.  This is just your first time so I don’t expect too much from an oral virgin.  But in a few days we’ll see about sword swallowing.  A cock in the throat is definitely a must for the future.  But for now, just take what you can.  Start sucking it.’


    Samantha started to bob her head back and forth on his dick.  She was sucking him.


    ‘And don’t forget to play with his balls.’  


    To Michael she asked if it felt good.  He said it did.  ‘You hear that Samantha?  Your first cock sucking review and it’s positive.  Keep sucking it.  And use your tongue.  Make him feel good.  Make him feel special.  Make him feel loved.  You do love him, don’t you Samantha?  Like a real girl.  Lesbianism’s all fine and good.  But I think you’ll agree with me, men are better for us.  Keep sucking.  It’s okay if your eyes water.  It’s okay to cry.  Us girls have so many emotions.’


    Samantha pulled the dick from her mouth to get some air.


    ‘Put it back in your mouth.’


    She put it back in her mouth and started sucking on it again.


    ‘Keep going.  Be a slut.  Be the slut you’ve always wanted to be.  Don’t be ashamed.  Not yet.  Enjoy it now and feel the shame later.’


    Suck.  Suck.  Suck.


    ‘You can play with yourself if you want.’


    It was tempting.  It really was.  Samantha’s own vagina was long and hard in her tights.  Also her sphincter kept opening and closing on the butt plug.  It was too humiliating though to whip out her pussy and start beating on it while sucking on a man’s penis.  It was beyond any acceptable level of decency. She didn’t want Princess Celeste and Olivia to think she was enjoying it too much.  She preferred it to look like something that was being endured – which it was.  Just not as much as she thought it would be.


    ‘Okay Samantha, it looks like we can expect things to get sticky any moment now.  Michael’s going to bust a nut in your mouth.  You might not like it.  Many girls don’t at first.  But don’t worry.  We’ll train you to appreciate it.  You’ll grow to love it and you’ll be craving it like the big slut we know you are.  If there’s one thing we’re going to do to you while you’re in this house, it’s turn you into a cock addict.  Okay, he’s getting closer.  I have to insist you swallow it.  You’re no good to me if you don’t swallow.  But not straightaway.  Keep it in your mouth when he comes.  So keep sucking and take whatever he gives you.  But I repeat, don’t swallow straightaway.  Keep it in your mouth and feel his love for you.  Taste it.  Enjoy it.  Or at least experience it.  I’ll tell you when you can swallow it.  Michael will be kind enough to tap you on the head when he’s about to come.’


    Suck.  Suck.  Suck.  His penis started to taste different, sort of bitter.


    Michael tapped her on the top of her wig.


    Oh fuck.  It was about to happen.  She was going to receive a load of white fluid in her mouth and down her throat.  Any moment now.


    Princess Celeste instructed Samantha to, ‘accept his love.’


    Michael grunted.  The semen squirted out the end of his penis.  He was coming inside Samantha’s mouth.  Samantha choked on it as it hit the back of her throat.  It was kind of flat tasting with a bit of salt and bitterness to it.  The idea of it was disgusting but in reality it was rather indifferent.  She’d taken her first man in her mouth.  It had happened.  It was a watershed moment.  For ever more she’d be someone who’d had a homosexual experience.  Nothing could erase that as it was a memory not likely to be forgotten.  It had happened.  She’d taken a dick in her mouth and deliberately manipulated it with sucking and licking until it squirted its salty cream into her mouth.  She did this with an erect clit inside her tan tights while her arse was plugged up.  Did this mean she was gay?


    There were women in the room.  This was more a perverse floorshow for their amusement than it was about her own enjoyment.  In fact, her own overt enjoyment in the sexual act was not important, required, expected or perhaps even wanted.  Okay, so she sucked a dick and didn’t hate it.  It didn’t mean she’d turn into a regular dick sucker on her own time.  She looked up at the man she’d just blown.  No, there was no attraction there.  She wasn’t interested in him as a person.  She looked over to the right at Princess Celeste.  There was no doubt about it: she’d still much prefer to stick her engorged clit in Princess Celeste’s pussy.  Even if Samantha was a little bisexual, it didn’t automatically follow that men meant more to her than body parts she might be willing to touch and lick.  Also there was a big difference between sucking someone off and having a relationship with them involving emotions.  Dating men was not in her future.  She was definitely not interested in men in that way.  Her sexuality might be compromised or changed from this experience, but she was still essentially the same person she was before she sucked Michael’s cock – someone who likes girls.


    Samantha pulled the dick out her mouth and parted her lips to show Princess Celeste and Michael the cum on her tongue.  Princess Celeste put the riding crop under her left armpit and crouched down to be level with her.  ‘Can you taste it?’ she whispered into Samantha’s ear.  ‘You can answer.’


    Of course she could taste it.  ‘It’s salty.’


    Princess Celeste took her mouth away from her ear and asked, ‘Do you like it?’


    Samantha shook her head.


    ‘I think you do.  I think you’re lying to us.’  She lifted the latex skirt and looked down at the erection in Samantha’s fifteen denier tights.  ‘If you didn’t like it, then why is your vagina all excited?  I find that to be an odd physical reaction to something you didn’t enjoy.  I’ll ask again, and this time I want a proper verbal answer.  You have my permission to speak, but remember you can’t swallow.  Did you like sucking Michael’s dick?  And do you like the taste of his cum on your tongue and in your mouth?  Does it make you feel like a real girl?  Answer me.’


    There seemed no point lying.  Her humiliation was complete.  There was no dignity left to protect.  She turned around and glanced over at Olivia.  Olivia looked away as though she didn’t want to get involved.  Samantha turned back to her mistress.  With her tongue awkwardly pressed down to the bottom of her mouth Samantha said, ‘It wasn’t as bad as I expected.’  She didn’t add anything else.  It was safer to say less than more.  Over-elaborate words could incriminate her, while an ambiguously short statement was open to interpretation that could be denied or debated.


    ‘Would you like to expand on that?  You may speak.’


    Princess Celeste was onto her game.  Samantha made another short statement.  ‘I didn’t enjoy it, but I didn’t hate it,’ she said as best she could with cum in her mouth.


    ‘Good girl.  At least you’re trying.  As I’m not a cruel person I think you should be rewarded for the effort.  You did good work today.  You amused me very much.  It’s always delightful to see the look of distaste on a lesbian’s face when I make her eat cock.’  She dropped Samantha’s skirt back in place and stood up.  She clicked her fingers at Olivia.  ‘Olivia, come here.’


    Olivia moved around the sofa and walked up to the three of them.  Princess Celeste said to her, ‘Samantha has undergone a traumatic event.  To make up for it you should do some lesbian stuff to her clit.  Get on your knees and lick her cunt.’


    ‘Yes Princess Celeste.  As my madam commands.’  She dropped to her black knees facing Samantha.


    Princess Celeste said to Samantha, ‘Clean Michael’s cock with your mouth and then put his underwear and trousers back on.  Then you can receive lesbian kisses on your slit.  But don’t swallow.  Keep it in your mouth.’


    Samantha said, ‘Yes Princess Celeste.’  She leaned in and put Michael’s penis back in her mouth to get the last of the cum off the head of his penis.  She squeezed his shaft with her hand and a little more sperm dribbled out his cock and into her mouth.  For a moment she thought she was going to gag but she didn’t.


    Samantha removed the cock from between her lips and voluntarily kissed it on the urethra.  Where did that kiss come from she wondered.  She helped him put his boxers and trousers back in place and used her gloved fingers to zip them up.  His cock was now safely behind two layers of clothing.  It seemed surreal.  She’d really gobbled his dick and he’d spurted his disgusting seed into her mouth.  She even still had his white love in her mouth to taste.  What next?  Anal?  Surely that was a frontier way too far.


    Michael walked to the wall to stand and watch.  Princess Celeste told Olivia, ‘Start lezzing out with your girlfriend.’  She then moved back just the one step to give them room.


    Olivia lifted Samantha’s skirt.  Samantha took the hemline and held it up out the way with both hands.  Olivia then pulled the tights down just enough for the extended part of the vagina to project out over the top of the waistband.  Wordlessly she got on all fours before Samantha and put the hard clitoris in her mouth.


    She began to suck.


    It felt good.  Samantha was glad for the more natural touch of a lady on her body.  She could just enjoy it without freaking out at the implications.  She didn’t have to lie to herself about what she was feeling.  For a moment she forgot she still had a man’s penis juice inside her mouth as Olivia did to her what she herself had done to Michael just minutes before.  She also briefly forgot she had a butt plug jammed up her anal crack.


    Princess Celeste said, ‘Good girls,’ in an encouraging voice.  ‘Don’t orgasm too soon.  If you need to edge her do so.  I don’t want Samantha coming before Michael.  I want Michael to come in her mouth again.  Then Samantha can orgasm.  And then I might allow her to swallow both loads.  Then again, maybe I won’t.  Olivia, you can play with yourself if you want.’  The last part was worded like a suggestion but really it was an order.


    Olivia lifted her right hand off the carpet and slipped it past her dangling latex skirt and into the crotch of her eighty denier black tights and her white cotton panties.  She found her little girly bud and started to rub it with her fingers.  She continued to rub it and slip fingers into her hole as she sucked Samantha’s large clitoral erection.


    Princess Celeste pointed to Michael’s crotch with her crop and told him to unzip his fly.  ‘Go up to them and put it in Olivia’s other hand.’  He kicked off his shoes and fully removed his trousers and boxers.  His erection had already returned.  He discarded the clothes on the floor and walked to Olivia’s left side.  He got on his knees and took the arm she was using to support herself and placed her hand on his dick.  She gripped it and started to tug on it.  It was not the easiest thing to suck Samantha, masturbate Michael and wank herself all at once.  Also it wasn’t a comfortable position on her knees with her head bowed down at Samantha’s crotch.  Samantha dared to act without instruction and stood up.  Michael also stood up to allow Olivia to be upright while remaining on her knees.


    Princess Celeste bent her riding crop in a menacing way as she said to Samantha, ‘I didn’t tell you to stand.  I think that’s worth five strokes on the arse cheeks.  Lift up your skirt at the back.’


    Samantha used her left hand to hold up the skirt at the back while keeping the right holding up the front.  Olivia continued to suck on Samantha’s clit and to work Michael’s erection while fingering her own cunt hole.  A job made much easier by Samantha’s sacrifice.


    Princess Celeste whacked Samantha across the arse.  It hit the butt plug and sent a nasty shock deep into her anus.  Samantha bucked and accidentally made Olivia deep throat her erection.  Four more painful whacks from the crop landed on Samantha’s arse.  ‘Good.  You didn’t spill any of the cum when you flinched.  A lesser maid might have used it as an excuse to spit it out by faking excessive pain.’


    It was too much pleasure and perversion.  Samantha had to come.  She warned Olivia by tapping her on the head while not letting go of her own skirt.


    Princess Celeste saw this and delivered another series of smacks on Samantha’s arse as she came.  Her white feminine juices gushed forth into the other maid’s mouth.  Olivia continued to suck.  She was masturbating in her tights and panties all the harder.  She was getting close to coming as well.


    Princess Celeste moved around her maids and her boyfriend to be behind Olivia.  She said to Olivia, ‘Don’t swallow.  Keep it in your mouth like the dirty girl you are.  Actually, keep Samantha’s clit in your mouth while you come.’  She then proceeded to hit Olivia on the arse with the crop as Olivia wanked her hole and bud with all the furious energy she could muster.  She wished she was wearing the tan tights so she could have a butt plug up her arse right now.


    She squeezed her eyes shut and locked down her lips around Samantha’s cunt as she came.


    Once it was clear she was done with her orgasm Princess Celeste stopped beating her maid.  She put the crop under her left armpit.  She ordered Samantha to get on her knees again.  Olivia pulled Samantha out of her mouth with the cum still on her tongue.  She kept her left hand on Michael’s dick but pulled her right hand out of her own panties.  Samantha put her clitoris back inside her tights and got on her knees beside Olivia.


    ‘I want you two to kiss.  Go on.  Kiss like the little lesbians you are.  And I want you to kiss the cum back and forth between you.  I want Michael’s cum load to mix with Samantha’s squirt along with your saliva.  I want you to spit it back and forth.  But you better not lose any.’


    Olivia leaned over and kissed Samantha on the lips.  Their lips opened and the cum slid down Olivia’s tongue into Samantha’s mouth.  They licked each other’s tongues and transferred the two mixed up cum loads back and forth.  For Samantha it was repugnant while also being incredibly horny as it was so fucked up.  It was so wrong and dirty.


    Princess Celeste took Michael’s cock from out of Olivia’s hand.  She took over his manual masturbation herself while instructing the maids to keep kissing.  She manoeuvred Michael to be before them and was wanking his cock only a few inches from their faces as they cum swapped.  ‘Olivia, take all the cum in your mouth and spit it in Samantha’s mouth.’  Olivia sucked it all into her mouth and Samantha opened her jaws in preparation.  Olivia spat the cum cocktail into Samantha’s open mouth.  Samantha used her gloved fingers to gather up the cum that missed her mouth and put the fingers in her mouth to suck them clean.


    Michael said, ‘I’m going to come.’


    Princess Celeste said to her maids, ‘Open your mouths.  I’m going to feed you both some fresh jizz.’


    First he squirted some in Olivia’s mouth.  Quickly Princess Celeste moved his cock to point it at Samantha.  A second spurt landed on Samantha’s already cum covered tongue to add a little more to the cocktail.  Princess Celeste scooped some dribbling cum off the head using her index finger and wiped it on Samantha’s forehead.  ‘Next time I’ll give you a facial.  We’ll see how much a lesbian slut like you enjoys having all that goo all over her face.  We’ll make you bisexual soon enough.’


    Olivia was instructed to let gravity help her pour the cum from her mouth into Samantha’s.


    This she did.


    Samantha now had three cum loads in her mouth, as well as spit from Olivia’s mouth.  Amazingly it didn’t taste bad or make her gag in disgust.  Princess Celeste asked, ‘Are you enjoying yourself?’


    Samantha nodded.


    ‘Open your mouth and let me see it.’


    She let her mistress see the cum cocktail on her tongue.  It was just a big disgusting ball of white creamy fluid.  ‘Don’t swallow just yet.  I’ve got one last surprise for you.’  Samantha closed her mouth while Princess Celeste let go of her boyfriend’s cock.  She unbuttoned her own leather trousers.  She pulled them down to above her knees.  This took a bit of effort as they were so tight and she had to keep the crop from falling out from under her left armpit.  She then pulled her pink lace panties aside to expose her vagina.  ‘Put your heads together.  I’m going to pee on you now.  Does that excite you?  Giving golden showers is one of my favourite things to do to lazy maid sluts.  Nothing puts a maid in her place more effectively than drenching her in my piss.’


    She moved her pretty, fully shaved cunt right up to their faces and let her bladder go.  The piss launched out of her urethra and hit Samantha on the nose.  The urine dribbled past her closed mouth and onto her chin, then dripped onto her latex uniform.


    She then moved to the left and pissed on Olivia’s hair so the warm golden water cascaded over her closed eyes and mouth.  Olivia put her hand inside her panties again and masturbated.


    Princess Celeste moved back to the right and pissed on Samantha’s belly and skirt.  There wasn’t much left so it was more a token gesture than anything else.


    To Olivia she clicked her fingers and pointed at her crotch.  ‘You.  Clean me.’  Without dithering Olivia leaned in and put her bare hands on Princess Celeste’s hips as she licked at her urethra and cunt lips to clean the piss away.  That her tongue slipped and licked at her clit was just a happy accident for both of them.


    Michael walked back to his clothes and started putting them on again.


    Princess Celeste tapped the top of Olivia’s head to indicate that she was clean and didn’t require her toilet paper services down there anymore.  She pulled her pink lace panties back into place over her pussy.  She then pulled up her black leather trousers.  She buttoned them.  She looked at Samantha and said, ‘I give you permission to swallow.’


    Without any pointless hesitation Samantha swallowed it down her throat in one gulp.  It was good to get it out of her mouth.  It slid down easily.


    ‘Your first cum load.  And a triple at that.  You’re a real cum slut now.  You must feel elated.  How do you feel?  You may answer the question.’


    ‘I feel…  I feel grateful to be your employee, Princess Celeste.’


    ‘And so you should be.  But that’s not an answer.  How do you feel?’


    ‘I feel ashamed and dirty.’


    ‘It’s natural for a pretty girl like you to eat cum.  There’s nothing to be ashamed of.  Doing it in front of other people is kind of trampy, but the actual cum guzzling is normal.  Anyway, I think that’s all I need from you two for a few hours.  You can go shower and change into new uniforms.  And clean this room.  It’s disgusting.  There’s urine on the floor.  I don’t want anyone to say I keep a dirty house.  By the way, I’m going out for the night.  I’ve got a date with a doctor.  After you’ve cleaned yourselves up and dealt with this room I’ll need you in my dressing room.  Look at you two.  Covered in piss.  It’s a disgrace.  Get cleaned up.’  She clapped her hands aggressively to indicate for them to get a move on.


    They jumped to their feet and clicked their heels down the hall to the bathroom with Olivia leading the way.


    The maids peeled off the skin-tight latex uniforms from their bodies.  Their shoes and tights and Samantha’s gloves came off until they were naked.  This was the first time Samantha had seen her co-worker’s cunt.  It made her own cunt grow hard.  Olivia pulled the butt plug out of Samantha’s arse and threw it with a clink into the sink.


    They got into the shower together and silently scrubbed each other clean.  What was there to say after a spectacle like that?  Words were inadequate.


    They explored each other’s bodies a little, but they were too sexually spent to do anything more than fondle each other.  Samantha groped Olivia’s breasts, sucked her nipples and then slipped a finger into her pussy.  Olivia wanked Samantha’s clit for a bit and felt her chest.  It was just touching for its own sake.  No one came from this touching.


    As they were drying each other with towels Olivia finally spoke.  ‘I hope she lets us do the rotating roster.  Don’t get me wrong.  I love bondage.  A lot.  But the occasional night in bed without shackles would be nice too.’


    Samantha took the opportunity to ask, ‘Is this a normal day around here?’


    ‘Pretty much.  This is far from the craziest thing that’s ever happened.  It must be a bit of a shock to you.  How do you really feel?’


    ‘Sore.  She’s got a heavy hand with that cane.’


    ‘I meant about the dick sucking.’


    Samantha went quiet.  She then said, ‘I’m not calling out “audit” just yet.’


    ‘You know, things are only going to get worse.  She likes to play with our heads.’


    ‘Isn’t that the whole point?’


    ‘Just don’t be surprised if you leave this house wanting a sex change.  She can really mess with your mind if you’re not strong.’


    ‘I know what I am.  I can suck dick and know it doesn’t make me gay.  I might have a bisexual side, but I’ve got years of heterosexuality she can’t erase.  I like having a cock to put inside women.  That I’m not confused about.  I like women.  When I look at a man I’m not attracted to him.  Sucking that guy’s dick was okay.  It was abstract.  Just a body part.  It was when I looked up at him that things felt bad as I realised the body part was connected to a person.  I did not feel any attraction to him.  I can tell you that.  Princess Celeste was who I wanted.’


    They took advantage of the situation to shave Samantha’s legs.


    They dressed in fresh latex maid uniforms, shoes and tights.  Olivia stayed in the black opaque tights, while Samantha put on tan tights to show off her freshly shaved legs.  She reinserted the recently washed butt plug into her anus.


    They got to work shampooing the art room carpet.


     


     


    They spent the next hour dusting and doing the many other chores on Princess Celeste’s very long master list of duties.


     


     


    Olivia was called into the dressing room to help clothe her mistress while Samantha was left outside to continue dusting.  They were probably talking about her.


    When it was time for Princess Celeste to leave on her date with the doctor she emerged in a beautiful green dress with a floor length skirt.  Michael had left hours earlier.  She’d fucked him already, and so she had no reason to keep him around since she had no further interest in him.  Like Olivia said: she was bored with men after one screw.


    She noticed through the tights that Samantha had shaved her legs.  She complimented her.  She then said she was leaving soon so they only had fifteen minutes to get dressed in their negligees, remove their make-up, brush their teeth and be tied into their beds.


    

    


    
  


  
    Tied Up In Bed


     


    Samantha was in a sheer see-through pink negligee with no panties and was no longer wearing her blonde wig.  She was bound by leather shackles with soft, fluffy cotton inside them to protect her wrists from excessive discomfort.  The shackles held her arms out to the sides of the bed at about nipple height so there was no risk of blood circulation problems that might occur if the arms were tied for hours above the shoulders.  Her legs were free.  There was enough slack to turn a little over on the sides so she didn’t have to sleep facing upwards.  The white bed cover had been placed over her.  It was a surprisingly more comfortable and agreeable sleeping arrangement than she’d been expecting based on what Princess Celeste and Olivia had been telling her.


    There was a button on the end of a wire taped to the wooden frame of the bed.  With a bit of stretching it was within reach of her right hand.  She was allowed to press it once to summon help.  Continuous pressing to create a sustained noise was only allowed for life threatening emergencies that couldn’t be ignored.  Pissing herself was not considered to be a life threatening emergency.  Princess Celeste’s regular odd-job man rigged it up so the right wrist shackle would detach from the bed frame if the buzzer was pressed for thirty seconds.  The person tied up could then escape from a fire.  It was not a subtle way to quietly get up and take a tinkle in the middle of the night.


    Samantha was tired and fell asleep quickly.


    She didn’t wake up when Princess Celeste returned home with her doctor date and made loud, pounding sex with lots of screaming and moaning of pleasure.  She slept though all of it.


     


     


    At three in the morning she was finally woken by jostling.  It took a second for her to remember why she was tied to the bed.  She then realised that her mistress had climbed naked into her bed.  ‘Don’t mind me,’ whispered Princess Celeste.  She pushed her body into Samantha’s right side – her naked breasts in particular making themselves known.


    They laid in silence for a minute while Samantha’s clit popped out of its hood and made an embarrassing tent in her sheer negligee.


    Princess Celeste lightly kissed Samantha on the neck and then let her right hand drift down to Samantha’s clit.  She brushed it with her hand.  ‘Oh Samantha.  You bad girl.  I just wanted a cuddle.  I didn’t expect you to get all lezzy on me.  I’m sorry but I’m not in the mood to finger you.  I hope you don’t mind just lying with me.  My doctor friend fucked me anally up against Olivia’s bedroom door and made me squirt all over it.  His cum dripped out my bum onto the floor.  You’ll have to clean that first thing in the morning.  My anus is still sore from that fucking.  Normally I’d sleep with my man.  But as it’s your first night in a new place I thought you might get lonely and like the company.  See how considerate I am.’


    They laid under the bed cover for a few seconds in silence.


    ‘Do you like it here?  You can speak freely.’


    ‘It’s…different.’


    ‘Good different?’


    ‘So far.’


    Princess Celeste put her hand on Samantha’s genitals.  This time she pulled the negligee fabric away and touched the erection.  She felt it as though she was appraising it for girth, length and shape.  She didn’t masturbate it.  She just held it.  She looked at her maid’s right ear.  ‘We need to get your ears pierced.  Then you can wear pretty little earrings.  And I should get you a special necklace or a bracelet.  Something to remember me by for when you leave.  Also we’ll need to teach you how to apply your own make-up.  I think we’ll keep it light.  The more make-up on a man the more grotesque it looks.  I want you to be pretty.  A little bit of contouring and a light dusting of bronzer is all you need.  I don’t think we need any blusher.  We’ll see.  We can experiment.  We’ll keep the eye make-up simple.  We’ll keep it all simple.  A hint of make-up rather than a full face.’


    She took her hand away from Samantha’s vagina and draped it over her maid’s chest.  The palm of her hand felt the thin negligee for a moment before she stopped moving.  She sighed contentedly and nuzzled her face into the Samantha’s shoulder.  Her right leg overlapped Samantha’s to create skin on skin contact that made Samantha’s clit tingle in excitement.


    Nothing more happened.


    Princess Celeste fell asleep followed by Samantha.


    

    


    
  


  
    The Line of Suckage


     


    Ten men were lined up along the white corridor wall.  They were facing forward about an arm’s length apart from each other.  They were naked.  Their hard cocks were standing out to attention.


    At the end of the line was Princess Celeste and her two maids.  She was wearing pink PVC trousers and black thigh high boots with five inch heels.  Princess Celeste said to Samantha, ‘The object of this is simple.  Make all ten men come in your mouth and swallow.  Olivia will be your fluffer.  She’ll be one man ahead of you, sucking him to get him ready.  Then you’ll take over and finish the job.  You’ll work down the line in order from left to right and eat all ten loads.  Then I want to see you put your excited clit in Olivia’s pussy while I wank their cocks over you.  By the end, the two of you will be covered in filthy cum.’


    This they did.  


    Olivia would squat or kneel in her fifteen denier tan tights with her tight latex miniskirt pulled up to her waist.  The butt plug was visible from inside her see-through tights from where Princess Celeste stood.  She would start sucking on a penis one at a time.  She did not reach out and masturbate the next man in line to her left.  She licked and sucked with only the occasional use of her hands on their cocks.  She fiddled with herself a little bit, but not enough to orgasm.  She would work the current man’s penis as best she could without making him come inside her mouth.  That privilege was reserved for Samantha.  If she thought a man was getting close she would slow down and gently edge him.  She worked the cock until Samantha had made her previous man come.  Then she’d abandon her current cock and move up the line to the next man.  Samantha would take her place and suck the gentleman to completion.


    Princess Celeste monitored this with a cat o’nine tails in her hands.  She used the whip to lash the two girls on their latex encased backs, but it was more playful than serious.  She didn’t go out her way to hurt them or accuse them verbally of infractions.  She moved up the line along with them, although she would occasionally go up and down the line to briefly masturbate the cocks to keep them hard.  Limp dicks were no use to anyone in this situation.


    Samantha was in the eighty denier black tights.  She had been told not to bother wearing any panties today.  Her black latex uniform was a matching one to Olivia’s with the same tight miniskirt.  She didn’t have it bunched up around her waist as she had no butt plug to show her mistress.  She sucked without complaint and took their cum loads in her mouth.  She even, without prompting or permission, wanked cocks two and five over her face to receive two facials.  She kept the cum on her face and made no attempt to wash it off beyond clearing her eyes and lips.  She swallowed each load in turn as it was given to her.


    She enjoyed it.  By the third cock in the line there was no disgust or thoughts of how inappropriate it was.  There were no thoughts.  It just was.  She did what she had to do.  She enthusiastically went down the line and had no problems eating dick and swallowing cum load after cum load.  She was a cum whore cocksucker.


    After the last man had deposited his love for her in Samantha’s mouth, she got to her feet and did something on instinct that shocked her more than it surprised anyone else.  She kissed the last man on the lips while holding his cock in her right hand.  It wasn’t a quick peck.  It was a full two seconds of contact.  She bashfully looked away.  Sucking anonymous cock was one thing.  Kissing was another.  Those two seconds of lips touching without any tongue was way more intimate than the dick sucking.  The cock sucking with women present was a bisexual act.  Kissing the man was an act of homosexuality.


    Samantha let go of his dick and stepped away to stand beside Princess Celeste and Olivia.  Their mistress instructed the men to follow them into the bedroom.  She led them into Olivia’s bedroom.  They all crowded in.  Olivia was instructed to lie face up on the bed.  Samantha was then told to get face down on top of her with her head at Olivia’s crotch so they could sixty-nine each other.


    They ripped holes in their tights over the crotches so they could get their mouths on each other’s genitals.  Samantha ripped a bigger hole in Olivia’s tights to uncover her arse.  She played with Olivia’s butt plug by pulling it out and pushing it in.  She did this again and again.


    Princess Celeste walked around the bed and gave the gathered men handjobs as they watched the show.  She masturbated two cocks at a time.  Two of them, at different times, managed to go all the way and ejaculate.  The cum loads flew past Princess Celeste’s gripping hands and landed on the two girls as they ate each other out.


    Olivia came twice.


    Samantha ejaculated in Olivia’s mouth.  She swallowed it.  She also scooped up what she could from the two cum loads that were shot at them.  She put the jizz in her mouth to make up for the ten cum loads she didn’t get in the corridor.


    ‘Now fuck her,’ ordered Princess Celeste.  ‘Stick it in her.  Make her feel it.  Make her feel your clit in her insides.’


    Samantha didn’t need to be told twice.  She repositioned herself head to head, toe to toe over Olivia.  She slipped the full length of her still engorged clit inside Olivia’s sopping wet cunt hole.


    They fucked.


    Another cock from the surrounding men squirted over the back of Samantha’s right leg.


    Olivia came for a third time.  Soon after that Samantha climaxed inside her co-worker.


    ‘Eat it out of her,’ was the instruction from the sidelines.


    Samantha got down to Olivia’s cunt and ate the cum out of her wet snatch.


    Another man ejaculated in Princess Celeste’s loving hand and it shot all over Samantha’s back.  Olivia scooped it up and put it in her mouth to eat it.


    ‘We have two arses and one vagina.  Anyone want to fill them?’ asked Princess Celeste as she reached over and pulled the butt plug out of Olivia’s bum.  She threw it aside on a chair.


    Olivia ended up double penetrated with a cock up her arse and a cock in her pussy.  To complete the airlock she sucked on a third dick.  They were fucking her on the bed.


    Samantha was bent face down over the chair and had her tights ripped open further to uncover her butt.  She was taken anally by a man who jammed his lubricated cock up her arse.  Was it a coincidence that the man who took her was the handsome tenth man in the line who she’d earlier kissed?


    Princess Celeste continued to beat off the other six men with her hands.


    To Samantha’s distress and pleasure she had an orgasm caused by the anal sex.  She came all over the seat of the chair from her clit.  Her ejaculation covered the butt plug that had been discarded on the chair.  The man came in her back passage.


    Princess Celeste walked over and took the man out of Samantha’s arse.  She then got down on her knees and licked the cum out of Samantha’s arse.


    It was a debauched scene.


    For Samantha especially, it was perhaps the largest taboo of all that could have been breached.  Anal sex with another man.  She had expected this potential event to be far away in the future.  Far, far into the future.


     


     


    Later when dusting Princess Celeste’s bedroom Samantha had to ask her mistress a question.  ‘Permission to speak?’


    ‘Granted,’ she allowed with a wariness that suggested this had better be brief.  She was sitting at her vanity inspecting the contents of her jewellery box.


    ‘Who was that man who…?  The last man in the line.’


    Princess Celeste looked up from the expensive jewellery in her hands to peek at the maid’s reflection in the mirror.  ‘You mean, who’s that man who fucked me up the arse?’


    Samantha looked away with embarrassment.


    Princess Celeste turned around on her stool to face Samantha.  ‘Do you like him?’ she asked with a new enthusiasm for the conversation.


    Samantha couldn’t bring herself to say anything to that.


    ‘You seemed very taken with him.  You kissed him.  On the lips.  By your own choice.’  In a sing-song voice she trilled, ‘Samantha loves a boy.  Samantha loves a boy.’


    ‘I don’t.’


    Princess Celeste laughed.  ‘This is priceless.  This is even better than I could ever imagine.  In all of two days I’ve turned you gay.  Or bisexual.  Sit down.’


    Samantha sat on the end of the bed while her mistress stayed seated on her stool.  ‘If you want, I could arrange for you to spend the evening with him.  Would you like that?  You could get on all fours and let him fuck you up the arse again.  And then he could hold you in his strong masculine arms?  Is that what you want?’


    ‘No.’


    ‘Would you prefer something more romantic?’


    ‘No.  I just wanted to know his name and who he is.’


    ‘Really?’ she asked sceptically.  ‘Why would you want to know his name and what he does if you weren’t interested in him?’


    ‘I don’t know.’  She wanted the information, but couldn’t say why even to herself.


    ‘He’s Eric Fields.  He is handsome, isn’t he?  A bit of a dish.  Of all the cocks we saw today, his was in the top three cutest.  Wouldn’t you say?’


    Personally Samantha thought his was the best looking of all of them, but instead feigned no opinion on the matter.


    

    


    
  


  
    Days of Duty and Debauchery


     


    Tom fucked Princess Celeste in her bed while Samantha and Olivia licked and sniffed their feet.


    Princess Celeste then peeled off his condom and fed the contents to Olivia.


     


     


    Samantha peed into a wine glass and gulped it down her throat under the watchful eyes of her cruel mistress.  It took three glasses to empty her bladder.  Princess Celeste then pissed in the glass and made Samantha drink it.  She filled two glasses, and pissed on Samantha’s shoes for good measure.


     


     


    Olivia was tied to her bed by the arms, legs and waist while Princess Celeste and Andrew fucked beside her on the bed.  After an agonising wait they took turns masturbating the maid to multiple orgasms.


     


     


    A party was thrown in the large reception hall.  There were about a hundred guests.  Outside caterers were hired to feed and serve the guests.  The maid’s were not invited and were tied up in their rooms.  Two middle aged women came into Samantha’s room and took turns peeing on her.


     


     


    Princess Celeste made Olivia dust, lick and polish all her indoor shoes in her dressing room.  She then made Olivia get herself off using the toes and heels on her cunt.  She then rubbed her own clit against her maid’s and had lesbian sex with her on the floor, surrounded by her immaculately cleaned footwear.


     


     


    Samantha wanked four men and blew them.  She made them all come on her face.


     


     


    Olivia was put over Princess Celeste’s lap and spanked by hand.  This was punishment for failure to dust the top of a painting so high on a wall they needed a ladder to reach it.  Princess Celeste had taken the time and effort to check their work and was not pleased with the results.  She spanked Olivia for twenty minutes while Samantha watched.  Olivia was in tears.  


    Princess Celeste’s hand was sore and her arm tired, so she took a three hour break before resuming the punishment when it was Samantha’s turn.  Samantha had to wait all that time in the knowledge that a heavy and prolonged spanking was in her immediate future.


     


     


    The most psychologically cruel trick Princess Celeste pulled was to get a photograph of the tenth man, Eric Fields, and to make Samantha tug herself off while looking at it.  She paid for a professional photographer to take a headshot of Eric at his most handsome.  She then had a silver frame put around the large photograph to give as a gift to Samantha.  She put it on Samantha’s vanity, where it was to stay.  She told Samantha to put on her favourite lipstick a little thicker than usual.  ‘Kiss him.  Show him how much you love him.’


    Samantha, with great reticence, kissed his framed picture and left a lipstick smear on his forehead.


    ‘Now show him your girly devotion to him.  Touch yourself while looking at him.’


    There was a moment of defiance as she refused to move.  Princess Celeste said, ‘I know you’re shy.’  She abruptly walked out the room.  A moment passed.  She came back to the bedroom with a cane in her hands.  She also had a camera dangling on a strap over her shoulder.  She flexed the cane in a menacing way.  ‘Maybe this will help you overcome your tiresome modesty.  I know you love him.  You want his body.  You probably want his babies.  He’s such a dish.  I know he’s the one you fantasise about when I let you masturbate.  That’s good.  It means you’re not a total lesbo.  Heterosexuality is a prized quality in a woman.  So don’t be ashamed.  Put your hand in your tights and play with yourself.’


    Samantha looked at the cane.  She was not keen to feel its sting.  Her eyes moved up from the cane to her mistress.  ‘Touch yourself.’  She pulled her tight latex skirt up around her waist and put her right hand inside her eighty denier black tights and red thong.  At least she wasn’t fully erect so there was that little bit of dignity to be allowed in that minor detail.


    ‘Don’t look at me.  Look at him.  Isn’t he gorgeous?  Look at those eyes.’


    Samantha turned to her vanity desk and looked at the picture.  She couldn’t do it.  She looked away.  Masturbating while looking at a guy was too much.


    Blow after blow smacked down on her from the cane.  ‘Bad girl.  Bad girl.’  She stopped hitting her maid.  The playful tone in her voice completely disappeared.  She was now all business when she said, ‘Look at him.  Keep your eyes on him and touch yourself.  If you look away or close your eyes for longer than a blink, I’ll hit you.  And if I think you’re looking at the frame instead of his mouth or his dreamy eyes I’ll thrash you.  I’ll make you sit on the largest dildo in the house.  So stop fucking around and show your devotion and lust for him.  I want to see it.’  


    Samantha gave in and looked directly at the picture.  It was so humiliating and wrong.  Yet her genitals were hard and full of yearning to be played with.  It was so confusing.  She pulled her thong and tights down to her knees and started to pump her hand up and down the length of her vagina.  


    ‘And when you’re ready to squirt, get up and aim it on his face.  I want you to cover his cute face in your vaginal fluids.  Then you can lick it off his face.  I’m going to take some pictures so I can send them to him.  That way he’ll know how much you care about him.  It will break the ice between you two.  I’ll invite him over and you two can go on a date.  No need to thank me.  I’m a real Emma Woodhouse.  You could suck his dick under the tree in the garden.  I’ll even let him stay the night in your bed.  Of course, all this assumes he likes you as much as you like him.  Unrequited love must be the worst.  Obviously a woman as pretty as me wouldn’t know anything about that.’


    Samantha just couldn’t do it with him watching.  She made many attempts to look away.  Every time she let her eyes move off the picture she got a smack on her back or on her naked bum.  The picture was framed into such a tight close up of his face that there wasn’t much background for her eyes to concentrate on.  It was all pretty much him and no background.  She tried to look at his shirt but she received a caning.  Perhaps it was a random hit, or maybe Princess Celeste really could tell she was looking at the wrong thing, either way it made Samantha retrain her eyes to look at his face.  


    Eventually she locked onto his eyes and just kept pounding away at herself.


    What was worse?  Coming quickly as though aroused by Eric, or taking a long time to come so prolonging the experience?


    Princess Celeste took a few photographs of her maid in uniform masturbating while staring at the framed picture.


    Samantha couldn’t come for a long time.  She was masturbating her length for what seemed like half an hour until she managed to climax.  As instructed, she got off the stool and ejaculated her feminine juices all over the picture.


    Princess Celeste took a picture of the big climax as Samantha leaned down and licked the jizz off the protective glass covering the photograph.  ‘He’s going to love these.  Now there’s no room for doubt about your feelings and intentions towards him.’


    

    


    
  


  
    The Blushing Bride


     


    The three girls were in Princess Celeste’s dressing room.  Princess Celeste made Samantha put on a wedding dress.  It was a normal white dress made of silk and lace.  There was no latex.  White stockings and suspenders and a veil were put on her.  Samantha was in the dark as to what was going on, but she could tell something kinky was on the horizon.


    Olivia helped her put the dress on.  They were supervised by Princess Celeste so they couldn’t talk.  Olivia was wearing a normal yellow dress instead of her usual latex uniform.  She had tan tights on but no butt plug jammed up her arse.  Something was up.


    Princess Celeste looked at her watch and said, ‘It’s time.’  To Olivia she told her to go get ready.  Olivia left the dressing room.  To Samantha she said, ‘I’ve arranged for Eric to meet you.  He’s waiting for you.  Make a good impression.  I know you feel dressing up in a wedding dress maybe makes you look a bit needy and desperate.  But I think being subtle with men is a waste of time.  This sends a powerful message about what you want.’


    Samantha was prompted by her mistress to go into the reception hall where Eric was waiting.  ‘Go on.  I’ll be right behind you.’  She walked down the corridor where she’d first met him as the tenth cock of the day.  She opened the double doors to the large reception hall.  Suddenly she understood why she was sent out into the garden for an hour that morning to help the gardener weed the herbaceous borders.  Her mistress had converted the reception hall into a makeshift church.  Rows of seats faced a black shirted priest with a white dog collar.  Sitting on the chairs were about fifteen men and fifteen women in formal wear.  To the right of the priest stood Eric – the groom.  On the other side of the priest was Olivia with a bunch of flowers in her hands – the bridesmaid.


    So what did that make the person in head to toe white silk and lace?


    The bride.


    The words, ‘Oh fuck me!’ escaped her lips.


    Princess Celeste came in after her and put her arm in Samantha’s.  ‘We thought we’d speed things up and get you two married.’


    ‘Please,’ Samantha pleaded with Princess Celeste.  She almost uttered the forbidden word ‘audit’.  She said to her mistress, ‘This is going too far.’


    ‘Nonsense.  And dear, I know it’s your big day and all that, but I’m not above beating you to get you down that aisle.  But I’ll be kind and overlook that infraction of talking without permission.  I understand you’re overwhelmed.  What girl wouldn’t be on the happiest day of her life?’  She leaned in and whispered, ‘The priest’s credentials are shaky.  And the quality of the paperwork Olivia filled in on your behalf is questionable.  I’m sure you can get an annulment rather than a divorce if it doesn’t work out.’


    Samantha was confident this was far from a legally binding wedding, but she couldn’t help but have her doubts.  In any case, it wasn’t going to be a marriage that would hold up in a court.  She imagined explaining to an old male judge how her marriage to Eric came to be.  It was a grotesquely funny idea that was far from funny.


    At least she was too overwhelmed and scared to get an erection in her lace panties.


    Princess Celeste nodded to Olivia at the front.  This was the prompt for her to bend down and press play on the music system on the floor by her feet.  The pre-recorded organ music of Here Comes the Bride filled the room.


    Samantha was rigid on the spot.  ‘If you don’t start walking I’ll beat you black and blue.  I don’t care if you get blood on your dress.  If I have to drag you all the way up to the altar I will.’


    Samantha found herself walking.  Her mistress accompanied her up the aisle to give her away.  The word ‘audit’ was on the tip of her tongue as it raced on a loop around her head.  She could say it at any time.  This was a perverse step too far.  A gay marriage to another man while playing as a woman.  In front of about thirty or so people.  This took the biscuit.  Somehow though, she got herself down to the other end of the aisle without saying the safeword.  She was going through with this madness.  Who was the craziest?  Princess Celeste for imagining such a thing, or her for going through with it even though she could stop it with one word?


    Princess Celeste sat at the front on the bride’s side of the ‘church’.  Samantha stood between Olivia and the priest.  She faced Eric.  He smiled and lifted the veil from her face.  She looked away.  She couldn’t look him in the face.  He whispered to her, ‘I saw your pictures.  I was really flattered you liked me that much.’


    Samantha couldn’t respond to that.  Instead she looked out at the audience.  None of them she recognised apart from her mistress, the gardener and the odd-job man.  They were on the bride’s side.  The rest of them were total strangers.  Princess Celeste pointed both her index fingers at her own mouth and did an exaggerated smile.  Olivia leaned in and whispered to Samantha, ‘Don’t look so glum.  It’s the happiest day of your young female life.  So fucking smile.’


    Samantha put on the best smile she could conjure at this point in time, which was some sort of a half smile.  She turned back to her groom.  How did her life end up here, playing the bride before an audience of perverts?


    The priest improvised his way through his words.  They were half-remembered from various films with weddings in them.  ‘We are gathered here today in the house of Princess Celeste to join these two lovers in matrimony.  Her faithful maid Samantha and her gynaecologist Eric Fields.’  The gynaecologist part was made up but Samantha didn’t know that so her wide-eyed look to her mistress made Princess Celeste laugh out loud.  The priest ignored the laughter and asked, ‘If anyone here has any reason to object to this union, speak now or forever hold your tongue.’


    Samantha began to open her mouth but knew it was pointless.  She, and everyone else, said nothing.


    ‘Do you have the rings?’ asked the priest to both of them.  Olivia handed a ring to Samantha.  In an excruciating moment she put the ring on his finger and he put a ring on hers.  It was way too weird a moment for words as they did this.


    ‘Do you Samantha take Eric Fields to be your lawfully wedded husband?’


    What could she say?  She said the words, ‘I do.’  It wasn’t firm sounding, but it was loud enough so no one would ask her to repeat the words.


    ‘And do you Eric Fields take Samantha to be your lawfully wedded wife?’


    He smiled and said, ‘I do,’ with confidence.  He smiled like a happy man.


    ‘I now pronounce you man and wife.’


    An applause from the audience erupted.


    ‘You may now kiss the bride.’


    Eric grabbed his wife and passionately kissed her on the mouth to cheers from the crowd.  Samantha didn’t fight it, but she didn’t hug or kiss him back.


    The priest added, ‘And you may now suck your husband’s cock.’  She thought thank fuck for that.  Confirmation that it was truly just a twisted sex game.  She was so pathetically grateful for the sense of happy relief that it was all a joke.  She didn’t even mind she was now sucking another man’s dick before all those strangers while wearing a wedding dress.  They skipped way too much of the ceremony so it was not exactly the most well researched fake wedding.  


    It turned out that the altar was also the honeymoon suite.  They had full sex before the watching audience.  


    From there it descended into an orgy as the audience started molesting each other.  It was not a classy wedding.


    

    


    
  


  
    Fucking the Mistress of the House


     


    The next day everything was back to normal.  Eric was gone and Samantha was back in a latex uniform with a butt plug between her cheeks.  Today she was in the tan tights.  Princess Celeste even made her clean up the reception hall without Olivia.  The bride was cleaning up her own wedding.  She actually shed a tear over this.  There was no reason to get emotional over such a thing, but it got to her anyway.  She continued to wear the wedding band on her left ring finger.


     


     


    She’d finished cleaning away the remnants of her own wedding and was now starting on her standard duties as described in the master list.  Samantha came into Princess Celeste’s bedroom with a brush and pan.  She should have been vacuuming but her mistress was lying alone in bed.  Obviously it was not acceptable for her to disturb her mistress with the noise of a vacuum cleaner.  She got on her tan nylon knees on the plush carpet and began to brush up dust and dirt into the pan.


    Princess Celeste opened her eyes and watched her maid with interest as she did her duties.  After a minute she threw open her bedcover to show her near naked body.  All she had on was a pair of white knickers.  ‘I feel a desire for something foreign in my pussy.  I was going to use a vibrator but then I remembered you have a larger than average clit.  Bring it here and put it in me.’


    Samantha didn’t need to be told twice.  She’d been working in the house for weeks and hadn’t entered her mistress.  At last her time had come.  She left the brush and pan on the floor and got into the bed beside her mistress.  Princess Celeste pulled the cover over them and said, ‘You can touch me.’  Her own hand ran up and under the loose latex skirt and over her maid’s nylons.  Samantha put her naked hands on her mistress’s breasts and fondled them.


    Princess Celeste ripped a hole in the crotch of the tights to free Samantha’s oversized clit.  She took a hold of it and began wanking it back and forth to excite her maid.  ‘You like that, don’t you?  You’re such a slut.  You can tell me if you like it when I touch it?’


    ‘It feels great.’


    ‘Do you want to fuck me?’


    ‘Yes Princess Celeste.’


    ‘You really want to put it in me?’


    ‘Yes.  Please yes.’


    ‘Do you think I’ll like it?’


    ‘Yes.  I promise it’s big and satisfying.’


    ‘I don’t know,’ she said as she tugged on it.  ‘You realise I don’t like being a big slut?  I don’t fornicate with a large number of men because it’s good for me.  My problem is: I get bored with men very easily.  Once I’ve had a man I’m done.  I’ve had all he’s got to give me.  I’m greedy.  I’m a taker.  And that’s ultimately all men have to give.  Once I’ve felt his full length in me I’m over it.  I’ve no desire to have it again.  Men are tedious once you know them.  So I rarely fuck the same man twice.  Pussy on the other hand keeps me interested.  Women are a little more complicated as actual people.  That’s why Olivia’s still around after all this time.  If you fuck me I can’t promise I’m still going to be interested in you tomorrow.  You run the real risk I’ll see past your make-up and clothes and see a man in a dress.  Once we’ve fucked I might get bored with you.  So if you want to back out now and get back to your duties, I’ll understand.’


    Without thinking of the risks Samantha said, ‘No.  I want to put it in you.’


    ‘Of course you do.  You’re merely a man.  Here, feel how wet my pussy is.’  Using her free hand she took Samantha’s right hand off her breast and directed it onto her cunt.  Samantha’s fingers felt the wetness and the clit.  She slid two fingers into her mistress.


    They began to mutually masturbate each other.  Princess Celeste kicked off the cover to get it out the way.


    Princess Celeste came in Samantha’s expert fingers.  She didn’t keep wanking Samantha until she ejaculated as she wanted that to happen inside her pussy.


    Samantha climbed on top of her mistress and pushed her clit into her.


    They fucked.


    Princess Celeste played with the butt plug sticking out of Samantha’s arse as they grinded into each other.


    As they rubbed their genitals together with sweet friction Princess Celeste said, ‘It’s easy for men to find women who fit their perfect type.  Women conform to expectations more willingly.  They readily submit to the expectations of others, and will mould themselves to what others want them to be.  It’s harder for women to find men who fit their ideal.  Men are hard to change.  They don’t compromise so much and bend to what the women in their lives want.  That’s why I like you.  You’ve bent your whole sexuality to my whim.  You’ve changed who you are to be my slutty cock sucking maid.  I’ve turned you into a girl and made you sleep with men.  You let me do this with barely a whimper of complaint.  You’re so pliable.  Like clay for me to play with.’  Samantha thrust deeper and harder into her mistress, causing their breathing to get more intense.  ‘I’ve even made you get married to a man.  Do you like being someone’s wife?  Does that make you all gooey inside?  Do you get excited about being Mrs Samantha Fields?  I bet it does.  You just melt at the thought of being his wife.  Don’t you?’


    Samantha shook her head.


    ‘Liar.  And you like having your arse played with like a dirty girl.  Arseholes are dirty things.  They’re not for playing with.’  She pulled the butt plug out of Samantha’s arse and dropped it on the bed.  She put her left index and middle fingers into the recently vacated rear hole as Samantha continued to pound into her.  ‘You’re a dirty slut Mrs Fields.  A slut.  And everyone knows it.’


    Those words, combined with the fingers pressing on her prostate, took Samantha over the edge.  She exploded her love into the vagina of her mistress.


    She rolled off Princess Celeste and they both stared up at the ceiling.  ‘Did you enjoy fucking your mistress?’


    ‘Yes.  A lot.’


    ‘You better get back to your duties.  I’m not paying you to sleep around on the job.’


    Samantha climbed out the bed and put her skirt back into place and patted down her clothes.  ‘And put the butt plug back in.  You’re on duty.  It’s part of the uniform.’


     


     


    Samantha and Olivia were tied with ropes to the large tree in the back garden.  They were on different sides facing the thick trunk with their arses pointed outwards.  Their uniforms and tights had been torn off by the gardener and his suddenly expanded crew.  Princess Celeste directed the action and participated by mercilessly whipping her maids backs and buttocks.  The men all laughed with derision at the sight of the butt plug poking out from between Olivia’s cheeks.


    Princess Celeste concentrated most of her handiwork on Olivia.  Samantha would usually be thanking her lucky stars to be spared the brunt of her mistress’s violence.  Unfortunately, after the previous morning’s fuck session inside Princess Celeste’s cunt, this had implications.  She could tell her mistress had less enthusiasm in her sadism towards her.  She tried to excite her mistress by begging for mercy with extra dollops of desperation.  It made no noticeable difference to her mistress’s administration of discipline.  The blows hurt like usual but there was a lack of savagery to them.


    Princess Celeste quickly abandoned beating Samantha so the head gardener and his men could paw and butt fuck her.  While Samantha was being ravished she spanked and whipped Olivia for much longer than she did Samantha.  Princess Celeste barely looked at Samantha once she’d started beating her senior maid.  Olivia was very much the star of this session.


    Samantha could feel her adored mistress drifting away.


    

    


    
  


  
    Dismissal


     


    Princess Celeste and Samantha were sitting at the kitchen table.  Samantha was in black opaque tights.  ‘Your time here has run its course.  I know you want to make a big speech and argue your case.  But there’s no point.  My mind’s been made up the last couple of days.  In the end you’re not my girl.  You’re my man.  And I don’t want you as my man.  I need a new girl.  So I’m advertising your job.  You’ve got an hour to say goodbye to Olivia and pack your things.  You can keep any clothes you want.  Including a couple of uniforms.  You can keep any jewellery I bought you.  I’m sure you can find an understanding girlfriend, or pay a dominatrix to replay these days.  I’ll pay you the full two-hundred for this week, even though you’ve only worked two of the days.  I think that about wraps it up.  As one last job, could you go into the post office on your way to the train station and post this.’  She opened the handbag on her lap and pulled out two white envelopes.  One had a stamp and an address written on it.  The other one just said ‘To Whom It May Concern’.  She placed the envelope with the stamp on the table.  ‘It’s the ad for your vacant position.  Until I can fill it Olivia will have to do double duty.  She’ll be sorry to see you go as we were so close to starting the night-time roster rotation.  She was so looking forward to getting to pee at night.’


    She put the second envelope on the table.  ‘This is a letter of recommendation.  It basically says I considered you to be competent and willing to try new things with minimal hesitation.  I think that adequately sums up your time here.’


    Samantha picked up the envelopes.  Her mistress was right.  She had no speech she could make to change her mind.  One of the best experiences had been fucking her, which sadly now caused this severing of her employment.


    Without the ceremony of a decent goodbye Princess Celeste stood up and walked out the kitchen with her handbag slung over her shoulder.


    Samantha walked to her bedroom to find Olivia in it with two suitcases open on the bed.  Olivia came up to Samantha and hugged her.  Samantha hugged her back.  They broke the embrace.  Samantha put the letters on the vanity beside the framed photograph of her ‘husband’.  She said, ‘I guess the fantasy had to end eventually.’


    ‘You lasted longer than a lot of girls.  That’s something.  And you didn’t quit.  She didn’t beat you.  You took what she gave you and didn’t break.’


    Samantha sighed and said, ‘It’s back to boring, grey reality for me.’


    ‘Will you continue to explore this?’


    ‘Fetishism?  Of course.  I’ll find a new mistress.  Fetishism’s for life.  It’s not a hobby you pick up and drop at will.’


    ‘I was meaning the homosexual thing.’


    ‘Oh that.  I don’t know.  Probably not.  But maybe a little something here and there.  It depends on what my next mistress wants.  But if it’s up to me to create the scenario, then no.  I wouldn’t think I’d volunteer for that.’  She looked at the suitcases and asked, ‘Do you know what happened to the men’s clothes I was wearing when I first arrived?’


    ‘Princess Celeste gave them away to charity.’


    ‘So I need to get on the train in a dress?’


    ‘Did you expect any different?’


    ‘No.  I was just being silly for a moment.’


    ‘Do you want one last fuck before you go?  We have time.’


    ‘We might as well.’


    Olivia dropped to her tan knees and lifted Samantha’s skirt to see her clit bulging behind her black tights.  She pulled the tights down to release it.  She licked the tip a few times before putting the end of it into her mouth.


    She sucked on it until Samantha came inside Olivia’s mouth for the last time.


    

    


    
  


  
    The New Mistress


     


    Mistress Jade was resplendent in a bondage dress made of leather straps, metal rings and a black thong.  On her feet were beautiful high heels.  She sat on a throne with her feet resting on a human footstool.  Robert was the footstool.  He was naked except for the ‘wedding ring’ he now wore on his right ring finger.


    She said to the footstool, ‘You want to do what we did yesterday, but fulltime as my live in slave?’


    ‘As your maid, Mistress Jade.’


    ‘You want to dress up as a maid and do all my housework.  And you want to be called Samantha Fields while you do it.  And you want to be referred to as a woman the whole time.  And in return for these services you want to be sexually humiliated and beaten in various bisexual situations.  And you will provide your own uniform made of latex.  Am I getting this right?’


    ‘Yes Mistress Jade.  And I will alternate wearing black tights and tan tights.  I’ll wear a butt plug when I’m wearing the tan tights.’


    ‘And there’s no money involved?  No tributes to your mistress?’ she asked as she shook his back with her heels.


    ‘I can help you in your sessions.  I will not be a burden.  I will be a helpful person to have around.  A maid is there to help and do the work a powerful mistress such as yourself shouldn’t be demeaning herself with.’


    ‘I suppose you make a valid point.’


    ‘I will more than earn my keep.’


    ‘You really want to do this?’


    ‘Yes Mistress Jade.’


    ‘Well alright.  If that’s what you want to do.  I’ll give you a trial period at the dungeon.  If you do good I’ll take you home.  You can sleep over a few times a week, but I need my own space.  You can’t live with me full time.  I don’t want too much devotion.  I’m thinking you could do five hours on a weekday and twenty-four hours on the weekends.  Obviously you’ll have to earn money so we’ll have to fit your duties around your work.  Any free time you have is mine.  You will work in the paying sessions for free.  I don’t care if you take five cocks and I just watch.  The money earned is mine.  Is that acceptable?’


    ‘Yes Mistress Jade.’


    ‘I’ll think of some more rules and conditions later.  But generally that’s the shape of the situation you’re getting yourself into.’  She kicked him in the ribs.  ‘You okay with that?’


    ‘Yes Mistress Jade.  I have a letter of recommendation from another mistress.  It speaks to my competence as a maid and my willingness to try new things.  I can show you the letter.  It’s in my locker.’


    ‘I’ll look at it later.’  She took her feet off his back.  ‘Right now I feel the need to go to the toilet.  Sit up on your heels.  I want to piss in your mouth.’


    He sat up as instructed.


    Mistress Jade got up from her throne and stood before her new maid.  ‘Open your mouth and be thankful for what you are about to receive.’  He opened his lips and she pulled her black thong aside to expose her cunt.  ‘Drink it you bitch.’


    ‘As you command Mistress Jade.’


    Her warm intimate waters began to flow.  ‘Drink it all.  Drink it Samantha.  Drink all of it,’ she said as her bladder emptied itself into Samantha’s open mouth.  The waters overflowed past Samantha’s lips.  ‘Drink it.  Be the obedient little slut you really are.’


    

    


    
  


  
    7.  Sold at Auction to Deviant S&M Perverts [Novel]


     


    A brothel madam auctions Erica’s sexually inexperienced mind and body to the five highest bidders.


     


    ‘That’s right.  You stay quiet.  No one’s interested in anything you’ve got to say.  And you never know.  I might get so carried away stroking your pretty little c**k I might forget you’re even here.  If I lose myself in my own imagination I might fantasise it belongs to one of the cute boys I fancy.  Mario at the coffee shop for example.  He’s so gorgeous.  I bet he’s got a big c**k.  So if you play your cards right, and learn to shut the f**k up, I might put your p***s in my mouth.  I could imagine it’s Mario’s d**k.  I get the pleasure of imagining sucking off Mario’s c**k.  You get the pleasure of having a beautiful woman’s mouth around your d**k.  I might even get so carried away I’ll let you c**e in my mouth.  How amazing would that be?  I know we talked about you eating your own c*m, but if I was to imagine it was Mario’s thick seed I might be keen to swallow it myself.  I see your c**k bulging at the thought of it.’


    

    


    
  


  
    Please Mrs Benson, Can I Be a Prostitute?


     


    ‘You want to have sex for money?’ asked Mrs Benson from her chair before me.


    ‘Yes,’ I replied from the chair opposite her.  We were sitting before the desk in her office on the first floor of the brothel she operated.


    ‘Have you ever sold yourself for money before?’


    ‘No.’


    ‘Would you describe yourself as mostly “sexually unspoiled”?’


    ‘I’m not a virgin if that’s what you’re getting at.’


    She smirked, but not in an unpleasant way as it was more to herself than at me.  ‘I know you’re not a virgin.  I expect you’ve made good use of your various holes.  I’m asking: are you, or are you not, heavily experienced?’


    ‘What do you define as “heavily experienced”?’


    Mrs Benson leaned back in her chair and put her left index and middle fingertips to her lips.  It was a look that denoted deliberation.  Eventually she asked through her fingers, ‘Have you ever allowed a man to penetrate your anus?’


    There was a pause as I considered how to respond to that.  As a lady I didn’t like to admit to such outrageous behaviour.  As someone wanting money I had to overcome my ladylike reticence.  This was not a job I was seeking in order to enhance my reputation for being a respectable woman.  All those pretentions had to be behind me now.  So I answered truthfully with the whole shocking truth.  ‘Yes,’ was my simple answer.


    She didn’t miss a beat and asked the next intrusive question.  Clearly anal sex was far from shocking or even notable to her.  With her fingers still over her mouth she asked, ‘Have you ever tied a man in bondage or allowed yourself to be locked to a bed with handcuffs?’


    This one I could answer without feeling like a slut.  ‘No.’


    ‘So you would say your sex life has been normal?’


    ‘More or less.  I wouldn’t say it was weird anyway.  I’m sure in comparison to what you see in here it’s very boring and vanilla.’  I couldn’t get a read on Mrs Benson’s reaction. Presumably she was disappointed at my lack of experience if I was going to work in her palace of sin.  Yet I didn’t see disinterest in her eyes.


    She took her fingers away from her mouth and interlocked the two sets of fingers on her lap.  ‘What’s the kinkiest thing you’ve ever done?’ she asked.


    It took a moment for me to decide if I’d confess the truth or invent an orgy in an effort to shock her.  I didn’t want her to dismiss me as unsuitable for her establishment.  I once knew a compulsive liar when I was younger so I’ve since become wary of telling lies.  Lies are so annoying.  By default I couldn’t do it.  Those experiences of constant lies had left too nasty a taste in my mouth.  I told the truth.  ‘I had a lesbian experience at college.  My roommate ate me out one night.’


    ‘Did you return the favour?’


    ‘No.  I chickened out when it was my turn.’


    ‘You couldn’t go through with it?’


    ‘I felt weird.  I didn’t want to kiss her down there.’


    ‘That doesn’t put you in a good light in respect to this.  The work you’d be expected to do is full of things you might not particularly relish doing.  You will be expected to kiss a lot of things you’d rather not.  Saying “no” too often can be detrimental to your earning potential.  You don’t want a reputation for being picky when you’re trying to be a slut.’  She untangled her fingers from each other on her lap.  ‘How do you feel about sleeping with men you don’t like?’


    ‘I’m indifferent.’


    ‘Really?’  Her one word question was obviously a prompt for me to expand on my answer.


    ‘I don’t think I’ll get my emotions mixed up.  I can distance myself from what’s going on.’


    ‘You can’t just be a body for them to insert their dicks into.  You’ll have to talk to them.  Especially if you want to have regulars.  You’ll have to be mentally present for at least some of it.’


    I didn’t know what to say to that, so I said nothing.


    Mrs Benson said, ‘I don’t think you’re the type of girl I want for the job.’


    ‘I’m motivated.’


    ‘That’s not uncommon.  A lot of these women will do almost anything for money.’


    ‘I really need the work.’


    ‘You’re relatively unspoiled.  You could almost pass for innocent.  I think I have a better job for you.’  She stood up and walked behind my chair.  She drifted her fingers through my long brunette hair.  ‘Such pretty hair.  Do you have any tattoos?’


    ‘No,’ I said while looking ahead to the chair she had been sitting on a moment ago.


    ‘Good.  Personally I hate tattoos.  They look cheap and tarty on a woman.  I think such an unspoiled girl such as yourself should remain mostly unspoiled.  This air of slight innocence is a valuable quality in a prostitute.  Men will pay extra for that.  But of course it’s a quality that will wear off quickly.  After a point it just goes.  And it’s surprisingly hard to fake as people instinctively know if it’s genuine or an act.  So we should limit your exposure.  Your corruption from innocent to slut is what we’ll sell.  I can get good money for that.  I’m going to pimp you out only five times.  I’m going to sell you at an auction.  Five sessions to five men.  Stand up please.’


    I lifted myself from the chair and stood facing away from her.


    ‘Take off your blouse and skirt.’


    I complied.  Normally I’d be too shy to do as requested but I was talking to a brothel madam about working for her, so the context allowed nudity to be no big deal.  I stepped out my shoes and the skirt came off first.  I folded it and left it on the chair Mrs Benson had been sitting on.  As I unbuttoned my silk blouse I asked what she was planning by only pimp me out five times.


    ‘If there’s limited supply for a desirable commodity then the price goes up.  Usually the girls who come to me are…shall we say, used up or on their way.  I don’t judge them.  But I can’t call them classy.’  I put the blouse on her chair.  ‘Class you can’t buy.  Put an expensive frock on them and they’ll still exude a crudeness that can’t be fully disguised.  Not for long anyway.  You’re a rare bit of class to walk into my brothel.  Take off the bra.’


    The bra unhooked at the back and I left it on the chair on top of the skirt and blouse.  I was now topless with only my jewellery and my pink lace panties to protect my modesty.


    She said, ‘I’m going to touch you.  Is that okay?  I need you to give me verbal permission.’


    ‘It’s okay.  You can touch me.’


    From behind me Mrs Benson’s hands cupped my breasts.  She groped them softly, then held them still, then groped them harshly, then caressed them with her open palms.  She removed her hands from my chest and walked around me to see me from the front.  She looked at my panties.  Then she looked me in the eyes.  ‘Normally I’d ask the girl to masturbate in front of me to see how she reacts.  If she does it then she’s the type of girl I want to work with.  But I won’t ask you to do that.  I don’t want to take away any of your innocence.  Not yet.  That’s for the five men to do.  But don’t get ideas above your station.  I’m not saying you’re high society levels of classy.  I’m just saying you’re innocent enough and unspoiled with perversions.  Looking at that face and this body, it’s hard to imagine you’ve seen anything too untoward in your short life.  A few cocks at most.  We’ll sell that inexperience to the men.  I’ll sell only five experiences with the new girl.  After that you will retire.’


    ‘I’m willing to work longer than five sessions.  I want the money.’


    ‘Long careers in prostitution are best avoided.  The smart girls get in and out fast.  If I can interest the right men, then you could earn as much with five sessions as most women earn in a hundred.’


    ‘I don’t think men would pay that sort of money for me.  It’s flattering for you to suggest I could be that desirable, but let’s be realistic.  I’m not that pretty.’


    ‘But you’re pretty enough to tantalise most men.  It’s not about being beautiful or special.  It’s just about being innocent enough to be corrupted.  Certain types of men enjoy introducing certain types of women into the world of certain sexual pleasures.’  She looked back down at my crotch.  ‘I need you to take off your panties.’


    With barely any hesitation I pulled them down my legs and stepped out of them.  I folded them in half and placed them on the chair behind me.


    Mrs Benson looked at my vagina and asked me to hold it open with my fingers.  I did as instructed.  She crouched down but didn’t get any closer.  ‘Have you ever had any venereal diseases?’ she asked to my crotch.


    ‘No.  Not that I’m aware of.’


    She took her eyes from my cunt and stood up as she said, ‘You can get dressed now.’


    She stepped aside so I could take the skirt, blouse and bra from her chair.  She sat down and watched in silence as I dressed.  Once fully dressed I sat in the chair opposite her.  She said, ‘I’m going to arrange a meeting.  I’m going to invite ten of my wealthiest clients to a meet and greet dinner with you.  You will charm and arouse them and then leave the room.  I will then auction the five sessions to the highest bidders.’


    ‘What happens if I don’t charm and arouse them?’


    ‘Then your sessions will go for embarrassingly low sums.  You will tell them the truth about your sexual history.  They will see you for the bland little nothing that you are with your vanilla experiences.  This will spark their desires.  You are a blank canvas for them to draw upon.  This is their chance to leave a mark on the consciousness of a pretty girl.  They will line up to spank you.  And much worse.  Or you might get lucky and they will want you to spank them.  We get all sorts of perverts.  Whatever sadomasochistic desires they have they will take out on you.  And you will submit to whatever they want as they will have paid handsomely for the pleasure.’


    ‘How much do you think I could make?’


    ‘That’s up to you.  It could be a lot.  It could be very little.  I will take a thirty-five percent cut.  For my troubles.  Are you interested in what I’m outlining?’


    ‘Yes.’  I didn’t have to think about it.  As nervous as I was about all of it, this auction did sound like a better way to quickly earn money than months or years of grinding sex work.


    ‘I’ve done sex auctions before.  Not many, but a few.  We have rules that favour us over the people bidding.  Such as having at least twice as many bidders as there are items up for sale.  People can only buy one session.  They can’t team up and buy together as a group.  Things like that.’


    ‘Have any of your auctions been a total disaster?’


    ‘I only sell quality merchandise that way.  I’ve never risked selling second-rate women.  I have a reputation to maintain.  If I didn’t think my men would like you I wouldn’t be wasting their time, my time and your time.’


    I nodded.  It felt like I’d insulted her by asking if she’d ever crashed and burned.


    ‘I presume Erica Christianson is not your real name.’


    ‘It’s an alias.’


    ‘Erica is a good name.  Maybe I’m wrong but it’s not that common.  I can’t recall ever meeting anyone called Erica before.  It’s slightly unusual without being exotic.  I like it.  And of course, after this you can’t prostitute yourself for a long time.  Otherwise my clients will not be happy.  And for good reason.’


    ‘If the money’s as good as you seem to be suggesting it is, then that shouldn’t be a problem.’


    ‘I’m not your mum so I’ll ask this one last time and then I’ll never ask again.  Are you sure you want to go through with this?’


    I did.  I was not petrified by the idea of sleeping with strange men for money.  Even the mention of sadomasochism didn’t give me too much pause for thought.  ‘I’m ready to do it.’


    ‘Okay then.  I’ll call with the details when things are set up.’  She reached over and lifted a piece of paper from her desk.  She held it up for me to see it.  It was obviously the notes she took when I called her on the phone yesterday to arrange this meeting.  She asked, ‘Are these measurements accurate or did you fib a little to get your foot in the door?’


    ‘They’re accurate.  If you have a tape measure you can measure me right now in the flesh.’


    She dropped the note back on her desk and said, ‘We should go shopping for the perfect dress for the dinner.  Are you free for lunch today?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Lunch and the dress will come out of my thirty-five percent.’


    

    


    
  


  
    Charming and Arousing the Ten Men Bidding for My Five Sessions


     


    There was a lot of noise coming from the dining room.  It wasn’t loud drunken carousing.  It was the refined sound of discussion around the dinner table, accompanied by the cling and clang of cutlery on plates.  I was sitting on the staircase nearly a floor above the dining room.  I was waiting for Mrs Benson to collect me to take me into the room to meet and greet my men.  Nerves had planted a sick feeling of butterflies in my stomach.  For myriad reasons I both wanted to ingratiate myself with my men, and to spit in their arrogant, presumptuous faces.  How dare they assign a cash value to my body.  Yet I was volunteering to be judged.  I wanted their money and they wanted to implant perverse experiences upon my sexual history.


    There was no point going into that room below with an adversarial attitude.  It was better to impress them as a nice girl than it was to make them dislike me.  A bit of shyness and reticence were good qualities in this situation.  My own natural nerves were in my favour as they supposedly wanted a demure and vaguely pure girl.  At least that’s the theory.  If I was too bolshie, loud and confident they wouldn’t be so interested.  I was sort of a true innocent but it was a good idea to play that innocence up, or at least put it front and centre.


    The noise from the dining room dropped away.  I could hear Mrs Benson giving a speech.  The words were almost comprehensible but just slightly fuzzed out so that their precise meaning eluded me.


    Mrs Benson stopped talking and opened the door to the hallway.  She walked up the first flight of stairs.  As she turned the bend she saw me sitting.  She stood on the landing and chastised me for playing with my nails.  I hadn’t even noticed I was picking at them.  She changed her mind.  ‘Actually no.  Keep playing with your nails.  It makes you look more pathetic and unprepared for the excesses you’re about to enter into.’  More sympathetically she cocked her head to one side and said, ‘Don’t worry about them.  They’re not as scary as they look.’


    As I stood up I said, ‘I’m okay.  I’m not backing out.  I’m willing and ready.’  I almost added that I needed a poo but thought better of it.  My nerves were giving me intestinal gas but the time to go to the toilet had passed.


    ‘It’s time to meet your public,’ she said as she held out her hand to me.


    Before moving I patted down my new black dress to get rid of any unsightly wrinkles.  The A-line skirt stopped at my knees.  Mrs Benson suggested I wear tan tights as bare legs looked too confident.  I walked down to Mrs Benson and took hold of her hand.  We descended the stairs side by side while holding hands.  She said, ‘Remember, don’t put on a front.  Just be yourself.  They know you’ve got a body they’ll like.  That’s not in question.  They’re more interested in your personality than your body.’


    ‘If that’s true then they don’t sound like the guys I know.’


    She didn’t say anything to that as she pushed open the door to the dining room.


    Ten men were seated at the table.  Five on each side.  They stood up as we ladies entered and they sort of quietly half bowed.  I guess they wanted to appear like civilised gentlemen instead of whore buying perverts.  We walked along the length of the table.  I made a little bit of eye contact with them and nodded to some of them.  They only sat down after we stood at the head of the table.  Behind us on the wall was a blank whiteboard.


    Mrs Benson let go of my hand.  She said, ‘Gentlemen, this is Erica Christianson.  The lady of the evening.’


    ‘Hello Erica,’ said the man furthest away at the left side of the table.  I made a little embarrassed wave of my hand.  They were all looking at me.  How mortifying.  They knew I was going to be a prostitute who would suck their cocks if the price was right.  I felt so much shame at being a future slut.


    Mrs Benson said, ‘Now Erica, could you do us a favour and sit in the laps of each man and answer any questions.  Starting with Mr Anderson on your left.’


    ‘You want me to…’


    ‘That’s right.  Don’t be shy.  No one’s going to bite.’


    The man closest to me on the left pushed out his chair and patted his lap.  This wasn’t expected but I guess I’d signed on for intimate physical contact with strange men, so sitting on ten laps shouldn’t be such a big deal.  Yet somehow I felt publicly violated as I sat my pert little bottom on his lap.  Perhaps it was the evening wear they all wore that made it all very formal, thus making my informal act look all the more inappropriate.


    At least Mr Anderson, as far as I could tell, was not stiff in his trousers.


    I smiled at the man then looked away at the faces of the other men.  Nine of them were middle-age except for one younger man.  He was probably mid-twenties.  They all smiled back at me.  They seemed like a friendly enough bunch.  As far as I could tell from my vantage point on Mr Anderson’s lap.


    Mr Anderson put his hand on my knee and the other one on my back.  ‘Erica,’ he said.  ‘Are you happy to be here?’


    ‘On your lap?’ I asked with genuine confusion.


    ‘I was meaning more here in general.’


    ‘I’m happy to be here.’


    ‘Really?’ he asked with suspicion in his voice.


    At the end of the table Mrs Benson reminded me that it was acceptable to be honest.  ‘It’s okay Erica.  No one expects you to be thrilled at being auctioned off to the highest bidder.  It’s an unfair situation necessitated only by financial concerns.  No one here believes you’ve decided to prostitute yourself for fun.’


    Mr Anderson asked, ‘Are you okay with this?’


    Hesitantly I replied, ‘I consent.  If that’s what you’re asking.’


    ‘But is there some want among the need?  Do you want, on at least some level, to suck the cocks of five of the men in this room?’  For a moment I looked away from everyone in shame.  Then I looked around at the other nine men seated at the table.  Stated so bluntly it embarrassed me but I had to answer the question to show that I was willing to play along.  I looked back at Mr Anderson and said, ‘The idea has some appeal.’


    There was a pause.


    We both started to talk at the same time.  We both stopped but Mr Anderson encouraged me to say my piece before him with the words, ‘Ladies first.’  I said, ‘I was just going to say that I suppose I’m beholden to the idea that good girls don’t sleep around.  We’re supposed to not give it away.  To hoard it even.  We’re conditioned to not be easy.  And to treat sex as a big deal.’  His hand slid up an inch or two from my knee and started to lightly massage my thigh.  ‘So a part of me is sort of grateful for being forced out of my preset notions of virtue.  I need to be bad and have lots of sex due to reasons outside my control.  It’s not really my choice.  I have to suck these five dicks.  A part of me obviously doesn’t want to.  But of course a part of me does.  I think all girls secretly want to be a slut and fuck a lot of guys.  I know I do.  That’s why I approached Mrs Benson.  There are other ways to make money.  Prostitution’s not the only game in town.  But I think a part of me wanted to have sex with strange men.  I wanted…cock.’


    Mr Anderson asked, ‘Is your boyfriend not giving you enough dick to satisfy your cravings for cock?’  His hand was resting once again on my knee.


    ‘I don’t have a boyfriend.’


    ‘Why not?  A pretty girl like you without a boyfriend is hard to imagine.’


    It was an annoying question that all single women hate to be asked.  ‘We broke up recently.  I’m not ready to have another serious relationship.’


    Mrs Benson said to me, ‘Please sit on Mr Campbell’s lap.’  I looked to the next man over from Mr Anderson.  The man lifted his hand and waved.  Presumably this was Mr Campbell.


    Mr Anderson took his hands off my knee and back.  I stood and stepped over to the man on Mr Anderson’s left.  He pulled out his chair and I sat on his lap.  


    Mr Campbell put his right hand on my leg.  He rubbed his palm and fingers up and down my nude tights as we talked.  He felt from the middle of my thigh to the bottom of my shin.  ‘Hello Erica.’


    ‘Hello Mr Campbell.’


    ‘Are you a slut?’


    ‘No.  Not yet anyway.’


    ‘How many men have you slept with?’


    ‘Three.  Two were serious relationships.  I came to Mrs Benson to become a slut without having already been one.’


    ‘Ever slept with anyone for money?’


    ‘No.  I’ve not slept with anyone for money.  Not yet.  Whoever buys the first slot will be the first.’


    Mrs Benson added, ‘She’s fresh and pure.  More or less.  You can’t expect a virgin but this is as close as you’re going to get when you pay for it.’


     


     


    After sitting on all ten laps I left the room to allow the men to bid on me.  None of them were physically disgusting.  The idea of sucking their cocks didn’t make me gag.  I was willing to suck any of them.  Mr Hodge I would do for free.  He was a handsome man and his hands on my breasts were most welcome.


    I went to the upstairs bedroom and took off my heels so I could pace backwards and forwards as I fretted.  Would I sell for a decent price?  How crushing to my ego would it be if they didn’t fancy me enough to put down a respectable amount of money?  What if no one wanted to pay for the privilege of sleeping with me?  It felt like I’d done a competent enough job of sexually teasing them.  It was a masterstroke of Mrs Benson’s to have me sit on their laps one by one.  That move alone had to have them desiring more of my flesh after such a tantalising touch.  Maybe I’m wrong though, maybe they didn’t feel a need for more.  Maybe we gave away too much.  Maybe only two or three of them wanted me – and they were buying the sessions for normal prostitution rates.  Why did I agree to this lunacy?  I know: because Mrs Benson had flattered my vanity.  She made me feel special.  Now it seemed like such deluded arrogance to think I was anything better than average.  Clearly I was no better than most girls.  That’s what pimps do when they’re trying to get girls to go on the game.  They say things to sweet talk naive people into doing things they shouldn’t be doing.  I shouldn’t have trusted her.  What have I done?  No.  I was being paranoid.  She wouldn’t go to the effort of arranging this auction if I was just another run of the mill fuck hole for a large number of men to fill for a standard rate.  The person attached to the cunt made me more valuable.  In theory.


     


     


    After about ten minutes there was a knock at the bedroom door.  Somehow I hadn’t heard her heels coming up the stairs.  Mrs Benson opened the door, checked I was in a position to receive visitors and then let herself in.  She closed the door behind herself.


    ‘Is the auction over?  How did it go?’ I asked with undisguised eagerness.  Half of me didn’t want to know.  It was too horrible and ego destroying if it wasn’t for a lot of money.  If it was a low figure I might not be in the mood to perform my end of the bargain to the quality of service they expected.  So maybe ignorance was needed to get me through the sessions.  Could I actually throw myself into sex with these men if they were paying me an insulting amount of money?  The much more courageous half of me needed and wanted to know the amounts straightaway.


    Mrs Benson sat at the foot of the bed.  I sat at the head of the bed and waited for her news report.  The men were still downstairs drinking, their sound muffled by the thick carpet and the closed door.  She said, ‘I’m satisfied.  You did good.  You impressed them.  They were all keen to buy your services.’


    ‘Really?’ I asked with a combination of doubt and delight.


    ‘Your innocence and insecurity was evident to them.  They look forward to teaching you a few things about sex and sadomasochism.’


    ‘How much did I go for?’ I asked without any classy attempt at talking around the subject of money.


    ‘For the first session: ten thousand.’


    For some reason I couldn’t instantly work out if that was good or bad.  Was it amazing or terrible?  I just couldn’t judge.  ‘That’s…good?  Isn’t it?’


    Mrs Benson said, ‘Yes.  It’s very good.  I don’t hold auctions often.’  I wondered how often she got her hands on a woman she could sell through an auction.  ‘But ten thousand is very near the best price I’ve ever gotten on a desirable object.’


    It computed at last that ten thousand was a substantial sum of money.  It was a big amount.  A part of me was impressed that someone would pay so much to have sex with me.  Yet it also wasn’t a life-changing amount.  It was merely a few bucks to add to my bank account.  Weren’t these people supposed to be wealthy?  Ten thousand was surely nothing to them.  If they wanted something badly enough, and with rivals bidding for it as well, then surely the price would escalate way over that amount.  Oh well.  It certainly wasn’t a cruel bump to the ground for my ego.  She could have sold me for five hundred, so ten thousand was not too shabby.  It just wasn’t as much as I’d dared to hope for.  I guess I’d let my imagination runaway with me.  I was picturing something more impressive than ten thousand.  That was when I wasn’t alternatively imagining selling for a mere fifty bucks.


    When I thought more about it, ten thousand for a few hours of work was very, very good.  It would have taken a lot more hours to earn that sort of money if I’d just prostituted myself the normal way in Mrs Benson’s brothel.


    I asked who it was who bought my first slot.  She said, ‘I discussed this with the men downstairs when one of them brought up the idea of keeping things anonymous.  They seemed to like the idea that you wouldn’t know who it was until you were in the same room for the session.’  Her shoulders shrugged.  ‘It’s what they wanted.  I’m sorry.’


    It didn’t change anything so I didn’t pry any further.  If they didn’t want me to know in advance then so be it.  That was fine with me.  It perhaps gave my imagination more room to roam if I couldn’t get an accurate fix on what my sexual future held.  I moved the subject along to the second session.  ‘How much did you get for the second slot?’


    Mrs Benson smiled.  ‘Nine thousand.’


    The room seemed to spin for a moment as I sat motionless on the bed.  ‘Truly?’ I asked.  She nodded in confirmation.  I didn’t need her to tell me that nine thousand was a lot of money.  That had to be unexpected – to earn almost as much for the second session as I did for the first was not likely.  It was reasonable to expect a high number for the top slot.  After all that was when I was at my most innocent.  That’s what they were really buying – not my holes.  They could buy similar holes at a much cheaper price.  No, what they were really buying was my inexperience.  They wanted to be the first to pop my cherries as far as any new sexual experiences were concerned.  So the first session was much more valuable than the second; the second much more valuable than the third and so on.  For the second session to go for nearly as much as the first was more than a little surprising.  ‘Isn’t it a little odd that the second session sold for so much?’ I asked.


    ‘Not necessarily.  I expected a larger dip in value, but the first session wasn’t fundamentally more significant than the second.  It’s not like they’re buying your virginity were the second session would be pointless.  They know you’re new to sadomasochism and other things.  But being second in line to beat you with a cane isn’t too bad.  As long as they’re not third or fourth in line.  So the high price of the second session isn’t shocking.’


    I added, ‘And I suppose later men can hope the first man doesn’t do some of the stuff they plan to do.’


    ‘Precisely.’


    ‘Nineteen thousand for two sexual encounters.  That’s…amazing.’  This situation wasn’t so bad now I was looking at earning so much money.  It certainly made me warm up to the idea of fucking these guys.  My vague semi-disappointment in the price of the first session was wiped away by my delight at the high figure I was going to earn for the second encounter.


    ‘Minus my cut,’ pointed out Mrs Benson.  I hadn’t forgotten.  ‘Minus your cut,’ I echoed.  She asked if I resented her for taking thirty-five percent from me.  In truth I didn’t.  It seemed like a little too much considering the real tawdry work was to be done by me, but without her the high prices would never have been reached.  Obviously I didn’t like it, but I didn’t see it as unreasonable.  She was a middleman who contributed directly to the wealth creation.  ‘I guess you’ve earned it.’


    ‘We’re both going to earn well out of this.’


    ‘How much did the third session go for?’


    ‘Six thousand.’


    A sharp drop-off was expected so this wasn’t a disappointing number.  It was only a one third tailing off from the previous sale.  Not too bad when you consider that by the third session a lot of my wide-eyed innocence would have been worn away by the previous perverts.  Mrs Benson was looking at me for a reaction to the price.  I said, ‘That’s pretty decent.’


    ‘It’s far from an insult.’


    ‘And the fourth slot?  How much?’  I braced myself for a low figure.  If I made two thousand I’d be surprised.


    ‘Luckily for you there were seven men still without a slot.  So there was plenty of competition left as they all wanted to, at the very least, fuck you, even if you were no longer so innocent by the fourth session.’


    ‘How much?’ I repeated.


    ‘Five thousand.’


    ‘That seems pretty good,’ I said.  ‘Contradict me if I’m wrong.’


    ‘You’re not wrong.  Five thousand for the fourth session is only half the value of the first.  You did really good.  I would have expected a bigger dip.’


    ‘What about the fifth?’


    ‘This is where things went a little funny.’


    I didn’t like the sound of that.  ‘How so?’


    ‘Well it was the last slot.  Six men wanted to feel your pussy around their dicks.  Five of them were going to be disappointed.  So there was more competition for the last slot than there was for the fourth as they realised it was now or never.  So bizarrely you made more on the fifth than the more desirable fourth.’


    ‘How much did it go for?’ I asked with unhidden anticipation.


    ‘Seven thousand.’


    ‘Seven thousand!  Really?’


    Mrs Benson nodded.  ‘They were very attracted to you.  Once they got down to the last slot I think they suddenly realised how much they all wanted to have you.  Even if you weren’t quite so innocent by the time they got to have their time with you.  You were still someone they wanted to lie with and fuck.’


    ‘That’s…  It’s very surprising.’  Never in my wildest dreams did I imagine my price going up.


    ‘The auction model can sometimes work wonders.  I had faith in your qualities so I didn’t expect it to backfire on me.  We did good today.  It worked better than I realistically hoped.’


    To my own self-disgust I couldn’t quite add up the figures in my head while engaged in conversation with Mrs Benson.  I just outright asked her for the totals.


    ‘Thirty-seven thousand.’


    ‘That’s…a nice chunk of change.’  It was a feeble response but what more could I say?  It was better to be understated than to act like an idiot and whoop.


    ‘That’s the total before we split it up sixty-five percent to you and thirty-five percent to me.  My cut comes to twelve-thousand, nine hundred and fifty.  That leaves you with twenty-four thousand and fifty.  Not bad going for five sexual encounters.  In a week or two it’s over and you’re sitting pretty with a good bit of cash.’  I didn’t bother making a joke about not being able to sit pretty after five sessions of rough anal sex.


    Maybe some people in high placed professional positions might snort in derision at this money.  Perhaps it’s an amount they would earn in say one week or six months.  For me this was very, very good money.  It would take me a lot longer than two weeks to earn that kind of cash.  Sadly it wasn’t life-changing enough to let me retire and never work another day in my life while I jetted around the world.  If looked at from a long-term financial point of view it wasn’t that much.  If on the other hand you get your head out your arse and saw it as a short-term windfall, for probably two weeks of work, then it wasn’t half bad.  In fact it was very good.


    I said, ‘I don’t want to be rude.  But I’ve got to ask.  Can you prove that you sold my slots for these amounts?’


    

    


    
  


  
    First Session: Mr Brooks and His Fantasy Handjob by Mistress Lesley


     


    When I arrived at Mrs Benson’s brothel I was shaking with nerves.  Now it was finally going to happen for real I was losing my bottle.  It was no longer just an idea made safe and less scary by being set in an abstract future.  It was now an actual imminent reality.  My teeth chattered.  I tried to control them but I couldn’t stop them from juddering.  It wasn’t until Mrs Benson entered the appointed chamber of my disgrace that I forgot all about my nerves.  Without noticing I became still and in command of my own body.


    ‘Your guest is here.  Are you ready?’


    I wanted to stall but everything was set up.  I was in a black dress with a short skirt, bare legs and a sexy pink thong and matching bra.  My cunt was clean, my make-up newly applied and my hair was put in place.  The room was neat and the bed made up.  There was nothing wrong I could use as an excuse to stall the proceedings without admitting to my own internal weakness.  I nodded that I was ready.


    ‘Good.  Come with me.’


    ‘Isn’t he coming in here?  I thought we were doing it in here.’


    ‘My dear girl, a pervert doesn’t pay such a high price to merely fuck his desired girl in a bed.  He wants you in the torture room downstairs.’


    ‘Torture?’


    ‘No need to panic.  It’s just a word.  No one gets brutalised.  Temporarily abused and mishandled maybe, but not to the point someone gets seriously hurt.  If it makes you feel any better, don’t think of it as the torture room.  Think of it as the fetish room.’


    ‘Is it safe?’’  I knew it was a stupid question but I had to ask it anyway.


    ‘You’ve got five sessions.  No one’s going to hurt you enough to stop you fulfilling your obligations.  It’s in no one’s interests to seriously hurt you.  They just want to abuse you a little.  Just enough to shake you up and wipe that pretty little smile off your face.  They want to show you the other side of life and give you some nasty but oddly pleasurable experiences you’ve never had before.  They want to mark you in a long lasting way mentally, but not physically.  I can’t say you’re not going to get some slaps and a very sore bum.  But the torture will be far from excessive.  You might pick up a few bruises but no weeping sores.  They want to be able to perv at you with their male gaze.  Any short term physical marks will be restricted to areas of the body that can be covered.’


    I nodded in understanding.  ‘I guess this is it.  Time to earn my six and a half grand.’


    She stepped aside and I passed her into the corridor.  She took my hand and led my down the corridor, down the stairs and into the basement.  It was dimly lit with low-wattage light bulbs.  There were eight closed doors, four on either side of the corridor.  From the left I heard what sounded like whipping, followed by a man crying out in pain.  From the right I heard a woman loudly fucking.  ‘This is creepy,’ I said.


    ‘That’s the atmosphere we’re going for,’ she replied as she took me by the hand to the last door on the right.


    ‘Do you like this stuff?’ I asked at the closed door.  Mrs Benson was taken aback by the unexpected question.  Our hands uncoupled.  She took a moment to answer as she seemed to seriously consider the question.  I sensed she wanted to give me a proper answer without pointless platitudes.  ‘I started the fetish basement purely for the money.  Human sexuality is weird.  I’ve seen more than enough weird things and heard enough unusual requests that it seemed like a no-brainer to cash-in on the more exotic desires of my clientele.  I’m so on-top in my business dealings that I slowly realised that being a submissive might be a fun change of pace.  So I introduced my husband to it.  I’ve used the facilities a few times.  There’s something to it.  All this stuff can satisfy obscure desires you can’t even explain to yourself.  From the outside it looks silly.  It’s so easy to point and laugh.  Then again it’s always easier to say what you don’t like than it is to admit to what you actually do like.  Derision comes naturally to most people.  But if you try it for yourself you might find a lot to enjoy.  But only if you’re willing to admit to yourself that you like things that you’re not supposed to like.  It’s wrong and embarrassing to admit to liking the act of dressing up in a rubber outfit.  Or that you like being tied up.  Or that you like to be whipped.  Or that you like to beat someone on the arse with a cane.  It’s not what normal people do.  It’s immoral and wicked.  It’s rarely a compliment to be publicly called kinky.  It’s shameful if exposed to your friends and neighbours.  But that doesn’t stop it from being enjoyable.  What’s it got to do with them anyway?  It’s not like it affects them.  Or you’re seeking their approval for what you do in private.  So their opinion on the matter is irrelevant.  As long as the submissive consents to being mistreated then what harm is it doing anyone?  If that’s how consenting adults enjoy spending an evening then what the hell has it got to do with anyone else?  At least they’re not vegetating in front of the TV.  They’re playing.  They’re using their imaginations.  I see no downside to it.  It’s only sleazy if you perceive it to be.  As long as people respect each other’s boundaries then I’m not going to sit in judgement over what other people get up to.’


    ‘Do you enjoy getting beaten by a whip?’


    ‘It’s okay.  That’s not really what we do.  It’s more about taking orders and obeying those commands.  Mixed in with verbal abuse and sex.  The whip or cane is used sparingly to keep me in line and at the right pace.  He’s big on the right tempo.  As a jazz musician he’s very strict about how fast or slow I blow his dick.’  This was quite a graphic insight into her sex life.


    Mrs Benson indicated the door and said, ‘This is it.  Do as you’re told and you might enjoy yourself.  If you don’t obey your master then you deserve any punishment he sees fit to visit upon you.  The safeword to make it stop is “Frederick”.  Got that?’


    ‘“Frederick”,’ I repeated.


    ‘And to take a breather without killing the session, say “Aubergine”.  If you have a gag in your mouth just vigorously shake your head from side to side.  Okay?’


    ‘Yes.  I got it.  “Frederick”, “Aubergine” and shake my head.’


    ‘Remember, it’s okay to be frightened.  It’s a good thing.  They paid for your personality.  They want to see the fear and the inexperience.  They don’t want you to be unfazed by their perversities.  But don’t play it up.  They don’t want an actress pretending to be shocked.  If that’s what they wanted they’d have just bought an actress or a cheaper whore to play act shock and disgust.  They’re looking for a genuine experience with you.  If you’re going to be impassive with unreachable indifference then at least let that be your natural response.  Just be yourself.  Wide-eyed or closed off.  Ready?’


    I nodded.


    She knocked on the door.  She opened it without waiting for a response from inside.  A man in a suit was standing in the room among padded tables and chairs and paraphernalia covered walls.  He was Mr Brooks.  The sixth lap I sat on.  He was not unattractive but that didn’t mean I was perfectly okay with having sex with this stranger.  Here I was before him at the door on the understanding that we were going to have sex.  It wasn’t a repulsive concept but it didn’t exactly make my soul sing with happiness.


    Mrs Benson stepped behind me and put her hands on my shoulders.  She pushed me into the torture chamber.  She said, ‘She’s all yours Mr Brooks.’  She closed the door with me and Mr Brooks on the inside and her on the outside.


    I stood before the door and started shivering with nerves again.  I crossed my arms and rubbed my hands up and down the opposite arms.


    ‘Are you cold?’ he asked.


    ‘No.  I’m just nervous.’  I expected him to be like Mrs Benson and be reassuring to put me at ease.  He was not like Mrs Benson.  He said, ‘Strip off your dress.  And take down your panties.  I want you naked except for the shoes.’


    He was paying the big bucks so I didn’t complain about his tone.  This was what he’d paid for.  I was to be as pliant as possible.  I unzipped the dress at the side and stepped out of it.  I folded it in half at the waist and placed it on the floor beside the door.


    ‘Now the bra.’


    I unhooked the bra at the back and dropped it on the dress.  He ogled my boobs for a moment before looking down at my thong.  ‘Lose the panties.’


    Being fully naked in front of him didn’t concern me too much.  It was just the two of us.  My humiliation was just between us.  That I could take.  I dropped the thong to expose my vagina to this stranger.  I stepped out of them.  Of course they got tangled in the heels, but I managed to get them off without looking like too big a klutz.  They were placed on top of my bra and dress.


    ‘Now sit on the table to your left and masturbate.  Let me see you at your most intimate.’


    After only a miniscule moment of hesitation I did as told.  I walked over to the table.  The surface was covered in black rubber padding.  I sat my naked butt cheeks on it and opened my legs.  He ordered me to pull my lips apart to let him see inside my hole.  He stepped forward to get a better look up my feminine canyon as I held it open using my two hands.


    He said, ‘I want to tell you a story while you finger yourself.  It’s about my favourite mistress.  It was the first time she ever sucked me off.  She pretended my cock belonged to another man in order to get over her revulsion for me.  I want to tell you this story as I want you to recreate it.  It’s a simple enough task physically.  I’m not going to beat you.  I’m not going to penetrate you.  I just want you to talk dirty to me.  That and wank my cock.  And to blow me.  That’s all.’


    Ten thousand was a lot to pay for so little.  As though he was reading my mind he added, ‘As you’ll discover when I tell my story, I pay women who don’t like me lots of money to spend time with me.  Do you like me?’


    ‘I don’t know.  I’ve not known you long enough.’


    ‘But I’m a customer.  The first punter who’s ever paid to have your vagina.  Even if I’m not planning to use it personally with my dick.  Surely I’m a piece of crap in your eyes.’


    Diplomatically I said, ‘I haven’t given it any thought.’


    ‘I didn’t pay for you to be coy.  I can take a bit of rudeness.  What do you really think of me?  Don’t spare my feelings and tell me what you think I want to hear?’


    ‘I feel awkward.  You’ve got me sitting on this rubber covered table in a sex dungeon and I’m naked with my legs open.  I’m literally holding my cunt lips open.  I can’t say that makes me think highly of you.’


    ‘Put your fingers on your cunt.


    I withdrew my left hand and placed my right hand between my legs.


    ‘Now rub it.  Start rubbing.’


    I started using my index and middle finger to rub my clit.


    ‘Slowly.  You can work yourself up to a frenzy as you get more excited.  My story begins with me chained to a bondage chair.  There was a pillar at the front with a hole in it for my dick and balls to poke out of.  It was for my Mistress to play with it.’


    

    


    
  


  
    Mistress Lesley and Her Polite Coldness


     


    I was naked.  My naked bum sat on the wooden seat.  My dick and balls were locked in place so that they were sticking out the other side of the wooden pillar at the front of the bondage chair.  My wrists were shackled to the top of the pillar at about nipple height.  It was an undignified look with my genitals exposed for my Mistress.


    In the shadows of the poorly lit dungeon I could hear my Mistress walking towards me.  Her high heels click-clacked on the cold cement floor.  She came into the light that surrounded the milking chair.  She was dressed in a black latex corset with suspenders connected to the tops of black latex stockings.  Her cunt was exposed as she wore no panties.  She was shaved clean down there with no hint of the bristles of her pubic hair.  She was a blonde who went by the name Mistress Lesley.  Of all the mistresses I’ve visited she was my favourite because she had a cold politeness that intrigued me.  She obviously didn’t like me very much, which was a turn on.


    She stood to my left and asked if I wanted my cock stroked.


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Yes what?’


    ‘Yes please Mistress.’


    ‘Would it be worth my time and effort stroking it?’


    ‘Yes Mistress.’


    ‘Have you got a big load for me to look at?’


    ‘Yes Mistress.’


    ‘You better give me a good show.  Anything less than a gusher isn’t worth my time and effort.  There better be lots of cum spewing out the end of your dick.  If I see a pathetic girly little dribble I’ll be very cross.  Angry even.  I want the cup of my palm to be overflowing with your disgusting seed.  Do you think you can do that for me?  Do you have enough cum in your balls to be worth my time and effort to stroke your cock to get it?’


    ‘Yes Mistress.  I’ll try my best.’


    She grabbed hold of my hair at the back of my head and pulled on it.  I shouted an exclamation of pain.  She held my head back and put her face down so her painted lips were only an inch from mine.  ‘I’m not here to watch you try.  This isn’t a tryout to see if you’re good enough to be my slave.  My time is far more valuable than yours.  If you’re merely only going to try then you can leave right now without getting your dick stroked.’  She leaned in and gave me with a brief peck on the left cheek.  Her lips were back to an inch from mine.  ‘Can you, or can you not, deliver me a gusher of cum?’


    ‘Yes Mistress.  I can.  I promise.  I’ll come so much.  I swear.’


    ‘You promise, cross your heart and hope to die?’


    ‘Yes Mistress.’


    She straightened back up to her full height beside me to my left.  ‘So this penis of yours,’ she said while tipping her head down to indicate my engorged erection pocking out from the centre of the pillar.


    ‘Yes Mistress.’


    ‘This penis you’d like so much for me to stroke.  Would you say it’s nice to feel my hands on it?’


    ‘Yes Mistress.’


    ‘Would you say it’s a great feeling to have my hands upon it?’


    ‘Yes Mistress.  It feels amazing to have your hands fondle me.’


    ‘If I was to demean myself and touch it and wank it to orgasm, would that make you happy?’


    ‘Yes Mistress.  Deliriously so.’


    ‘You’re disgusting.  Expecting a lady like me to touch someone like you.  And down there of all places.  Apart from the amusement of seeing you suffer as I tease it, and seeing a so-called “real man” squirt his cum, what’s in it for me?’


    ‘For you Mistress Lesley: money.  I’ll pay more for you to stroke it.’


    ‘I’m not a whore.  The money I’ve taken is to spend time with you.  It’s not for sexual favours.  Because spending time with you is such a chore I have to charge you for my time.  I spend time with my friends for free.  Losers like you I charge.  And as you’re such a loser you actually pay.  You pay money to spend time with a woman who obviously dislikes you.  What’s wrong with you?  What kind of creep wants to hang out with a beautiful woman who despises him?  Answer me.  I want to know.  It’s not a rhetorical question.  Why do you like spending time with me when you know I think you’re nothing but a creep?’


    ‘I…  I just like you even if you don’t like me.  I like making you happy with my money.  If hurting me makes you happy then so be it.  I’ll take the blows.’


    ‘The only way I can spend time with someone as uninteresting as you is to do things of a sexual nature.  Stroking your cock will at least eat up ten minutes.  I’d rather do that than talk to you.  But I feel I need an extra reward for jerking you off.  I’ve got an idea.  It would be funny if I got to watch you eat it.  Wouldn’t that be funny?’


    ‘Yes Mistress.’


    ‘Would you be willing to do that?  Would you eat your own filth?’


    ‘If it pleases you, I’ll do it.’ 


    ‘It would please me.’  From her position beside me she reached out her right hand.  I felt her fingers lightly brush the shaft of my erection.  ‘It twitched.  It must have liked that.  Did you feel it?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘How did it feel?’


    ‘It felt amazing.  Please touch it some more.’


    ‘Well okay, if that’s what you want.’  This time I felt her fingertips on the mushroom shaped end of my dick.  Her fingers rubbed my head before her hand moved down to my shaft and encircled it.  She was holding my cock.  ‘This is what you want.  Isn’t it?  A pretty girl like me to beat you off.  Say it.’


    ‘This is what I want.  A pretty girl to wank my dick.’


    ‘Say it again.’


    ‘This is what I want.  A pretty girl to masturbate me.’


    Her hand started to move back and forth.  She was cranking my shaft.  I gave out a gasp of pleasure.


    ‘Tell me how it feels to have my beautiful hand on your cock.’


    ‘It feels amazing.’


    ‘Yeah, I bet it does.  You’re so lucky I let you pay me money to spend time with you.  I’m so pretty and you’re so desperate.  Am I the prettiest girl who’s ever touched your genitals?’


    ‘Yes Mistress Lesley.’


    ‘I like compliments.  I won’t deny it: I’m vain.  Tell me how pretty I am.’


    ‘You’re so beautiful.  Your blonde hair is so shiny and long.  Your blue eyes so big and sparkly.  You’re so shiny.  Your red lips are so kissable.  Your hands so soft.  Your butt so beautiful.’


    ‘Keep going,’ she said as she continued to crank my cock at a steady mid-tempo rhythm.


    ‘Your smile makes me melt with love.  Your breasts are so enticing.  Your nipples so supple.’


    ‘What about my hole?  Do you like my vagina?’


    ‘It’s the best I’ve ever seen.’


    ‘Have you ever eaten a prettier pussy?’


    ‘No Mistress.  Yours is the most moist and freshest I’ve ever had.’


    ‘I will admit, your cock isn’t so bad.  It’s long and hard with a good girth.  And the shape of the mushroom is aesthetically very pleasing.  It’s a very pretty cock.  It’s just a crying shame it’s attached to such a loser.  What a waste of a perfectly good cock.  It’s a tragedy.’


    ‘I’m sorry Mistress.’


    ‘Imagine what a real man could do with such a nice cock like this.  It’s wasted being attached to a loser like you.  It’s the only part of you I like.  If you didn’t have such a nice dick I’d be charging you double for my time.  It’s a shame there isn’t a way to spend time alone with your cock without you being here.  Your personality is such an off-putting drag.  It stops my pussy getting as wet as it usually does.’


    ‘Again, I’m sorry Mistress.  I do apologise.’


    ‘Oh wait,’ she said as she took her grip off my cock.  She stepped before me and stood back to look at the full length of me seated in the bondage chair.  Her hands were on her black latex covered hips.  I couldn’t help looking at her naked crotch.  ‘I’ve just remembered.  I’ve got just the thing to make my fantasy come true.  I got a wall custom built for this chair.  It goes around the pillar so all I can see on this side is your cock and balls sticking out the wall.  If I put a gag on you it will be like you’re not even in the room.  I won’t have to look at you and hear your moronic voice.  I think I’ve got it here.  Give me a minute.  Don’t go anywhere,’ she said over her shoulder as she walked away into the surrounding gloom.


     


     


    She was gone for a good ten minutes.  When she came back she was pushing a black wall on wheels.  There was a large hole that started in the middle and went all the way down to the bottom.  She wheeled the wall before me and pushed it back into place so the pillar of my milking chair slotted into the central gap.  My hands and knees were squished up against the wall on my side.  The wall was high enough that she couldn’t see over it, even when standing in her heels.  I was now looking at a blank wall with my shackled hands touching it.  She walked around to my side and kicked the wheel clamps down so the wall would stay in place.  She then walked away back to her side.


    I heard her moving around.  Then I heard something being put on the floor at the bottom of the wall.  ‘What are you doing?’ I asked.


    ‘Stop talking.  You’ll ruin the illusion that you’re not here.’


    ‘Sorry Mistress.’


    ‘What part of shut up don’t you understand?’


    I didn’t say anything.


    ‘If you must know, I’m putting some bricks up against the wall so it doesn’t fall on me.  Does that answer your nosey curiosity?’


    I didn’t answer.


    ‘Good.  You’re more intelligent than you look.  I don’t want to hear another word out of you.  Got that?  Don’t make me walk all the way back over there to get a ball-gag.  If I have to walk more than I have to in these heels…  Oh boy, you won’t like the transference of pain I’ll do to your feet.  That is a very serious threat.  So shut it.  I’m going to play with this disembodied dick and you’re not going to say a word.  Not one peep.  If you can keep quiet I’ll make you come.  You’d like that, wouldn’t you?’


    I didn’t respond to her question.


    ‘That’s right.  You stay quiet.  No one’s interested in anything you’ve got to say.  And you never know.  I might get so carried away stroking your pretty little cock I might forget you’re even here.  If I lose myself in my own imagination I might fantasise it belongs to one of the cute boys I fancy.  Mario at the coffee shop for example.  He’s so gorgeous.  I bet he’s got a big cock.  So if you play your cards right, and learn to shut the fuck up, I might put your penis in my mouth.  I could imagine it’s Mario’s dick.  I get the pleasure of imagining sucking off Mario’s cock.  You get the pleasure of having a beautiful woman’s mouth around your dick.  I might even get so carried away I’ll let you come in my mouth.  How amazing would that be?  I know we talked about you eating your own cum, but if I was to imagine it was Mario’s thick seed I might be keen to swallow it myself.  I see your cock bulging at the thought of it.’  She ran her fingers down the length of my cock.  She then held onto the tip with her thumb and index finger.  She took her hand away.  Suddenly she slapped my cock.


    ‘Ouch.’


    ‘I don’t want to hear it.’  She slapped my erection again.  It wasn’t a playful slap.  I kept my yelp of distress to myself.  ‘That’s better.’


    She walked away.


    I heard a scraping sound along with her heels clacking on the concrete floor.  I assumed it was a chair being paced before the wall.  She sat on it and I heard the legs squeak as she moved it a fraction to get into a more comfortable position.


    ‘Oh Mario.  Mario, Mario, Mario.  You’re so pretty.  And I’m so honoured that you find me so pretty too.  I can see you like me.  That erection you’re very naughtily showing me is so bad.  Did I do that?  Did I make it so big?  Did the thought of me make it hard?  I like that you’re not shy about showing it to me.  I find confidence in a man to be very attractive.  Would you like me to touch it?  I don’t mind touching it if you don’t mind me playing with it.  I’d like to.  It’s so inviting and hard.  I like hard dicks.  They’re one of the things I most desire in this world.’  Her hands surrounded my erection.  She fondled it one hand at a time before taking a solid grip of it in her right.  She started to seriously wank it.


    ‘Do you like that?  Does that do it for you?  You like that?  You like the way your penis feels in my hand?  Do you want me to go faster?  I bet you do.’  The speed of her wanking motions went up a notch.  ‘All the boys want me to go faster when I rub their dicks.  They love it.  At least I’ve never had any complaints.  But then why would anyone complain about being wanked off by someone as beautiful as me?  I could make a fag love a woman.  Do you think you can come from this intensity?’


    I moaned with pleasure.


    She suddenly stopped beating me off.  She took her hand away from my throbbing cock.


    ‘Mario, how would you like a little oral pleasure?’


    I almost said something but I caught myself before anything left my mouth.


    ‘It’s okay Mario.  There’s no need to pretend that doesn’t excite you.  It’s just us here.  You can get your cock sucked.  I like doing it.  I’m good at it.  I’ve put many a penis in my mouth.  Would you like me to put yours in my mouth?’


    Her right hand took hold of the base of my erection so she could hold my cock out straight at her.  Her tongue flicked out in an exploratory way at the tip of my penis.  ‘Mario, you taste so good,’ she said before licking it again.  ‘I really like your penis.  It’s exactly the kind of size and shape I like the most.’  Her tongue went up and down the right side of my shaft several times.  ‘Do you like it when a girl does that?’  After scraping her chair over to the side she then repeated that licking motion on the left side of my dick.


    She then licked at my balls.  Then she put them in her mouth.


    She stopped sucking on my testicles and said, ‘Do you think you can give me a big load?  I’d love it if you did.  I’d love to taste your creamy white cum.  It would excite me a lot if I could taste it.  And I think it would excite you if you gave it to me.  So what do you think?  Should we try and get you to explode your love juice into my mouth?  Does that sound like a good idea?’


    She took my genitals in her left hand and rubbed the top of my erection with the fingers on her right hand.  ‘Look at all that pre-cum.  It’s so pretty.  It’s dripping all over the floor.  Did you know you were oozing?’


    It was news to me.  All I knew was: I liked what she was doing to me.


    ‘You know what pre-cum indicates, don’t you?  It means you really, really like me.  Like, you really like me.’


    A finger felt at the pee-hole for a second and then was withdrawn.  ‘Mmm.  Just like the skin on your dick, it tastes good.  Does that make me a whore that I just tasted your pre-cum?’


    There was a bit of noise as she moved the chair again.  Then my dick was in a warm and wet place.  She had me in her mouth.


    She was sucking me.


    Between mouthfuls she said in a wistful tone, ‘Mario, you’re so pretty.  I love you.  I love you and your dick.’


    She alternated sucking with bouts of licking.


    She was careful not to do too much of one or the other in order to keep me from coming too soon.


    ‘I want to suck this all day.  It’s so good.  Mario, your cock is wonderful.’


    She then began to concentrate only on sucking.  It was clear she was now sucking to make me come.


    Suck.


    Suck.


    Suck.


    ‘Give your love to me.  Let me have your seed.  I really want it.  Show me how much you love me and give me your babies.  Come in my mouth.  Give me your cum.  I want it.  Please Mario, give it to me.’


    Suck.


    Suck.


    Suck.


    I couldn’t hold it much longer.  I grunted.  Then I began to buck against my restraints.  I moaned.


    Suck.


    Suck.


    Suck.


    I was going to come.


    ‘Give it to me.’


    She sucked me some more and took me over the edge.  I was ejaculating.  Right into her filthy cum dumpster of a mouth.  I like to think I filled her mouth all the way to capacity.


    Once I stopped squirting my white creamy seed she took her mouth away from around my cock.  Her left hand gripped the shaft and pulled towards the end in order to encourage all the leftover cum to dribble out my urethra.  Her mouth went back to the head of my penis as she sucked up the last of it.


    She took her mouth away.  I heard her gargle.  She must have been gargling with the cum in her mouth.


    I didn’t hear any spitting.  ‘It tasted so good Mario.’  Although I didn’t see it I do believe she swallowed my load.  ‘Your cum is so tasty.  You’re such a good boy for giving a girl what she wants.  I’m sure your mother would be proud of you.’


    I could feel her fingers lightly caressing my dick.


    ‘Can you give me another load?’ she asked.  ‘Because I’d love to eat another one.  One is never enough.  Not for a slut like me.’  She then started to massage my wilting cock with her left hand.


    Once it was fully hard again her right hand took over and wanked me.


    It didn’t take too long before I was getting ready to come again.


    ‘Not so fast Mario.  I haven’t sucked it yet.’


    She took me in her mouth and she started sucking.


    Back and forth she went up and down my erection.


    Suck.


    Suck.


    Suck.


    I moaned and came.


    More white cream shot out my dick into her mouth.


    She took me out of her mouth and I heard the sound of gargling for the second time.  There was a silence and then she said, ‘That went down well.  Obviously it wasn’t as substantial as the first one, but it still satisfied.  You’re such a good boy Mario.  So well-mannered and respectful of women.  I love you Mario.  I want to suck your cock every day for the rest of my life.’


    I felt her put the head of my spent cock back between her lips.  She pulled her left hand along the length of my dick to encourage the cum to leave my urethra.  Once she’d gotten the last of the cum out of my dick she scraped her chair back and stood up.  ‘Mario.  I love you.  I’ll blow you anytime.  And Mr Brooks.  Fuck you.’


    

    


    
  


  
    Masturbating Mario


     


    I took my fingers out my wet cunt.  They were covered in my liquefied excitement.  I put my fingers into my mouth to taste the juices.


    Mr Brooks walked over to a bondage chair with a pillar sticking up at the front of it.  He patted the top of the pillar.  ‘This is very similar to the one Mistress Lesley tied me to.  The wall is over there.’  He pointed to an upright board against a wall.  It was a shiny black with two small wheels on the bottom, like the type found on the bottom of office chairs or domestic computer desks.  ‘I want you to tie me to this chair and then recreate the session I just described.’


    ‘I thought I was supposed to be the slave?’


    He shrugged as though my question was irrelevant.  I was glad, I suppose, to not be in the masochistic role but I was rather confused by this reversal of the obvious order of things.  Surely the whole point was for them to do things to me instead of me to them.  It wasn’t my place to argue so I didn’t ask a follow-up question.  There was no upside to rocking the boat – it wasn’t like I wanted him to reverse the scenario and have him dominate me.  I slipped my arse off the rubber tabletop.  I left behind an embarrassing wet patch.  ‘What about clothing?’ I asked.  ‘She was in latex.’


    ‘There’s an outfit for you to wear in the box under the table.’


    I turned around and looked down to find a cardboard box under the table.  I bent down and picked it up.  I put it on the padded tabletop.


    ‘Open it.  Look inside.’


    Mr Brooks took off his suit while I investigated the box.  I removed the lid.  Inside the box there was a clear plastic bag containing a black latex costume of some sort.  Also there was a slim white carton with text in a foreign language.  I opened the carton to find black latex stockings.  There were no panties in the box.


    Before his eyes I strapped on the simple latex corset.  It used hooks instead of laces at the back.  My naked breasts and vagina were displayed in a very pleasing way by the corset.


    He sat naked on the chair.  I chained him into the restraining shackles at the top of the pillar.  His erection and balls were made to stick out the other end of the crotch hole at the front of the chair.


    I then sat on the padded table and rolled the latex stockings up the length of my lovely shaved legs.  They were clipped into position using the suspenders dangling from the corset.


    He asked, ‘Is it true you’ve never worn latex before?’


    ‘Shut up,’ I snapped.  Suddenly I was in character as Mistress Lesley.  ‘I’m not here to answer stupid questions.  Now apologise for your rudeness.’


    ‘I’m sorry Mistress Lesley.’


    I didn’t understand it.  It made no sense.  He paid ten thousand for this?  Ten thousand for a mere handjob and a blowjob that recreated a previous encounter.  That was a lot to pay for something I had no obvious extra special skills for.  Surely a more experienced prostitute or a professional dominatrix could do a better job than me, and at a considerably cheaper price.  Mrs Benson had talked about them wanting me to be me.  My innocence was not an asset in this particular case.  Also I wasn’t being me.  I was literally playing at being someone else.  I was going to be acting.  The exact thing Mrs Benson said they didn’t want.  I wanted to stop and ask questions but there was no point.  This was obviously what he wanted.  He paid for first place and if he wanted to waste it in this way then what concern was of it of mine.  I had little to no say in what we were doing.  If he wanted to be the submissive then that was his choice.


    I wished I’d done some amateur acting in high school so I wouldn’t be so fazed by this turn of events.  How do you act?  What is required of me?  I guess you just talk.  I started by repeating what he expected from me, but in a voice with some authority in it.  Hopefully.  ‘So you expect me to put my hand on your, for want of a better word, penis?  You think that’s a reasonable request to ask of a respectable lady like Mistress Lesley?  Do you?’


    ‘I’m sorry Mistress, but it’s what I’d enjoy.’


    With incredulity in my voice I said, ‘Really?  That’s what you think is going to happen?  You think a beautiful woman like Mistress Lesley would lower herself to touch your penis?  You’ve got some nerve speaking of such things.  That’s a very warped imagination young man.’  Two notes I gave myself.  One: referring to Mistress Lesley in the third person didn’t work that well since I wasn’t the original real-deal Mistress Lesley.  Two: the middle aged man before me was not so young, and to imply that I saw him as such worked against the idea that I didn’t like him.  Young implied attractive.  Mario would be young.  Mr Brooks would be old and unattractive.


    ‘Please Mistress, can I have a handjob?  Please Mistress.  Please,’ he pleaded.


    ‘Begging’s not going to get you anywhere.  I don’t like you.  You’re too old and you smell a little funny.  Like the decay of old age.  I just don’t find you attractive.’  I glanced down at his erection.  ‘Except for this.’  I looked back up at him.  ‘This cock of yours isn’t so bad.’  I hastened to qualify my remark by adding, ‘When seen in isolation.  It looks nice when the pillar blocks the rest of your body from my view.’  I bent down to get closer to his dick.  My lips were only a few inches from it.  I said, ‘It looks quite nice in and of itself.  I get a slight tingle when I look at it.  You know the tingle I mean?  That sensation in a lady’s groin.  I can feel a little something like that for your penis.  But then I look up,’ I said as I looked up at his face, ‘and you ruin it by being attached to it.  If only you could be someone else.’  I was getting into it.  I really was feeling something in my genitals.  Wetness.


    ‘I want to please you Mistress Lesley.  Please tell me how I can please you.’


    ‘I don’t think you can.’


    ‘Please.  Please touch me.’


    ‘I don’t want to.’  I stood up.  ‘No one wants to touch you.’


    ‘Please Mistress.  I beseech you.’


    ‘“Beseech”?  That’s an awfully fancy word.  But no.  I don’t want to touch your penis.’


    ‘Please.’


    ‘Stop begging.  Begging isn’t going to make me want to touch it.  I just simply and plainly don’t like you.  And I don’t like begging.  It’s undignified for both you and me.  It makes me feel like I’m cruel and unfair.  You don’t find me cruel and unfair, do you?  Am I cruel and unfair to you?’


    ‘No Mistress.’


    ‘You’re not just saying that to please me?’


    ‘No Mistress.’


    ‘Well I suppose there is one thing you could do that I like.’


    ‘Please tell me Mistress Lesley.  I want to please you.’


    ‘I do like praise.  I respond so much better to praise.  To be told I’m beautiful and ravishing would please me.  Even praise from someone as worthless and as irrelevant as you would bring me pleasure.  If you tell me I’m pretty enough times, with enough conviction, I might touch your cock.  So why don’t you give that a try?  See if I like it enough to reward you with a few penis strokes.’


    He started with the praise.


    I stood to his left and received his words of devotion.


    ‘Keep going.  I want an avalanche of praise.’


    Words about how pretty I was washed over me.  It was nice to be showered in compliments.  A girl could get used to this.


    I eventually rewarded him with a few rough strokes of his cock.  ‘Did you like that?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Would you like more?’


    ‘Yes Mistress.’


    I took hold of his penis again and slowly rubbed his shaft back and forth in my hand.  He was running out of body parts to praise so I gave him a break and said, ‘Be silent.  That’s enough praise for now.’


    ‘Yes Mistress.’


    Silently I masturbated his cock with slow pulls and pushes of my hand.


    He grunted with pleasure.  I stopped wanking him.


    ‘Please Mistress.  Please.  You’re so gorgeous.  I just need you to rub it some more with your delicate and fair hand.’


    ‘No.  I’m bored now,’ I said as I stepped back.  ‘You’ve received all the love and attention you deserve.  As much as I adore being praised, I can’t get over the fact that it’s you who’s heaping it upon me.  At first it was okay.  Then it wasn’t doing it for me so I wanked you in silence.  Then you made the mistake of groaning.  It reminded me that it was you I was touching.  I looked at your stupid face to see you making googly-eyes at me.  You ruined it for me.  I don’t want to touch you.  So I’m done.’


    ‘I’m sorry Mistress.  I’ll look away.  I’ll look to the side while you milk me so you don’t have to look at me.  I’ll praise you or be completely silent.  Whatever you want.’


    I looked around the dungeon and pretended to notice the wall for the bondage chair for the first time.  ‘Hello, what’s this?’  I said.  My wording reminded me of Sherlock Holmes.  He would say that phrase in the original short stories when noticing a detail at a crime scene.  Inwardly I cringed at dredging up such an unsexy image.  The Victorian era icon was many things, but sexy was not one of them.  I walked over to the black wall and made a show of admired myself in the shiny reflection.  ‘This looks like this goes with that.’  That meaning the bondage chair.  ‘This is interesting.  If I put this over the pillar it would block you from my view.  Interesting.  That could be a big help.’  A thought came to me.  Why did Mistress Lesley go to the hassle of using a wall when she could have just closed her eyes and fantasised instead.  The answer: because it was kinkier and more theatrical with the added wall to separate them.  I said, ‘With this board in place I won’t have to look at you with your filthy peepers perving at me.  Your male gaze makes my skin crawl.’


    ‘I’m sorry.’


    ‘You should be.’


    I wheeled the black wall over to the chair and awkwardly moved it into place around the pillar.  His left knee took a painful sounding bashing as I pushed it into position.  I bet that left a bruise.  I didn’t apologise and instead scolded him for getting in the way.


    I clicked the clamps down on the wheels to keep it on the spot.


    The wall was now in place so I couldn’t see him even when I was standing, and he certainly couldn’t see me from his seated position.


    ‘Yes, this is much better,’ I said as I began to stroke my fingertips along the top of his dick.  ‘Much nicer.  Now you could be anyone.  That gives me an idea.’


    ‘Mistress, your fingers are so…’


    Instinctively I slapped his cock with my open palm and snapped, ‘Be quiet.  No one’s interested.’


    ‘Ouch.’


    ‘I said shut up.’  I slapped his cock left and right a few times.  He didn’t whimper.  I took hold of his erection and very slowly rubbed up and down as I said, ‘I don’t want to hear another peep out of you.  You follow?’  He didn’t respond.  ‘Good.  Because as far as I’m concerned you don’t exist.  This cock has no connection to you.  It’s just a cock without an owner.  Except me.  I own it.  I don’t want to hear any words or grunts from behind this wall.  It’s just me and this cock.  You’re not here.  The wall is a shield to protect me from your weak personality.  The only thing that interests me about you is your cock.  Which somehow, and inexplicably, is a very nice one.  So don’t say a word and I’ll give you what you wanted all along – my hand on your cock all the way to sticky satisfaction.’


    I paused to listen for any response.  There was none from the other side of the wall.


    I began wanking his cock a little harder and a little faster.  It felt big and strong in my grip.  He was very stiff.  If he wasn’t enjoying it then he was hiding his disappointment very well.  ‘Is this what you like?  A pretty girl playing with your private parts.’  Using my left hand I pulled down on his balls.


    ‘This is a nice cock,’ I said after about a full minute of dick wanking.  ‘It’s very nice.  You know what I’m now thinking about?’  No response.  ‘I’m now thinking of a stud I vaguely know in a very casual way.  When you think about it, this cock could belong to him.  I mean it’s just an isolated cock and balls.  They could be anyone’s.  Perhaps it could be Mario’s.  Maybe this is a gloryhole Mario stuck his dick into as he knew I’d be here.  You don’t mind if I call you Mario, do you?’


    There was no comment from the other side.


    ‘Oh Mario, your dick is so big.’


    I stopped wanking Mr Brooks to go get a chair.  It was a normal chair with no kinky modifications like holes for genital access.  I placed the chair before his protruding cock.  I sat on the chair and took hold of his dick once again.  I masturbated it.  ‘Mario I think you’re so special.  I’ve masturbated about you at least twice.  Okay, maybe a lot more than that.  I can’t help it.  You’re so handsome.  You make my special place tingle more than anyone else.  I get wet very quickly down there at the thought of you.  I want to suck your cock.  I want it in my mouth.  I want to give you pleasure.  Oral pleasure.  I’ve always wanted to suck it.  I dream of popping the length of you into my mouth and having the weight of it rest on my tongue.  I’ve fantasised about sucking you off and now I’ve got your cock in my hand before me.  I can’t help myself.  Don’t judge me Mario.  I’m not a slut.  It’s just you’re so special you make me into a slut for your cock.  I’m just a slut for you.  You make me do things good girls like me don’t normally do.  You make me want to eat your cum.’


    My lips opened and I licked the head of his penis.


    ‘Please, let me lick it and suck it until you come.  I want to taste it on my tongue.  I want your cum.’


    I took the length of his erection into my mouth.  I bobbed my head back and forth on the fullness of his dick.  I went from the tip to the balls about ten or so times.


    ‘Let me eat it Mario.  Let me have it.  I want your babies.’


    My attention shifted to his head.  I sucked his mushroom tip with enthusiasm.


    He groaned.


    He came.


    His seed spurted into the depths of my mouth.


    I kept sucking to make sure I got it all out.


    Now I had a choice.  Compromise and spit it out surreptitiously without him noticing.  Or swallow it for real.  It was an easy choice to make.  It was both easier to swallow it and less of a risk that I might displease him, but far more importantly, I was authentically turned on.  I wanted to swallow it.  So I did.  I gargled with it like Mistress Lesley supposedly did, and then I swallowed it.


    I said, ‘That tasted really good Mario.  I must congratulate you on the exquisite taste of your semen.  Your cock produces the most delightful cum.  I enjoyed it so much that I think I want another one.  Right away.  Without a break.  You don’t need to rest like a normal man.  You’re such a much better specimen than all the other guys.  A real stud.  Recharging is for lesser men than you.  You can do it again and give me another juicy load straightaway.  Can’t you?  These balls should be ready at a moment’s notice to spurt their seed.  A girl wants your seed.  So stop being selfish and give it to her.  Give me your cock juice.  Please Mario.  Give me your love again.’


    I took hold of his erection.  It had barely begun to soften.  It only took a few tugs before the blood rushed back in and hardened his dick to its full erectness.  ‘That’s what I like to see: a big dick get even bigger and harder.’


    I cranked up and down on his hard shaft while caressing his scrotum with my left hand.  ‘Give it to me Mario.  I want it.  I want your cum all over my hands.  Then I can lick it up and dine on your fine man juice.  Your cock is so big and special.  So firm.  It’s not every man who receives a handjob from me.  And for you to get two must make you extra special.  I want to wank you and wank you and wank you until you’re dry.’


    I continued to jerk him off.


    ‘Oh Mario, you make a gal feel lucky to be alive and heterosexual to be allowed to pump such a wonderful piece of meat.  This is what being a girl is all about.  Getting to play with male reproductive organs.  It’s such a delightful way to spend an evening.  Especially when the cock is so pretty and it belongs to a great guy like you.’


    I wanked his cock with a firm grip and he was soon ejaculating for the second time.  I caught it in the palm of my left hand.  It was about half as much cum as I received from his first orgasm.  ‘Good boy Mario.  Good boy.  That’s what a girl likes to see.  You must really like me if you can give me such a big second load so soon after the first one.’


    As before I didn’t duck the challenge of eating it.  I wanted to consume it.  I slurped it up into my mouth, gargled with it and then swallowed his semen.  I said, ‘Lovely,’ once it was all gone.  I announced, ‘I’m done with your cock.’


     


     


    After I released him from his bondage I asked why this and why me.


    ‘I can’t explain.  It just always stayed in my mind more than all the other extreme sessions I’ve had.  I know it’s tame in comparison to some of the things I’ve done but it’s a very special memory.  I’ve long wanted to re-live it.  But I’ve always been wary of sullying it with a mediocre retread.  It had to be a perfect experience or it might taint the memory.  You have some qualities in your personality that reminded me of my beloved Mistress Lesley.  There was a certain cold politeness I detected in your demeanour that she had.  It aroused my interest.  Somehow I saw you as being from the same mould as her.  Different but the same.  It’s a shame you’re not a blonde like she was.’


    ‘So my inexperience wasn’t the main appeal?’


    ‘Not really.’


    ‘So why buy the first slot?  You could have gotten a better price on a later session.’


    ‘I’m rich enough and impatient enough to buy first place.  Also it pisses off everyone else.  Which is always funny.’


     


     


    ‘So how did it go?’ asked Mrs Benson after I’d taken a shower.  She was sitting behind the desk in her office.


    ‘It was…odd.’  I was sitting on the other side of the desk.


    ‘That should be expected.’


    ‘It was not like you said it would be.  He wasn’t interested in me for being me and for my innocence.  None of that mattered to him.  He bought me because I reminded him of a mistress he liked.  He told me a pornographic story of a session he had with her.  He made me masturbate to it while he told it to me.  He watched me get aroused by his story.  Then he wanted me to recreate it as closely as possible.’


    ‘Did you recreate it?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Was he satisfied?’


    ‘I think so.  As far as I know.  He didn’t complain.’  Then again he didn’t give me any compliments either.  Was he happy?  It was a good question.  One I didn’t dare ask him.  ‘We didn’t have sex.  Not full sex.  I just gave him a handjob and blew him twice until he came in my mouth.  For half the session he wasn’t even looking at me.  I swallowed for real even though I could have spat it out without him knowing the difference.  I didn’t cheat.’


    ‘That’s because you have pride in your work.  You’re not lazy.  That’s a personality trait I sensed when we first met.  You’re going to do a proper job of work instead of taking the easy road.  That’s why I could auction you unlike so many other women.  I knew you wouldn’t embarrass me with half-arsed cheating.’


    ‘Don’t you think it’s weird that he’d pay so much for so little?’


    ‘These are weird people.  Obviously it was the scenario that most turned him on.’


    ‘I was expecting to be the submissive.  But I wasn’t.  He was.  I had to play a dominatrix.  It went against everything I anticipated.  The last thing I expected to do was be an actress.’


    ‘It sounds like you got off lightly.  I doubt your next encounters are going to be so easy on your holes.  Out of curiosity, how do you feel now you’ve sucked a man’s penis for money?’


    ‘A lot of money,’ I pointed out.  ‘I feel…  I feel…  Nothing.’


    ‘Nothing?’


    ‘It’s something that happened.  I don’t feel good about it.  But I don’t feel bad either.  Just sort of indifferent.  I feel strangely flat.  Maybe it’s just exhaustion.’


    ‘Did you enjoy any of it?’


    ‘At first I was nervous.  Then it was just hard work trying to come up with dirty talk and to follow the story he told me.  I had to improvise while trying to keep the amount of repetition down.  It wasn’t easy.  I’ve never taken an improvisation class before.  I’m not an actor.  It was all new to me.  The sex, the bondage, the role-playing.  It was all different to what I’m familiar with.  It was a complicated mix with lots of things happening at once.  I was too focused on keeping all my balls in the air that I didn’t have time to think about how I felt.  I was too distracted by my lines to get fixated on something as irrelevant as my emotions.  I’m not even sure if I felt anything.  Not even when I first touched his dick.  I have no memory of feeling anything.  When I started to blow him I did say to myself, “Well girl, you’re really doing it now.  This is really happening.  You’re a slut and a whore.  You’re sucking dick for money.”  I said that to myself but I didn’t really care.  I wasn’t appalled by my actions.  It was what it was.  By the end I guess I was into it.  I swallowed his jizz because I wanted to.  I didn’t feel particularly…corrupted.  Or different.  I’m still maybe processing it, but I don’t feel bad about it.  I earned a pretty penny.  It wasn’t too bad an experience.  Already, thinking over it, I’m starting to like it.  I might fantasise about it later.’


    ‘I’m happy to hear you didn’t dislike the session.’


    ‘I don’t know how innocent I am now.  The others might not like hearing that I was so assertive in that session.  I’m sure they expect a very submissive girl they can train and introduce to their weird perversions.  If they share the details of that first session amongst themselves, they might not like that I did okay acting as a dominatrix.’


    ‘I doubt it will be a problem.  It was up to them to buy the earlier sessions if they wanted guarantees of innocence.’


    ‘Any advance word on what the guy in the next session wants?’


    ‘I’m bound to secrecy.’


    ‘Can I expect to be beaten?’


    ‘It’s not for me to say.  Even if I knew.’


    

    


    
  


  
    Second Session: Blindfolded Anonymous Sex with Mr X


     


    When I arrived at Mrs Benson’s office she put a black fluffy eye mask over my face.  No light penetrated the blindfold.  I couldn’t see a slip of light from the bottom or the top.  It was a highly effective blindfold.  I didn’t ask any questions until she asked me to walk with her.  ‘Where are we going?’


    ‘I’m taking you to your session.’


    ‘Why the blindfold?’


    ‘It’s what he wants.  You agreed to comply with all reasonable requests when you sold yourself.  A blindfold is a reasonable request.  I’ll be by your side.  I’ll make sure no harm comes to you.’


    I didn’t waste my time objecting or whining.  My complaints would get me nowhere.


    Mrs Benson took my by the hand and led me out of her office.  We went down the stairs and along the corridor and out onto the street.  How embarrassing if anyone saw me.


    Mrs Benson said, ‘We’re getting into a car.  Duck your head.’


    ‘Is anyone watching me?’ I asked as I pictured people standing around wondering what this was all about.


    ‘You can’t see them, so what does that matter?’


    She was right: there really wasn’t anything I could do about any observers.  I let it go and ducked my head to allow Mrs Benson to get me into the back of the car.


    The drive seemed to take about ten minutes.  Without sight it seemed somehow harder to trust my own instinct for timekeeping.  Mrs Benson was sitting beside me and was still holding my hand.  She said, ‘You’re not to take the blindfold off until you’re given explicit permission.  Do you agree to this?’


    ‘Yes.’  It wasn’t like I could say anything else.


    ‘Do you trust me?’


    What do you say to someone who asks that question?  The truth was I trusted her to keep her word and look out for me, but that didn’t mean I had complete faith in her.  My trust only went so far.  I opted to just say, ‘Yes.’


    We rode the rest of the journey in silence.


     


     


    The car stopped and I was led out onto another public pavement.  For all I knew they had driven around the block a few times and brought me back to the brothel.  I couldn’t help suspecting people were playing tricks on me for a cheap laugh at my expense.  This blindfold had me at a massive disadvantage.  I was truly in a submissive situation.


    Mrs Benson warned me that there were two steps before me that led up to a door.  Okay, that told me that this door wasn’t the front door of the brothel.  Once inside I was informed that we were going up a flight of stairs.  She let go of my hand and instead took hold of my waist so she could hold onto me better as we went up the steps.  Twenty steps I counted.  I was then turned left and taken into a room.


    We stood for a moment in silence in the room.


    Mrs Benson moved behind me and took hold of both my wrists.  She held them behind me.  She said, ‘You’re in the bedroom.  Before you is a naked man.  He’s looking at you.  He’s getting an erection.  You’re turning him on.  What do you say to that?’


    ‘Who is it?’


    There was no answer.


    I asked if I could take off the blindfold.


    ‘No.  Keep it on.’


    ‘Who’s before me?’


    ‘That’s not for you to know.’


    ‘But I need to know who it is if I’m going to be fucking him.’


    ‘Why?’ she asked.


    What an odd question.  Why?


    Why?


    ‘Because,’ was my feeble answer.


    ‘What difference does it make?  He’s one of nine possible men.  All of whom you agreed to fuck if they bought a slot.  So does it actually matter if you have sex with him without knowing precisely who he is?’


    ‘It’s weird not knowing.’


    ‘Which is kind of the point.  The man before you wishes to remain anonymous.  He’s paid nine thousand for the privilege.  If he wants to fuck you while you’re oblivious to his identity then that’s well within his rights.  Take off your dress.’  Mrs Benson released my wrists.  I undid my coat and shrugged it off.  Presumably she hung it on a hook or placed it on a chair or something.  Then Mrs Benson unzipped me at the back and helped to take the dress off.  ‘Step out of it.  I don’t want it going over your head in case it knocks your mask.’  I did as instructed.


    I heard some rustling and then I felt Mrs Benson’s hands taking my wrists again.  She pinned them to my back.


    I was standing in a black teddy with green sequins.  It was crotchless with only two bits of lace string making up the panty part.  The strings looped around either side of my cunt and arse to join up at the back of the teddy.


    ‘He’s going to feel you now.’


    I heard footsteps in front of me.  Then two big hands were on my breasts.  He was fondling and squeezing them.  He kissed them on each nipple.  His head touched my boobs but there wasn’t enough information to tell who it was.  His smell was telling me nothing.  The truth was, like most people, I relied almost completely on sight.  It was by far the dominant sense – to the point I barely used any other sense to navigate through life.  Touch and smell told me so little.  How lazy I now felt to realise that I relied so much on sight alone.


    He withdrew his hands.


    Then his right hand was on my cunt.


    He started to rub me down there.


    Mrs Benson held my arms tighter at my back as Mr X rubbed at my private parts.  He slipped two fingers up me.  I was embarrassingly slick with wetness.


    I gasped as his right fingers pumped in and out of me.  They were joined by the left hand rubbing at my clit.


    I came.  I was noisy.  It was far too quick to orgasm.  How undignified to come so soon.


    He took his hands away and I heard him kneel on the creaky carpeted floorboards.  He put his head in my crotch and started to lick at my bud.  His lack of facial hair didn’t narrow down my possibilities as none of the men at the auction had beards or moustaches.


    ‘Who is this?’ I asked again.  ‘I need to know.’


    They ignored me and soon enough I was having a second orgasm.  Mrs Benson kept me locked in place as my legs shook.


    ‘Kneel,’ ordered Mrs Benson while keeping me restrained.


    I got down on my knees.


    ‘Open your mouth.  Now it’s time for the oral part.’


    Sure enough, as expected, the man put his penis in my mouth.  I closed my lips and started to suck.


    For all I knew there were multiple men in the room.  Either sitting watching from the sidelines, or maybe they were taking turns pretending to be the one man.  One man masturbates me.  One man eats me out.  Another man gets a blowjob and so on.  I mean, I couldn’t hear anyone else creaking on the floorboards, but without sight what did I really know.  My other senses without pictures were almost completely useless.


    They could have been filming this.  I had no idea what was going on in this room.  It was a total mystery.  Should I be this naive and just trust Mrs Benson to do right by me?  Wasn’t she a cynical exploiter of women?  So why should she be concerned about being ethical and above board with me?  What difference did it make to her to play fair and be on my side?  They could have paid her more on the side to turn this into something a little extra.


    I took the dick out my mouth and licked up and down the shaft.  As an educated guess I would estimate it at six to seven inches in length.  Probably seven.  This didn’t tell me anything about his identity.  It wasn’t like the ten men at the auction dinner stripped and showed me their engorged cocks.  The length of his penis was useless information for the purposes of identification.


    I licked at it and sucked it.  My hands were still held behind me by Mrs Benson so I didn’t manually masturbate his penis.  He started to moan.  His wordless verbal response to my mouth told me he was enjoying my attention on his cock.  His moans didn’t help me to put a name to him.  His sounds of pleasure didn’t conclusively rule anyone out.  In theory he sounded middle aged.  I wouldn’t swear to it but he didn’t sound overly young to my ears.  If he was middle aged then that ruled out the one younger guy who attended the auction.  That left eight possibilities.  Even then, it could easily be the younger guy.  Honestly I couldn’t tell anything from these noises.  I had no faith in my ability to understand the very limited information I had.  I needed my eyes.  My sense of touch, smell and hearing were not telling me much – and what little they were telling me I couldn’t rely on to interpret correctly.


    I licked the head of his cock for a few seconds before putting it back between my lips for more sucking.


    It was so frustrating not knowing who I was sucking off.  So frustrating.  So…so horny.  It was crazy to be performing a sex act on a total stranger.  Knowing who it was wouldn’t make much difference to the fact I was doing sex for money, but the anonymous thing added an interesting psychological element to the session.  It was a very kinky twist.


    His dick pulsed as I sucked it.


    This was crazy.  It was so dirty and wrong.  Even if I took off the blindfold and saw, for arguments sake, it was Mr Hodge, what difference did that actually make to the fact I was blowing a guy’s dick for money?


    His moaning turned to groaning.


    ‘He’s going to come,’ warned Mrs Benson rather redundantly since I was the one feeling his hardening prick in my mouth.


    With a grunt he came.  His cock juice shot out the end of his dick.  The white jizz splattered the inside of my mouth.


    I had his precious bodily fluids in my mouth as he withdrew his dick from between my lips.


    ‘Don’t swallow it,’ said Mrs Benson.  ‘Keep it in your mouth.  Get to your feet.’


    I stood up, still with Mrs Benson’s hands clasped around my wrists behind my back.


    ‘Step forward,’ she said.  I heard the man walk away from me so I knew I wasn’t going to walk into him.  She directed me over to the bed.  She let go of my wrists and made me sit on the bed facing her.


    ‘Lie back.’


    I laid my head on the bed.  I assumed it was the foot of the bed as I didn’t feel any pillows.


    ‘Keep the cum in your mouth.  Can you taste it?’


    I nodded.


    ‘Do you like the taste?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Swish it around.  Get it in the back of your teeth.’


    I did as she asked.


    ‘Okay, you can swallow it now.’


    I gulped it down.


    ‘Was it good?’ she asked.


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Cup your hands behind your head and rest your head on them.’


    I interlocked my fingers and put my head on top of them.


    I heard some creaking of the floorboards and then I felt a tongue on my cunt.


    It felt different.


    It wasn’t the same person who ate me out before.


    It was softer.


    Faster tongue lapping.


    More…expert.


    The manipulations of the tongue were more precise and on target.


    It was a girl.  At least I suspected it was a woman.


    It was Mrs Benson!


    She was the one licking me.


    I was being licked my Madam.


    This was weird.  I didn’t think she did sessions.  She was the madam, not a girl for sale.  Right?  Or was it someone else?  Could it be that another girl was eating me?  There was no perfume smells or signs of movement to suggest another woman was in the room, but what trust could I put in my senses?  Perhaps this other woman was waiting by the bed the whole time so not to alert me with too much movement.  The floor was carpeted as far as I could tell through my heels.  It wasn’t like my shoes clunked on bare floorboards.  The ground creaked but it was possible someone wearing flat rubber soles could move around without me knowing.  Without my eyes I couldn’t be sure of anything.


    Anyway, it felt good.  Her tongue was licking away at my collection of nerve endings like an expert lesbian.  This wasn’t the first vagina she’d orally satisfied.  If it was Mrs Benson then she had a talent for it.


    I wasn’t gay but I allowed myself to enjoy it anyway.  There was no need to freak out with an identity crisis over my sexuality.  Just because I enjoyed being eaten out by a woman doesn’t have to mean anything.  Especially when I didn’t specifically agree to this happening.


    Her fingers moved my cunt flaps out the way.  I was sure those were feminine fingers.


    In a few minutes I was coming.  My thighs touched her head.  All I could verify from this contact was that it was almost certainly a woman and she had long hair.  More I couldn’t say.


    I shouted, ‘Oh fuck me,’ as I came to her expert cunt licking.


    The creak of the floorboards signalled that she’d stood up.  More creaking indicated someone else had walked closer to the bed.  I felt her small hands on my crotch.  She moved the bits of string at the bottom of my teddy out the way.  She then opened my labia lips like she was displaying my hole to the man.  Mr X put his hands on the bed on either side of my body.  He leaned down over me and kissed me on the lips.


    Nope.  Still I wasn’t getting enough information from my other senses to narrow my choice of men down.  Very frustrating.  


    He kissed me some more and we touched tongues.


    He then kissed me on both sides of my neck.


    He took his right hand away, presumably to help guide his stiff member into my vagina.  This he did.  He inserted his cock into me with a confident thrust.  Mrs Benson, if indeed it was her, let go of my cunt lips now he was in me.  I was now being penetrated by a stranger I didn’t even know the look of.  This was a very strange situation.


    He started pumping his cock in and out of my tight twat.


    It felt so good but it felt so wrong.


    I uncoupled my hands from behind my head and reached out to take hold of his arms as he screwed me at the edge of the bed.


    It was so odd feeling.  To be fucked like this without knowing who it was doing the fucking.  The muscle and hair on his arms told me nothing useful about him.


    The woman standing nearby spoke.  It was Mrs Benson.  ‘Are you enjoying yourself?’


    ‘I need to know.  Who’s fucking me?’


    ‘That’s not for you to know.’


    ‘Please.  I want to know.’


    ‘No.  Stop asking impossible questions.  Just enjoy it.’


    We stopped talking and I lost myself in the rhythm of our fucking.


    I could feel and hear someone climbing onto the bed.  It was from the same side from where Mrs Benson had been standing so it was probably her.  Then I felt a hand on my cunt.  Two fingers were rubbing at my clit while the person was sitting beside me on the bed.  I assumed it was a lady’s hand that was doing the business on my genitals as the man continued to plough in and out of my hole.  ‘Mrs Benson?  Is that you?’ I asked into the dark void beyond my sight.  There was no answer.  She didn’t want to relieve the tension and give herself away.  It must have been hilarious for them to have me so clueless.  They were silently laughing at me.  Of that I had little doubt.


    Between the lady rubbing and his cock I had my third orgasm.  I was getting very tender down there.


    Then they flipped me over and he fucked me doggy-style.  In and out went his cock.  The lady, who surely had to be Mrs Benson, played with my dangling tits and lightly kissed my shoulder and upper arm.


    Mr X withdrew his dick from my pussy.  He then turned me over again.  I was lying face up with my crotch at the edge of the bed while he stood on the floor.  The woman moved off the bed and seemed, as far as I could tell, to stand beside or behind the man.


    I asked again for the identity of the man, or to be allowed to take off the blindfold.  From a short distance away, possibly from behind the man, Mrs Benson said, ‘You’ll never know so stop asking.’


    I put my hands up to the sides of the blindfold in front of my ears.  Hands swatted my fingers away from the mask.  His or hers, I couldn’t tell.


    ‘That was dumb.  Very dumb,’ said Mrs Benson.  ‘An ethical breach like that can’t go unpunished.  You stupid slut.  What were you thinking?  As punishment for touching your blindfold he’s going to have to fuck you up the arse.  You brought this on yourself.  You stupid girl.  You have no one else to blame but yourself.’


    He was obviously going to fuck me up the bum anyway.  Mrs Benson’s words were just an extra improvisation to take advantage of what I’d just done.


    ‘Would you like to be fucked up the bum by a stranger?’


    ‘I guess,’ I said.  I wasn’t rude or resigned sounding.  The tone was more ‘okay, it’s going to happen anyway and I have no problem with that’.


    A couple of fingers were suddenly touching my bum hole.  They were wet.  Someone was smearing lubricant onto my rear.  The fingers breached the outer entrance and were inside me.


    Soon after that I had a six or seven inch dick up my arse.


    Mrs Benson asked if it felt good.  I nodded.


    ‘Does it feel big?’


    I nodded again.  In truth I didn’t feel much of anything beyond mild discomfort.  The inside of my arse was mostly a dead zone as far as feeling was concerned.  All I felt was a bit of pressure.  It was around the outside of the anus that I felt the most sensation.  The girth of his penis rubbed up against the entrance of my bum was the most pleasurable part.


    I wasn’t capable of having an orgasm from butt sex alone but he was.  He soon came inside my arse.


    His non-verbal mutterings and groans definitely sounded middle aged, or at least older than the youngest of the ten men who attended the auction.


    He withdrew his cock from my rear hole.  I listened to him walk away, open a door and close it.  Presumably he’d left the room.


    ‘Was it something I said?’ I joked as I sat up.


    There was some movement and then I felt some clothing hit my lap.  Mrs Benson said, ‘Put your dress and coat on.’


    ‘Now?  Are we done?  What about cleaning up?  I’ve still got a load of cum up my arse.  And my make-up must be a mess.’


    ‘Squat on the floor and fart it out.’


    ‘With you watching?’


    ‘Are you really going to get modest now?’


    ‘No.  I guess not.’


    I threw what I assumed were my dress and coat aside and got off the bed.  I squatted on the floor and used my hands to pull apart my butt cheeks.  ‘Can I take the mask off?  He’s gone.  Right?’


    ‘Keep it on.’


    ‘Am I done?  I’m not going to get fucked again, am I?  I’m exhausted.’


    ‘Don’t worry.  I’m taking you back to the office and then you can take the blindfold off.’


    I did whatever it was you do to make your muscles produce a fart.  I couldn’t feel much of anything so I asked Mrs Benson to tell me if anything was coming out.


    ‘That looks about it.  Here.’  There was a pause.  ‘I’m holding a tissue in front of you.’


    I reached out and took the tissue.  I wiped it against my butt hole and arse cheeks.  For a moment I was going to ask for a bin.  Then I realised I’d farted cum all over the carpet so a dirty tissue was hardly beyond the pale.  I dropped the tissue and stood up.  My hands felt around the bed for the dress.  Mrs Benson stepped closer and helped me step into it, and then handed me my coat.


    She held me by the waist as we descended the stairs.  Then she took me by the hand out to the waiting car.


    After a few minutes of sitting in darkness I asked if I could now take the blindfold off.  ‘No,’ was her curt answer.


    ‘Did you touch me in there?’


    No reply.


    ‘It was you, wasn’t it?  It was you who ate and fingered me.  It wasn’t another woman in the room.’


    ‘I’m not going to talk about that.’


    ‘It was you.’


    ‘Maybe it was.  Maybe it wasn’t.  I’m not going to say anything more.  As far as I’m concerned I was as good as absent from session number two so don’t bother asking me any questions.’


    ‘You can tell me.’


    ‘No.’


    ‘So I’m never going to know for sure.  For ever more I’m going to be tortured with theories as to what happened.  Who was the guy?  Was the woman doing lesbian things to me Mrs Benson or was there another woman in the room?  Was it even one of the nine guys who it’s supposed to be?  In fact, was it even just the one guy?’


    ‘It’s psychological.  Something for your brain to enjoy thinking about.  It’s a session that will linger longer than all the others.’


    ‘It’s cruel.  That’s what it is.’


    ‘You’re correct.  It is cruel.  That’s the point.  It’s psychological torture.’


    ‘You’re really never going to tell me what really happened in there?’


    ‘Never.  That room is a big black box that will keep its mysteries to itself.  It’s a puzzle without a solution as I’m never going to explain it.’


    ‘Don’t you think this is a bit over the top?’


    ‘It’s erotic.  It’s a turn on.  Of all the new sexual fantasies you’re going to pick up, this is the one that will be the fuel for the most masturbation.’


    ‘I can’t wait to get this blindfold off.  I feel I haven’t seen anything in so long I’m concerned I might be blind.’


    ‘At least you’re lucky you don’t suffer from claustrophobia.  Not being able to see must be really horrible if you fear tight spaces.’


    ‘If I did have claustrophobia, would you have let me take off the blindfold?’


    ‘No.  That would have just added to the fun.  Your distress would have made it all the more delicious.’


    

    


    
  


  
    Third Session: Eating Cum from the Vagina of Mr Gibson’s Secretary


     


    There was a lull of a week between the second and third session.  In that time I had a chance to ponder my bizarre situation.  I had a bit of a self-realisation that toughened me up.  There was no reason to dislike what was happening to me.  This was enjoyable.  I allowed myself to admit to the shameful truth: I liked being used like this.  There was no need to keep up a front of prim disdain.  Who was I kidding?  I could just go with it and enjoy it; and it was okay to be seen to be enjoying myself.  The people who knew what I was doing were in no position to judge me.


    I masturbated nightly to the two sessions so far.  Especially to that absurdly kinky second session.  How arousing was that?  Being taken to a man and used like a bunch of holes and not once being allowed to set eyes on him.


    My mystery man was still giving me orgasms long after he left that room.


    When the call finally came for the next session I was excited.  What new perversions did they have in store for me?


     


     


    ‘You want me to what?’ I asked.  I was wearing a short green dress with black stockings held up with suspenders.  My handbag was on the floor beside the guest chair I was standing beside.


    Mr Gibson said, ‘I want you to eat my cum from out my secretary’s pussy.’  We were standing in his private office at his place of work.  There was some sort of industrial machine shop on the ground floor below the upstairs offices.


    Lamely I said, ‘That doesn’t…sound very hygienic.’


    ‘No one’s ever died from eating male sexual discharge from a woman’s cunt hole.  So I wouldn’t worry about it.’


    ‘I understand that.  I do.  You’ll have to forgive me if I’m a little shocked.  It’s not every day I’m asked to eat cum from out of another woman’s private parts.  It’s an unusual request.  To say the least.’


    ‘I’m not politely asking you to do it.  I’m telling you.  I’ve paid for your services and that’s what I desire.’


    ‘If that’s what you want.  Is she up for it?’ I asked in reference to the lady sitting in the outer office beyond his door.  ‘I assume that’s the secretary you’re referring to.’


    ‘Do you think she’s pretty?’


    ‘I didn’t really take a good look.  But on first glance she looked lovely.’


    ‘I’ve been having sex with her for a year now.  My wife knows.  She’s very nice sexually.  Very accommodating.’


    ‘Who is?  Your wife or your secretary?’


    ‘Both.  But I’m talking about my secretary.  Unlike you, she’s not bisexual.’


    ‘I’m not bisexual.’


    ‘That’s not what I heard.’


    ‘What did you hear?’


    ‘You told us yourself about the college roommate.’


    ‘That doesn’t mean I’m bisexual.  Sexuality’s more fluid than that.’  Actually, did it mean I was not strictly speaking heterosexual?  Despite having an okay attitude to the two lesbian encounters I’d had, I didn’t see how that made me bisexual.  I’d enjoyed my lesbian experiences up to a point, but that didn’t mean I classified myself as bisexual.  On the fringes maybe, but not outright bisexual.  I wasn’t quite fully bent in that direction.  Other women’s bodies were more like beautiful objects I envied and admired, but not things I felt a strong need to touch for my own pleasure.  Although I could derive pleasure from feeling and licking their skin.  I couldn’t see myself having a long term romantic relationship with a woman.  That would just be weird, and a rollercoaster of emotions.  Or was I splitting hairs?  Why was I hiding from myself once again?  No, I liked men.  I liked men a lot more than I liked women.  I preferred a dick in me, and I wanted a man in my life.  Not a woman.  I really had no use for a girlfriend in the romantic sense.  I’d pick any reasonable man every time over any woman in the universe.  All of this I condensed down into one sentence: ‘I’m only a little bit gay.’


    ‘Well Mrs Simpson isn’t.  She’s straight.  But I’ve talked her into letting me fuck her while you touch and caress her.  For the big finale I’m going to cream in her cunt and she’s agreed to let you lick it out of her.  She’s never had a lesbian experience before.  So this is new to her.  She wouldn’t do it with a proper dyke.  That would freak her out too much.  But a bisexual girl who favours dick over pussy was more her speed.’


    ‘You want me to initiate her into the ways of the only slightly gay?’


    ‘I just want to see you eat her pussy while my cum dribbles out her hole.  Is that too much to ask?’ he said as he walked to the door.  He opened it and asked his secretary to come in.  The woman walked in wearing a yellow dress with a short skirt, nude tights and yellow heels.  As he closed the door behind her he introduced us.  ‘Mrs Simpson, this is the young woman who’s going to eat my cum out your vagina.’


    ‘Oh,’ was all she said.  It was evidently a surprise to her.  Presumably she thought I was just a business associate of some sort.  She obviously didn’t realise that I was the prostitute Mr Gibson had paid six thousand to fuck.  She looked embarrassed.  Was she embarrassed for herself or for me?  Probably for both of us.


    I held out my hand in the hope of reducing the awkwardness of the situation.  It was better to do something instead of nothing.  She took my hand and we limply shook.  I said, ‘I guess he’s sprung this on the both of us.  He’s only just told me what he wants me to do.’


    ‘This is embarrassing,’ she said with her eyes aimed at my mouth.  She couldn’t bring herself to make eye contact with me.


    ‘Don’t be embarrassed,’ I said.  Fuck it.  We were going to get physical later on so why not now.  I stepped up and hugged her.  It was a fairly non-sexual hug of comfort.  I held onto her for a moment and then released her.  ‘You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to.’  She made eye contact with me.  We were looking in each other’s eyes.  She really was pretty with big blue eyes.


    She said, ‘I’ve never been with a girl before.’


    ‘Don’t worry.  It’s not sex.  It’s just a bit of touching.  A bit of oral.  Just have sex with Mr Gibson and ignore me.  Do you want to do this?’


    She nodded.


    ‘Are you doing this because you genuinely want to experience it?  Or are you just doing it for his pleasure?’


    ‘A bit of both.  I guess.  I’m curious.  I’ve always wanted to try a threesome.’


    I turned to Mr Gibson and asked if the session was happening now in his office, or was it to happen later.  I was dressed in lingerie on the expectation that this wasn’t just a meet and greet.  ‘Now,’ he said.


    ‘Won’t someone hear us?’ I asked.  ‘These walls don’t look that thick.  What if someone walks in?’


    ‘That’s just a risk we’ll have to take,’ he said.


    ‘Really?  Because as embarrassing as it is for me to be caught in a threesome, I at least don’t have to work here.’


    ‘So don’t worry about it.’


    I had nothing intelligent to say to that.  It was his risk to take.  The fear of discovery was not a deal breaker for me.  It did add a lot of tension to the proceedings.  This wasn’t necessarily a bad thing.


    He asked what kind of underwear I had on.


    ‘Black lace panties.’


    ‘Are those stockings or tights?’


    ‘Stockings.’


    ‘With suspenders?’


    ‘Yes.’


    He said to his secretary, ‘Helen, kneel on the floor before her.’


    Mrs Helen Simpson did as instructed.


    He said to me, ‘Hitch up your skirt.’


    I pulled my skirt up to show my stocking tops.


    To Mrs Simpson he said, ‘Unhook her suspenders.’


    Without any fear of touching my flesh she unhooked the four suspenders from my silky stocking tops.  My unsupported stockings slipped down my legs.  I kicked off my heels to allow Mrs Simpson to take off the stockings.  They were discarded on the floor.


    ‘Now pull her panties aside and smell her cunt.’


    To my surprise she didn’t hesitate.  She took my lace panties in her right hand and pulled them aside to expose my cunt.  ‘You really want me to smell it?’ she asked Mr Gibson.


    ‘Yes.  That’s what I said.  Put your nose right up to it and sniff.  Inhale deeply.’


    Mrs Simpson did just that.  Her nostrils filled with my intimate scent.  For a non-lesbian she was not acting disgusted by any of this intimacy.


    He asked her, ‘Does it smell good?’


    ‘Yes,’ she responded.


    ‘What does it smell like?’


    ‘Like fresh pussy.’


    ‘Does the smell and the sight turn you on?’


    There was a pause before she said, ‘Yes.’


    ‘Would you like to play with yourself?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Are you gay?’


    ‘No.’


    ‘Are you sure?’


    ‘I’m starting to wonder,’ she said.


    ‘If I said you could lick it if you wanted to, would you do it?  Would you stick out your tongue and lick another woman’s wet pussy?’


    There was hesitation.  ‘Maybe,’ she said.


    ‘Yes or no?’


    ‘I don’t know.  I’d have to see what I did in the moment.’


    ‘Why don’t you stick your tongue out right now and put it up close to her cunt.  See if that changes your thinking on the matter.’


    Mrs Simpson stuck out her tongue and put it less than an inch from my genitals.


    He asked, ‘What do you think now?’


    She put her tongue back in her mouth so she could answer with clarity.  ‘I’m getting turned on.  I guess that means I like it.’


    ‘Erica seems to like it too.  She’s getting wet.  Does her wetness turn you on?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Helen, you have my permission to lick Erica.  But only if you want to.  It’s up to you to be gay.  It’s not fair for me to make you do something homosexual that you don’t want to do.  The only thing I insist upon is Erica eating my cum out of your cunt.  Everything else is up to you.’


    There was a pause before I felt Mrs Simpson’s tongue lap at my labia.  It was just the one lick.  It felt good.  I squealed a little for no obvious reason.  Mr Gibson commented, ‘Erica likes it.  Do you like it?’


    Mrs Simpson said, ‘Yes.  I want to do it again.’


    ‘I’m not stopping you.  Erica’s certainly not stopping you.  Go ahead.  Lick it all you like.  Just be aware that it makes you kind of gay if you do it.  People who say girls slurping at other girls cunts isn’t all that gay are kidding themselves.  Cunt licking is cunt licking.’


    His words didn’t discourage Mrs Simpson.  She put her tongue back on my lips and started licking.  I said, ‘Lick my clit.’  Her tongue lapped at my bean.  It felt divine.


    Mr Gibson removed his clothes as he watched us.  He had more muscle than I expected on his body but sadly there was no six pack on his stomach.  By the time he was fully naked I was tensing up with an orgasm ready to be unloaded.  ‘Keep licking you little bitch,’ I muttered.  ‘I’m almost there.  Don’t you dare slow down.  I don’t care if your jaw cramps, just keep doing it.  Work your tongue.  Work it.  Suck my clit.’


    I tried to keep my orgasm as quiet as possible but at least some whimpering left my mouth.  I could have been quieter.


    With shaky legs I sat on the guest chair at his desk.  ‘That was intense.’


    ‘Did you like it?’ asked Mrs Simpson as she stood up.


    ‘Honey, you did great.’


    She bent down and we hugged and kissed without tongues.


    Mr Gibson bent Mrs Simpson face down over his desk and pulled her skirt up to be around her hips.  She had pink cotton panties on under her tights.  He pulled her nude tights down almost to her knees.  The pink panties quickly followed the tights.  He placed his right hand on her cunt and slipped two fingers into her hole.


    He masturbated her.


    I pulled my lace panties further over to the side and masturbated as I watched them.  I rubbed at myself while sitting in the guest chair.  I had no intention of reaching a climax.  There would be plenty of opportunities for those later.  For now I just watched as he pumped his two fingers in and out of her tight vagina.


    ‘Did you enjoy eating out Erica’s pussy?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Are you a little lesbian slut?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Would you like to fuck Erica?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Helen, are you a bisexual slut?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘So you like girls now?’


    ‘Yes.  Maybe.  But maybe it’s just Erica I like.’


    Before she could reach a climax he took his fingers out of her vagina.  ‘Suck me,’ he ordered.


    She got on her knees and took hold of his cock at the base with her two hands.  He said, ‘Purge the homo from your system.  Worship the cock like a good girl.  It’s normal.  You want to be normal, don’t you?  It’s normal for a lady to suck cock.  So start sucking.  Or I’ll think you’re a real homo.’


    She licked the end of his erection.  ‘Would a homo do that?’ she asked almost coquettishly.


    ‘That felt great.  Lick it again.’


    The tip of her tongue touched the tip of his penis.  She licked upwards and downwards on his head.  He gave an appreciative groan.  She then licked along the full length of his shaft.  Up and down she went with her talented tongue.


    ‘Suck it,’ he demanded.


    She covered it with her mouth.  Up and down she went with her lips over the first half of his dick.


    ‘You’re being lazy,’ he complained.  ‘Have more ambition.  Put it all the way in.  Right down to the balls.’


    She took the full length of his cock into her mouth and into the back of her throat.  In and out of her throat it went.


    Just when I was starting to feel surplus to requirements I was beckoned over by his right fingers – the same two fingers that had been up her wet snatch a few minutes before.  How I longed to lick them and take her pussy juice into my mouth.  I got up from my chair and stood beside him.  I kissed him on the lips.  Our tongues touched.  My hand rested on Mrs Simpson’s hair as Mr Gibson continued to receive his blowjob from his secretary.


    I couldn’t resist feeling the muscles on his upper arm.  He must have worked out to create muscle as solid as this.  My hand drifted to his chest.  More muscle.  I took hold of his nipple and twisted it.


    As we kissed he started to get all jumpy in the legs.  He was getting close to coming.  I withdrew my lips and tongue from his and said, ‘No.  Don’t come.  Don’t waste it in her mouth.’


    ‘You’re right.  I was being weak and self-indulgent.’  Mrs Simpson stopped sucking and took his love pole from out of her mouth.  She looked up at him as he admonished her for tempting him like a bad whore.


    I defended her by saying, ‘Go easy on her.  She’s just a whore.  She can’t help getting overexcited whenever she sees dick.’


    He said to her, ‘Get over the chair and present your cunt.’


    I said, ‘No.  Fuck me first.  Fuck me until my vaginal walls hurt.  Then stick it in her.  You paid to fuck me.  Not her.’


    He nodded in agreement.


    Mrs Simpson walked around the desk to be on the boss’s side.  I took her vacated place by laying my upper body face downwards across the desk.  He pulled my panties down to my knees and stood behind me.  I could feel the tip of his erection on my left butt cheek.  ‘Are you going to put it in?’ I asked.  He didn’t move or respond.  ‘Put it in my fuck hole.’  A moment later his penis was shoved rudely into my vagina.


    Mrs Simpson leaned in and I looked up at her.  We kissed.


    Mr Gibson began to pound me with gusto.


    We changed our positions a few times as he alternated between fucking Mrs Simpson and myself.  Our love making was loud.  We made zero effort to be quiet.  Somehow no one interrupted us.  Anyone walking by could surely hear what was going on behind their closed doors.  Maybe they knew but were too embarrassed to do anything about it, and so took the easy option and pretended not to know.  What could they do right there and then about their boss fucking in his own office?  It was an issue to bring up with Human Resources at a later date.


    We kept our dresses on throughout the fucking.  Mrs Simpson did lose her tights and knickers.  My black lace panties eventually came off.


    His cock was in and out of us.  We sucked him, fucked him and generally did sexually depraved things to him.


    Helen played with my breasts, mouth and cunt and I did likewise to her.  I suspected Mrs Simpson had more lesbian experiences than she was letting on.  There was no way this was her first time touching female flesh that didn’t belong to her own body.  She was too uninhibited and without doubt and shame to be so new to licking cunts.


    Eventually we got to the big climax.


    Mrs Simpson and I got into the sixty-nine position and ate each other out.  She was on top.  I was on the bottom.  Hers was the first cunt I ever licked.  Eventually Mr Gibson inserted his cock into his secretary’s pussy and pumped her while I licked at her clit.  I also got in a few licks of his shaft.  As much as I liked her pussy, and it was a very nice one, I preferred his dick to her vagina.  I was just simply more straight than gay.  Helen kept licking away at my clit; although sometimes the pleasurable sensations of his dick and my tongue made her stop licking while she gasped.


    Mr Gibson told us he was about to come.  ‘You’re going to make me have an orgasm.’  He said it almost like a complaint, as though Mrs Simpson was doing a very bad thing and he disapproved.  For extra encouragement I said, ‘Give it to her hard.  Make her feel the full length of it.’


    ‘I’m coming,’ he gasped.


    He pumped his cock into her a few times before pulling it out.  I grabbed his dick with my left hand before it got too far away from me.  ‘Not so fast.’  I pulled it closer to my mouth and put it in beyond my teeth.  I sucked on it.  The taste of her pussy juice and his cum entered my mouth.  It tasted good.  Like victory.  I let go of his penis with my hand and he removed it from my lips.


    Now it was time to do the deed that had gotten him so excited.  Now it was time to slurp the white jism from her sexual organs and eat it.  For some reason it was a rather disgusting idea.  I’ve no idea why it seemed so dirty.  It was just cum.  Not a substance I’d never tasted before.  It was just a vagina.  So why did putting the two together seem like a step too far?  I think it was because it really was a dirty taboo and far from respectable.  Once you’ve eaten cum out of another woman’s pussy you’ve done a taboo thing.  Something a good girl would never do in a million years.  It’s an activity that would just never come up as a possibility for a normal woman.  Good girls simply don’t have bisexual threesomes in which male ejaculate ends up inside another woman’s vagina for her to then eat.  It’s just not a normal day to day thing that happens.


    I could see the cum.  It was starting to seep out of her hole.  There it was.  White male filth.  Inside Helen’s cunt.  There was no point wasting time waiting for it to drip.  I lifted my head and licked it up.  Some caught on the end of my tongue.  I licked it into my mouth.  I licked and licked at her hole to get it all gathered up and into my orifice.  I cleaned her cunt good.  It was all in my mouth.  I showed it to Mr Gibson.


    ‘That looks so pretty.  Helen, look at this.’


    Mrs Simpson took her vagina from my face and turned her body around so her face was now above mine.  I opened my mouth again to show her Mr Gibson’s white gloop.  The same goo that had barely a minute before been inside her cunt.  Helen said, ‘Now I think you should swallow it.’


    I looked to Mr Gibson for his approval.  He nodded, or at least he made no movement to suggest he was unhappy if I was to follow his secretary’s suggestion.


    I closed my mouth and swallowed it.  It went down easy.  I looked to both of them.  We’d made him come and I did what was requested of me.  I’d eaten his cum out of her vagina.  So what was next?  ‘Now what?’ I asked.


    Mr Gibson said, ‘Now you make the walk of shame through the office and the machine shop with your dress covered in sweat and your hair and make-up all a mess.’


    ‘What?  You can’t be serious.’


    He was.


    Mrs Simpson got off me and Mr Gibson picked me up by the arms.  He walked me to the door and shoved me through it into Mrs Simpson’s outer office.  At least he was gentlemanly enough to open the door for me.  Mrs Simpson passed me my panties, stockings, shoes and my handbag.  ‘Are you really doing this to me?’ I asked with a combination of pathetic pleading and outraged anger.


    Mr Gibson replied, ‘What can I say?  It makes me laugh.’


    ‘But everyone knows I was meeting you.’


    ‘They know about my tramps.’


    He closed the door on me.


    The things I do for money.  Was this humiliation worth a lousy six thousand?


    I pulled my dress back down to cover my naked lady parts.  I also pulled it up to cover my breasts.  I sat at Mrs Simpson’s desk and put on my stockings followed by my shoes.  I didn’t bother attaching the suspenders to the back of the stockings as they were too fiddly for my shaking hands.  Adrenaline and fear of walking through the office made that too difficult a task to do with uncooperative hands.  The front suspenders would do the job of keeping them in place long enough for me to get out of there.


    I didn’t know where the toilets were so I reapplied my make-up as best I could at her desk.


    I could hear them fucking.


    I got up and looked out the door of Mrs Simpson’s office.  I saw no one in the corridor.  Presumably the noise, which was loud enough to travel into the corridor, was warning people to keep away from this side of the office.


    After brushing my hair I steeled myself for the long walk of shame ahead of me.  A whole office was going to be looking at me.  There was very little room for interpretation as to why I was here and what I’d been doing in his office.


    He paid six thousand for me and he ended up spending more time fucking his secretary than me.  I just didn’t understand men and how they spent their money.  At least unlike the second session I knew who I was fucking.  That was a big step up.  I mean, am I even certain the second session was only a threesome?


     


     


    In Mrs Benson’s office I told her the explicit details.  She sat back in her chair and said, ‘It’s not for us to reason why.  If that’s how he wants to spend his money then so be it.’


    ‘I didn’t mind it.  I’m going easy on myself now.  I’m letting myself enjoy it without guilt or shame.  It was good sex.  I just wish they hadn’t thrown me out and made me walk through the building.  The stink of sweaty sex was on me.  No one would look at me.  It made it all the worse as it seemed so seedy and dirty.  It was like they were more embarrassed for me than I was for myself.  They must have thought I was shameless.  I mean it’s one thing to be without shame in private, but to flaunt your shamelessness in public is quite another.’


    ‘Some people enjoy the feeling of humiliation.  It has a particular feeling on the skin.’


    ‘Not me.  I hate it.  Absolutely hate it.  It was just…  It was humiliating.  Humiliation is not a nice emotion.’


    ‘Cheer up.  You banked a decent amount for a few hours of your time.  Only two more sessions to go.’


    

    


    
  


  
    Fourth Session: Public Masturbation in Latex Leggings to Please Mr Grisham


     


    I asked what was in store for me.  Mrs Benson got up from behind her desk and said, ‘Mr Grisham has requested you put this on.’  She nodded towards a cardboard box on the couch at the side of her office.


    ‘What’s in it?’


    ‘Have a look.’


    I walked over to the couch and put my hands on the sides of the lid.  To delay lifting the cover I looked over at her and asked, ‘Is this something that’s really fucked up?’


    Mrs Benson did not respond verbally or with body language.


    I turned back to the box and lifted the lid off it.  Inside there was hot pink latex.  A dress in all probability.  I lifted the latex out of the box and held it before me.  It was leggings.  ‘Nice,’ I said.  I looked back in the box to check to see if there was anything else.  There was another pink piece of clothing.  It wasn’t latex.  It was sheer nylon.  On top of the bundle of nylon was a smooth plastic vibrator with a leopard print design on it.  I placed the leggings on the couch beside the box and took out the blouse and the sex toy.  ‘Should I put the clothes on now?’


    ‘He’s instructed me to dress you in the outfit and to take you to his place of business.’


    ‘This again?  There seems to be a lack of imagination if he’s just repeating what the previous guy did.  Three sessions so far have been off-site.’


    ‘Is that a problem?’


    ‘No.  I don’t suppose it is.’


    ‘He’s nearby.  He’s a ten minute walk away.’  She looked at the leggings and said, ‘Put them on.  He’s waiting.’


    Without any protests for privacy to protect my modesty I put down the blouse and vibrator and unbuttoned my blouse.  I began to strip naked.  Mrs Benson instructed me to take it all off, bra and panties included.  She wasn’t seeing anything she hadn’t already seen.  Or tasted if she was the mystery woman from the blindfolded second session.


    Once fully naked in the office I folded up my clothes and put them, along with my handbag, in the box for safe keeping.  Only now as I picked up the leggings did I notice that there was a hole in them.  A deliberate hole had been made around the crotch.  They were crotchless latex leggings.  The hole had a reinforced gusset of extra latex around it.  This was going to be both as sexy and as embarrassing as hell to wear.  I didn’t bother to say anything about the hole.


    Mrs Benson watched me force the skin tight latex up my legs.  My legs looked great, my butt was as pretty as ever and my exposed cunt looked like a valuable jewel.  They rubbed against my skin in an arousing way as I paced the office in my black high heels.  They started to work their perverse magic as a second skin.  When I put my legs together the hole at the crotch almost disappeared from view.


    Mrs Benson couldn’t keep her eyes off me.  I knew it.  She was bisexual.  Or I was drawing the gay out of her.  She kept looking up and down my shiny legs, at my pussy and at my topless breasts.  ‘Does my cunt look good in this?’ I asked as I stood still with my legs apart before her.  I forced her to look directly at my cunt for a few seconds before asking, ‘Well?’


    ‘It looks great.’


    ‘Would you like to eat it?’


    ‘I don’t touch the merchandise.  Mr Grisham is waiting, remember.  Cover your breasts with the top.’


    I clicked in my heels over to the couch and put the pink nylon blouse over my head.  Once it was on I looked down at myself.  I complained at what I saw.  ‘Covered?  You can see right through it.’


    ‘It’s not an outfit for modesty,’ agreed Mrs Benson.


    I picked up the vibrator and pressed the button at the bottom.  It came to life in my hand and started buzzing as it vibrated.  ‘I guess I take this to him.  Then what?’ I asked as I switched it off by holding the button down for a few seconds.


    ‘You’re to go to his office on foot and ask for him at reception.’


    The penny dropped.  I was to be out in public in this outfit.  I was to go on foot to his office and to ask for him at reception and wait – all the time on full display for everyone to see.  In this outfit.  With my cunt exposed.  With a vibrator in my hand.


    Fuck.


    More public humiliation.


    ‘I’m supposed to walk through the streets to his office in hot pink crotchless latex leggings.  Really?  With my vagina out on display for everyone to see.  He thinks that’s a reasonable request?  And I’m guessing I’m going to be holding the vibrator in my hand the whole way.’  She nodded.  ‘That’s asking too much.  I can’t do it.’


    ‘The choice is yours.’  She looked at the clock on the wall.  ‘It’s early.  Half-nine.  People are in their offices.  It’s a quiet time of the day.  And he’s nearby.  This isn’t the most respectable area so you probably won’t even be that exotic a vision until you get near his street.  I’m sure they’ve seen worse.  Just keep your head down and don’t look anyone in the eye.’


    ‘Can’t I just cheat?  I could wear a long coat.  He’d never need to know.’


    Mrs Benson shook her head.  ‘I’ll be following from a discreet distance.  So not to be associated with you.  That’s the type of public shame and embarrassment I don’t need.  I’m going to have to be a bitch and report you.  I gave him my word.  This is about cruelty and control, not about making you feel comfortable.’


    ‘What if I defy my instructions and you tell him?  Then what?  How will he penalise me for disobedience?’


    ‘This is S&M.  We deviants have ways of making people suffer.  He’ll just up your punishment at the other end when you get to his office.’


    ‘What’s going to happen once I’ve humiliated myself at reception?’


    ‘That’s now up to you.  It can be bad.  Or it can be very bad.  It all depends on how you walk to his office.’


    ‘Please, give me a hint to what he’s got planned.  Please.  I beg you.  Give me a hint.’


    ‘Okay.  I’ll say this, and only because you plead so sexily.  It’s very arousing the way you beg.  Are you as turned on as I am?’


    I didn’t respond.


    She looked down at my cunt.  She asked, ‘Are you wet?’


    If I was to check I was sure my fingers would be moist.  Instead of responding to her question or touching myself I asked, ‘What has he got planned for me?’


    ‘It’s all about humiliation.  Okay?  That’s all I can say without betraying his confidence.’


    ‘“It’s all about humiliation”?  What does that actually mean?’


    Mrs Benson shrugged.  She wasn’t going to help me out any further.  I had to work this out for myself.  It looked like there were two parts to this.  The outside and the inside parts.  I was to walk outdoors in fetish clothes and be seen by members of the public in a cruel effort to humiliate me.  Presumably when I arrive at his office there would be a new humiliation waiting for me – but that at least would be indoors.  Indoors with a more select group of people.  It was better to be humiliated indoors than it was to be humiliated outdoors.  Even if I angered him by shirking the outdoor part, I’d still prefer to be humiliated extra hard indoors.  There’s a little more control as people, to a certain extent, needed to be invited into the room or building.


    I was going to cheat the outdoor part.  It was the logical thing to do.


    There was no way to know for sure if I was making the right or wrong decision.  All I could go on was my gut, and my gut was telling me to take the humiliation behind ‘closed doors’ instead of out in public.  The decision was made.  I’d wear my coat to cover my crotch.  I’d take the consequences of my actions indoors.  Also I could slip the vibrator out of sight into a pocket.


    Mrs Benson gave me a reproachful tut-tut when I put my coat on in her office.  ‘Mr Grisham isn’t going to be happy about this.  I might as well call him now so he can think up a suitable extension to your punishment.’


    A thought came to me.  I didn’t need to fully cover up.  Walking through the streets with my breasts visible through sheer nylon wasn’t much of an issue.  I barely cared about that as I was concentrating so much on my vagina.  All I really cared about was covering my pussy.  Let them see my nipples.  Let them see that I’m wearing pervy fetish leggings.  Just don’t let them see my most intimate lady parts.  Also I couldn’t bring myself to be seen holding a dildo.  That was too shameful.  I just needed to cover my vagina and the vibrator.  I took off the coat and handed it to Mrs Benson.  She asked if I’d changed my mind.


    ‘I’m just taking my handbag.’  I moved past Mrs Benson and opened the cardboard box.  I took out my handbag and slipped the vibrator into it.  Then I put the strap over my shoulder.  The bag didn’t reach my genitals.  I took it off my shoulder and held the handbag over my intimate parts.  Of course I didn’t look respectable but at least my genitals were no longer visible and the vibrator was out of sight.  ‘Surely this gets me off with only a light spanking?’


    ‘I don’t know.  It’s cheating and misses the whole point.’


    ‘Hey, this is still pretty revealing.  I don’t want to wear this outside even with the bag covering my bits.  I’m wearing latex.  Hot pink latex.  And this top shows everything.  This is still a very humiliating outfit to be wearing out in public.  Let me ask you this: would you like to wear this out on the streets even with a handbag over your privates?’


    Mrs Benson said nothing.


    ‘Thought so.  This is more than enough.  And who knows.  I might drop the handbag by accident.  Or someone might stop to talk to me.  Trust me, I feel exposed.  My cunt’s hanging out in public for crying out loud.  It’s not what I want.  But at least I’m willing to try it.  I’ll do it with the handbag.  As degrading and potentially mortifying as it is, I’ll do it.’


     


     


    Mrs Benson followed from nearly a full street behind.  I didn’t fade quietly into the background as I walked through the streets.  There were plenty of looks as the men perved at me.  I’m not sure what the women thought as I didn’t make eye contact with them.  Undoubtedly whatever thoughts the ladies had were about me being a wanton slut of some sort.  If I looked like a slut who sucked too many cocks then I’d take that as a substantial win.  It was far better to be thought an overconfident whore than it was to be seen without anything to hide my vagina.  The handbag was held tight to my groin the whole way.


    I got to Mr Grisham’s office building without any particular incident.  It was a memorable walk full of cringing and brutal feelings of self-consciousness.  Just how much could people actually see from behind?  Was the hole visible from the rear?  I took small steps with a jerky stiffness to hopefully keep my legs together.  I assumed the crotch hole was only visible from behind when I was taking wide strides.  If I kept my legs together then the view would be limited.


    I had a full-blown crisis of confidence about how stupid I looked.  Luckily there were no wardrobe malfunctions; and no one stopped me to chat me up or chastise me.  Neither did I receive any wolf-whistles.  I avoided a building site and took the long way around that street.


     


     


    Mr Grisham’s company occupied two floors of an office building.  I rode the lift to the fourth floor reception with my handbag clutched tightly before me.  In the lift with me was an older woman.  She pretended I wasn’t there.  She got off on the second floor.  Looking at myself in the mirror after she left I saw that I was red with blushing.


    These things I do for money were authentically perverse.


    There were two middle-aged women wearing blue neckerchiefs sitting behind the reception desk.  They eyed me with that I took to be disdain as I approached them.  ‘I have an appointment with Mr Grisham.  I’m Erica Christianson.  He’s expecting me.’


    The lady closest to me looked at her computer screen and then back to me.  ‘We have you booked for a meeting in conference room five.’


    The other woman got up from her seat and said, ‘I’ll take you.  They’re already set up waiting for you.’


    ‘They?’ I asked.


    She didn’t bother to say anything else as she walked past me and down the corridor.  I followed with my small step technique.  We passed four doors until we came to the fifth of six doors.  She waited by the door for me to catch up with her.  She knocked on the door and opened it.  She then put her hand on my shoulder and pushed me in.  There was a group of men and women sitting facing the front wall.  The seating arrangement was theatre style.  A man I recognised as Mr Grisham was talking at the front.  He was standing.  There were no desks in the room.  When I finally had time, while masturbating to come in front of them, I counted them for an accurate number.  There were twenty men and fourteen women in total.


    Mr Grisham said to the audience, ‘Here’s the prostitute I bought in a slave auction for a mere five thousand.  Give Erotic Erica a warm welcome.  She’s here to entertain us all.’


    There was a light speckling of applause.  Some comments were being made to me.  I was too overwhelmed to hear anything they said.


    My legs turned to shit.  It was too much.  It was too embarrassing.  It was too big a public display.  I turned to walk out the door but the receptionist stopped me.  She turned me around and closed the door on her way out.


    Fuck.


    I faced the crowd and cringed and blushed far worse than I did when I was out on the street.  Now people were looking right at me without any attempt at pretending not to see me.  Even worse, I was looking back at them.  I was seeing their eyes.  They had their peepers on me and they were seeing a prostitute BDSM slut.  The shame.  The shame.  I turned away from them.


    Mr Grisham put his arm around my shoulders and re-positioned me to be looking back out at his staff.  To the audience he said, ‘She’s shy.’  He reached out with his other hand and took the handbag from me.  I made a feeble attempt to keep a hold of it but he whisked it away from me with far too much ease.  I put my hands over my crotch in an attempt to hide my genitals.  They couldn’t be allowed to see my pussy.  Not a whole office full of people.  They’re called privates for a reason: because they’re private.


    Then I remembered they could see through my sheer nylon top.  I took my left hand from my cunt to use the length of my lower arm to cover my breasts.


    Some people from the audience said things to me.  All I caught was something along the lines of ‘show us your tits’.  Whatever they were actually saying was not respectful.  I was a prostitute who’d been paid to turn up and have sex while wearing crotchless latex leggings.  If I wasn’t respecting myself then how could anyone else respect me?


    Mr Grisham called for quiet.  The audience stopped talking.  He took his arm away from around my shoulders and stepped over to the side to put some distance between us.  He opened the handbag.  He pulled out the leopard print vibrator.  Maliciously he held it up for everyone to see it.  ‘Look everyone.  Her vibrator.  The prostitute brought a sex toy.’


    ‘Technically it’s not mine.  It’s his.’  This I tried to say.  It came out as an embarrassed mumble that no one could hear.


    ‘What?’ he asked.


    ‘It’s not mine,’ I repeated with a bit more volume and clarity.


    ‘What?  No, never mind.  I didn’t pay you to talk.  Catch.’  He threw the vibrator through the air.  Without thinking I caught it in both hands.  The audience burst into hoots of laughter.  Of course I’d just exposed myself.  To the whole room.  Twenty men and fourteen women were looking at my cunt.  Also I was now holding a sex toy and my breasts and nipples were on full display.


    Shoot me now.


    It was no good.  This was happening.  There was no pointing denying it or fighting it.  I didn’t bother to cover my breasts and vagina again.  What was the point?  Everyone had seen what I had to offer.  My body was now public property.


    I stood stock still with my hands by my sides.  The vibrator was in my right hand.  It couldn’t get much more embarrassing than this.  Could it?  Of course it could.  Easily.  They didn’t invite me over to just look at my exposed genitals.  I took the initiative and asked, ‘What do you want me to do?’


    They all shouted out, ‘Masturbate,’ together like it was pre-planned.


    Mr Grisham cocked his head towards his people and said to me, ‘That’s what they want to see.  I paid.  So do it.  Do it slut.  I paid for this and I expect you to work for your money.  Be a filthy whore and get your rocks off in front of us.  We want to see you orgasm.’  He sat down on an empty front row chair at the far end away from the door.  He had my handbag on his lap.  ‘Do it,’ he said.


    ‘Do it.  Do it.  Do it.  Do it.  Do it,’ chanted some of the audience.


    Mr Grisham looked back over his chair at his co-workers and said, ‘Erotic Erica’s a shy slut.  So maybe we should be quiet to let her get in the mood.’  The room fell silent.  To me he said, ‘Close your eyes and pretend you’re in your bedroom.  We won’t make a peep.’


    ‘This is what you want?’ I asked.  ‘Just that?’


    ‘Well no.  After you come I’ll need to punish you.  You were a naughty girl.  You cheated.  Mrs Benson phoned to tell me you were walking with the handbag protecting your modesty so people couldn’t see your cunt lips.’  He looked down at the handbag on his lap.  ‘You were very disobedient.’  He looked back up at me.  ‘I think I’m going to have to put you over my lap and give you a hard spanking.  In front of all these nice people.’


    He wanted to publicly spank me.  This was insane.


    ‘Then if any of the gentlemen here want a blowjob I expect you to offer them one.  If it turns into a bit of a blowbang then so be it.  Worse things happen at sea.’


    ‘And that’s it?’


    ‘I think that would cover it.  More or less.’


    ‘You want me to just start?  Right here?’


    ‘If you would.’


    I think I’d reached peak mortification.  After a point you wilt with exhaustion and you just get over yourself.  Or you become desensitised.  Whatever it was, I felt a numb sensation of indifference as my dignity was stripped away from me.  I couldn’t and didn’t care anymore.  I was debased to such an extent I’d hit rock bottom before this silent crowd of cruel perverts.  I was now glad this numb indifference had taken over.  Any further feelings of shame and I’d have cringed myself past the point of no return.


    There was no reason to close my eyes to block them out.  It wouldn’t shield me from the reality of what I was about to do.  What they were about to see was so private and yet here I was about to masturbate my pussy in front of all these people.


    With my eyes fixed on that mass of bastards I crouched down.  The latex around my knees creaked as it crinkled.  My legs were wide with my knees as far apart as possible.  My cunt was on full display.  The pink latex stretched to make the crotch hole as big and as taut as possible.  I was sexually displaying myself to a room of twenty men and fourteen women.


    The back rows of the audience stood up to see over those in front of them.  Those in the front two rows stayed seated as they could see my pussy from where they were positioned.


    I put the vibrator in my mouth and sucked on it like a penis.  


    I took the vibrator out from between my lips and licked it along its smooth plastic leopard print shaft.  My spit was drooling on it.


    I clicked the vibrator on and put it against my clit.  It felt good.


    I was fucking myself before a room of strangers.  I literally had a vibrator buzzing away against my clit while a room full of people I didn’t know watched me.  I held it tightly in place against my sensitive bud.  After a few seconds I started rubbing the vibrator up and down on my clit – making sure the full length of the plastic shaft touched my most intimate part.


    Then I took it away and slotted it into my cunt.  The head disappeared inside my body, past my pussy lips and into my hole.  I held it there for a second before plunging the next third of it into my cunt.  Then the back third of the shaft went in.  It was all inside me.  I pulled it out.  Then I pushed it back in.  In and out.  In and out.  In and out.  In and out.  In and out.


    It buzzed and buzzed.


    Their eyes were on me the whole time.  I had nowhere to hide.


    I pressed the bottom button again to increase the speed.


    I pulled it out and sucked it.


    Then I plunged it back in.  In and out.  In and out.


    I pressed the button again to give me more speed.


    In a few seconds at the top speed I was about to come.  My body started to shake and tingle as my orgasm built up.  It felt like I was going to pee as my fluids flowed.  It was too soon.  Now was not quite the right time.  I eased off on the pressure and pulled the vibrator out my hole.  I licked my juices off the buzzing plastic.


    ‘Stick it back in,’ someone shouted.  Surprisingly it was a woman’s voice.


    I put the vibrator back in my snatch after giving my clit another rub or two with it.


    I pressed the button a fourth time.  It didn’t increase the speed.  It started to vibrate at a more intermittent rhythm.


    I held the button down to switch the vibrator off.  That intermittent rhythm wasn’t what I wanted.  So not to lose the momentum I used my left hand to manually masturbate my pussy while my right switched the vibrator on again.  I clicked it up to the third speed setting and started pumping my intimate hole again.


    I looked out at the people watching me.  I looked my audience in the face and counted them.  Twenty men and fourteen women.  Thirty-four perverts.  A few looked away at this unexpected moment of intimacy but most held my look.  One woman blew me a kiss.  A man mouthed the words ‘I love you’ – at least that’s what I assume he was doing with his mouth.


    There was a really cute guy in the second row.  I locked in on him and used him as a focus for my orgasm.  I came while staring at him.  He stared right back at me the whole time.  It was very erotic and perverse.  It was a big orgasm.  My muscles tightened and my legs started to shake.  I rode it and made a lot of noise in order to put on a show for the folks.  Then I just kept the vibrator pumping in and out my hole.  Why not?  I was here anyway so I might as well make an even bigger spectacle of myself and enjoy it.  I built my orgasm up again.  I came a second time while fucking myself in latex with a vibrator in my cunt.  The cute guy clapped along with everyone else as I came for the second time.  People seemed happy with my performance.


    I pulled the vibrator from my sopping wet pussy and switched it off by holding down the button at the bottom.  I licked my cunt juices off it and then sucked it off in my mouth.


    ‘Is that what you wanted?’ I asked the crowd.


    There were cheers mixed in with more clapping.


    Mr Grisham stood and helped me up from my crouched position.  He took the vibrator from me and threw it onto his chair beside my handbag.


    Mr Grisham announced, ‘Now young lady, for being such a slut masturbating in front of all these good people, you need to be punished.’  He walked over to his chair and picked it up.  He brought it to the front and faced it towards the crowd.  He moved the handbag and vibrator to the floor under the chair.  He sat on it.  ‘Erica,’ he said to beckon me over to him.  I didn’t move.  He patted his lap.


    I couldn’t be any more mortified than I already was, so what did it matter if I let them see me being spanked over a man’s knee.  I’d wanked myself to orgasm twice for their perverted amusement so a spanking was just more of the same degradation, just with a little twist of extra kink.


    I put my stomach on his lap with my head face down close to the floor.  His right hand groped at my latex covered arse.  He cupped one buttock, then the other.  Then he drifted his open palm across them.  Then he cupped them again, but this time with a bit of rough squeezing.  His hand moved down to the crotchless gap in my leggings, but he didn’t touch my naked flesh.  He just ran his fingers around the latex gusset a few times.  ‘Are you ready?’ he asked.


    ‘Yes Master.’


    ‘Call me Mr Grisham.’


    ‘As you desire, Mr Grisham.’


    ‘Are you an obedient girl?’


    ‘Yes.  From time to time.  I try to be.’


    ‘Are you having fun?’


    ‘I wouldn’t call it fun.’


    ‘But you had two orgasms.  What’s more fun than an orgasm?  Two orgasms.  How can having two orgasms not be fun?’


    ‘The situation is a little…embarrassing.  I don’t like to be embarrassed.’


    Here we were having a pleasant enough back and forth conversation when suddenly he spanked me.  His hand landed hard and loudly on my left arse cheek.  I gasped.  He said, ‘No one cares if you didn’t like it.’  Another spank landed on my left buttock.


    People laughed at my distress as I screwed up my face.


    I tried to wriggle away but he grabbed me by my curves and forced me back into place on his lap.  I switched my tactics and instead tried to apologise for my very existence.  I was interrupted by another spanking – this time on my right arse cheek.  The fairly thin latex was only absorbing so much of the impact.  He slapped my behind five more times in quick succession.


    Spank.


    Spank.


    Spank.


    Spank.


    Spank.


    Mr Grisham ordered me to put my palms flat on the floor and to stop bucking around so much.  I tried as best I could to follow his instructions.


    A woman in the front row asked me, ‘Does the little bitch like it?’  I didn’t respond to her taunt as I was too busy being spanked.


    Spank.


    Spank.


    Spank.


    Spank.


    Spank.


    As she was a total bitch she didn’t relent and let me suffer in silence.  She asked again if I was enjoying it.  Mr Grisham ordered me to answer her idiotic question.  ‘I don’t like it,’ I said.


    He pulled my hair to make me look up at him.  He said, ‘Give it time you slutty tart.  The pain will turn to pleasure and you’ll get a third orgasm.’  He let go of my hair and spanked me again.  ‘Do you want to come again?  Do you?’  Spank.


    ‘Yes,’ I spluttered after letting out a squeak of pain.  ‘I want another orgasm.’


    Spank.  ‘Why do you want another orgasm?’  Spank.


    ‘Because I’m greedy.’  Spank.  ‘Because I’m a greedy whore pain slut.’  Spank.  ‘Because they feel so good.’  Spank.


    Spank.


    Spank.


    Spank.


    The woman who spoke before in the front row got up, and I kid you not, poked a finger into my cunt.  I’m not making this up.  She just got up and without a word of warning or asking for permission she slotted her finger into my exposed hole.  I looked back under the chair and saw her crouching.  I could see the bottom half of her body.  I was looking up her short skirt to see she had bare legs and she was wearing yellow lace panties.


    The spanking didn’t stop as she worked her finger in and out of my cunt.  Somehow I kept my hands on the floor or around the base of the chair legs.


    Another spank.


    Then another.


    A third spank whacked me.


    ‘Ah.  Ah.  Ah.  Fuck.  Fuck.  Ah,’ I blurted inarticulately as what felt like extra fingers entered inside my favourite sex hole.  She was going in and out but hadn’t so far touched my clit.  ‘Touch me,’ I gasped.


    ‘What?’ she asked.


    ‘Please touch my clit.’


    Loudly she asked, ‘Can you repeat that?’


    ‘I want you to touch my clit.’


    A hard spank from Mr Grisham hit me.


    ‘Your clit?  I don’t know,’ she said teasingly.  ‘I’m not sure I want to touch a prostitute’s clit.  Who knows how many boys and girls have licked it.  Judging by your behaviour today, I’d say a lot.’  She was a fine one to talk.  She had her fingers buried deep inside my cunt before an audience of twenty men and thirteen women.


    I received another harsh spank from Mr Grisham’s hand.


    ‘Please rub my clit.  I want to feel you touching it.’


    She said, ‘No.’


    ‘Please.’


    Spank.


    ‘No.’


    Mr Grisham told me to stand up.  The woman stood up before I got off his lap.  He stayed seated.  As I stood before everyone I gingerly felt my burning arse cheeks.  It hurt but there was a nice buzz going on in my head.  It was a good buzz.  I don’t think it was from the pain, more for the feeling of being a submissive slut.  The pain itself was turning into a nice sort of sore.


    He told me to pull my leggings down to my knees as now he was going to spank me on my bare bottom.


    There was zero I could do to stop him.  Did I even want to halt proceedings?  I was kind of getting into it on at least some level.  I pulled the hot pink leggings down to my knees and laid myself back down across his lap.  The woman went back to her position crouching at my rear.  The twist this time was that she took the vibrator from on top of the handbag and put it into my cunt in place of her fingers.  It wasn’t on so it wasn’t buzzing.  She used it like a dildo and pushed it in past my labia lips.  In and out she manipulated it to stimulate my slick cunt.


    Mr Grisham resumed his spanking for what felt like five minutes.  Each hit was a little sorer without the padding of the latex.  Every time he slapped my butt cheeks the sweat on my arse must have been sprayed all over that woman down there.


    He said, ‘I’d love to make you suck off a cock while I spank you.  But I’m afraid you’d bite it off if I spanked you too hard.  So you’ll have to do the cock sucking later after you orgasm.’


    The woman switched on the vibrator and straightaway clicked it up to the second setting.  She continued to fuck me with it while all the time refusing to stimulate my sex bud.  The neglect was cruel and unusual.  Vaginal orgasm without clitoral manipulation was tough for me to achieve.  Even just a little quick rub could be enough to get me started in climaxing.  Without it my orgasm could take a long time to build.


    I enjoyed the sensation of the vibrator buzzing and rubbing against the inside walls of my vagina, but a bit of clit licking or finger massaging would be just the ticket to get me over the edge.


    In and out.  


    Spank.


    In and out.  


    Spank.


    In and out.  


    Spank.


    The woman asked me if I wanted her to put the vibrator up to the third setting.  Of course I did.  ‘Yes.’


    ‘What’s the magic word you rude cunt?’


    ‘Please.’


    Spank.


    She pressed the button and the vibrator became more aggressive.


    She said, ‘If I was to do you a favour and rub your clit, what would you do for me?’


    ‘Anything.’


    ‘Is that so?’


    Spank.


    ‘Anything,’ I repeated.


    ‘Would you eat my pussy?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘You sure?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘You promise?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘You’re making a verbal promise before all these witnesses.  You understand that?  You can’t back out.’


    ‘I understand.’


    Spank.  Mr Grisham’s hand was losing its effectiveness.  Either my arse cheeks had become numb from too much temporary nerve damage, or he wasn’t capable of putting as much power into his slaps.  His own hand must have felt as numb as my behind.


    The woman put the fingers from her left hand onto my clitoris and started to rub me.  ‘Does that feel good little princess?’


    ‘Yes.  Thank you.’


    ‘Is it all you hoped it would be?’


    ‘Yes.’


    There was a slap on my buttocks.  It felt different.  It was her.  She’d taken her hand away from my pussy and slapped my arse.  ‘Good isn’t good enough.  Show me some appreciation.  Tell me how much better than good it feels.’


    ‘I’m sorry.  It felt amazing.  Wonderful.  Your fingers are spectacular.’


    ‘That’s better.’  She returned her fingers to my bud and continued to play with it.  The vibrator went in and out my sopping hole.  I started to moan and my legs shook.


    Mr Grisham stopped slapping my arse and let the woman take over the show as she led me to the nirvana of a third orgasm.


     


     


    After the bliss of squeezing out the third climax of the day I got off Mr Grisham’s lap.  I pulled the leggings back into place over my hips.  Not that it gave me much coverage as my cunt was still on display.


    The woman stood up and sucked on my pussy juices left over on the vibrator.  She then put the vibrator on the floor and hugged me in a light embrace.  She whispered into my ear, ‘You’re so cute.  I can’t wait to have you eat my pussy.’  She let me go and stepped back.  She put her hands on the hemline of her skirt and hiked it up.  She then yanked her yellow lace knickers aside to expose her genital hole to me.  ‘Lick it, bitch,’ commanded the woman.


    Who was I to refuse?


    I got on my knees and quickly got to lapping at her cunt.  She was very moist.  Her pussy lips and clit were licked at with enthusiasm.  She put her hands in my hair and rode my mouth to her climax.  It didn’t take long to make her orgasm as she was already very wet with arousal before I started.


    As soon as I removed my lips from her private area I found Mr Grisham’s naked dick waiting for me behind my head.  I turned to look straight at it.  Without a word or any hesitation I took the length of it into my dirty mouth and started sucking.


    The woman stepped away and was replaced by two men.  They both unzipped their work trousers and pulled out long hard cocks for me to suck.  I removed Mr Grisham’s dick from my mouth and put the middle cock in my mouth instead.  With my hands I took hold of the other two penises and started to manually wank them while I orally pleasured the man in the middle.


    A lot of sucking and wanking took place.


    I alternated between the three of them as to who I was sucking and who I was wanking.  I wanted to shove two dicks in my mouth at once but I didn’t think they’d appreciate that.  The man to my right said he was about to come.  I sucked and sucked on his penis while also using my right hand to masturbate him as well.  My left hand continued to crank on the middle person’s dick as I orally fucked the man on the right.


    He came in my mouth.  The jizz hit the back of my throat.  A second spurt pooled on my tongue.


    Using my right hand I pulled up along the length of his shaft to squeeze out all the cum from his penis.  I showed the boys what was in my mouth.  Unexpectedly Mr Grisham leaned down and spat in my open mouth.  That was both kind of gross and yet strangely erotic in its rudeness.


    I swallowed the cum and spit like a good girl.


    The satisfied man on the right stepped away to be replaced by another erection.


    I sucked and sucked on the three of them.


    A girl’s work is never done.  Being a sex worker was physically exhausting and mentally draining in ways the average nine to five office worker will never have to experience.


    Mr Grisham spurting his white jism all over my face.  I tried to direct his cock into my mouth but he resisted my attempts to do so.  Instead I had to wank him over my face with my left hand.  When his cock exploded it mostly hit my forehead and nose.  Using my fingers I gathered it up and ate what I could.


    He gave up his position and the fifth man joined the line-up of three men.


    In all I sucked off ten men to a messy climax.


    I am a whore.


    There was no other way to interpret my actions.  Only a slut would do such a thing.  Ten men in one day!  Fuck me.  That’s not good.  That’s bad.  That’s really bad behaviour.  You don’t come back from something like this.  I’ll never be good again.  I am sullied for ever to be a whore.  Normal people never do things like sucking off ten men in one day.  No good person has that in their past.  Only whores.  Actually wait, correction: ten men and one woman.


     


     


    After cleaning up and reapplying my make-up in the ladies I walked to reception to leave this place of shameful debasement.  My handbag was over my crotch holes.  I wanted to slink out as quietly as possible but Mr Grisham was waiting for me at reception.  I couldn’t look him in the eye, or at those bitch receptionists.  He presented me with the leopard print vibrator in full view of the reception staff.  How mortifying.  I wanted to die.  He said, ‘This object will have a lot of memories attached to it.  So every time you masturbate using it you can re-live this experience.’


    I took the vibrator and mumbled a thank you while looking at his chest.  By now you would think I was long beyond bashful blushing.  Yet I wasn’t.


    Mr Grisham asked reception to order me a taxi.  Thank fuck they didn’t expect me to walk back to the brothel.  I’d cleaned myself up as best I could but there were limits to what I could do.  The clothes probably still had traces of their male business and there wasn’t much I could do about my sweat.  From a distance I probably looked presentable but closer up I wouldn’t withstand too much scrutiny.  I would definitely attract attention on the streets with my messy clothes.


     


     


    As I sat silently in the taxi I ruminated to myself that I was more naturally fitted to the role of the abused than of the abuser.  Being the sadist involved acting work and a suppression of my natural human compulsion to not inflict harm.  I didn’t get that much pleasure out of hurting someone else.  When I was the one being abused there was no acting involved.  I was just who I really was and I could get lost in sub-space – that area where you achieve such a high through your subjugation.  For me it was fun to be awful as a dominatrix, but it was more profoundly satisfying and a much deeper experience to be the one dominated. 


     


     


    At the brothel I showered.


    In the calm safety of Mrs Benson’s empty office I re-dressed in the clothes I was wearing that morning.  I left the sweat and cum stained latex leggings and the sheer nylon top in the file box where they came from.  The vibrator was in my coat pocket.


    Inexplicably as I was leaving the office I doubled back and picked up the file box with the fetish clothing in it.  It wasn’t a considered rational action.  It was just an impulse I acted upon without thought.  I was taking the clothing home with me.  For what perverse ends I wasn’t sure, but I knew I’d like to wear them again in the privacy of my own home.  I could dress myself in the leggings and top for when I masturbate over this encounter.  It would add an extra layer of sensory experience to my fantasies and memories.  It pushed my buttons in a very sexy way that aroused me.  Maybe I was a humiliation slut.  Already I could see regular wank sessions with me wearing these clothes while I fucked myself in my pussy with the leopard print vibrator.  I could do it in front of new boyfriends on first dates as a way to bring controlled humiliation into the proceedings.  I could wank in public places to an audience of men and women.  The idea was a real turn on.  The latex, the masturbation and the public humiliation was a strong combination.  They may have found my true kink with this humiliation stuff.


    It was definitely my personal favourite of the four sessions.  It was damn hot.  If I wasn’t so sore and satisfied down there I’d probably have put the cum covered fetish garments back on and wanked in Mrs Benson’s office in the hope she’d walk in on me.


    

    


    
  


  
    Fifth Session: Pegging the Rubber Gimp (AKA Mr Henderson)


     


    For once I was given advance warning as to what to expect.  In her office Mrs Benson asked if I knew what pegging was.  I didn’t.  She explained that it was when a woman put a strap-on penis into a man’s behind and fucked him anally.  ‘Mr Henderson wants you to peg him.  He wants you to work on your inner bitch.  Then tomorrow he wants you to make his arse hurt.  He’s looking for cruelty.  The nastier you are the better.  He wants no mercy.  No safewords.  Just relentless cruelty from you.’


    ‘Why me?  I thought it was understood I was mostly the masochistic type.’


    ‘People see different things.  One person, like Mr Gibson and Mr Grisham, see a slut to be used and abused.  Other people, like Mr Brooks and Mr Henderson, see a bitch to use and abuse them.  When it comes to human sexuality, who knows anything?  I’m a brothel madam.  I probably know as much about sex as anyone and I’m buggered if I could explain half of what I’ve seen.  I’ve stopped looking for rational meaning in what people find erotic.  If that’s what they want to do with their money and your time then who are we to complain?’


    ‘Does he want me to beat him?’


    She explained the scenario he wanted acted out.


     


     


    I spent the rest of the day and the start of the next morning channelling my inner bitch.  If he wanted a cruel woman to stretch out his arse then that was what he was going to get.


    At the brothel I prepared for my entrance into the dungeon by pulling on a purple latex catsuit.  The latex was thin enough to be see-through.  I wore no panties or bra so my feminine goods were on squished display through the purple latex.  I then pulled on a pair of black boots that went up past my knees.  The heels were six inches.  Black latex gloves completed my outfit.  Soon I’d add a swinging ten inch black cock to my crotch, but not yet.  I wanted him to see the cunt he wasn’t going to get before I covered it up with the cock I was going to jam up his arse.  My hair was scraped back off my face into a ponytail.  I looked at myself in the mirror and thought, ‘I love you.  You look beautiful.’  I kissed my own reflection on the lips in a brazen act of narcissism.  I was getting into character.  It was all about me, me, me.  He wanted a bitch.  He was going to get one.  The meanest, cruellest, most self-centred bitch he’d ever had before.  I was going to make him cry.


    Mrs Benson knocked on the changing room door before letting herself in.  She either didn’t notice the lipstick smear on the mirror or she ignored it.  She was wearing a red dress with an A-line skirt that came to her knees.  On her legs she had eighty denier black tights and four inch black heels.  She said, ‘He’s in his kennel ready to be abused.’


    ‘Good.  Let’s give him ten minutes cramped up in his cage.  Let his imagination runaway with him for a bit.  His own imagination should do half my work for me.’


    ‘So I guess this is it.  After today we go our separate ways.’


    I nodded.


    ‘Have you enjoyed it?’ she asked.


    ‘“Enjoy” isn’t quite the word.  “Endured” is more appropriate.  But in a good way.  Mostly.  It’s hard work.  It’s humiliating.  It’s demeaning.  It’s dehumanising in some ways.  But it’s also sexy and satisfying.  I’m older, wiser and richer for the experiences I’ve had.  My sexuality will never be the same again.’


     


     


    Mrs Benson took me down to our dungeon for the day.  She opened the door and walked into the dungeon.  She was going to attend the session with us today as an observer.  He wanted another woman to be there to witness his humiliating disgrace at my hands.  Mrs Benson was the perfect choice as she was middle aged and had a sternness about her that made getting fucked up the arse by a rubber cock belonging to a younger girl seem all the more perverse.  She wasn’t going to get involved.  There would be no touching although maybe some words might be exchanged.  Otherwise she was just an observer.  I had to admit, it turned me on as well to have her watching.  In theory she might have been fully hands-on during the second session, but that was up for debate.  Her role in this session wouldn’t be so maddeningly vague.  She was going to be in the corner watching the whole thing.  The idea of being watched by her was strangely exciting.  Even the idea that she wouldn’t be allowed to be touched made it all the more erotic.


    I followed her into the dungeon and closed the door behind me.


    There he was.  The little butt slut was in a wire cage at the far wall.  It was just big enough for him to kneel inside it on all fours.  He was in a black rubber gimp suit.  His head was encased in a matching black hood with holes for his eyes, nostrils and mouth.  Around his neck was a thick blue dog collar with a lead made of chain.  The chain was tied to the bars of his cage.  His feet and hands were bare.  He was pointed away from me so his head faced the wall and his butt faced into the room.  


    I took a deep breath and steeled myself for starting the session.  Act tough.  Be a bitch.  He’s nothing but a hole I want to fuck.  Show no kindness in your words or in your deeds.  To Mrs Benson I loudly said, ‘So this is the pathetic loser I’m going to stretch out and use?  I’m not impressed.  But then what can you expect from someone sissy enough to take a cock up the arse.’  I walked up to the cage while Mrs Benson sat on a stool set up in a corner near the door.  I stood over the cage and said to him, ‘Why don’t you at least man up enough to stop pretending to be straight and do this with a guy?  You know taking it up the pooper is very, very, very gay.  Only a fag wants it up his arse.  You’re a homo.  Admit it.’


    ‘I’m a homo Mistress Erica.’


    I kicked the side of the cage.  ‘Don’t call me Mistress.  Call me Sir.’


    ‘Yes Sir.’


    ‘Does that turn you on?  Did your gay little cock just get a little pulse that made it harder?  Getting to call me sir makes you forget I’m a girl.  That’s what you want.  Isn’t it?  You want to be gay with a guy.  There’s no need to lie.  I understand.  We both understand,’ I said in reference to our watcher Mrs Benson.  ‘She knows you’re gay.  I know you’re gay.  And I suspect you know you’re gay.  Right?’ I asked as I shook the cage with my boot.


    ‘Yes Sir.  I’m a faggot.’


    ‘Repeat that for my lady friend in the corner.’


    Louder he said, ‘Yes Sir.  I’m gay.’


    I turned to Mrs Benson and said, ‘I told you I’d get him to confess his dark secret.’  Mrs Benson didn’t say anything.  She just crossed her black nylon legs and repositioned her red skirt.  ‘It was so obvious he was a homo when he asked for his butt to get fucked.  Only homo men like getting their hole stretched out.  As soon as I heard he wanted pegged I automatically said to myself, “Yep, he’s a fag.”  It was so easy to get him out the closet.  These butt fags are all the same.  They want it up the arse so bad they’ll admit to anything.  It’s pathetic.’  I spat on him through the bars.  It landed on the back of his hooded head.  ‘Should I stick it up your arse straightaway, or should I stretch it out first with a butt plug?’


    ‘Please Mist…Sir.  Please stretch me out first.’


    ‘Good save you did there slave,’ I said with laughter in my voice.  ‘You caught yourself just in time.  But you didn’t apologise for almost making that slip up.  So I think I’m going to just ram it up there without any pre-anal stretching.’


    ‘Please Sir.  Please Sir.  Let me take the butt plug first.’


    ‘Mrs Benson, would you hand me the ten inch dildo so I can put it in my strap-on harness.  It’s going to go right up this lucky boy’s arse.’


    I let him sweat it out for a tense couple of minutes as I climbed into the harness and affixed the dildo at my crotch.  The dildo was cast in the realistic shape of a penis with big veins but the plastic was an unnatural deep black.  I stood to the side of the cage while I put it on so he could see what was waiting for him.  He pleaded some more to be allowed to be anally stretched in advance.  I ignored those pleas as irrelevant words by a pointless non-person.  By giving him the silent treatment the tension could ratchet up a notch.


    I walked out of his line of sight and returned a moment later with a condom in my hand.  I pulled open the wrapping and rolled the clear latex sheath down the length of my shaft.  It was fun to do this to a man after years of men doing this to me.  As a girl it was an exciting and welcoming sight to see a man put on a condom, but it didn’t mean it was always without an air of menace and trepidation.  A big dick is still a big dick.  They can be scary things even to horny heterosexual women.  It was hopefully intimidating for him to see how long my cock was.


    I made another scary disappearance behind his back as I went to get the lubricant.  He couldn’t move his neck very far as the collar was thick and tall so it restricted most of the movement of his head.  I walked back to his side so he could see me as I squirted lube into my black gloved hand and then smeared it onto my cock.  Up and down the shaft I slathered it.  ‘This is going up your butt so be very thankful and very appreciative that I’m bothering to lube my cock at all.  I could just have easily forced it in without the lube to make things easier.  You’re lucky I like the graceful glide I get from a lube covered dick.  Otherwise you’d be in even more trouble than you are now.’


    I put the bottle of lube on top of the cage and slowly wanked the dildo.  Presumably his own dick was rock hard in that silly little rubber gimp suit.  ‘I guess your cock’s getting pretty hard after looking at my dick for so long.  Let’s take a look shall we.’  I crouched down and reached into the cage with my right hand.  I felt his crotch.  An unmistakable bulge of several inches in length aimed towards his belly could be felt in the space between his legs.  ‘Oh my, you are hard.  You’re really hard.’  I lightly rubbed at the bulge.  ‘You have an erection.  Under these circumstances.  You’re not a real man.  Real men don’t get hard at being dominated by a woman.  Real men take charge.  They don’t let their little women boss them about and put them in cages.  You, Mr Henderson, have failed as a man.  As a man you are a joke.  A sissy.  A sissy slut who likes it up the butt.  Real men don’t take big ten inch cocks up their bums.  It’s just not the done thing.  Real men would do anything to avoid taking a big long dick up their arse crack.  But not you.  Not only are you willing to do it, you’re paying me an outrageous amount of money to do it to you.  Of all the perverts I’ve had to deal with since auctioning my valuable time, you’re by far the weakest and most pathetic.  Are you married?’  I took my hand off his crotch and spanked his rubberised arse cheek.  ‘Answer me.  Are you married?  Is there a Mrs Henderson?’


    ‘Yes Sir.  There’s a Mrs Henderson.’


    ‘Does she know you like butt sex?’


    ‘Yes Sir.’


    ‘Up your butt I mean.  Not up hers.’


    ‘Yes Sir.’


    ‘Really?  And she’s okay with this perversion of the natural order of things?  She’s happy to lube up a strap-on and indulge her sissy husband?’


    ‘Yes Sir.’


    ‘Presumably that means she’s okay with you being gay?  That’s not a rhetorical question.  Answer me butt boy.’


    He paused for a moment before playing along.  ‘Yes Sir.’


    ‘Oh I get it.  I understand how your marriage works.  She only married you for the money.  Of course.  Is that how it is?’


    ‘No Sir.’


    ‘If you think that, then maybe you’re just being a bit deluded.  No woman wants to marry a man with butt stuffing fantasies.  Obviously money is the only reason why she’d put up with something so…defective in her husband.  Does she know you’re here today to take it up the arse from a prostitute?’


    ‘No Sir.’


    ‘Would she be shocked by your behaviour if she was to find out about what we’re doing today?’


    ‘No Sir.  Not really.’


    ‘Maybe she’d like some evidence of this for her inevitable divorce.  Or maybe something to hold over you so she can blackmail you.  I think we’ll take some photographs and send them to your wife.  I think she’d like to see pictures of you in a gimp suit sucking my cock and taking it in the arse.  Don’t you?  Don’t you think she’d be amused by such images?  I know it amuses me.  I’m sure it amuses Mrs Benson over there in the corner.’


    He didn’t respond to my taunting.


    ‘Unzip your crotch and pull out your penis.’  With my lube covered gloves it would’ve been too awkward for me to catch hold of his zipper so I let him do the work for me.


    He put his bare hands on his crotch and unzipped the trousers to expose his erection and arsehole.


    I ordered him to put his bum up against the bars of his kennel.  He did this.  Using my left hand I took the bottle of lube from on top of the cage and popped the lid open.  I squirted some more translucent lube onto my right index finger.  I then pushed my finger into his naughty little butthole.  This was what he wanted.  I may have threatened to butt fuck him without any prior stretching but I couldn’t be that cruel.


    I put the lube back on top of the cage.


    In and out I wriggled my finger.


    ‘Can you feel that?’


    ‘Yes Sir.’


    I then slipped a second finger into his hole.  ‘Can you feel that?’


    ‘Yes Sir.’


    ‘Are you going to be a good boy and let me fuck you up the arse without any squealing?’


    ‘Yes Sir.’


    ‘You better.  I don’t like squealing.  It’s very off-putting and unsexy.  And remember Mrs Benson’s going to be watching us.  She’s not going to be impressed if a butt slut homo like you squeals like he’s never taken a big thick dick up his arse before.  So have some dignity and keep your squealing to yourself.’


    I pulled my fingers out of his behind.  I got up and collected the blow-up butt plug from the table of instruments.  Of course I wasn’t going to shove my dick up his arse without using the butt plug.  There was only so much cruelty I was capable of inflicting upon the poor pervert.


    I covered up my act of kindness as best I could with an evil monologue.  ‘Because you’ve been a good little gimp and didn’t give me any lip about taking my ten inches of love, I’ll be generous and let you have the butt plug first.  This will expand your back passage more than enough to let my dick slide right in after it.  Then I’m going to pound your male pussy without any mercy.  And remember, no squealing.  I don’t like it.  So I better only hear groans of pleasure coming out of that homo mouth of yours.’


    I returned to the cage with the inflatable butt plug in my right hand.  Using my left hand I reached into the cage and fingered the outside of his hole for a minute.  I then slipped two fingers back inside his anus again.  Then a third.  He was grunting with what may have been pleasure.  I quickly withdrew my fingers and used that hand to spank his bottom a few times.  ‘Now take my butt plug like a good sissy.  Mrs Benson and me want to see how well you take it.’


    The butt plug in its smallest pre-inflated size passed through the bars of the cage.  It slid up into his butthole.  His arse swallowed it straightaway without any friction.  My eyes locked on Mrs Benson as I pumped the dangling balloon.  It was on the end of a tube that was hanging out his arse.


    Pump.  Pump.  Pump.


    ‘Ah,’ from the gimp.


    Pump.


    ‘Does that hurt?’ I asked him.


    ‘No.’


    Pump.


    ‘Ah.’


    ‘Shut up you stupid little pervert.  Mrs Benson can see you’re getting off on this.  Have you no shame?  Where’s your self-respect?  She’s looking right at your cock and can see it’s twitching with desire.  Have some dignity for fucks sake.  You’re an embarrassment.’


    After another couple of pumps on the balloon he was full.  He begged me not to pump it up with any more air.


    ‘Now do you think you can take my cock?’ I asked.


    ‘Yes Sir.  I can take it.’


    I unlocked the cage at his back and took hold of the dog lead made of chain.  He backed out on all fours.  Once his head was clear of the cage I grabbed the part of the chain beside the collar and pulled him up onto his knees.  I looked straight down onto him.  ‘Open your mouth.  Do it.’


    He opened his lips.


    I spat into his open mouth.


    Without needing instruction he swallowed my spit.


    ‘Clean my boots.  Lick them.’


    I let go of the chain beside his collar to let him get back onto all fours so he could lick my boots.


    I spat onto the shins of my thigh high shiny boots.  ‘Lick it up.  Lick up all my spit.  Be a bitch and do as you’re told.’


    His tongue glided up the smooth cliff of my leather boots and gathered my spit onto his tongue.  He swallowed it.


    I repeated this a few times and complained that he wasn’t doing a good enough job.


    ‘I’m bored.  You’re boring me.  You’re boring.  Get over the pommel horse.  I might as well get this over with and take you now.  I’m going to fuck you.  Face Mrs Benson.  I want you to look her in the eyes as you get butt fucked by a girl with a ten inch prick.’


    ‘Yes Sir.’  He got to his feet and hobbled with the butt plug still in place over to the pommel horse.  He leaned his stomach down over the horse.  It was set up to face Mrs Benson’s corner stool.


    Mr Henderson and Mrs Benson looked at each other with a mix of what I have to assume was embarrassment and arousal.  Mrs Benson again shifted on her stool and re-crossed her legs in a provocative way.


    Without any warning I yanked on the inflated butt plug.  It was obviously too big in his rear cavity to travel down the passage to see the light of day.  He squealed in pain.  I slapped him on the back of his rubber covered head.  ‘What did I say?  No squealing.  I expressly forbid it.  Sir doesn’t like squealing.’


    ‘I’m sorry Sir.’


    ‘Don’t be sorry.  Just don’t do it.’


    ‘Yes Sir.’


    I liked this thing of playing a bitch.  This was more satisfying than I expected.  As much as I liked being punished, it was nice to be the one dishing out the cruelty.  If nothing else it was more comfortable on several levels.  Although it was nearly equally as demanding of my intellect, as I had to keep the scenario going with inventive physical and verbal abuse that didn’t become too repetitive.


    He said, ‘I promise I won’t fuck up again.’


    ‘Because you’re polite I’ll have mercy on you.  For now.  There’ll be no mercy when I put my cock in you.  I’ll deflate the butt plug.  Say thank you to your Master.’


    ‘Thank you Master.  Sir is most kind.’


    ‘And don’t I know it.’  I deflated the bladder in his arse by opening a valve on the outer pump.  He audibly cooed with relief as the pressure in his anus was taken away.


    ‘I’m afraid you’ve just hit the limit of my kindness of spirit.  Just for that faggy little coo I’m going to fill you up again.’  I pumped the butt plug back up to full size again.


    I said, ‘Apologise to Mrs Benson for being such an embarrassing homo.’


    To her he said, ‘I’m sorry Mrs Benson.’


    ‘For what?’ I asked.


    ‘For being such an embarrassing homosexual.’


    ‘And?’


    ‘And for making you watch me get butt fucked,’ he added.


    ‘And?  Be contrite for wasting our time.’


    ‘I’m sorry for wasting both of your time with this.’


    ‘Specifically apologise for wasting the time of girls when it’s really men you want.’


    ‘I’m sorry for wasting the time of women when this session should really be conducted with men.’


    Mrs Benson said, ‘That’s all right.  I understand your sexual confusion and reluctance to give in fully to your homosexual urges.  Anyway, it’s quite interesting to see a guy get fucked up the arse.’


    ‘It’s funny,’ I added.  ‘Very funny.’


    Mrs Benson said, ‘You know what you’ve forgotten to do?  You haven’t made him suck your dick.’


    ‘You’re right.  How neglectful of me.’  I walked around to be before him while still being slightly to the side so Mrs Benson’s view wasn’t fully obstructed.  ‘Do you see this dick before you?’


    ‘Yes,’ replied Mr Henderson.  He added the Sir before I could pick up on it.


    ‘You know what you’re going to do, don’t you?’


    ‘Suck it.’


    ‘Indeed.  I’m curious: do you like the taste of lube?’


    ‘No Sir.  Not especially.’


    ‘Too bad for you.  Now suck it.  Suck it like the dick sucker you’ve always wanted to be.’  Before he could put my dildo in his mouth I grabbed the back of his head and forced the cock into his mouth.  I made him suck and lick at the end of it for about a minute.  ‘How embarrassing.  A guy sucking cock.  Where’s the shame?  Where’s the dignity?  What kind of guy doesn’t just get up and walk away?  What sort of loser allows himself to be used like this by two women?  Fag losers I guess.’  I spat on his face.  My white spittle hit him across the nose and between his eyes.  ‘Enough of this embarrassment.  It’s time for your arse to accommodate my dick.  I’m going to bury my ten inches in you.  And you’re going to love it like only a homo pervert could.’


    I pulled the cock out from between his slutty lips.  ‘Don’t be so greedy.  I’m sure after I’ve pulled it out your stinking arsehole I’ll remember to let you suck it some more.  Except this time the taste of lube will be replaced by the taste of your own arse.’


    I returned to his backside and tried pulling the butt plug out.  It didn’t budge.  I collapsed the butt plug to about half its previous size by letting out some of the air.  With a bit of jiggling I worked it out of his hole and dropped it on the floor.  Some lube splattered on the ground.  There was no excrement.  The butt plug was replaced with my two gloved index fingers pointing deep into his arse.  I pulled my hands apart to see how wide I could stretch his anus.  Pretty wide was the answer.  Wide enough for my fairly thick phallus to take up residence.  I withdrew my fingers.


    I walked over to the cage and collected the lube.  I reapplied the clear slippery goo to the shaft of my cock.  ‘This is going to hurt you a lot more than it’s going to hurt me.’  I put the bottle back on the cage and walked over to his rear.  ‘Do you trust me?’


    ‘Yes Mist…Sir.’


    ‘Well you shouldn’t.’  Straightaway I tried to force the dildo up his arse in a sneak attack.


    It didn’t slide in.  Only the head could get in.


    I spanked his arse cheeks with my hands then took hold of his hips.  I really tried to force it in.  I wasn’t gentle.  He squealed the expected amount as I violated him.  I slowly advanced inch by painful inch through brute force up into his arse.  I did not take this mountain by strategy.  I didn’t stop until I was fully in.  I was ‘balls deep’ as the saying goes.


    I pulled it out a few inches.


    I shoved it back in the whole way.


    Out a few inches.


    In a few inches.


    Out a few inches.


    In a few inches.


    Out a few inches.


    In a few inches.


    Out a few inches.


    In a few inches.


    You get the picture.  Undoubtedly it was more sore than pleasurable but that’s what he asked for.  I wasn’t doing this to him from my own initiative.  If he was suffering from buyer’s remorse he wasn’t showing it as he wasn’t begging for mercy.  So I continued despite the whimpering.  Even cynical-seen-it-all-before brothel madam Mrs Benson looked uncomfortable watching this butt fucking.


    ‘Can you feel me?’ I asked.


    ‘Yes Sir.’


    ‘Can you feel my cock rubbing up against your prostate?  Think about how amazing that is.  My dick is in your g-spot.  I’m inside you.  It’s what you’ve always dreamed of.  A cock is in you.  Just a shame it’s not a real man’s with a cock that can spurt his orgasm into you.  Oh well, next time maybe.  I’m sure Mrs Benson can arrange a man for you.’


    I pumped my cock in and out.


    In and out.


    The grinding and bumping of the strap-on harness on my own privates was quite nice.


    He groaned.  His pain was audibly turning to pleasure.


    To accompany the anal fucking I landed a few smacks on his arse.  ‘Look at her,’ I instructed.  ‘Look Mrs Benson in the eyes.  Let her see what a butt slut you are.  You’re pathetic.  You’re less than a man.  This,’ a sharp insertion of the cock caused him to whimper, ‘is not normal.  Nothing about this is normal.  Are you normal?  Answer me slave boy.’


    ‘No Sir.  I’m not normal.’


    ‘Normal boys don’t take ten inch dicks up their arses.  Only abnormal boys like it up the arse.  Tell Mrs Benson how abnormal you are.’


    To Mrs Benson he said, ‘I’m sorry Mrs Benson, but I’m not normal.  I like cock up my bum.’


    Mrs Benson said, ‘I can see that.  Is that cum oozing out your cock?’


    I tried to look between his legs but I couldn’t see from my angle as I rode his butthole.  Instead I investigated with the fingers on my right hand.  Through the latex I couldn’t feel his wet cum so I stroked his hard-on and rubbed his pee-hole to get some cum to latch onto my gloved finger.  His stiff dick seemed to grow harder in my hand.  I stopped riding his arse and stood still while bent over him.  The ten inch dildo was still buried deep in his arse.  I stopped rubbing his member and removed my hand.  I stood up to my full height and held my right hand before my face.  White fluid was on three of my gloved fingers.  ‘You’re right.  He’s dripping.  Obviously my dick pressing on his prostate made him feel good.’  I licked the cum off my right index finger.  ‘I love the taste of slave boy cum.  Especially when it’s been milked from his prostate.  There’s something uniquely satisfying about it.’  With my left hand I spanked him the once and said, ‘You want to keep going and milk some more out your balls?’


    ‘Yes Sir.’  I suspected he was just saying that as that’s what he thought I wanted to hear.


    I stuck the other two cum stained latex fingers into my mouth and sucked off the remaining filth.  After swallowing it I began rocking my dick in and out of his back passage once again.  ‘I want a big puddle on the floor.  I don’t care if you explode or it drips out.  I want a big sticky mess on the floor between your legs.  Then you can get to lick it up.  You’d like that, wouldn’t you?’


    ‘Yes Sir.’


    ‘Because you’re a slut.  A whore.  A gay slut who loves the taste of cum.  You can even imagine it’s someone else’s as you slurp it up.  Would you like that?’


    ‘Yes Sir.’


    ‘Of course you would.  Now take the full length of my cock and tell Mrs Benson how pretty she looks.’  I slid the dildo in and out from its tip to its base.  He took it like a champ with minimal grunting.  I then slammed a few inches of it in with brute force. This caused some squealing.  ‘I said tell her how pretty she is, not squeal like a loser.  No one cares if it hurts or feels too good.’


    He addressed Mrs Benson as he said, ‘You look sensational.  You turn me on.  Your dress is so pretty.  The way the red of the skirt cascades around the dark black of your opaque tights is very sexy.’


    Mrs Benson kept her eye contact and didn’t blush at his compliments.


    I asked, ‘Do you want to fuck her?  Do you want to slot that little dick of yours into her pussy?’


    ‘Yes Mistress.  I mean Sir.  I want to fuck Mrs Benson.’


    ‘I don’t believe you.  You’re not very convincing at this heterosexual desire thing.  You’re a fag.  We all know it.  I don’t believe you want to fuck a lady in her snatch.’


    ‘I do.  I want to have sex with Mrs Benson.’


    ‘Well too bad because she doesn’t want to have sex with you.  She doesn’t have sexual relationships with worthless cunts like you.  She likes real men with big dicks.  Your six or so inches aren’t worth her time.’


    He pleaded, ‘Please Mrs Benson, please show me your knickers.’


    I stopped prodding his prostate with my dick to slap him heavily and often on the arse cheeks as I admonished him.  ‘How dare you be so rude and impertinent.  What gives you the gall to talk to a lady like that?  To ask something so intimate.  Girls aren’t going to show a fucking butt slave gimp like you their underwear.  How dare you.’


    I stopped hitting him and pulled my cock out of his anus.  A plop of lubricant dripped out of his sore hole.  I crouched down and studied his dick.  It was still dripping with cum.  There was a puddle of the stuff between his naked feet.  I stood up and ordered him to get off the pommel horse and lick up the mess he’d made.  ‘Be thankful I don’t make you lick up the puddle of lubricant that came out your arse.’


    He got down onto his knees and bent over to put his face on the uncarpeted floor.


    ‘Lick it all up.  Every last drop you disgusting whore.  I want it all gone and in your tummy.’  I lightly kicked him on the side with my thigh high boots.  ‘Keep licking.  Keep going.  There’s plenty more to lick up.  Get it on your tongue and in your mouth.  Swallow it all down.  Every last drop.  I’ve tasted it and it tastes good.  So you’ve no excuse not to enjoy this prostate treat.  I’m being very kind to you by allowing you to eat your own sexual discharge.  I could have made you come into a glass and eaten it all myself.  But I didn’t.  Because I’m a much better person than you are.  I’ve given you this generous gift even though I like the taste of cum.  Especially when it’s been milked using the prostate.  Is that it all gone?’ I asked as he looked up at me.


    ‘Yes Sir.’


    ‘Good boy.’  I pulled the condom off the end of my dick.  ‘Now make my cock feel good.  Come on.  Put it in your mouth.  Don’t pretend you’re not used to sucking dick.  Me and Mrs Benson know full well you suck on dildos all the time in preparation for that glorious day.  That day when you can do it for real on a real man’s penis.  So don’t act unfamiliar with my dildo.  Be a good cock sucker and work my shaft.’


    He shuffled over to me on his knees and put his hands at the base of my strap-on.  ‘Don’t play shy.  Taste your own butthole on my dick.  Use those oral skills you’re dying to use on a real dick.’


    I put one gloved hand on the top of his head and guided his mouth around my pole.


    He sucked away at the dildo.  Until very recently it had been buried up to the hilt in his backside.  At least I was kind enough to remove the condom so technically it wasn’t so bad.  The majority of the arse transference went onto the outer surface of the rubber so I was saving him from the worst of it.


    I looked over at Mrs Benson and asked if it looked like he was sucking me off properly.  ‘He’s not slacking off is he?’


    She replied, ‘He seems to be doing a competent job of work.  He looks like an enthusiastic dick sucker to me.’


    ‘Maybe we should get a camera so we can show his wife how good he is at sucking dick.’  To Mr Henderson I asked, ‘Would you like your unsuspecting beard of a wife to see you like this?  In a rubber gimp outfit with a rubber penis in your mouth.  A latex clad dominatrix is at least better looking than another guy with a real penis in your mouth.  Would you like us to send her a picture like that?  Would you?’


    ‘No Sir,’ he mumbled with the cock still in his mouth.


    ‘Okay you’ve had your fun.  I’m bored with you now.’  I pulled him away from the cock using the chain attached to the collar.  ‘Back in your kennel.  Go.’


    He moved on all fours back to the cage.  I followed after him.  He climbed in facing the wall.  I closed the door and locked it using the latch.  ‘That cum is all the nourishment you’re going to get for today.  I’m going to go and relax somewhere else without any useless bitch boys like you.  I’m feeling kind of horny.  Maybe I’ll find a real man and have sex with him.  I’m certainly not going to have real vaginal sex with you.  Not that you’d like that since you’re gay.  I think that’s what I’ll do.  I’ll find a strong stud with a long cock and I’ll put my cunt around it and let him feel my femininity.’


    I walked to the door of the dungeon and opened it.  Mrs Benson got off her stool and followed me to the door.  She put her hand on the light switch.  She said, ‘By the way, I’m wearing pink lace panties.’  She then switched off the light and we both left him alone in dark with the new information about Mrs Benson’s underwear.


    As she closed the door behind her a working girl in an aerobics outfit walked passed us and entered one of the other rooms.  We stood in silence and took a moment to catch our breath after that session.  We eventually turned to look at each other.  We giggled.  We weren’t mocking him.  We just laughed because no matter what way you sliced it, that was not a normal situation we’d just been involved in.  You could only take it so seriously.


    We stopped giggling and I asked now what do we do.


    ‘Nothing.  We leave him to masturbate in the cage for about half an hour and then I’ll come back and let him out.  For you the adventure is over.  That’s it.  It’s done.  The five sessions have been completed.  You probably thought you’d never see that day.  But here it is.  It’s over.’


     


     


    Fifteen minutes later after showering and wanking I changed into jeans and a T-shirt.  I went up to Mrs Benson’s office to collect the last of my money.  Mrs Benson said, ‘It wasn’t so bad, was it?’


    ‘I suppose it wouldn’t shock you to hear me say this: I got into it.  You’ve made me into a pervert.  Not only for doing these five sessions, but beyond.  For example: I’m not bisexual.  Not really.  And yet obviously I am.  That’s not something I’d have confronted if left to my own devices.  I fear that normal everyday missionary position sex is going to be very unsatisfying from now on.  I’ll need more than that.  Much more.  Extreme things will need to happen to get me off.’


    ‘Aberrant sex is addictive,’ she said with a smile.  Or was it a smirk?


    ‘I can’t stop thinking about the things I’ve done.  Making guys come by abusing them.  And them making me come by abusing me.  It’s weird to allow myself to be abused.  And yet obviously I like it.  I respond in a very sexual way to being treated like shit.  It’s very…deviant.  I can’t deny I’m interested in exploring this further.’


    ‘Your contract stipulates a grace period of no further prostitution.  I can’t let you work until the time runs out on your deal.  I have a reputation for honesty I need to uphold.  You working so soon would not reflect well on me.  But later, if you still feel like it, I’d happily put you on my books.  Is that something you’d want to do?’


    I nodded.


    ‘What’s next?’ she asked.  


    ‘I don’t know.  I haven’t dared plan too far ahead.  Surviving these five sessions was all I’ve been thinking about.  What follows after this is very vague.  There didn’t seem any point planning six moves into the future.  It’s a total mystery after today.’


    Mrs Benson looked at her wristwatch.  ‘I’ll give Mr Henderson another ten minutes.  It’s best if you’re not here when I open his cage.  That way you can be an erotic memory in latex.  Let it be unsullied by him seeing you in boring jeans.’


    

    


    
  


  
    Introducing My Boyfriend to My Perverse Imagination


     


    It was strange not having the sex sessions hanging over me.  Frankly I was at a bit of a loose end with little to occupy my attention.


    While I waited out my enforced absence from working as a sadomasochistic prostitute I decided to apply for a few jobs here and there.  I got a part-time job in retail.  I’d made a decent amount of money but I wasn’t going to hedonistically piss it all away.  Nor could I live off it like the idle rich – it wasn’t enough to support me for any significant length of time.  My future was up in the air.  The general intention was to return to sex work in some capacity.  Possibly as a part-time job I could juggle with this retail work.


    I didn’t go to any sex clubs or try to meet anyone from within the fetish scene.  It felt somehow wrong to betray my five clients and Mrs Benson by doing so.  I felt I needed to wait a couple of months at the very least.


    The manager at my job was a cute guy called Darren.  We became an item with unseemly haste.  I tried normal sex but it wasn’t doing much for me.  Obviously I kept my recent past as a prostitute to myself.  It wasn’t the type of information you freely divulged without heavy prompting.  Thankfully I hadn’t been foolish enough to film pornography.  Kinky prostitution was easier to deny, hide, ignore, forget and bury as there was little to no evidence that such rude activities ever took place.  The lack of pictures and videos of my past indiscretions allowed me to pretend it never happened.  I’d be perpetually buggered if such pornographic images were floating around the world.  There was a little bit of paranoia eating away at me, but presumably everyone feels the world’s out to get them.  In theory hidden cameras could have recorded some or all of my sessions.  The blindfolded second session in particular could have been filmed with the camera lens a few inches from my face.  If they documented our sessions then it wasn’t like I could run to the courts to stop them from being released.


    This was a paranoia I just had to live with.  There was little I could do about it if such videos existed.


    I half-feared and half-wished Mrs Benson or one of the ten men at the auction would contact me.


    I was now masturbating furiously.  Before these sessions I was a once-every-other-day kind of gal.  Now I was chasing two orgasms a day by my own hand or with a vibrator.  Even when Darren fucked me I’d still have a sneaky wank a few hours later.  Our mundane lovemaking was too tame for my newly expanded sexual horizons.


    It wasn’t lacklustre sex.  It just wasn’t S&M crazy.


    Darren was a good guy.  He was worth the risk.  I decided to expose my interest in sadomasochism to him in a controlled way that hopefully wouldn’t scare him.  I’d probe his attitude towards the more exotic things he’d seen in pornography.  If he balked or laughed at dungeon sex films then I could easily backtrack and agree with him.  Then a few weeks later I’d probably have to breakup with him as there was no long-term future with him if he couldn’t share my passions.


     


     


    We were watching the news on the leather sofa in his living room.  I was wearing blue jeans and an orange T-shirt.  I muted the television after the main headlines and turned to him.  ‘Do you watch a lot of pornography?’ I asked.


    A look of alarm spread across his face.  ‘Is this a trap?  If so I consider it to be very unfair to ask that question to a male member of the species.  It’s a loaded question.’


    ‘It’s not a trap.  I’m not trying to get you to promise never to watch it.  Or any other clichéd girlfriend crap you might be expecting.’


    ‘You say that, but that’s probably part of the trap to get me to lower my guard and say things I shouldn’t.’


    To reassure him I said, ‘I watch porn.  Lots of it.  I masturbate.  I probably masturbate as much as the average man.  I’m very sexual.  I’m not judging you.  I understand sex is gross and that the lizard part of the brain wants and desires things that are embarrassing or silly.  This is not a trap.  I want a real discussion.’


    ‘Why do you want to talk about porn?  When women talk about pornography it’s ninety-nine out a hundred times to tell men that we’re evil pervert bastards.  I get it.  We’re subjugating women with our warped desires and all that stuff.’


    ‘This isn’t strictly about porn.  I’m just using that as a start point for us to talk about our sex life.’


    ‘Is there a problem with our sex life?’ he asked with concern and probably some wounded pride.  He joked, ‘The moaning I’ve been hearing so far seems to be the right kind.’


    ‘This is hard for me.  It’s so much easier to deny our true desires than it is to just come out and say what we really like.’  I think I was indirectly quoting something Mrs Benson once said.  ‘It’s so easy for me to say I don’t like something as it means I’ve not opened myself up to ridicule.  I want us both to be open and say what we like.  Our sex so far has been very conventional.  Which is good.  But I want something more.  It’s great to start vanilla.  But we’re maybe coming to that stage where we can go up to the next level.  I want to confess something to you.  It’s embarrassing.’


    ‘You can talk to me.’


    ‘I’m concerned that you might tell other people.  This is private.  Between us only.  It’s not for idle gossip six months later during a boring shift at work.  You understand?  I want to open up and reveal real information about what’s inside my skull.  This information can be very hurtful to me if it’s misused.’


    ‘I get it.  It’s private information for intimate lovers only.’


    ‘That goes for me too.  I want you to open up and tell me your sexual desires.  You keep my secrets and I’ll keep your secrets.  And if we don’t like what we hear then I guess we’ll deal with that.  But we don’t go telling anyone else.  It’s just between us.’


    ‘I get it.  There’s no need to belabour it any further.  What is it you want to tell me?’


    I took a second and then spoke slowly.  ‘I like sadomasochism.’


    He didn’t look shocked.  He said, ‘I like the look of it too.’


    ‘So you’ve watched S&M porn?’


    ‘Of course.  Everyone has.’


    I asked, ‘Have you ever done anything like that in real life?’


    Shaking his head he said, ‘I’ve never had the balls to ask a girlfriend to do it.  It’s not…normal.’


    ‘That’s why I wanted this conversation to be truly private.’


    He asked if I’d ever done S&M in real life.  I lied and said, ‘Not much.  One boyfriend liked latex clothing so I own a few pieces.  We fooled around with spanking.  I’ve done a little light bondage.  We played master and servant a few times.  Just some mild fetish play.  Nothing extreme.’


    ‘You have latex clothing?  Like dresses and panties?  Does it look good?’  This was the type of question I was hoping for.  It showed enthusiasm while hidden behind a not-bothered indifference.  I had him hooked.  I said, ‘I’ve got a few items back at my place.  And of course it looks good.  It’s latex.  It hugs my body and really makes my curves pop.’


    ‘Would you wear it for me?’


    ‘I’d love to.’


    ‘This conversation’s turning out much better than I expected.  When you first asked if I watched porn I thought: “Oh no.  Humourless girlfriend moment coming up.”’


    ‘Would you consider yourself to be a pervert?’


    ‘Not really.’


    ‘But you have perverse desires?’


    ‘I guess.  Don’t we all?  It’s just so few of us will ever admit to them.’


    ‘I class myself as a pervert.  I like unconventional things that are shameful.  I like latex.  I like anal sex.  I like sleeping with multiple partners.  I like girls too.  I like pain.  A bit of spanking is good for the soul.  I like to be tied up.  I like to be verbally abused.  I like all sorts of weird things.  Like the things you see in porn films that supposedly no real woman would ever do.  I like a lot of that type of stuff.  I want to do those types of things.  With you Darren.  I want to be your cum slut.  I want to do those kinds of things with you.  I want you to come on my face and make me eat it with my finger while I watch myself in the mirror.  I want you to tie me up and spank me while I’m dressed in latex.  I want to butt fuck you with a strap-on.  I want to do all these things.  I want an interesting and varied sex life.  And I don’t want us to be physically exclusive.  I want to have sex with other men.  And women.  I want us to have group sex one of these days.  I don’t expect anything like that too soon.  But that’s the direction I want to go in.  So Darren, imagine your favourite porno films and then imagine getting to act them out for real with your real life girlfriend.  That’s what I want.  I can’t imagine why you wouldn’t want such a thing.  So does this grand vision of our expanded sex life interest you?  Or are you too straight to grab this rare opportunity?  If not then I think we should breakup.  I’m just not interested in a vanilla missionary position based sex life.  I want whips and chains and latex.  I want to have fun.  Are you in?  Or are you out?’


    ‘In.’


    ‘Are you sure?’


    ‘I’d like to give it a try.’


    ‘Excellent.  I knew you’d see it my way.  By the way, I’m a switch.  That means I can dominate and be submissive.  It’s apparently quite unusual.  Normally you’re either one thing or the other.  We’ll have to test your limits and see what side of the fence you’re on.’


    ‘Are we really going to do this?’ he asked.


    ‘Hopefully.  I’ve got the steel in me to do this.  I know I’m not going to be the first to blink.  You better not be a pussy and change your mind.’


    ‘You’ve got me all nervous now.’


    ‘Good.  You should be nervous.’  I looked down at the bulge in his trousers.  ‘And I see I’ve gotten you all excited.  Let me wank that for you onto my face.  Then I’ll eat it for you while staring back at myself in the mirror.’


    ‘You’re the best girlfriend I’ve ever had.’


    With my finger I indicated for him to stand.  Once on his feet I pulled down the zipper on his trousers.  I took out his long erection.  I stayed seated and gripped his dick with my right hand.  With my other hand I caressed his balls.  His cock was fully engorged after a few tugs.  ‘You want to come on my face?’


    ‘Definitely.’


    ‘Ever come on a girl’s face before?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Tell me about it,’ I said as I tugged away at his member.


    ‘It was just one of those things.  I asked a girlfriend if I could.  She wasn’t too keen.  But I either asked enough times, or at the right moment, as she said yes one day.  So I masturbated over her face and gave her a facial.’


    ‘Did she like it?’


    ‘She claimed she did.  But I could tell she wasn’t telling me the whole truth.  She said she liked it but she wasn’t very convincing.  I doubt she liked it that much.  I’ve never been brave or dumb enough to request it again.  And she and no one else, until you, offered it.  So I take it most girls aren’t too keen on men unloading their cum all over their faces.’


    ‘I guess.  I’m perverted enough to like what others might consider distasteful.  Did you enjoy doing it?’ I asked as I pumped away on his cock.


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘And you want to do it again?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘On me?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘On my pretty face?’  I started to jerk him using both my hands on his shaft.


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘You want to ruin my make-up?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘And you want me to eat it?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Did your old girlfriend eat it when you spermed her face?’


    ‘No.  She took it off with her fingers and some toilet paper.  She didn’t eat it.’


    ‘Luckily for you I’m not boring like her.  I know how to excite a man and deliver pleasure for both of us.’


    ‘Is this S&M what we’re doing right now?’ he asked.


    ‘No.  Not really.  There’s no sub or dom.  We’re just being rude.  I wouldn’t class this as sadomasochism.  You really need a master-servant thing going on to make it S&M.  We’ll build up to that.  Right now I just want you to jizz all over my pretty face.  I’m going to give you a ruined orgasm.  I’m not going to support your ejaculation with my hand once it reaches the point of no return.’


    ‘What a bitch.’


    ‘I should warn you.  If your dominant side isn’t strong I’ll eat you for breakfast and you’ll become my bitch.  I’ll have you licking my shoes in no time.’


    We drifted into silence.  I think he was a little spooked by the thought of becoming the submissive one in the relationship.  He obviously hadn’t considered the slave role to be his station in life.  Presumably he was working out his feelings and capabilities as a submissive as I wanked his cock.  He was a masculine guy but so far he hadn’t shown any particular indications that he could naturally dominate me.  Perhaps the problem was that I was much more experienced than he was, and that I was the one leading the situation as the person who initiated this conversation in the first place.


    He groaned and his legs started to buck.


    ‘You want to come?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘On me?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Then come.’  I stopped jerking his cock.  I waited to see if he’d peaked and was going to ejaculate despite my hands no longer stroking him.


    He wasn’t quite there yet.


    I put my hands back around his dick and wanked it again at a furious pace.  ‘I’m waiting,’ I said in a peeved tone.  I gave him a countdown from ten.


    ‘Ten.’


    ‘Nine.’


    ‘Eight.’


    ‘Seven.’


    ‘Six.’


    ‘Five.’


    ‘Four.’


    ‘Three.’


    ‘Two.’


    When I reached ‘one’ I stopped masturbating him.  I took my hands away from his penis and watched to see if that was enough to make him ejaculate.  There was a lot of twitching but no sperm.


    I put my hands back on his dick.  ‘This is the last time,’ I warned him.  ‘If you don’t come on me this time then I’m going to stop and go home.  It’s up to you.  Be a good boy and spunk on me.  Or pathetically wank yourself into a sheet of toilet paper after I’ve gone.  I’m sure you’d prefer the first option more than the other one.’


    ‘I’m sorry it’s taking me so long.’


    ‘Don’t waste time apologising.  Just do what you’re told.’


    I took his cock in my hands again and beat him off.  This time I reduced the chance of failure by keeping a hold of his penis and masturbating it for longer.  I kept going until his penis was pulsing and as good as guaranteed to spurt with my sticky prize.  I didn’t stop until he started shaking and groaning to the point he was obviously going to come.


    I let go of his dick.  It twitched upwards then down, then upwards again.  This time it exploded.  Thick white cum shot out the end of his dick and splashed across my left cheek.  Then a second spurt landed on my nose and over my closed mouth.


    ‘Did that feel good?’ I asked as I put my hand back on his penis.  I started to rub it up and down to get the rest of his cum out of it.  More dribbled out and landed on the thighs of my jeans.


    ‘That felt amazing.’


    I put my mouth around the head of his cock and sucked on it to get the remaining cum off the end of his dick.  My tongue licked at it and I swallowed it.  I took the dick out my mouth.  He zipped himself away behind his trousers.


    I took him into the bathroom.  He stood behind me and watched over my shoulder as I stared into my own reflection.  My nose, lips and left cheek were covered in my boyfriend’s semen.  ‘You made a real mess of my face.’


    ‘Sorry.’


    ‘What are you apologising for?  First you were sorry for failing to cover my face, and now you’re sorry because you did what was asked of you.  This is what I wanted – all your lovely goo all over my pretty little bitch of a face.  And now I’m going to do what all little cunt bitches love to do.  I’m going to eat it.’


    Using my right index finger I scraped the cum off my lips while staring at myself.  I put the soiled finger in my mouth and sucked on it.  I swallowed the jizz.  Next I ate the cum on my cheek.  Then lastly I ate the cum on my nose.


    I looked at him in the mirror and said, ‘Tomorrow you’ll come over to my place.  We’ll dress up in latex and fuck.  We’ll do some bondage.  I’ve been teaching myself some new rope knots.  I want to try them on you.  We’re going to do some very naughty things together.’


    ‘You really are the world’s best girlfriend.’


    ‘You say that now.  You might not be so full of praise later when I’m anally taking you from behind while you’re dressed up like a gimp.’


    

    


    
  


  
    8.  Transvestite Slut Caught and Punished [Novella]


     


    Holly accidentally catches her boyfriend wearing one of her dresses and takes cruel advantage of his weakness for her clothing.


     


    ‘That’s good.  I like my whores to be obedient and docile.  Get your filthy tongue in all the nooks and crannies.  You can lick my toe.  In fact, I demand you do.  That’s right.  Lavish it with your misplaced love and devotion.  Be a pervert, Rebecca.  Love those shoes like the shoe slut fetishist you are.  You don’t have to pretend you’re normal anymore.  Those days are behind you.  You can now be the shoe slut you always were.  This is your place in the world, Rebecca.  This is it.  You belong down there.  You belong down at my feet licking my shoes.  Don’t you?  Don’t you?’


    

    


    
  


  
    My Mother’s Shoes


     


    I like to wear women’s clothes.  I’m not proud of it.  It’s not like I’m in any rush to admit it to the world.  It’s just a fact.  I get turned on by the thought of wearing clothes that aren’t meant for me.


    I’ve no idea why my mother’s high heels exerted such a strong pull on my young sexual imagination.  I can’t recall any specific moment when they became so interesting.  They were just always there, tantalising me with a yearning that I couldn’t understand, never mind articulate.  They held a promise of something…obscure and interesting.


    Then one day, years later, I watched a movie and for one brief scene a man was seen in women’s underwear.  Black bra, panties, stockings, suspenders and black high heels.  He wasn’t made to look ugly or stupid.  He was made to look exotic and attractive.  Luckily no homosexual desires stirred in me.  I was not attracted to him.  What it did though was open my impressionable mind to the idea that men could wear clothing that was not meant for them.  Before seeing this image, the idea of wearing a dress or panties hadn’t even occurred to me.  It wasn’t like anyone watched Monty Python and found themselves inspired to dress up like unattractive old ladies.  Unless they were planning to do comedy skits.


    Annoyingly I have no idea what that film was.  I’ve since searched high and low but without any luck.  I think it was a spy movie mixed in with some gangster stuff.  I remember a few scenes.  Or at least the locations if not the actual contents of the scenes.  There was a graveyard, a train station and a brothel, which is where the transvestite scene took place.  I’m sure someone got shot while taking a bath.  Anyway, I saw it and the idea was planted in my mind.


    I was smart enough to hesitate before doing anything about this new concept.  I knew if I put on my mother’s clothes I would have crossed a line and I’d be a pervert.  Even worse, I might like it and want to do it again and again.


    After what seemed like a month of procrastinating, but in all probability was no more than one week, I did it.  Somehow I got up the gumption to try it for myself.  When the house was quiet I sneaked into my mum’s bedroom and put on a pair of her high heels.  They were closed-toed court shoes in black patent leather.  They had a four inch heel on them.  At that age my feet fit her shoe size with only a slight tightness.  I trotted about in them for a few minutes, and then I took them off and put them away.


    It didn’t really do anything for me, except make me feel silly.


    A week later, when the house was empty again, I went back into her closet.  This time I put on a pair of her white lace panties.  Then I rolled a pair of black low denier tights over my legs.  Then I put on a pair of red open-toed three inch heels.  They had a strap across the ankle that I remember struggling for several minutes to buckle.  I only planned to wear the stuff for five minutes, but once in the red heels I had to go further and put on a matching red dress.  It was too good an opportunity to miss.


    I found a red dress with a tight pencil skirt.  I put it on.  It fitted me surprisingly well.


    I walked awkwardly back and forth in the heels and admired myself in the mirror.  Sure, I felt stupid but I was also aroused.  I pulled my dick out the panties and masturbated.


    Disaster struck when I took off the dress.  I didn’t pull the zip all the way down and I ripped the dress.  There was a one inch tear at the small of the back beside the central zip.  There was nothing I could do.  I just had to put everything back how I found it and hope she wouldn’t discover it for months.  Hopefully when she did notice the rip, she’d assume she must have done it and just hadn’t noticed it at the time.  It would have been a big leap to suspect her son had worn the dress.  Right?


    I never heard a word from her about it.  If she noticed it then she said nothing to me about it.


    I was too scared to touch her dresses again after that.  I was also paranoid that I’d stretched out her tights too much so I didn’t try them on again.  I confined myself to putting on her panties and shoes.


    In total I doubt I did it more than ten times all together, including the time with the red dress.  I wasn’t a hardcore transvestite.  I didn’t need to wear feminine clothes.  It wasn’t a compulsion or obsession.  It was just something I liked the idea of doing; and on the few occasions I did it, I mostly enjoyed it.  I’ll put it this way: it was worth the risk of getting caught.  There was enough pleasure that I’d take a small amount of peril to chase that gratification.  Wearing shoes and panties were an acceptable amount of risk.  Tights and dresses I was too scared to touch.  They weren’t worth the peril of discovery.


    Sadly in time I grew out of my mother’s shoe size.  The only reason why I stopped my transvestite activities was because my feet no longer fitted.  Panties on their own seemed pointless.  In the end I think it was all about the shoes more than it was about anything else.  The rest of the items of clothing were just an addition to the shoes.


    It was no great hardship not wearing women’s clothing.  The years without dressing up were fine.  I may have fantasised a few times about dressing up as a woman, but it wasn’t my only sexual fantasy.  It was an itch that didn’t bother me that much as it went unscratched.


    When I eventually got a girlfriend I was content to adore her while she wore her own clothes.  I felt no need to climb into them myself when she wasn’t around.  Nor did I have a desire to share my fetish with her.  It was my dirty little secret.


    Serious girlfriend number five was different.  By pure chance Holly’s dress size and taste in clothing coincided with my own.  Only her shoe size was too small.  She’d also leave me alone in her house for many hours when she was sometimes working late at night.  She worked in an office by day but sometimes she filled in at a bar at nights when they were slammed.  She used to work there as a student and remained friends with the owner so the situation wasn’t as weird as it sounded.


    So I was intermittently left alone in a house filled with excellent ladies clothes that fitted me.  Also now as an adult it was possible, with minimal embarrassment, for me to buy my own tights to bring over and wear.  No longer did I have to worry about stretching out hers or leaving leg hairs stuck in the nylon.  Also I could order shoes online.  I could wear her dresses and panties while wearing my own tights and shoes.  When I knew in advance that she’d be out for a few hours I’d fill my briefcase with tights and a pair of high heels.  I could have bought my own panties and dresses but I felt no great compulsion to do that.  It was the logical direction that I might have headed in, if given time.


    I never dabbled in make-up, or hair, or any of that stuff.  It both didn’t interest me and it was too messy.  I used that as a technical distinction to separate myself from full-on transvestites and me.  I didn’t do my hair and make-up, and I didn’t shave my legs or pluck my eyebrows.  I made zero effort to be female beyond wearing some clothing and shoes.  Maybe I was kidding myself, but I didn’t consider myself to be a drag queen.  I felt there was a big enough distinction between what I did and what they did.


    


    

  


  
    Caught Wearing Holly’s Yellow Dress


     


    Holly left me at her place while she went out to help at the bar.  There was an office Christmas party for a nearby accountancy firm so they needed extra help to man the bar.


    I went up to her bedroom with my briefcase.


    I put on a pair of her pink lace panties from her underwear drawer, along with a matching bra.  Then from my briefcase I rolled a pair of forty denier black tights up my legs to cover the panties.  I picked out a yellow dress with an A-line skirt.  I liked the way those types of skirts flowed and how the hemline would bunch up above my knees when I sat.  I loved the look of the stretched tights over my knees as the material started to turn transparent to show my white skin underneath.  That along with the yellow skirt lapping an inch or two from my knees would look amazing.  From my briefcase I produced a pair of black four inch closed-toed shoes.  I slipped them on and admired myself in the full-length freestanding mirror Holly kept in the corner of her bedroom.  I checked out my rear view.


    I turned to face the mirror and hitched up the yellow skirt at the front.  I yanked Holly’s pink panties down a few centimetres and freed my erection.  My balls stayed within the waistband of the panties and the tights.  I gripped my cock with my right hand while holding the skirt out the way with my left.  I started to masturbate.  Toilet paper had been laid out on the bed in advance for cleaning up my mess.


    I was pumping away at my dick when I glimpsed a face in the mirror.


    I juddered in fright.


    Shit.


    My very worst nightmare.


    I quickly stuffed my dick sideways back into Holly’s panties and dropped the skirt back into place.  I turned around and blurted out, ‘I can explain.’


    Holly looked horrified in the half-closed doorway to her bedroom.  ‘Are you wearing my dress?’


    ‘I can explain,’ I repeated.


    She pushed the door all the way open and crossed her arms.  Her body language was distinctly angry.  ‘Go on then.  Explain this.’


    ‘Don’t be mad.  It’s not that bad.  I mean it’s bad.  It’s terrible.  But it’s not that bad.  I’m not cheating on you.  I’m just…playing around with your clothes.  It’s not that big a deal.’


    ‘It’s perverted what you’re doing.’


    ‘Yes,’ I conceded.  I couldn’t lie and say it wasn’t.  ‘I agree with you.  It’s perverse what I’m doing.  But that’s all.’


    ‘I think you should leave,’ she said as she uncrossed her arms.


    ‘Please Holly…’


    ‘I can’t process this.  This is too weird.’


    ‘Please.  Let’s sit down and talk about this.’


    ‘Talk about you wearing my clothes?  What’s there to discuss?  It’s disgusting.  It’s not right.’


    ‘I know.  I agree.  I’m sorry.  I’m really sorry.  It’s just a little fetish I have.  It’s embarrassing.  I mean look at me.  I’m standing here in a yellow dress and high heels before my shocked girlfriend.  This isn’t exactly the perfect situation for me.’


    ‘Whose shoes are they?  They’re not mine.’  The shoes distracted her enough that she forgot to keep the accusatory tone in her voice.


    ‘They’re mine.’


    ‘Yours?’ she asked with evident confusion.


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘You own high heels?’


    ‘I order them online.’


    ‘Them?  As in more than one?’


    ‘I only own four pairs of ladies shoes.’


    ‘So you do this often?’


    ‘No.  Not really.’


    ‘But often enough you need to own four pairs of shoes?’


    ‘I guess.  I’m two sizes bigger than you so I had to…’  I drifted off in embarrassment at admitting to buying my own high heels.  


    ‘I knew you liked shoes.  I picked that much up on my own.  I just never imagined it was this bad.’


    I rallied a little bit of dignity to make another confession.  ‘And these tights aren’t yours.  I thought you might notice my leg hairs or extra stretching in them so I bought my own.’


    ‘Fuck,’ she said.  ‘Are you wearing panties?’


    ‘Yes,’ I said with shame.  ‘I’m sorry, but they’re yours.  As is the bra.’


    ‘You’re really wearing my underwear?’


    I nodded.


    ‘I need to sit down.’  She walked over to the bed and sat.  She looked down at the toilet paper on the bed.  Her face showed signs of disgust.  I scrunched up the toilet paper and chucked it on the floor before sitting down beside her.


    We sat for a moment without saying anything.


    I took a chance and put my arm on her back to try and comfort her.  She didn’t shrug it away.  She accepted my arm on her back.


    ‘It’s not so bad,’ I said.


    ‘Are you sure?’


    ‘As long as you don’t tell anyone.  If we could keep this as our little secret then there’s no need for this to embarrass us any further than it already has.’  Anxiously I waited for her response.  I needed her to keep my humiliating secret to herself.  If anyone else knew, my life would become…difficult.  Scarily she didn’t say anything.  Would she tell anyone?  Maybe she was too overwhelmed to think that far ahead.  What if she blabbed to her friends?  Even if she only confided on one it would be a disaster.  You know what women are like.  Gossiping little bitches.  One friend becomes two.  Two becomes three and so on.  I had to nip this in the bud.  ‘Please don’t tell anyone.  I’m mortified.  This is beyond embarrassing.  I feel so stupid sitting here in one of your dresses.’


    ‘The yellow suits you.’


    Was that a sign of humour?  ‘You think so?’ I asked.


    She put her hand on my knee.  I didn’t say anything.  She said, ‘Your knee feels good in tights.  So smooth.’  She rubbed her palm against my knee for a few seconds.  Then her hand slipped up an inch or two onto my thigh, the edge of her hand touching the hemline of the skirt.  She looked at me and asked, ‘So you like girls?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘You’re not gay?’


    ‘No.  I just like wearing women’s clothes from time to time.  I try not to make a habit of it.  I hadn’t done it in many, many years.  The only reason I started to wear yours was because you gave me the opportunity.  We more or less share the same dress size.  And you were out a lot, leaving me alone with your wardrobe.  I couldn’t resist.  As creepy as that sounds.’


    ‘But why?’ she asked.  Her hand was still resting on my thigh.  I could feel my erection growing again in her panties after wilting from shame.


    I came clean and told her about the film and about my mother’s clothes and shoes.  She nodded as I spoke but never once interrupted me with questions.  She let me explain myself in one long embarrassed monologue.  I think she understood that this was painful for me as I was baring a shameful piece of my soul that I didn’t want to expose.  Now was not the best time for interruptions.  She didn’t want to trample over me and make things difficult.  Her hand never moved from my thigh as I talked.


    When I finished there was a long silence.


    The silence stretched on too long.


    I couldn’t take it.


    I asked what she was thinking.


    After a distressing pause she asked, ‘Did your mother know?’


    ‘Not as far as I know.  But mothers know things.  It wouldn’t surprise me if she knew something, even if it was only a fraction of the truth.’


    ‘Have you ever damaged one of my dresses?’


    ‘No.  I’m very careful.  I understand to use the zips all the way down.’


    ‘How many have you worn?’


    ‘Most of them,’ I said as I hung my head in shame.


    ‘How many times have you done this?’


    I lifted my head and said, ‘Six times.  I try on multiple dresses.’


    ‘What do you do when you’re wearing them?’


    ‘You saw.’


    ‘You masturbate?’


    The blunt question discomforted me so much that I took my hand off her back.  ‘Yes.  That’s what I do.  That’s all I do.  I don’t do anything weirder than that.’


    ‘Nothing more?’ she asked with doubt.


    ‘I promise.  Look, I don’t invite anyone over if that’s what you’re thinking.  I just put the stuff on.  I admire myself like a little narcissist in the mirror and then I beat myself off.  I’m far from proud of it.  But it entertains me for an hour or so.  It’s perverse.  It’s stupid.  But it’s harmless.’


    ‘It’s not harmless.  It hurts me for a start.’


    ‘I know.  And I’m sorry.  But you were never to know.’


    ‘Do you ever get cum stains inside my underwear?’


    ‘No.  Never.  And if I did I’d sneak them out and wash them before returning them.’


    ‘Is it always clean knickers?’


    ‘Of course.  Why, what do you mean?’


    ‘Is it always new panties from my drawer?  Or do you borrow used ones from the washing bin?  It’s a reasonable question.  You’ve been caught and you’ve admitted to being a pervert.  So it’s realistic to wonder if you’ve been sniffing my dirty panties or jerking off in them.’


    ‘I haven’t done that.’


    ‘Why not?’


    ‘It’s just…  I didn’t even think to do that.’


    ‘You’re showing a lack of imagination.’


    ‘Sorry,’ was all I could say to that.


    ‘Okay,’ she said with an air of finality, as though she’d made a decision and was now about to announce her conclusions.  She took her hand from my nylon thigh and stood up.  She towered over me as I sat meekly on the bed.  I couldn’t keep looking at her.  The yellow skirt across my thighs shamed me when I looked down at them.  From her standing position she ordered me to look up at her.  ‘Look at me.’


    I couldn’t.  Instead I pulled the hemline down to cover my knees.


    ‘Look at me.’


    Against my own will I lifted my head.  I could only look as far as her breasts.


    ‘I said look at me.  Look me right in the eye.’


    I looked up at her face.


    ‘Okay.  Now the shock’s wearing off I’m seeing the situation more clearly for what it is.  Simply put: my boyfriend is a transvestite.  A sissy.’


    ‘I’m not sure if that’s technically right,’ I argued.  ‘I’m straight and I don’t…’


    ‘Don’t interrupt me.’


    ‘Sorry.’  I looked down again in embarrassment at her chastisement.


    ‘Look at me.  Stop looking away.  Face me.’


    I looked back up at her face.


    ‘This changes everything.  Our whole relationship is a lie.’


    ‘It’s not.  It’s just one detail.  I understand if you think…’


    ‘I said don’t interrupt me.  I didn’t interrupt you when you were talking about your mother.  So please extend me the same courtesy I gave you.’


    ‘Sorry.’


    ‘Are you going to shut up?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘I need time to think.  To work out how I feel about this.  My first knee jerk reaction is to kick you out and burn all my clothes.  But I’m past that now.’  She paused for a second before saying, ‘I think you should go home.’


    There was another silent pause.  It seemed okay for me to talk again.  I said, ‘It doesn’t have to be a big deal.  Nothing’s really changed beyond you now knowing something weird about me.  I’ll stop.  I don’t have to wear women’s clothes.  I’ll never wear one of your dresses ever again.’


    ‘You don’t get it.  Of course things have changed.  I’ve seen you look…silly.  How can I ever respect you ever again after that?  It isn’t a look I’m going to forget.  You’re…  You’re not a girl exactly.  You’re worse than a girl.  You’re a sissy man pretending to be a girl.  And that’s just pathetic.’


    ‘I’m not pretending to be a woman.  I just like the look and sensation of wearing dresses and high heels.  What’s the big deal?’


    ‘You’re a guy.’


    ‘So?’


    ‘They’re not for you to wear.’


    ‘Yeah, but so what if I do?  It’s not like I do it in public.  I’m not forcing anyone to watch me.  The world doesn’t come to an end if a man wears something intended for a woman.  It’s not actually that big a deal.  It only becomes one if you make it into a big thing.  Look, it was a total accident that you caught me.  Believe me when I say that was not by design.  I so wish you never came home early.  I really don’t want to be having this conversation.  But we are.  Your opinion, until now, didn’t matter as long as I didn’t damage any of your clothes.  What you didn’t know couldn’t hurt you.  No one else’s opinion apart from my own mattered.  Because it was a private thing.  What other people thought of it was irrelevant.  But now I’ve been exposed.  So now I’ve got to take your opinion on board.  I’ll stop.  I swear.  I won’t dress up again.’


    ‘I don’t know if that’s good enough.  I think you should go home and give me space to think it over.’  She turned and walked out the room.


    Fuck.


    Fuck.


    Fuck.  It was a disaster.


    I kicked off my heels, got up and unzipped the dress at the side.  I took it off and hung it back in the wardrobe.  I unclipped the bra and dropped it on the bed.  Then I pulled down the tights and panties.  I sat on the bed and took them off from around my ankles.  I folded them and placed them neatly on the bed.  I got up and stood naked in her bedroom.  I stared at myself in the full-length mirror.  My erection had long ago wilted again to nothing.  Apparently I was no longer a man in her eyes.  I couldn’t blame her for her reaction.  It was pathetic and weak of me to give into these bizarre desires.  The problem with fetishes is that it’s not like you choose them.  They choose you.  Once they’ve got their hooks into you it’s not like you can just reject them.  You like what you like.  There doesn’t seem to be much control over what turns you on.  Even if I hadn’t seen that film, I feel absolutely certain that my transvestite inclinations would have just come out later after a different trigger.  The film didn’t make me a transvestite.  I already was one.  I just didn’t know it at the time.  It was lurking in me, waiting to be articulated.  There is little doubt that I was destined to be aroused by the idea of wearing ladies garments.  I just was.  Why I don’t know, but it was there in me the whole time – probably since birth.


    I dressed in my boring man’s clothing and put the heels and tights in my briefcase.  I left the bra and panties on the bed – I didn’t know if she wanted to wash them or throw them out.


    Holly was standing in the downstairs kitchen brewing a cup of coffee.  She looked up at me when I came downstairs.  I stood in the door to the kitchen.  We didn’t know what to say to each other.  Eventually I said, ‘Call me if you want to talk.’  She managed to give me an enigmatically tight little smile.  What it meant I don’t know.  It wasn’t a grimace but it wasn’t exactly full-on friendly either.  I left the house after I waved goodbye to her.  I hoped she’d be able come to terms with what she’d seen, or she’d at least give me another chance to discuss it with her.  As painful as that would be.


     


     


    I fretted over the course of a sleepless night and until after lunch at work.  I replayed every moment multiple times in obsessive detail as I tried to work out just how bad it actually was.  What was she thinking?


    She called me after my lunch break and said, ‘Come over tonight after dinner.’  She sounded weirdly chipper.  Almost like she was in good spirits.  Frankly it was disturbing.  Why was she so damn happy?  ‘You sound happier than I expected,’ I noted.


    ‘Just come around.  We have a few things to go over.  I’ll see you later.’  She disconnected the call before I could say anything.  She sounded really up.  I had a sinking feeling of impending doom.  She seemed too pleased for comfort.  I could just tell she had something planned for me.


    

    


    
  


  
    Holly Dresses Me Up for Her Amusement


     


    I was right to be wary.


    I arrived at her house at seven.  It was winter so it was dark and her curtains were already closed.  All the lights were on in the house.  She didn’t seem to care about leaving lights on in unused rooms.  She answered the door in tight black leather trousers and a pink tank top.  She had tall six inch sling back, peep-toed tiger print heels on her feet.  I could see her green painted big toes through the cut out gaps.  She gave me a smile and her first words were to ask if I liked her new shoes.  I knew she was mocking me by asking that question.  I evaded the direct question and gave her a more general compliment about looking good overall.  She invited me in and closed the door behind me.  ‘Let’s go up to the bedroom,’ she said.  It didn’t sound like an invite to seduction.


    I stalled and said we should talk in the kitchen.


    ‘I’ve got something for you upstairs.  You’ll like it.  I promise.’


    ‘Are you mocking me?’ I asked.


    ‘Go up and have a look.  I’ve laid out something for you.’


    ‘A dress?’


    A smile spread over her face.  I could tell she was trying to keep a straight face with a serious demeanour but the smile was winning the battle with ease.  ‘You’ll like it, I’m sure.’


    ‘There’s no need to humiliate me further.’


    Her smile disappeared and she said with annoyed exasperation, ‘I’m not your enemy.  Instead of looking for the evil in me, why don’t you just go upstairs and look.’


    She was serious about me going up to the bedroom so I caved in.  I hung up my jacket and climbed the stairs.  When I pushed open her bedroom door I found clothes laid out on the bed.  A white blouse, a blue pleated pencil skirt, a plain white bra, white cotton panties and black tights.  On the floor before the bed was a pair of black wedge heeled office shoes.  There was no slip.


    She came in behind me and stood looking over my shoulder.  ‘You know what this is?’ she asked.


    ‘Your clothes?’


    ‘More specifically: it’s the clothes I wore to the office today.  Pretty, aren’t they?  I wore that blouse, those panties, those tights, that skirt and that bra for hours and hours today.  It was quite a busy day.  I’m afraid I got a bit sweaty.  Then I was trudging up and down the high street doing some shopping during my lunch break.  And I had quite a few wicked thoughts about you wearing my dresses.  Thoughts that excited me in a sexual way.  In ways that made my pussy wet.  So I’m afraid my clothes got a little soiled by my body.’


    There was a pause before she then announced that she wanted me to wear her office clothes.  ‘I’m going to give you a beautiful gift.  I’m going to let you put on my office attire.  Think about how I’ve been wearing this stuff all day.  Would you like that?’


    There was no response I could give that would allow me to keep any of my so-called dignity.  Of course it held a great appeal to my perverted little heart, but I couldn’t bring myself to say so to her.


    ‘Well?’ she asked.  ‘Say thank you.’


    I turned my back on the clothes on the bed to face her.  ‘Holly, please, don’t be cruel.’


    ‘“Cruel”?  You call this “cruel”?  Isn’t this what you wanted?  To wear my stuff.  Well here it is.  I’m letting you.  Could I be any kinder?’


    ‘You’re only doing it to hurt me.  You’re mocking me.’


    ‘Maybe a little bit,’ she admitted.  ‘But I did think it over.  You were right.  It isn’t so bad.  It’s just a bit of gender-bending fun.  And you know what, I kind of thought that was sexually interesting.  It made me drift off into a sexual fantasy.  One that I can make a reality.  I don’t have to apologise, or hide, or defend my perversity as you’re the one who’s the pervert who started this.  I’m practically innocent in comparison to you.  You’re the one who’s corrupted me.  Anyway, you owe me.  Wouldn’t you agree?’


    ‘Owe you what?’ I asked.


    ‘You should make it up to me by indulging my fantasy.’


    ‘What’s your fantasy?’


    ‘It’s boring to tell you.  Trust me.  You’ll like it.  Did you like the present I gave you?’ she asked as she indicated the clothes on the bed.


    Without looking back at them I gave in and admitted the truth.  ‘Yes.’


    ‘Indulge me this one fantasy.  Yes?’ she asked.


    I nodded.


    She clapped her hands together with delight.  ‘What are you waiting for?  Put on my clothes.’


    I turned back to the bed and took off my male clothing.  I folded my stuff into a neat bundle on the chair kept in the corner.  I was erect as I stepped into her cotton panties.  There were telltale signs of feminine sexual arousal at the crotch.  I tucked my dick sideways into the worn panties.


    ‘Do you like it?’ she asked.


    I nodded.  ‘What about the shoes?  They won’t fit.’


    ‘As I said, I went shopping at lunch.  I bought a pair of wedge heels like the ones I had on.  But in your size.  They should fit.’


    ‘I don’t like wedge heels.’


    ‘You don’t?  Why?’


    ‘I think they look silly.’


    ‘You do?’


    ‘I just don’t think they look good.  A proper heel is much sexier.  A wedge is the result of a fashion conscious woman who’s bored of simple but elegant sexiness.  It’s fashion.  It’s not sexy.’


    ‘Well I’m sorry your highness, but that’s what I wore today.  And it’s the only shoes I bought that will fit your feet.  So you mean to tell me that every time I’ve worn wedge heels you’ve thought I’ve looked ridiculous?’


    I backtracked.  ‘No, no.  Not ridiculous.  Just not as sexy as you would have looked in a proper heel.’


    ‘Shut up and put on the tights.  They’re eighty denier so the opaque black should cover up most of your unsightly leg hair.’


    I sat on the bed and rolled the tights up my legs to my knees.  Then I stood and pulled them up the rest of the way to my waist.


    ‘Now the bra.’  I put it on and she clipped it at the back.  She then helped me put my arms into the sleeves of her wrinkled blouse.  She buttoned it up from the bottom to near the top.  It was oddly erotic to have her work her fingers so close to my skin while her head was bowed in concentration barely a few inches from my nose.  She looked up at me and said, ‘I left the top two undone to attract some attention to my cleavage.  I am a woman after all.  I want men to acknowledge that I’ve got breasts.’


    ‘Are you really angling for male attention in your office?’


    ‘No,’ she scoffed.  ‘Now put on your skirt.’


    I picked it up and stepped into the blue pleated ring.  I pulled it up past my hips onto my waist.  Holly zipped it up at the back.  I was now in her office outfit.


    ‘Shoes,’ she said.  She crouched at my feet and helped me step into them.  She held my nylon covered left leg at the back of my calf muscle as she guided my foot into the leather.  It took a bit of force to get my foot in but once inside they weren’t too uncomfortable.  The other foot seemed to slide into the right shoe with less effort.


    She stood up and stepped back to look at me.  ‘Almost perfect.  Look at yourself in the mirror.’


    I turned and looked.  I’d already glanced a few times but this was my first chance to really take a good look.  I didn’t usually wear standalone skirts, and never blouses, as full dresses were both sexier and more convenient.  I looked okay.  If you looked at me from below my slightly tubby waist then I could probably pass for a girl.  If you ignored any leg hairs visible through the opaque hosiery and the bulge of my dick.  I had good legs.  Shapely, if I didn’t mind saying so myself.  From above the hips it wasn’t so good.


    I turned to face Holly.  ‘Thank you for this.  Does this mean you accept me for what I am?’


    She looked startled by the question.  ‘Let’s not try and run before we can walk.’  Changing the subject she asked if I wanted to do my make-up.  ‘I was thinking we could just do a light dusting of…’


    ‘I don’t do make-up.’


    ‘I’m sorry?’


    ‘I don’t do make-up.  I don’t like it.  It’s…too girly.’


    ‘I don’t understand.  You like to dress up in ladies clothes and shoes but you consider make-up to be too girly.  You’re going to have to explain that one to me.’


    ‘I like the clothes.  I do.  Obviously.  But I don’t do make-up.  It doesn’t do anything for me.  It’s not part of my fetish.  It’s why I’m not sure if I’m even technically that much of a transvestite.  Apparently for drag queens, and those types of people, it’s all about the make-up.  It’s more important than the dresses.  I assume.  From what I’ve heard.  I’m more into the shoes and tights and dresses.  If anything, I wonder if I’m not really just a simple shoe fetishist.  And the tights and dresses and panties are just an extension of that.  They’re like added props to enhance the allure of the shoes.  Once I’ve put on a pair of heels, it just feels right to support the fantasy with tights.  Then, when I’m wearing tights, it feels stupid not to put on a dress.  And I might as well wear panties so I can look up my skirt at them.  You understand?’


    She nodded slowly which suggested she wasn’t fully getting it.  So I explained further.  ‘High heels go on ladies’ feet.  Right?  If I put them on they’re on an ugly man’s body.  If I disguise my manliness with dark tights and a dress I can make myself look like a woman.  You see?’


    ‘I guess.’


    ‘This has nothing to do with wearing make-up.  It’s just not my thing.’


    ‘But you’d look more like a girl.’


    ‘To be honest I don’t think I care much about above the waist.  When I look in the mirror I usually just concentrate on the skirt and what’s below it.  I don’t worry if I look like a guy up top.  It just doesn’t matter to me.’


    ‘It would matter to me.  If we’re going to share this then I need you to put some make-up on.  For me?’ she half-pleaded.


    ‘For you?’ I echoed.


    ‘It would arouse me to paint your face.’


    ‘I really don’t want to.  Honestly, it just doesn’t do anything for me.  I kind of think make-up is…  I don’t want to offend you.  It works great for women.  It looks good on them, as it should.  But it’s messy and fiddly and isn’t going to look good on me.  I have no interest in playing with eyeliner and eye shadow and blush and who knows what else.  That way lies madness.  I don’t want to get involved in it.’


    The half-pleading turned to quarter-pleading.  ‘Please.’


    ‘No.’


    ‘Not even just some lipstick?’  The pleading was now completely gone.


    ‘I really don’t want to.’


    ‘I’ll make you look pretty.  I promise.  I won’t make you look like a drag queen doing a stage show in a nightclub.’


    ‘No.  And I’m not doing nail varnish either.’


    ‘I’ll be subtle.  Just a hint of make-up.’


    ‘I one-hundred percent draw the line here.  I won’t do anything that makes me uncomfortable.  Make-up is a line I refuse to cross.’


    ‘Okay.  I’ll drop it if you’re so touchy about it.  But there is something else I wanted to do.’  She opened her wardrobe.  Resting on the shoe boxes at the bottom was a plain white cardboard shopping bag.  She put her hand inside the open top and lifted out a jet black longhaired wig.  ‘Would you put this on?’


    Hair I didn’t have any issues with.  ‘If it doesn’t make me look too stupid I might wear it.’


    ‘It’s just a cheap one.  Well cheapish.  I think it looks pretty good.  Good enough for what we’re going to do.’


    She stood before me and put it on my head.  When it was on she walked around me to look over my shoulder into the mirror.  We both silently studied it in the reflection for a few seconds.  Holly got a brush from her vanity and started to groom it while I worked on pushing the fringe out my eyes.  When she was finished brushing my hair she asked if I trusted her.


    ‘Why do you ask?’


    She repeated the question.  ‘Do you trust me?’


    ‘Not really,’ I admitted as she put the brush on the vanity.  She walked over to the wardrobe and picked up the bag the wig came out of as she said, ‘That’s too bad because you’re going to have to.’  She moved over to my pile of clothes on the chair.  She picked them up.


    ‘What are you doing?’ I asked with alarm.


    ‘Nothing,’ she said casually as she walked out the room.


    She had my clothes.  My dignified male clothing.  Fuck.  I ran as best I could after her in the new wedge heels.  She was out the back door and at the garden gate by the time I got to the bottom of the stairs.  The fences were only waist-high.  She was standing facing me at the gate.  From the back door in the kitchen I called to her, ‘What are you doing?’


    ‘Nothing,’ she said.  She slipped my clothes into the white bag and placed it on the path before her feet.  ‘If you want it, all you’ve got to do is come here and pick it up.’


    It wasn’t a long garden but with fences so low I’d be too exposed.  I could probably dash out and be back indoors in seconds, assuming she didn’t grab the bag and whisk it away or start shouting to call attention to us.  Of course, as soon as I step out, her neighbours would pick that very moment to look out their windows.  Sods law guaranteed it.  They probably wouldn’t be able to decipher exactly what it was they were seeing, but it was still too iffy for me to take a chance.  The garden just wasn’t private enough.


    My legs refused to move to start the dash.  It was a small risk, but a risk none the less.


    ‘Do you want it?’ she asked.


    ‘Of course,’ I called out as I pulled off my wig.  ‘Please bring it back.’


    She shook her head and walked back down the garden path without the bag, all the time still shaking her head.


    We both stood in silence in the back doorway looking out at the white bag before the gate.  There was too much noise from the neighbourhood.  Drunks shouting in the distance.  Cars driving.  I was too wary to venture out.


    Eventually she walked away into the living room.


    Self-evidently I didn’t have the sack to go out there and get my clothes.  I was too intimidated to take the risk.  I guess I estimated the risk was lower if I played along with Holly.  I closed the back door and followed her into the living room.  She was standing before the TV with her hands on her hips.  ‘Your hair’s fallen off.  You should fix that.’


    ‘This is unfair Holly.’


    ‘Do you think it’s fair I caught you jerking off while wearing my clothes?’


    ‘Is this a revenge thing?’


    ‘No.  I just had a fantasy last night.  It involved a little bit of cruelty towards you, but ultimately it was harmless.  As payback for what you did, I thought I’d like to make my little fantasy a reality.  But you bucked against me and tried to exert some sort of authority over me.  Well that I can’t abide.  I will not accept you saying “no”.  If I want to put make-up on your face then you’ll fucking well let me do it.’


    I felt I should say something.  She even paused to let me respond.  Nothing came to mind so I stayed mute.


    ‘Go upstairs and sit at my vanity.  We’re going to make you look pretty.’


     


     


    Holly painted my nails a dark blue to match my skirt.  I took off the tights so she could paint my toenails.  To make the varnish dry faster she put my fingers and toes in a bowl of cold water for three minutes.  Once my toenails were mostly dry I rolled the tights back up my legs.  Then she did my make-up.  She even sprayed me with perfume.  It aroused me, and I assume her as well, to have her do this to me.  To be made far more girly than I’ve ever been before.  It was excessive to be feminised in this way.  As far as I was aware my fetish didn’t run to forced feminisation.  That was a separate thing to what I was into.  Annoyingly I liked it, which might mean I was a bigger pervert than I previously thought.  The make-up on my skin felt weird but presumably if I ever did it again I’d get used to it.


    Holly made me turn from the vanity mirror to face her.  She said, ‘There.  See.  I told you I’d make you look pretty.  It’s not garish at all.’


    She was right.  It was relatively subtle.  Not ugly and over the top like men’s faces usually are when made up with cosmetics.  I wouldn’t fuck me, but it was okay.  I looked back at myself in her vanity mirror.  A feeling of self-revulsion gripped me.  I might look okay but I still looked silly.  I was a man in drag.  A man in a blouse, a skirt, tights, bra, panties, wedge heels, a black wig, make-up and nail varnish.  She’d made a total fool of me far worse than I had ever made out of myself.  ‘I want to take it off.’


    ‘But we spent so long putting it on.  There’s real artistry here on your face.’


    ‘I don’t like it.  I want to take it off.’


    ‘No.’  She stood up and said, ‘If you’d used the word “need” instead of “want” then maybe I’d listen.  “Want” isn’t good enough to get out of this.  Now lie down on the floor.’


    I didn’t argue.  I got onto my knees and started to lie face down on the carpet when she said, ‘Face up.’  I sat my bottom down and laid the back of my head on the floor.  I stared up at her as she towered over me.  Unfortunately she was wearing trousers.  Sexy tight black leather was good, but a glimpse up a skirt would have kept my spirits up.  Then I got something better than a glimpse up her skirt.  She unbuttoned her tight trousers and pulled them down to her knees.  Followed by her blue lace panties.  She put both feet on either side of my head and stood with her naked cunt above me.  When in this position on the floor I couldn’t actually see her private area as the crotch of the trousers obscured my view.  She peered over the trousers at me and asked if I was enjoying the view.


    ‘Not really.  Your trousers are in the way.’


    ‘Too bad.  But don’t worry.  You’ll get a closer view in a minute.  Now open your mouth.’


    There seemed no reason not to so I did.  ‘Tongue out,’ she ordered.  I complied.


    She spat on my face.  Her phlegm hit my nose.  ‘Whoops.  Missed the target.  I better try that again.’  I’d closed my mouth so she ordered me to open up again and stick out my tongue.  I refused.  ‘Open it.’


    ‘No.’


    ‘If you don’t there will be consequences.’


    ‘Spitting is disgusting.  I’m not going to swallow your spit.’


    ‘But that’s where you’re wrong.  Dead wrong.’


    ‘No.’


    ‘I have decreed it.  Don’t make me angry.  Open up.’


    ‘No.’


    ‘You’re starting to make me look bad.  If you don’t open up there’s going to be a very real penalty for this bad behaviour.  Don’t make me prove that I’m your master.’


    ‘I can’t do it.’


    ‘If I have to force you I will.  Don’t make me be the bad guy and cause me to do something you’ll regret.’


    She wasn’t going to drop it.  Reluctantly I opened my mouth.


    ‘And stick the tongue out.’


    I did.


    ‘All the way,’ she ordered.


    I presented my tongue as she wished.


    ‘Are you ready to receive my gift?’  To improve her aim she leaned down closer to me and spat.  This time the phlegm landed on my tongue.  ‘Close it and swallow.’


    It wasn’t my idea of sexy but I did as instructed.


    ‘I bet your cock is so hard right now under that skirt.  But really, when you think about it, it’s not really a cock anymore.  That’s too manly a word for a sissy like you.  You don’t have a cock.  Real men have cocks.  And you’re not a real man.  What you’ve got is more of a clit.  An embarrassingly oversized clit.  So I think that’s what we’ll have to call it from now on.  It’s not a cock.  It’s a clit.  Repeat it to me.  “It’s not a cock.  It’s a clit.”’


    I gave in without a fight and repeated her taunting words.  ‘“It’s not a cock.  It’s a clit.”’


    She gave a sadistic laugh and said, ‘Does that make you feel unmanly?  Does it?  Does it make you feel like a woman to have your dick sexually reassigned as a clit?  This must be your dream, to be called a woman.  To have your manhood systematically removed or denied.  To have your cock reclassified as a vagina.  You must be over the moon.  I can see quite the little clit tent in the front of your skirt, so don’t deny it.  You know, and I know, you love this.  I bet you’re so perverted you’d even get turned on if I was to stop calling you by your boy name and I gave you a new sexual identity.  You need a girl name.  Let me think.  Something very girly.  What can we call you?  We need something without an obvious male analogue.  I know.  How about Becky?  Rebecca.  Little pervy Rebecca, the slut who likes to worship Holly’s shoes.  Do you like that name?’


    I did.  For my sins I did.  ‘Yes,’ I admitted.


    ‘Then as your first act as Rebecca, I want you to lick my shoes.  You heard me.  Lick them.’  I turned my head to the left and started licking at her tiger print six inch heels.  ‘Get your filthy blowjob tongue on my shoes and clean them.  You filthy whore.’


    I enthusiastically licked at her right shoe.  ‘You like that, don’t you?  You love the taste of shoe leather.  You’re a little slut whore.  Aren’t you, Rebecca?  Answer me.  Holly’s asking you a question.  Don’t be rude.’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.’


    She bent down and slapped me across the mouth.  ‘Don’t call me mistress.  I’m not your mistress.  Call me by my name.’  She slapped me again.  Then again for good measure.  It stung.


    ‘Yes, Holly.’


    ‘Keep licking,’ she said as she straightened up.


    ‘Yes, Holly.’  I returned my attention back to her right shoe.  I didn’t lick the parts of the dirty soles that walked on the ground, and she didn’t ask me to do so, if she even noticed.


    ‘That’s good.  I like my whores to be obedient and docile.  Get your filthy tongue in all the nooks and crannies.  You can lick my toe.  In fact, I demand you do.’  I was more of a shoe-guy over a foot-guy but I had no qualms about licking feet.  I put my tongue against the naked big toe that was in the peep-toe cut out.


    ‘Your filthy tongue’s doing a good job.  You really are devoted to it.  Now the other one.  I don’t want it to feel left out.  Give your love and attention to the left shoe.’


    I turned my head to the right and started licking her left shoe.


    ‘That’s right.  Lavish it with your misplaced love and devotion.  Be a pervert, Rebecca.  Love those shoes like the shoe slut fetishist you are.  You don’t have to pretend you’re normal anymore.  Those days are behind you.  You can now be the shoe slut you always were.  This is your place in the world, Rebecca.  This is it.  You belong down there.  You belong down at my feet licking my shoes.  Don’t you?  Don’t you?’


    Shockingly I fell in line and grovelled at her feet.  ‘Yes, Holly.  Thank you, Holly.  I live to lick your shoes.’


    ‘Just as I thought.  I was only guessing you were this servile a shoe slut, but now you’ve confirmed it.  How can I have any respect for a whore like you?  Tell me.  How can I respect you after this shocking display of submission?  I can’t value you as a person.  Not after what I’ve learned about you.  It’s impossible.  It’s not a rhetorical question.  I want an answer.  How can I respect you?’


    I stopped licking at her shoe and said, ‘You can’t.  I’m not worthy of your respect.’


    ‘You’re basically like a piece of shit I’ve stepped in and dragged into the house.  Your very presence is offensive.  An insult to my senses.  Your very existence is an inconvenience.  You should apologise for existing.  Go on.  Apologise.’


    I took a break from tonguing her left big toe.  Without sarcasm I said, ‘I’m sorry.  I’m sorry for existing.  I’m literally sorry for breathing.  I’m just outright sorry for everything.  Please let me lick your cunt to make it up to you.  I’ll make you feel good.  Good enough to justify my existence for a few minutes.’


    ‘Very well.  It’s the very least you can do.’  She sat on my face.  Her naked cunt was smothering my nose and mouth.  ‘Lick, whore.  Lick.  Lick it better.  Pretend it’s a shoe if that’s what gets you so excited.  Weirdo.  I expect a good, clean orgasm from your filthy shoe licking tongue.  You hear me?’


    From the depths of her hole I said I agreed.


    ‘What was that, Rebecca?  Did you say something?’


    Muffled by her cunt I said, ‘I agree.’


    ‘Good.  Now go to work.  I know it’s not as much fun as shoe leather but I’m sure my vagina won’t bore you too much.  So keep licking.  Show me what kind of a whore you really are.  Impress me.  Do you like it down there?’ she asked as she lifted her body up an inch to allow me to breathe.  I was gasping for air.  After I got my breath back I said, ‘Yes, Holly.’


    She dropped herself back down onto my face and said, ‘You better like it, because this is what you’re getting whether you like it or not.  Maybe your vagina might provide me with some entertainment later.  Maybe.  I’m doubtful that it will hold my attention for long, but I’m cautiously optimistic.  But it’s your tongue that’s the real star attraction.  It’s your shoe licker of a tongue that I expect the most from.  I’m sure the boys love to feel it run up and down their dicks.  You should thank me for allowing you to lick my pussy.  What do you say, Becky?’ she asked as she lifted her vagina off my face.


    After taking in a lungful of air I said, ‘Thank you, Holly.  You’re most kind and generous.’


    ‘I am, aren’t I?  In fact I’m so kind and generous I’m going to give you yet another gift.  First my clothes.  Then my spit.  Then my shoes.  Now my cunt.  And now I’m going to give you my arsehole to lick.’  She sat her bum hole right on my mouth.  Without hesitation I started licking it.  It wasn’t the first time I’d rimmed a ladies’ behind, but it was the first time I’d done it with Holly.  My tongue rimmed her anal back passage.  Her breathing was becoming more laboured with pleasure.


    ‘Do you like that, Rebecca?  Do you like arseholes?  I bet you do.  Face it, you’ll lick anything.  Cunt, penis, arsehole, shoes.  Anything.  You’re a cunt licker.  A dick licker.  An arse licker.  And a shoe licker.  And you’re not even going to deny it.  Because you can’t.  You’re a little fetish girl with the weirdest desires.  Put your tongue in deeper.  Make it hard like a penis and penetrate me.  Here, I’ll help.  I’ll hold my arse cheeks open to let you get in better.’  She lifted her bum off my face to let me breathe.  She then put her hands on the back of her butt cheeks and pulled them apart, thus opening her arsehole.  She sat back down on my face.  Luckily she was clean as my tongue pushed upwards into the forbidden hole.  I don’t know what had come over her to take charge of me like this, and what allowed me to submit to her will.  Whatever it was, this balance of power dominance and submission thing was sexy.  It did thrill me to submit to her commands.  It did excite me when she called me by a girl’s name.


    ‘Are you enjoying that?  It’s okay Becky.  You can be honest.  It’s not like you can go down any further in my estimation.’


    She lifted her arse and I said, ‘Your arse tastes beautiful.’


    ‘You really like it?  I hope so, for your sake.  Do you like being buried in my arse cheeks?’


    ‘Yes, Holly.  It’s wonderful.’


    With bewildered disdain she said, ‘You’re one strange little girl,’ as she sat her arse back on my mouth.  ‘This is too funny to keep to myself.’


    Oh dear, I didn’t like where this was going.  With fear I stopped licking to hear her next words.  She lent backwards and slapped me on the side of my torso and admonished me for my dereliction of duty.  ‘I didn’t tell you to stop.  Keep licking.  If you’re not licking then what use are you to me?’


    I continued to tongue her arsehole.


    ‘That’s better.  Hello, Sophie?’


    What?  Was she on the phone?  From my limited view under her body I hadn’t noticed her dialling a number on her mobile.  In fact, where did the mobile come from?  It wasn’t in a trouser pocket.  I’d have seen the bulge if she’d managed to squeeze anything into those decorative pockets.  ‘Are you busy right now?’ she asked.  ‘Can you come round?  I’ve got something to show you.  It’s highly amusing.’


    Still I kept licking as she talked to her friend Sophie.  The only Sophie I was aware Holly knew was someone who wasn’t in her inner circle of best friends.  She was more of a satellite acquaintance rather than a full-on friend.  I’d met her only the once in passing when Holly noticed her leaving a shop we were entering.  They stood and nattered for a few minutes.  I said about two sentences to Sophie and she said about three to me.  She was a tall redhead with a slightly angular nose.  I assumed that was the Sophie she was talking to on the phone while I polished the insides of her arse with my tongue.


    ‘Yes.  The sooner the better.  I promise it’ll be worth your time.  I don’t want to say.  It’ll ruin the surprise.  Wear pretty shoes.  Trust me.  High heels will make it better.  See you soon.’  She put the mobile on the bed and looked down at me.  ‘Did you hear that?’


    Muffled by her arse I said, ‘Yes.’


    She lifted her bum to let me breathe clean air.  ‘You know what that means, Rebecca?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘What does it mean?’ she asked with her butt hovering an inch above me.


    ‘Your friend Sophie’s going to come over and she’s going to see me in your work clothes.’


    ‘That’s right.  How does that make you feel?’


    ‘Embarrassed.’


    ‘And ashamed?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Are you not going to beg me to let you go, or to get dressed before she gets here?’


    ‘There’s no point.  I know you’ve made up your mind.’


    She sat back down on my face.  This time it was her cunt she was pressing down on my mouth.  ‘Lick it.’  I stuck my tongue up into her private sex hole.  ‘You give me too much credit.  My decision is not final.  You can get up anytime you like and walk away.  You’re choosing to stay down there on the floor lapping at my cunt and arse.  That’s your choice.  You made it and you’re keeping to it.  You want to be down there doing that.  I’m not forcing you to do anything.  Just push me off and get your clothes.  You can be dressed and out of here in five minutes.  But you don’t want to.  Do you?  Because you’re a pervert.  A transvestite enslaved by his own perversity.  You want to be here.  You want to wear my clothes, lick my shoes, eat my pussy.  And you want Sophie to see you.  Don’t you?’


    I didn’t answer.  Instead I kept licking.  Her breathing was becoming heavier.


    ‘It thrills you to think of two beautiful women enslaving you in feminine clothes and using your fuck holes.  Sophie turns you on under normal circumstances.  That’s okay.  She’s supposed to.  She’s beautiful.  A radiant girl.  A man who doesn’t get hard in her presence has something wrong with him.  But you’re going to get more than just her presence and attention.  You’re going to get to wear…my clothes while she…looks at you.  That’s like a dream…for you…isn’t it?’  She was becoming orgasmic.  ‘That’s what you…want…  You want her…to belittle you.  To laugh at you.  You want…you want…’


    She came in my mouth.  ‘You bitch,’ she shouted.  At lower volume she said, ‘You dirty, filthy bitch.  You made me come.  That’s so rude and impolite to make a girl come when she’s in the middle of talking.  I’ve lost my train of thought.’  She stood up and rubbed her pussy with her hand for a second.  ‘What was I saying?’


    I sat up and wiped her pussy juices from around my mouth.  I said, ‘You were talking about how much I’d like Sophie seeing me in your work clothes.’


    ‘That’s right.  Is it true?  Have I pegged you right?  Does it turn you on to think of Sophie standing before you laughing?  Mocking you for being such a stupid bitch boy sissy.  Does that give you a tingle in your clit?  Does it feel like someone’s punched you in your vagina?’


    ‘No,’ I lied.  ‘I don’t want her to see me.’  I put my knees and legs together to one side like a dainty girl who doesn’t want the boys to see up her skirt.  I leaned on my opposite arm.  ‘That’s not what I want.’


    ‘But you like the humiliation.  I know you do.’


    ‘Please, don’t do this to me.’


    ‘Then leave.  I’ll probably tell her about you and we’ll laugh and gossip about what kind of “man” you are.  Or “girl” I suppose.’  She used obnoxious air quotes made by her fingers when she said ‘man’ and ‘girl’.


    ‘You know I can’t leave.’


    ‘Of course you can.  If you want to.  I’ve not restrained you in bondage.  You’re not my prisoner.’  She pulled up her blue lace panties to cover her privates.  ‘You’re a free girl.  Go.  Be free.’  She pulled her tight trousers up and buttoned them.  ‘Do whatever the fuck you want.’  She tucked her pink tank top into the trousers.  ‘Assuming Sophie left her house straightaway, I’d estimate you’ve got ten minutes to get out of here.’  She held her bare arms up by her head to indicate she had nothing in her open hands.  ‘I’ve got nothing up my sleeves.  No tricks to keep you here.  I’ll even go get your clothes for you.’  She dropped her arms and walked out the bedroom.


    I get to my feet in my silly looking wedge heels and followed her downstairs into the kitchen.  By the time I got there she was already coming back down the garden path with the white bag in her hands.  She closed the back door behind her.  She placed the bag on a kitchen chair she pulled out.  ‘There you go.  Now you can leave.’


    I looked into the bag.  My clothes seemed to be in it.  There was no obvious trick being pulled on me.  I looked at her and said, ‘But you’ll tell her.  I’m being blackmailed to stay.’


    ‘You know what, you’re right.  I don’t want this subjugation to be forced.  For it to mean anything it has to be given up freely by your own choice.  I don’t know what this is worth to you, but I promise not to tell Sophie about you.  You have my word.  I’ll say I just invited her over to drink wine or whatever.  I’m not blackmailing you.  I want you to stay by what you consider to be your own free will.  My bet is: your perversity won’t allow you to leave.  This is too good to give up.’


    ‘You asked if I trusted you earlier.  I said I didn’t.  And I still don’t.  I trust you even less now than I did ten minutes ago.  You’ll tell Sophie about me.  I know it.’


    ‘It’s up to you if you believe me or not.  All I can say is: I’m not going to tell her.  You’re wasting time.  Your clothes are right there.  Well?’ she asked.  ‘Are you going or staying?’


    Obviously I wanted to go but I was torn.  This was an exciting new avenue of sexual exploration that had opened up.  It was probably a once in a lifetime opportunity.  What were the chances that the next girlfriend to catch me trying on her clothes would set up a…what?  A threesome?  Or was it something crueller, more sadomasochistic in nature than a mere threesome?  Could I dare to dream a scenario like this would ever come my way a second time?  Of course not.  How could I walk away from this?  It truly was a once in a lifetime opportunity for weird, aberrant sex.


    ‘You’re wavering,’ she observed.  ‘Would it be fair to say you feel conflicted between a boring safe option and an exciting one?’


    ‘You could say that,’ I conceded.


    ‘The clock’s ticking.  What’s it going to be?’


    ‘I don’t know.’


    ‘I think you do.  If you’d really wanted to leave you’d have at least started to change clothes.  But no.  You’re still standing here in your blouse and skirt and bra and panties.  Too aroused to leave.’


    She was right.  I gave her a non-committal shrug.


    ‘Your wants and desires are so obvious to me, Rebecca.  You want this.  You’re so transparent.  You want Sophie and me to treat you like the bad shoe licking tart that you so obviously are.  You want us to use your tongue for our pleasure and amusement.  You want to lick our shoes and pussies.  Admit it.’


    There was no response I could give to that except the self-evident truth that she was correct.  For me to deny it would have fooled no one.  I chose to not react.


    ‘Be a big girl and confess.  Tell me that you like licking Holly’s shoes.’


    When I didn’t say anything she slapped me hard across the face.  ‘Admit it.’


    ‘I admit it.’


    ‘Say it all.  Say that you’re a dirty slut shoe licker.’


    ‘I admit it.  I’m a dirty whore shoe licker who enjoys licking Holly’s pussy and shoes.’


    ‘And wearing her clothes.’


    ‘And I like wearing her clothes.’


    ‘“Like” seems too tame a word.  I’ve seen you and your overexcited tongue.  I think the word “love” would be more appropriate.’


    ‘I love licking Holly’s shoes and cunt and wearing her pretty girl clothes.  I love it.’


    ‘And you want to lick Sophie’s shoes and pussy.  Right?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘You want to lick Sophie’s shoes and pussy while wearing Holly’s office clothes.  And you want me to watch while you do it.  Am I Correct?’


    ‘Yes.  I can’t deny it.’


    ‘She’ll be here soon.  We should find a way to introduce you.’  She picked up the white bag and put it on the floor by the waste and recycling bins.  ‘To get it out the way,’ she explained after I looked at it a fraction too long.  ‘Don’t worry.  I’m not implying it’s to go out with the trash.  When we’re done you can leave in your boy clothes.  When we’re done with you.’


    She walked out the kitchen to the living room.  My lack of trust in her made me quickly check that my stuff actually was inside the bag.  It was.  I then put it on the bottom shelf inside one of the food cupboards beside the pasta.  If she came running to grab my clothes I’d have a few extra seconds to catch up and wrestle them away from her, if she could even find them.


    I followed her into the living room.  She was seated in the middle of the sofa with her arms stretched expansively out on top of the back cushions on both sides.


    I asked if I could take off my shoes.  ‘They’re starting to pinch in a bad way.’  Standing up in them was significantly more painful on my little toes than when I was lying down.


    ‘You are denied,’ was all she said to that.  ‘Take away the footstool and replace it with your own back.’


    ‘You can’t be serious.’


    ‘Do I look like I’m joking?’


    She didn’t look like she was cracking jokes.  Without further stalling I picked up the footstool and put it out the way against the wall with the TV.  I took its place by crouching on all fours before the sofa.  I faced the closed curtains to Holly’s left.


    Holly put the back of her tiger print heels on my spine.  ‘This must be quite the honour for you to feel my shoes on your back.  This is a good position for you to masturbate from.  Wouldn’t you agree?’


    ‘Yes, Holly.’


    ‘So go ahead.  You’re a dirty bitch.  I don’t suppose masturbating in front of other girls would bother you.  In fact, you’d probably like it better than doing it without appalled spectators.  I bet you’re the type of slut who likes an audience.  Why don’t you pull up your pencil skirt.  Pull your little clit out your panties and rub it while we wait for Sophie.’


    I didn’t need any further encouragement to make me humiliate myself and start masturbating.  I grabbed the hemline of the pencil skirt with both hands and pulled it up around my hips.  While I supported myself with my left hand I used my right to reach into my black tights and white cotton panties.  I gripped my erection.  I pulled my dick out the panties so it dangled over the waistband.  My balls were still cradled inside the panties.  I started stroking it while Holly watched with her feet resting on my back.


    The humiliation was intoxicating.  It was so wrong on so many different levels.


    Holly leaned in to get a better view.


    She watched for about a minute in silence.  I would describe it as a fascinated silence.


    She leaned back against the sofa and placed her hands on her thighs.  She continued to watch me as I jerked my cock.


    ‘Keep stroking it,’ she said.  ‘I guess I should tell you something.  I didn’t just buy you a new pair of wedge heels.  I did some other shopping.  I went to a sex shop.  I now regret not buying a butt plug.  I think now would be a great time to insert something in your bum.  But alas, I didn’t buy one.  Oh well, you live and learn.  Keep stroking.  I guess that was a failure of my imagination.  But don’t worry.  The other things I bought can go in your arse.  They’re long and thick and hard.  Can you guess what they are?  Keep stroking.  Can you guess?’


    ‘Dildos?’ I suggested.


    ‘That’s right.  Two dildos.  One for Sophie and one for me.  They’re the expensive, realistic looking ones.  I liked that they looked real.  That way when you’re sucking on them you’ll be able to imagine they’re real dicks.  I bought an eight inch dildo and a six inch dildo.  I didn’t want to overdo it with a monster cock.  Keep stroking.  I also bought something else to go with them.  Do you want to guess what that is?’


    ‘Lube?’ I said as I continued to rub my cock.


    ‘No, you silly girl.  I’ve already got lube.  Keep stroking.  I bought strap-on harnesses so we could spit roast you.  That is the technical term, right?  Spit roast.  That’s when one guy fucks the girl from behind while a second guy receives a blowjob while both men are standing and she’s bent over at the waist.’


    ‘Yes, Holly.’


    ‘Keep stroking.  That’s what we’re going to do to you, Rebecca.  Assuming Sophie isn’t offended at the very sight of you.  You’re going to be our whore.  We’re going to degrade you.  Spit on you.  Fuck you.  Make you come.  And we’re going to make you lick our pussies and our shoes.  Keep stroking.  I hope Sophie’s wearing something nice for you.  What are the chances she’s wearing nice high heels and not boring flats?  Or worse, wedge heels?  I did tell her to wear heels, but there’s no guarantee she took my advice.  We mustn’t forget the shoes.  That’s the key to your enslavement.  The shoes.  The very root of your sexual desires.  You’re probably right when you said you’re not so much a transvestite as a shoe fetishist.  Keep stroking.’


    ‘Please Mistress, can I come?’  It felt appropriate that I asked permission before making a mess of her carpet.


    She lifted her left foot and thumped it back down onto my spine.  ‘I’m not your mistress.’


    ‘Sorry Holly.  Can I please come?  I’m getting close.’


    ‘No.’


    ‘Please.’


    ‘No.  You haven’t earned it yet.  Coming is a privilege, not a right.’


    ‘I can’t help it.  If I keep stroking I’m going to come.’


    ‘Keep stroking.’


    ‘Please.’


    ‘No.  Keep stroking it.  But don’t come.  I don’t want you making a sticky mess on my carpet.’


    ‘I can catch it in my other hand.’


    ‘Keep stroking,’ was all she said to that.


    ‘I can’t hold out.’


    ‘Don’t come.’


    ‘I’ve got to,’ I groaned.


    ‘Don’t you dare.’


    ‘I’m coming,’ I explained as I ejaculated my love into the palm of my left hand, which I quickly positioned under my cock.  I groaned as cum squirted out my dick and into my hand.


    Holly jumped up and kicked me forcefully on the left side of my ribcage with her right shin.  ‘You stupid cunt.  Look what you did.  Rebecca, you filthy whore.  You made a guy come in your hand.  This is unacceptable behaviour.  Totally beyond the pale.  You can’t beat off men in my living room.’


    I sat up so I was kneeling with my bottom resting on my heels.  The tights were stretched very prettily across my knees.


    ‘You better not get any cum on your skirt or panties.’  Holly walked around me to the other side and stood before the TV.  She squatted down so her face was only an inch from mine.  ‘You’re a slut.  And a dick stroker.  You’re self-indulgent.  I told you not to make that dick come and you went ahead and did it anyway.  You’re very disobedient.  I can’t have disobedient girls under my feet.  I’ll need to teach you a lesson in manners.  You need to behave yourself before Sophie gets here.  If you like cum so much maybe you should cover your face in it.  Let Sophie see you with a man’s jism all over your stupid cunt of a face.  Go on.  Smear it on your face.  But don’t eat it.’


    I did as ordered and ruined my make-up.  I lifted the cupped hand to my face and spread my semen over my forehead, cheeks and along my nose.


    ‘Now you look a proper tart.  There’s nothing ambiguous about it now.  No one can look at you and think otherwise.  What will Sophie think when she sees you already covered in cum?  She’ll think you’re a really shameless whore.  Won’t she?’


    ‘Yes, Holly.’


    ‘Sophie will think you’re a good-time girl with loose morals.  Sucking off guys and taking their cum loads on your face.  How filthy.  And not even having the common decency to wipe it off like a normal civilised person.  She’ll think you’re a total whore.  And she won’t be wrong.’


    ‘I am a whore,’ I volunteered from out of nowhere.


    ‘Indeed you are, Rebecca.  You better clean your vagina.  Anything in your clit you can eat.’  She got to her feet and walked out the living room.  I heard her go up the stairs, and then movement above me in her bedroom as she moved around.


    I was alone.  I could still run from Holly’s house.  It might not be too late.  Sophie still hadn’t turned up, although surely it was just a matter of time before she did.  I was on borrowed time.  Yet I didn’t get up.  I didn’t put an end to this dreadful humiliation.  Instead I reached down for my dangling half-flaccid dick and squeezed it to encourage any remaining cock juice to leave my urethra.  A little bit of cum seeped out.  I ate this along with what was clinging to the head of my penis.  Like the whore Holly said I was, I ate male cum.  The salty jelly tasted as unappealing as it always did.  It might have been my own but I allowed myself the thought that it wasn’t.  The idea that another man had given it to me held an allure to it.  I wasn’t gay, and yet that idea came to me and I didn’t reject it.  She was twisting my head with all this stuff.  If I wasn’t careful she’d have my head turned inside out with new desires I didn’t even know I had.


    Holly came back down the stairs.  She came into the living room with a roll of white toilet paper and a white cardboard shopping bag – like the one my own clothes were in.  For a moment I wondered if she was planning to do something with my clothes.  Then I remembered she’d definitely not gone into the kitchen.  She threw the roll of toilet paper to the ground in front of me.  ‘Clean yourself up but leave the stuff on your face.  We want Sophie to see that.’


    I took the toilet paper and ripped off a few sheets and wiped my hands and dick.  I hadn’t put my cock away so it was still hanging out over my panties with my skirt around my hips.  I threw the used tissues into a nearby wicker bin beside the little glass table where she kept her remotes.


    Holly walked over to the closed curtains.  She put the bag on the armchair under the window and peeked out the curtains to check for Sophie.


    I stayed kneeling looking towards her with my bottom resting on my wedge heels.  At last I put my dick back into my panties and I pulled the skirt down from around my hips.


    Holly closed the curtain over and turned to me.  ‘She’s here.  Last chance.  If you want to run out the back door she might not see you.’


    I stayed rooted to the spot.


    It was dumb.  Very dumb.  The avalanche of shame and humiliation coming my way was off the charts.  Yet here I was.  Dressed up in Holly’s office attire with my own cock juice smeared across my make-up covered face.  This was both the low and the high point of my life.  I just sat there waiting for it to happen.  All I did to make myself look more presentable was pull my skirt down ever so slightly closer to my knees.  Fuck knows what Sophie’s reaction was going to be to me looking like this.  If she’d been tipped-off in advance to expect something perverse and weird she might be more amused than horrified.  Unfortunately she was coming into this house cold with no idea of what we’d been up to.


    Holly said, ‘Seriously?  You’re going to just sit there?  Have you no pride?  No dignity?’


    Apparently not.  ‘I’m Rebecca.  I’m a whore.  I lick girls’ pussies and shoes.’


    She giggled.  ‘You should say that when I introduce you.’  She didn’t wait for my response.  She walked out the room to the hall to open the front door before Sophie could ring the bell.


    

    


    
  


  
    Spit Roasting Rebecca


     


    I listened as Holly and Sophie in the hallway said their hellos and other pleasantries.  Some stuff was said about Holly taking Sophie’s jacket and handbag.


    The time of my ultimate humiliation was imminent.  The half-closed living room door opened.  Sophie came into view.  It was the Sophie I thought it was going to be.  She was wearing tight black jeans and a Motörhead band logo T shirt.  On her feet were black open-toed four inch heels.  It was the rock chick look.  This surprised me as I thought of her as a more formal person who was rarely out of a blouse and pencil skirts – like the stuff I was wearing now.  Sophie came to an immediate halt with a look of confused shock on her face.  I could see her hesitation as to whether she should back out or keeping going forward as she realised that she’d walked in on something deeply private and embarrassing that she wasn’t supposed to see.  Holly came up behind her and said, ‘This is Rebecca.’  To me she said, ‘Go on Rebecca.  Say your thing.’


    It took a second for me to dredge up the submissive gall to speak.  My cum covered cheeks must have been crimson with shame.  Somehow I got my mouth to work.  ‘I’m Rebecca.  I’m a whore who likes to lick shoes and pussies.’


    Sophie’s face changed from confused shock to amusement.  A smile spread across her face.  She turned her head to Holly and asked, ‘Is that cum on his face?’


    Holly said in a rueful tone, ‘I’m afraid it is.  She’s not a nice lady, if you know what I mean.  She was sucking off a guy before you came over.’  I blushed even further in abject horror at this lie.  Would Sophie understand Holly was exaggerating, or would she actually take her friend’s word as the exact truth?


    Sophie looked back at me and said to Holly, ‘I had no idea he was so perverted.’


    ‘She,’ corrected Holly.  ‘She likes to be referred to as a girl.  And as you can see, she also likes to look like one.’


    Playing along with the gender reassignment Sophie said, ‘She looks like she’s dressed for the office.’


    ‘She is.  Rebecca likes to play at being a secretary or a businesswoman with my clothes.  So I let her wear the outfit I wore to the office today.’


    ‘No!’ said Sophie in shock as she turned her head to face Holly.


    ‘It’s true.  She likes to put on my clothes and masturbate.  I caught her yesterday trying on a yellow dress.  As you can imagine, I was appalled.  But then I got over myself.  I realised that this poor creature couldn’t help the way she is.  She was too enthralled by my shoes and hosiery, dresses and panties to resist the lure of trying them on.  I was being selfish to deny her the sensual pleasure of putting on tights and make-up.  The swish of a skirt across knees and thighs.  Shoes that hurt for the ideal of beauty.  These are things we take for granted.  Yet for Becky, she could only indulge herself furtively in private like a pervert.  For us it’s socially acceptable.  For her it’s the very opposite.  Can you imagine the torment?  Well I could.  And it made me laugh.  And I wanted to share that laughter with you.  Are you glad that I did?’


    ‘Is this because of that thing?’ asked Sophie.


    Holly nodded.  They didn’t elaborate on what this ‘thing’ was.  Holly said, ‘I knew you’d understand this and have the sensitivity to appreciate Rebecca’s predicament.’


    Sophie didn’t respond verbally to this, but I could see her demeanour change as she turned her full attention back on me.  I could instinctively tell she was putting on a ‘dominatrix’ persona.  It suited her in the black clothes and the long red hair.  If anyone looked like a cruel bitch, it was her.  She asked Holly, ‘Are you sharing her with me?’


    ‘If you want her.’


    Was that an evil glint in Sophie’s eyes?  She said, ‘I’ll take her.  You said her name’s Rebecca?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘That’s a very pretty name.  Did she pick it?’ she asked as though I wasn’t there.


    ‘It turns out she’s been using it for years.  Apparently she’s well-known down at the gay bars for arriving in full drag and blowing paying customers in the toilets.’


    ‘No!  She’s a prostitute?’  If Sophie was only acting that she believed everything Holly was saying then she was doing a good job of selling it to me.


    ‘She said it herself when you walked in the room.  She’s a whore.  Money, no money, whatever.  As long as there’s dick and pussy involved she doesn’t care.  Look at her.  She’s literally covered in some random guy’s cum.  Are you really surprised she’s a prostitute?’


    ‘I suppose when you put it like that, it’s really not that surprising.  Wow, think about it: you’ve been in a relationship with a secret homosexual tranny prostitute.’  She said this as though she believed every word coming out of Holly’s bullshitting mouth.  Could she be so dumbly naive?  Then again, she had just walked in on me wearing Holly’s clothes with cum spread over my cheeks and forehead.  Maybe it wasn’t such a ludicrous leap to believe I was capable of the things Holly was saying.


    Holly said, ‘Obviously this is over.  I can’t have a boyfriend who answers to the name Rebecca.  That just isn’t going to happen.  But I thought of you and how you handled that incident.  You were right to use him for your own pleasure before discarding him and telling us all about it.  Never in my wildest dreams did I think an opportunity like that would present itself to me.  And then what happens.  My boyfriend turns out to want to by my girlfriend.  Pathetic really.  I thought you’d like to tag along and use him too.’


    ‘I’m grateful for the invite.  She doesn’t say much, does she?’


    ‘She’s got nothing to say.  She’s really more an object than a person.  A couple of holes for us to double team.’


    ‘Do you have strap-ons?’


    ‘I bought two this afternoon.  They’re in the bag,’ she said as she pointed to the white bag on the armchair.  Sophie walked over to the armchair and lifted the dildos and harnesses out of the bag.  She inspected them with a connoisseur’s eye for craftsmanship.  Holly explained that she’d removed the packaging earlier to save them time.  Without any hanging around Sophie stepped into a harness and pulled it up to her crotch.  She tightened it in place over her black jeans.  Then she took the larger eight inch flesh-coloured dildo and positioned it in the harness ring.  She secured it in place so it poked out from between her legs without her having to hold it.  She left the other harness and the six inch dildo on the armchair in front of the white bag.  She pulled the Motörhead T shirt over her head to reveal a sexy lacy blue bra.  She threw the T shirt onto my lap.  ‘You can wear that later after we’ve fucked.’  Her T shirt held no appeal.  There was nothing specifically feminine about it apart from the small size.  I could wear that T shirt in public and no one would think I was cross-dressing.  It wasn’t girly enough to be of any interest.  There was no point saying anything about this so I just kept my mouth shut and put it aside.


    Sophie said, ‘I think we should see how good her dick sucking talents are.  If men pay money for it, then it must be above average.  I doubt they’re paying for her beauty.  She’s too common looking to be considered particularly pretty.  Though I admit she has a certain sexiness.  Come here, Rebecca.  Come to me on all fours and ask to be allowed to suck my dick.’


    I got on my hands and knees and moved across the living room carpet towards her.  In my mind I was aiming for slinky, but I doubt I achieved it.  She stood with her hands on her hips as she waited for me.  The tights rubbed against my shins and thighs in a way that made me feel good.  When I reached her I stayed on all fours and looked up at her.  I grovelled.  It was pathetic.  ‘Please, Sophie.  Please, can I suck your cock?’


    Sophie looked over to Holly and asked her opinion.  ‘Should I let the little tart suck me off?’


    ‘Maybe you should make her lick your shoes first.  She seems to like that.’


    ‘Does she now.’  To me she said, ‘Are we a little shoe fetishist?  I suppose you might as well have a lick at them if that’s what gets you off.  If that’s what you truly want to do then I’m not going to stop you.  You may lick my shoes.’


    I put my tongue on her black open-toed four inch heels.  I started licking at the leather and at her exposed toes.


    As I dealt with Sophie’s shoes Holly said to her, ‘You know, she usually gets paid to suck dick.  The shoes she’ll do for free.  But I think it’s only fair we pay her for the dick sucking.  We shouldn’t deprive the tart of her livelihood.’


    ‘You’re right.  How unbelievably rude of me.  It’s not reasonable to expect free dick sucking from a sex worker.  I feel like such a tool asking for free service.’


    ‘Did you bring any money?’


    ‘My purse is in my handbag.’  To me she asked, ‘How much do you normally get paid?’


    I stopped licking her shoes and looked up at her.  I didn’t take the opportunity to explain that I wasn’t really sucking off men in toilets while dressed in drag.  Instead I said, ‘Twenty.’  It seemed like a reasonable number.  Not too much.  Not too little.


    ‘Twenty?’ Sophie nearly shrieked.  ‘You must be good.  For a prolific blowjobber like you I’d have thought it would be more like ten.’  To Holly she asked if she’d mind going into the hall and getting two tens from out her purse.  Holly nodded and disappeared into the hallway.


    I bowed my head and started licking Sophie’s shoes again.


    In the silent pause, as she waited for Holly to come back, she leaned down and said in a low voice, ‘You are one really strange girl.’  She went back to her full height and said nothing else after delivering her damning verdict.  I assumed she had no interest in hearing my response so I said nothing and continued to humiliate myself by tonguing her stiletto heel.  Sadly I didn’t have much of a defence to counter her low opinion of me.  It wasn’t like the truth, once untangled from Holly’s embellishments, was going to restore any dignity or stature to my standing in her eyes.  The truth was barely only one or two notches better than Holly’s lies.  I was the transvestite who’d been caught by his girlfriend trying on her clothes.


    Holly reappeared and handed the money to Sophie.  They stood side by side before me.  Sophie said to me, ‘I’ll tell you what.  I think twenty’s too much.  No matter how good a dick sucker you are, I don’t think you’re worth a whole twenty.  And since we’re women, I think you should give us a discount.  I don’t know your policy on cum.’  She paused for a moment in thought.  ‘Do you like cum?  Judging from your face you do, but I don’t want to just assume.  When you assume you make an ass out of you and me.  Do you like it, dick polisher?  Is cum something you enjoy playing with?’


    ‘I…don’t mind it,’ was all the response I could come up with.


    ‘Since we’re not going to come on your face or in your mouth, I think we should get a discount.  I think you should do the both of us for twenty.  Does that sound fair?’


    ‘Um…okay.’


    ‘Excellent.’  Sophie put her hand out to me with the two tens in it.  She said to Holly as I took the money from her, ‘I’ll pay.  It’s my treat.’


    ‘Thank you.  I’ll get the next one.’


    Where to put the money?  I tucked the folded up notes into my skirt waistband.  Holly said, ‘No.  You’ll lose your earnings when things get rough.  Put it in your shoe.  I’ll make sure you keep your shoes on throughout the session.’  She explained to Sophie that I didn’t like my shoes.  ‘She says wedge heels look silly.’


    Sophie said, ‘What an extraordinary thing to say.’


    ‘I know.  She has no taste.’


    ‘She is a whore after all.  You can’t expect good taste and refinement from a girl who trades blowjobs for money.’


    Holly ordered me to put my money in my shoe.  I sat on my bum and took off my right shoe.  I placed the notes inside the leather.  Then I put my nylon covered foot inside to trap it in place for safekeeping.  It was my whore money.  Money ‘earned’ for sexual services.  It was technically kinky sex play but presumably I’d get to keep the money.  So technically was it prostitution?  No.  I didn’t think so.  I’m fairly certain it wasn’t.  It’s sex play.  Right?  They hadn’t turned me into a prostitute, had they?  No.  I’m sure the transference of money in this context fell squarely into the realm of sexual fantasy.  It wasn’t a real financial transaction.  That’s what I told myself as I squirreled away my immoral earnings.  There was no pimp so surely that also helped to mitigate the whole sleazy atmosphere around money being exchanged for sex.


    Sophie said, ‘Back on all fours.’


    I got on my hands and knees before the two of them.


    ‘Now suck my dick.’


    ‘Yes, Sophie.’


    ‘Call me Mistress Sophie.’


    Holly touched her arm and said, ‘Let’s keep this casual and drop the mistress thing.’  Sophie was a bit taken aback by that but agreed anyway.


    I put my right hand fingers around the base of her realistic looking flesh-coloured eight inch dildo and held it firmly in place.  The dark blue nail varnish Holly put on me looked ludicrous to my eyes.  This whole situation was ludicrous.  Here I was about to suck a girl’s dick.  That girl was a near stranger and my girlfriend herself was standing beside her, watching as I ‘cheated’ on her.  For money.


    Holly said, ‘Be a good girl and make her cock feel as good as you can.  I have faith in you.  I know you’re a good cocksucker.  So don’t let us down.’  Holly stepped slightly to my side and took hold of my head.  Her fingers became tangled in the long black wig as she forced my head down onto her friend’s dick.  ‘Don’t choke on it.  And don’t smear your lipstick.  I don’t want to see any lipstick traces on Sophie’s cock.’


    My mouth was around the length of Sophie’s shaft.


    Sophie laughed.  ‘What a whore.’


    I sucked.


    I licked.


    I sucked some more.  I licked the head of it.  I licked the rubber balls at the base.  I moved my head up and down the shaft.  I worked it.  Other times I was told to stay still while she pumped it in and out my mouth with deft movements of her hips.


    She fucked my face and I fucked her erection.  It was turning into a sloppy blowjob with lots of saliva.


    Holly said to me, ‘You’re quite the spectacle.’  To Sophie she asked if I was good.


    ‘Yeah.  As expected, she knows how to work her mouth and tongue around a dick.  I wouldn’t complain if I’d paid twenty for it.’


    To me Holly said, ‘That’s a high compliment.  But don’t get complacent.’


    Holly took the remaining dildo and strap-on harness from the armchair and walked behind me out of view.  I took the cock out my mouth and turned around to see her fiddling with the unfamiliar equipment.


    ‘Eyes front,’ demanded Sophie.  ‘Stick out your tongue.’  I held it out for her.  She tapped the tip of her rubber cock on my outstretched tongue.  Then she slapped her dick on my cheeks and around my mouth.  ‘You like that, don’t you Rebecca?  You love cock so much you like it when I slap it across your face.’


    ‘Yes, Sophie.’


    ‘I bet you do.  Maybe you should eat some of that dry cum that’s on your face.’


    ‘Yes, Sophie.’  I put my fingers on my cheeks and gathered up my still wet but cold to the touch cum.  I put my fingers in my mouth and ate the cold juice.  Warm and fresh was better.


    ‘And up here,’ she said as she pointed above my eyes.


    I scooped up the remaining cum from my forehead and ate it.  ‘What a slut,’ was all Sophie said after I was done eating the ejaculated fluid from my face.


    I sucked on her pecker for another couple of minutes.  Sophie informed me that Holly was sitting on the sofa wanking her cock while watching me.  ‘Don’t look back.  Keep sucking.  You could do her a favour.  You could flash her your knickers.  What colour do you have on?’


    I slipped the dick from my mouth and said, ‘Plain white cotton.’


    ‘Did that disappoint you not getting to wear lacy lingerie?’


    ‘No.  I like cotton panties.’  What would be banal for women could be exotic to me – the day to day ordinariness of white cotton panties did something for me.


    Over my head Sophie asked if Holly wanted to see my butt in white cotton and black nylon.  ‘Of course.  I always like to look up girls’ skirts.’  The unexpected hint of lesbianism made my already hard dick throb a little harder.  What a thought: Holly sneaking peaks up other girls’ skirts to see their panties.


    I pulled my skirt up to show Holly my behind wrapped in nylon and cotton.  ‘Such a pretty butt,’ said Holly.  ‘I’m going to have to anally have it later after I get my dick sucked.’


    We’d done fingers up the bum before, and today we graduated to rimming with my tongue, but we’d never put anything more substantial than a couple of digits up that most unhygienic of places.  Anal sex was a new one for me.  I both feared it and felt excited about exploring this most forbidden of orifices.


    Sophie said, ‘Okay, that’s enough.  I’m getting bored now.  Your technique is good but it’s a little repetitive.  Now go to Holly and suck her erection like you did mine.’


    ‘Yes, Sophie.’  I pulled my skirt back down to cover my behind.  ‘Thank you, Sophie.’


    ‘You’re welcome.’


    I turned around and crawled on all fours over to Holly.  She was sitting on the edge of the sofa on the middle cushion.  Her six inch flesh-coloured rubber erection was jutting out from between her leather covered legs.  I crawled between those leather trousers and put my hands on her inner thighs.  I felt the leather with my fingertips and palms.  Sophie remained standing before the window.


    ‘Are you ready?’ asked Holly as she pushed strands of wig hair from the side of my face.


    ‘Yes, Holly.’


    ‘That’s good.  Go ahead.  Show me what you can do.’


    I licked the head of her dick.


    ‘This is so shameful, isn’t it?’ she asked.


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Why do you like sucking dick so much?’


    ‘I guess I’m just a natural cock-whore,’ I said between licks.


    ‘You’re probably right.’  I started to suck on the thick dildo.  ‘There is something natural about seeing you subservient on your knees in a skirt and blouse.  It just makes sense.  This is the natural order of things.  Those tights rubbing against your legs.  Your clit pushing against the inside of my knickers.  You sucking dick.  It all adds up.  It’s like a balance in the order of the universe has been reached at long last.  I don’t think you can ever go back to pretending to be a man.  That would be a denial of the truth.  You need to live as a girl.  You need to have all your orgasms while wearing pretty dresses and high heels.  You need to embrace your inner goddess and explore your feminine side without restriction.  You’re really a girl and you know it.  We’ll dress you up in panties and bras.  Stockings and lingerie will be your new passion.  We’ll kit you out with a whole wardrobe of heels for you to play with.  I’ll teach you how to apply make-up.  You’ll never again have to pretend to be a man.  Now we know your true nature we can stop with the lies.  At least, when here and at your house, you can live as a girl.  You can shave all your unsightly hair off your body.  With a bit of effort we could make you look good.  If we put you on a diet we could maybe get you to fit better into my dresses.  The bulge of your stomach isn’t very feminine.  Not that your oversized clit looks good either in tight skirts.  I suppose there’s not much we can do about your lack of curves.  That’s the tragedy of being born a man.  You’ll never have all the in and out bits I’ve got.  I suppose a corset would give you some curves above the hips.  We could stuff your bra with falsies.  But maybe you should just get a sex change.  Would you like to have real tits?  Do you want to have your cock cut off and replaced with a vagina?’


    I took the saliva covered dick from my mouth and said, ‘I don’t want that.’


    Holly frowned.  She leaned forward and slapped me on the left cheek.  I took my hands from her thighs but stopped myself from putting them up to feel my face.  Instinctively I knew that would just piss her off.  She slapped me a second time on the left cheek.  She then spat on my face.  ‘You bitch.  How dare you.  Are you trying to say having a cock’s better than having a cunt?’


    ‘No, Mistress.’  The forbidden ‘mistress’ word just slipped out my mouth.  In this context it was just so appropriate.


    Holly slapped me on the right cheek.  Then the left cheek.  Then the right.  Then the left again.  ‘I’m not your mistress.  I’m your paying customer.  And I don’t like your attitude.  The customer is always right.  Got it?  If I’m the customer then I’m right.  If I say pussy is better than cock then I’m right.  And if I say you want a sex change, then I’m right.’  She looked to Sophie and asked her what she thought was better.  ‘Cock or pussy?’


    Sophie was rolling a condom down her shaft as she said, ‘I love cock but I sincerely believe women feel more during sex.  Physically and emotionally.  It’s more intense.  More complex.  I think a girl gets more out of sex than a guy does.  If she’s with the right guy.’


    Holly turned back to me and asked if I’d prefer having a penis or a vagina.  I didn’t make the mistake of going against her so I caved in and said I wished I had a vagina between my legs.


    ‘Just as I thought.  But we won’t judge you.  It’s okay Rebecca.  We understand.  Sophie and I are girls.  We know how good it feels to be a woman.  We know how good it feels to be a woman who’s sucking cock.  And now so do you.  Put it back in your mouth.’


    I re-inserted the cock into my mouth and continued to suck away at it.  I felt like such a whore.  I put my hands back on her leather trousers, but this time I was feeling her shins and knees as my hands slid up and down her tight leather.  I sucked and sucked as she pontificated on the wonders of being female.


    ‘Isn’t that the best?  That feeling of feminine power as you suck on a penis.  Isn’t that just the best feeling in the world?  To know that you’re giving pleasure to a penis that’s erect because you turned it on with your feminine allure.  Tell me, don’t you feel more at peace with yourself now you’ve become a girl.  You can’t say otherwise, can you?  Now you’ve experienced the power of being a woman you can never go back.’


    Sophie walked over to my rear.  She hiked my skirt up to get it out the way around my hips.  She then hooked her fingers from both hands inside my tights and pulled them down to just above my knees.  Then she hooked a finger into the back of the panties and pulled them down an inch or two at the back to expose the top half of my bum.  My arsehole peeked out just above the waistband.  She didn’t pull the panties down any further so my erection and balls were still inside the cotton panties.  My dick strained hard against the inside fabric.  Lube must have been in the white bag, or at least close to hand, as she was now smearing slippery goo around my arsehole using her right index finger.  She casually popped the finger inside me without a word of warning.  She felt around inside my anus.  As she did this I kept sucking on Holly’s dick while Holly talked about how great being a girl was.


    ‘It’s definitely the better way of life.  To wear beautiful clothes.  To wear shiny high heels.  To have long hair and to paint your face and nails.  To wear earrings and necklaces.  To take men as lovers and have them cream their cocks inside your body.  To have a cunt that can give you multiple orgasms.  To not only be allowed to, but to be expected, to find men attractive.  To suck their penises.  To eat their cum.  To be held by a man.  To be the girl in the relationship.  It’s a sort of bliss.  I know Rebecca: it’s what you’ve always wanted.  We understand.  We truly do.  You want to be us.  To be like the women you envy so much.  To be able to suck dick while wearing a pretty dress and cute shoes.  It’s the best.  It really is.’


    Sophie withdrew her exploratory finger from my anus.  She then spread my butt cheeks and spat on my hole.  Sophie said, ‘This is what you really wanted.  To be penetrated by a big dick.’  She pushed the tip of her condom covered eight inches up against my hole.  She ordered me to reach back and hold my butt open.  I took over from her hands and held myself open for the abuse.


    She pushed inwards with her thick dick.


    My flesh gave way.


    The head of her dick entered my anus.


    I stopped sucking on Holly’s cock and removed it from my mouth as I had to concentrate on what was happening behind me.


    Another inch pushed in.


    Sophie took hold of my hips and rocked her dick in and out a few inches without going any deeper.


    Then she slipped it in a further couple of inches.


    She rocked it back and forth.


    Then she went in another inch.


    Then another painful inch until she was balls deep.  She stood motionless with it inside me.  She informed me that it was all the way in.  I guess she thought I might not have noticed the big eight inch dick inside my virgin arse.  ‘Congratulations, you whore.  My dick is all the way in.  Does it feel good?’


    I wasn’t sure what the truth was to that question but I answered, ‘Yes,’ anyway.


    She pulled it out a few inches.  Then pushed it back in.  ‘Did you enjoy that?’ she asked.  She had changed her handholds from my hips to grabbing onto the waist of my bunched up skirt.  The skirt gave her better leverage for butt fucking me.


    ‘It feels great,’ I said, still not knowing if that was how this butt sex actually felt.


    ‘Would you like me to do it again?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘What a whore.’  She pulled out and pushed in.  Again and again.


    Holly tapped the end of her dick against my nose.  It was an indication that she expected me to continue sucking her penis.  ‘Don’t neglect me.  We’ve paid for this and I’ve still not come.’  I put the dick back in my mouth and resumed sucking her off while Sophie continued to plough my arse.  Holly said, ‘You don’t stop sucking until I fill your mouth or I get bored.  And you’re far too entertainingly pathetic to bore me.  I want my money’s worth.’


    Sophie said, ‘That’s a good point.  We didn’t talk about payment.  How much do you charge for anal penetration?’


    I bucked against her in an animal need to feel her full-length inside me.  My mind was blank.  She repeated the question.  I didn’t know how to answer her.


    Holly slapped me four times on the right cheek while I still had her dick in my mouth.  ‘Sophie asked you a question.  How much do you charge for anal?  Answer her.’


    I pulled the dick from my mouth and blurted out, ‘One-hundred.’  It was the first number that came to mind.


    Sophie asked, ‘For both of us, or for each of us?’


    ‘Each.’


    Sophie said, ‘Well I hate to haggle, but I think we deserve another discount.  Don’t you?’ she asked Holly instead of me.


    Holly said, ‘Of course.’  To me she said, ‘After all we’re helping you fulfil your womanly destiny.  By the way, you’re not sucking,’ she complained as she slapped me once more.  I started sucking again like the girl I was.


    I let go of my arse cheeks and put my hands back on Holly’s knees.  Holly continued.  ‘We’re helping you to become the girl you always wanted to be but feared you never could.  We’re dressing you and feeding you cock.  Maybe tomorrow we’ll find you a real man you could deep throat.  Would that appeal to you, Rebecca?’


    I said, ‘No,’ with the cock buried deep in my throat.


    ‘Don’t be shy.  We know that’s your ultimate fantasy.  To take a male lover and make him come in your mouth.  And to then eat it.  Because that’s what real girls do.  It will make you feel like a real girl at last.  It’s the ultimate expression of femininity: to eat cock while wearing heels and a skirt.  Because only girls do that.  Only girls, girls like you Rebecca, are meant to suck cock while wearing high heels, tights and dresses.  You’re a girl, Rebecca.  A total girl.  That thing between your legs isn’t a cock.  It’s a vagina.’


    Sophie slapped my arse as she fucked me up the bum.  The slaps hurt enough to make me pull the dick out my mouth and curse out loud.  ‘Manners!’ said Sophie.  She spanked my arse cheeks with loudly concussive smacks for a few seconds.  I didn’t waste my time complaining about the pain.  Anything I had to say would fall on unsympathetic ears.  My face and arse cheeks were probably both rosy-red by now.  Sophie said, ‘We were talking about payment.  How about giving us a quarter off?  Would seventy-five be enough or will your “pride” not allow you to tart yourself out so cheap?’  The word ‘pride’ was sneered with contempt.


    I pulled Holly’s erection from my throat and said, ‘I am a cheap whore,’ before stuffing it back in.  That was me agreeing to the price.


    Sophie said, ‘I’ll take that as a yes.’


    Holly said to Sophie, ‘You paid for the blowjobs.  The anal’s on me.’


    Sophie continued to plough my arsehole and I continued to suck on Holly’s big dick.


    I was in heaven.


    Too much heaven.


    ‘I’m going to come,’ I inaudibly said with the dick gagging my mouth.  My erection was straining at the very limits of the stretched white cotton that was imprisoning my cock.  My dick pulsated as I felt my orgasm build.  Pre-cum was probably seeping out of it.  If they’d seen it they’d probably make a joke about how I was getting my panties wet just like a real girl.


    Sophie remorselessly fucked me.  Her hands didn’t stray beyond the waist of my skirt she was holding onto.  She didn’t feel a need to spank me anymore.  It would have been nice if she’d used her hands to fiddle with my cock.  As it was, I had to take my orgasm from her cock rubbing and prodding my prostate.


    The fluid flowed out my cock and into Holly’s panties.  It wasn’t an explosion.  It was more of a seeping of cum over many seconds instead of one quick climactic eruption.


    My groans alerted the ladies to my situation.  They both looked down to see cum drip out my panties onto the floor below.  Sophie kept fucking me and I kept blowing Holly’s dick.  An orgasm was no excuse to stop fucking.


    Holly mocked me by saying, ‘You wet your knickers.  You dirty girl.  You’re so wet with arousal you’ve soaked them.  That’s shocking.  I’ve never been so turned on that I’ve ruined a pair of panties as thoroughly as you have.  That’s disgraceful.  You haven’t just stained your panties.  You’ve absolutely soaked them all the way through.  You slut, Rebecca.  You absolute shameless slut.’


    Sophie eased up on the fucking and said, ‘We should make her eat her own panties.  Let her see if she likes the taste of her own pussy juices.’


    ‘Excellent idea.’  Holly tapped me on my left cheek, instead of the usual hard slap, as a cue for me to stop blowing her dick.  I took the rubber penis from my mouth and wiped away the drool from my chin.  I cleaned my saliva covered hands on my bunched up skirt.


    Sophie pulled out the full eight inches of her cock from my arsehole.  She ordered me to stand up.  With the tights around my knees I stood.  I was a little lightheaded from the butt fucking.  The wedge heels were killing my toes; more specifically they were crushing my little toes into a corner.  Holly stood up as well.  I was sandwiched between them in the living room.  I was facing the window with the two of them facing each other.


    Sophie ordered me to take off my panties and ‘eat’ them.


    At last I could kick off the shoes.  I removed the heels and gingerly spread out my toes.  Then I awkwardly pulled off my tights.  I folded them up as neatly as I could.  ‘Nice toes,’ teased Sophie in reference to the blue nail varnish Holly had put on me.  I thanked her for the compliment, as that’s what women did when given an admiring comment.  Holly took the tights from me and held them under my nose.  ‘Sniff,’ she ordered.  I inhaled the smell of women’s hosiery before she put them on the sofa.  I then stepped out of my soggy panties and held them before me in both hands.  


    ‘So?’ asked Sophie.  ‘Are you going to sniff them?’


    ‘Yes, Sophie.’  I really wanted to call her mistress but the word was forbidden.  I lifted the sodden panties to my nose and inhaled their smell.  My nostrils filled with the odour of cum, lube, sweat and Holly’s privates.


    ‘Do they smell good?’ asked Holly.


    ‘Yes,’ I half-lied.  They smelled weird but the perversity almost made them smell nicer than they really were.


    Sophie asked, ‘Are you going to lick them?’


    ‘Yes.’  I stuck out my tongue and pressed it against the inner crotch where a big blob of my semen had gathered.


    Holly asked, ‘Does it taste good?’


    ‘Yes.’


    Sophie asked if I was going to lick it up.


    ‘Yes.’


    I licked at the panties and gathered some male discharge into my mouth.


    Holly wanted to know if it still tasted good.


    ‘Yes, Holly,’ I replied with my mouth full of my own jizz.


    Sophie said, ‘Are you going to swallow it?’


    ‘Yes, Sophie.’  I swallowed.  The salty jelly was washed away down the back of my throat.


    Sophie asked, ‘Are you going to put them in your mouth and eat them?’


    ‘Yes, Sophie.’  I scrunched the panties into a ball and opened my mouth.


    Sophie giggled as she said, ‘That’s it.  Pop it in your whore mouth and taste your own girly discharge.  That will teach you for ruining knickers with your lustful thoughts that cause your genitals to get wet.  Wet girls need to be punished.’


    ‘Yes, Sophie.’  I pushed the panties into my lipstick smeared mouth.  I felt the moist cum clinging to the panties.  I licked what I could off the fabric and swallowed.


    ‘Do you like eating your panties?’ asked Sophie.


    My mouth was full, and I’d been taught by my mother never to speak with something in my mouth, so I just nodded.


    Holly said, ‘Maybe later you can eat our panties.  They won’t be as filthy as yours, but I’m sure we’ve got a few stains you might enjoy licking.’


    Sophie pulled the condom off the end of her erection and walked over to the wicker bin beside the sofa.  ‘You want to have a go on her?’ she asked Holly as she dropped the used condom in the bin.


    ‘Yes.  I think I will.  It’s what she’s here for.  A whore that doesn’t get fucked is a waste of space, so I might as well enjoy her hole while she’s here.  One second and I’ll get Rebecca’s money.’  She picked up my tights from the sofa and handed them to me.  ‘Put these back on.’  She then walked out the living room.


    The panties were still inside my mouth as I sat on the sofa.  I pulled the black tights back up my legs.  I didn’t dare touch my soft dick or my lube covered arse to clean them.  I pulled the nylon over my wet cock and butthole.  If I got cum and lube stains inside my tights then so be it.  I stood up and pulled the skirt down towards my knees and tucked the blouse back into the waistband.  I smoothed everything out as best I could.


    Sophie said, ‘You’re kind of interesting – for a whore.  You can take the panties out your mouth.  I’m sure you’ve licked them clean by now.’


    I took the panties from my mouth.  I held both sides of the moist waistband and held it out for her to inspect.


    ‘That’s very good, Rebecca.  As Holly said, maybe we’ll let you clean our panties too.  I’m very wet and presumably very messy down there.  The base of the cock bumping back and forth on my clit certainly felt good.  Did you like my dick up your arse?’


    I dropped the panties onto the sofa as I said, ‘Yes, Sophie.’


    ‘Are you ready to take Holly’s dick all the way up it?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Is your arse sore?’


    ‘A little bit.’


    Holly walked in with money in one hand and a condom in the other.  She held the money out to me.  ‘One-hundred and fifty.  As agreed.’


    With shameful downcast eyes I took the money.  I added it to the twenty already in my shoe.  Keeping my view down and away from her eyes, I watched as she put the condom on her dick and squirted clear lubricant on it.  She ordered me to rub it in by wanking up and down on her cock.  I rubbed it in by giving her a handjob.  I then took an extra dab on the end of my fingers to freshly lubricate my arsehole.


    Holly ordered me to bend over.  Sophie put her dildo in my mouth and made me suck it.  Holly pushed her six inch cock into my anus after yanking my skirt and tights out the way.


    Wordlessly Holly fucked me up the arse while I sucked off Sophie’s erection.


    

    


    
  


  
    Holly and Sophie Urinate On Rebecca


     


    My anus took a pounding from Holly’s dick.  Sophie’s cock was lodged deep in my throat.


    We worked away like this for several minutes until Holly started groaning.  She was having an orgasm.  ‘Fuck me,’ she shouted as she came.


    She pulled her cock out of my arse and Sophie withdrew hers from my mouth.


    I slumped onto the sofa and pulled my tights back up and my skirt down to my knees.  I was sitting on my wet panties.  The ladies unbuckled their harnesses and stepped out of them.  Holly pulled the condom off her disembodied erection and added the rubber to the bin.  They put the dildos and harnesses on the glass table with the remotes.  The girls hugged for a moment before breaking their embrace and turning to me.


    The atmosphere felt awkward.  The sex was over.  We were spent with exhaustion.  There couldn’t be much more to do.  Sophie hadn’t had an orgasm, at least not one that I observed, but presumably she’d give herself one later at the memory of this.  Now here was the bit where we felt silly and embarrassed that our stupid passions got so wildly out of hand and away from us.  Now I just felt like a silly pervert in sweat drenched women’s clothing.  If I felt stupid before, then I felt much stupider now sitting on the sofa after all that crazy debauchery.


    Sophie broke the silence by saying to Holly, ‘You know there’s one thing I’ve always wanted to try.  It’s not something I’d be mad enough to ask anyone to do.  Normally,’ she added.  That foreboding feeling of impending doom made itself felt once again.  Whatever she was going to say was not going to be good for me.  ‘But this is as good a time as any to suggest it.  Now I’ve got someone who isn’t really in any position to judge me.’


    ‘What is it?’ asked Holly with interest.  Why did she have to ask?


    ‘I’ve always wanted to pee on a guy.’


    Unfazed Holly said, ‘I’m not sure I’d call Rebecca a guy.  But with a lack of men around, I suppose you’ll just have to compromise and piss on Rebecca instead.’


    They both turned to me.  I shook my head.  I was not into the idea of being used as a toilet.  Being urinated on held no appeal whatsoever.  I might be a pervert but I wasn’t that far gone.


    Holly said, ‘It’s an excellent idea.  What a great way to round off the evening’s entertainment.’  I violently shook my head.  ‘Why are you shaking your head?’ she asked me.


    ‘I’m not a human toilet.  That’s disgusting.  I’m not doing it.’


    ‘Just like you weren’t going to dress up and put make-up on?  We’ve been here before, Rebecca.  Haven’t you learned anything?  I always get my way.  If I want to see Sophie empty her bladder all over your cunt of a face then it’s going to happen.  I think it’s been well-established that you’ll volunteer to do anything I want.’


    ‘I’ve already come twice.  I’m not so easily led, now my dick’s not doing all the thinking.’


    ‘Let’s not kid ourselves.  Even now your clitoris is doing most of your thinking.  It wants this.  You want this.  I want it.  Sophie wants it.  So stop trying to pretend to us that you’ve got scruples.  We all know you don’t.’


    ‘It’s going too far,’ I protested.


    Sophie sat down on the sofa beside me.  She stroked my inner thigh and leaned in to whisper in my ear.  ‘I’m going to pee on you.  And when I do you’re going to get to see my vagina.  I might get so turned on I might slip you inside me.  I can’t guarantee it.  What I can guarantee you is this: if you don’t let me piss on you then you definitely won’t get to see my pussy, or feel me from the inside.’  She stopped stroking my inner thigh and leaned away from me.  She said to Holly, ‘Where will we do it?  I assume you don’t want me to piss all over your living room carpet.’


    ‘The shower’s the obvious place.  Or the garden.’  She couldn’t be serious about risking the neighbours seeing a woman urinating on a transvestite in her back garden, so I didn’t react to that insane suggestion.  ‘I guess I could wash it out of the bed sheets.  You could do it in the spare bedroom.’


    Sophie said, ‘I think the shower’s too antiseptic.  There’s no atmosphere and Rebecca can’t lie down as there’s not enough space.  I’d favour the spare bedroom.’


    ‘Or what about the kitchen?  It’s linoleum.  That should be easy to clean.’


     


     


    I was lying face up on the floor of the kitchen.  The dinner table and the chairs had been moved into the hall and living room to make space.  Standing over me was Sophie by my knees.  She’d taken off her black jeans and shoes as she didn’t want any splash-back on her clothes.  She was now only wearing her underwear.  Her orange lace panties didn’t match her lacy blue bra.  I was still dressed in Holly’s skirt, bra, blouse, tights and shoes.  The wig and smeared make-up was still on me.  The only thing I’d lost, apart from all my dignity and standing as a man, was the panties.  The skirt was pulled up and my tights pulled down in order to allow my erection to poke out from between the feminine attire.  Holly stood a few steps back from my head so to avoid any splashed urine.  She was holding towels and toilet paper in preparation for a quick clean up.  A mop and a bucket of water was also prepped and ready for action.


    Was I really allowing this to happen?  I was letting a woman use me as a toilet.  She was literally, on purpose, going to piss on me; and I wasn’t stopping her.  Her aim was towards my erect dick but she purposely refused to agree not to piss on my face.  The warm jets of her private water could go anywhere.  This was madness.  Truly a step beyond the previous step beyond.


    ‘Are you ready?’ asked Sophie.


    Amazingly I nodded.  Why did I do that?  What compelled me to nod?  What possible instinct allowed that to happen?  Something had gone very wrong in my head if I could accept this unfolding situation.


    Sophie took off her panties.  Her pubic hair was shaved into a landing strip.  She was a natural redhead.  She had a very pretty pussy.  I was glad to get to clap my eyes on it, even though the price was way too high.  She threw the panties aside and bent her knees slightly to get closer to me.  She stood with a furrowed brow of concentration as she stared down at my dick.  Nothing happened for a few seconds.  


    Maybe she couldn’t go?  How glorious that would be if she had a shy bladder.


    Then it burst out her urethra.  Her golden stream of piss spewed out of her genitals and landed on my left thigh.  She repositioned herself so her waters landed on my dick.


    It was a strange sensation.  Certainly not unpleasant if you could somehow forget how disgusting it was.  The urine was nice and warm, and the pressure of it hitting my intimate area was quite agreeable.


    She stepped up towards my face.  Her stream of golden water came with her.  It hit my stomach, then my chest, then my neck and then my face.  My mouth was closed so it bounced off my lips and chin until her waters stopped pouring.


    I felt dribbles hit my chest.  She was spent.  I wiped what I could away from my mouth using the back of my hands and dryly spat into the air.  I don’t think any urine got in.  I didn’t taste anything on my lips – not that I ran my tongue over them to check that it was all gone.


    Holly said in amazement, ‘That was awesome.’


    Sophie stepped away from me and took some sheets of toilet paper from Holly.  As she cleaned herself she said to Holly, ‘It felt great.’


    ‘Was it everything you hoped it would be?’


    ‘It was interesting.  Very different.  Very…perverse.  It’s not the kind of thing you can do with a boyfriend.  It’s too…weird.  But with Rebecca, who cares what she thinks.  I liked it.  In the end it’s just going for a piss.  But the context of having a whore like Rebecca under me was…  It certainly added a lot to the experience.  I don’t think I’ve ever enjoyed a piss more.  Think of how many pisses I’ve had.  Multiple times every day of my life.  For me to narrow it down to the best out of all those thousands of other times is quite a compliment to the bitch I pissed on.  She took my whiz like a champ.  You want a go?’  Of all the things she could have said, why did she have to suggest that?


    Holly didn’t need to be asked twice.  She put the towels and toilet paper down and kicked off her heels.  She pulled her leather trousers down and off, then removed her blue lace knickers.  Sophie suggested that she might want to keep her shoes on, unless she was okay with getting her feet wet with urine.  The stuff did kind of go everywhere.  Holly agreed that it was better to get her shoes wet than her own naked feet.  She put the shoes back on.  She then stood over me with her legs on either side of my hips.


    Sophie said to me, ‘I guess we should ask the toilet how she felt.  How did it feel for you?’


    ‘It was memorable,’ was all I said.


    ‘And?’ she probed.


    ‘And I wish you hadn’t peed on my face.’


    ‘Oh come on Rebecca.  That was the best bit.  Don’t deny it.  It was fucking hot.’


    ‘For you maybe.  Not for me.’


    Sophie said to Holly, ‘The bitch is whining.  Maybe you should teach her a lesson and fill her mouth.’


    Instinctively I said, ‘No.’


    Holly asked Sophie, ‘You mean piss in Rebecca’s mouth?’


    Sophie nodded.


    ‘Can I?’ asked Holly.


    ‘I don’t see any reason why not.  Rebecca’s a little piss slut who enjoyed my golden shower.  You might as well go one step further and educate this bitch in good manners.  I’m jealous.  I’d love to piss in the little bitch’s mouth.  She deserves it.’


    ‘Please no,’ I pleaded.  ‘I just want to lick shoes.  Can’t we go back to that?’


    Sophie said, ‘Stop talking and open your mouth.  You can lick Holly’s soles clean of our piss later.’  I refused to open my mouth.  ‘Open it.’


    ‘No.’


    Holly leaned down and did what I suspected was her favourite thing.  She slapped me three times on the left cheek.  I distinctly saw droplets of either sweat or piss fly over my field of vision as she tenderised my face.  She slapped me a further three times on my right cheek.  Well the joke was on her: she got her friend’s piss on her hands.  Which she then wiped off on my wig hair.  ‘Are you going to open up?’ she asked after she’d slapped me the six times.


    ‘No.’


    Another six hard slaps later she said, ‘I can keep this up all night.  When I get tired Sophie can take over.  I can tell she’s just itching to slap a little bitch like you around.  Who can blame her.  You’re so slap-able.’


    ‘That’s because she’s a slapper,’ punned Sophie.


    I imagine Holly looked at Sophie with a pained look on her face for ruining the decadent atmosphere with a bad attempt at humour.  Puns are not sexy.  She definitely glanced at Sophie before saying to me, ‘If you don’t open up soon, she’s going to be ready to go to the toilet again.  So it’s in your own best interest to give in now.  Later will be much worse.’


    ‘I don’t want to,’ I said.


    Holly snorted with derision.  ‘No one cares.  Open up and take my piss.  If you don’t open up I’ll make it worse.  I’ll make you drink it.  I just want to urinate in your mouth.  As of this moment I don’t require you to drink what I give you.  But that can change if you continue to annoy me.  This is really starting to piss me off.  I need to go.’


    ‘I can’t.  I just can’t.’


    ‘Oh get over yourself.’


    ‘I can’t.’


    ‘Right that’s it,’ she said in a brusque manner.  ‘If you don’t open up by the count of ten…  Just you try me.  Ten.  Nine.  Eight.’  She wasn’t counting slowly.  The evil look in her eyes had me very worried.


    ‘Seven.  Six.  Five.’


    I looked to Sophie.  She was rubbing her redheaded pussy with her right hand.  She was getting off on this.


    ‘Four.  Three.  Two.’


    I tore my eyes from the sight of Sophie masturbating her cunt and looked up at Holly as she landed upon, ‘One.’  I opened my mouth wide to receive her golden shower.  So help me I caved in to her weird demand.  It wasn’t even so much coerced as an act I desired to do after seeing how sexy Sophie looked as she masturbated.  She was masturbating over me.  That was hot and exciting.  She was stroking her pussy over me in Holly’s clothes and covered in her own piss.  I wanted her to orgasm at the sight of me taking a mouthful of her friend’s piss.


    Holly said, ‘Good.  At last you saw the light.  Your selfish actions were so disappointing.’


    She stepped up from my hips to put her feet in puddles of piss under my armpits.  She lowered her body down a little to shorten the gap between my mouth and her urethra.


    I wondered what it would taste like.  Did girl pee have a different taste to it than male urine?  I recalled a fact someone once told me.  Male piss could block a drain because something in it doesn’t dissolve.  Female piss didn’t have that chemical compound.  If there was any truth in this so-called fact, then that suggested our urine was different.  Anyway, I was seconds away from having the insides of my mouth splashed with a girl’s piss.  This was probably the biggest taboo line I could realistically cross.  My mind didn’t even want to contemplate what could possibly top this.


    Holly informed me that it was coming.  ‘Hold still and take it.’


    Her internal waters cascaded forth from her pee-hole and fell into my open mouth.  If I had to describe the taste, I’d say it was like flat beer with a bit of salt in it.  As far as the taste was concerned it wasn’t too horrendous.  It could have been much worse.  The issues were more to do with where the water came from than with the quality of the water itself.  Apparently urine is sterile and some people drink it as a health thing with no sexual connotations.  Drinking piss wasn’t strictly speaking an unforgivable taboo.  Semi-respectable lifestyle gurus openly preach about the health benefits of drinking it.  Yes, this situation wasn’t exactly the same.  I was drinking someone else’s piss in a sexual context whilst wearing clothes of the opposite gender.  It was not a blameless and respectable environment.  I’m just saying: it’s perhaps not as insane a line to cross as most people assume it is.  At least that was the type of thoughts I was entertaining in my head while my mouth was being filled with my girlfriend’s piss.


    From the sidelines I heard Sophie say with laboured breathing, ‘That’s so cute, Rebecca.’


    Holly killed the waterworks when her urine started to overflow out my mouth and onto the linoleum beneath me.  She unbent her knees to stand all the way up to her full height.  ‘Swallow it, you bitch,’ she commanded.


    I spluttered and spat it out my mouth.  ‘You never said I was to drink it.’


    She laughed and said, ‘I just wanted to see if you’d get so confused or turned on you’d do it.  It was worth a try.  It really arouses me to use you as my human toilet.  I want you to take another load of my piss.  Open up.  I’m not done yet.’  I opened my mouth and she crouched down again.  Immediately she started pissing.  My mouth caught what it could of her golden shower.  Holly said, ‘That’s a good slut.  That’s right.’  Her stream of urine dried up and she stood up from her crouching position.


    I heard Sophie making orgasmic gasps.  I spat out Holly’s ‘gift’ and turned my head to see Sophie furiously frigging away at her clitoris.  Our eyes locked on each others.  Sophie loudly moaned as she came.


     


     


    We cleaned up and showered one by one.  Holly changed into her nightie, Sophie back into her T shirt and jeans and me at long last into my male clothes.  My make-up and nail varnish were removed so I could feel like a man once again.  The one-hundred and seventy I made was left on Holly’s vanity.  She didn’t mention it, and I wasn’t inclined to bring it up, so I just quietly left it there.  We were too shocked, or ashamed of ourselves, to say much of anything about what we’d just done.  Sophie simply shook my hand and hugged Holly goodbye before leaving to go back home.  One thing was certain: her relationship with Holly would never be the same again.  Together we’d shared an extraordinary experience.  I read a certain amount of respect into Sophie’s parting handshake.  At least I wasn’t merely a little pervert, I was an impressively big one. There had to be some sort of respect due to me for that.


    Holly handed me my coat and said, ‘Of course, you understand this is over between us.  Right?  I wasn’t joking when I said I can’t have you as my boyfriend.’


    ‘Holly…’


    ‘I need a man.  I don’t want Rebecca.  She was fun for one night.  But we can’t keep doing this.  This needs to end.’


    ‘I can control my urges to dress up.’


    ‘Even if you could, why would I want to be with someone who has to suppress those types of urges?  It’s best if we just stop and go our separate ways.  Letting me piss in your mouth is not the sign of a healthy, normal relationship.  There’s something very wrong if that kind of sick thing is allowed to happen.  That has to be the full stop on our relationship.’


    She held up her hand as a sign for me to stop talking as I said, ‘Holly, I love you.  This doesn’t have to be the end.’


    ‘It’s not going to work.  This was a little meander into perversity for me.  But I fear it’s more than a mere meander off the beaten path for you.  I think you’ve got issues.  I don’t want to be with you anymore.’


    How could I blame her?  Meekly I nodded my head to show that I understood.  ‘I’m sorry.’


    ‘I know.  But it’s not good enough.’


    I left her standing at her doorway.


     


     


    A week later I got a phone call at work from Holly.  She said, ‘I was walking down the high street when I saw the most gorgeous heels.  I thought of you.  I couldn’t resist.  I have to see you in them.  Come round tonight after dinner and model them for me.’


    I was speechless.


    ‘Rebecca?’ she asked into the dead air.


    I still couldn’t think of a response.


    ‘Are you there?’


    ‘Yes, Holly.  Does this mean we’re…?  You’re…?’  I couldn’t actually say the end of my sentences to ask if this offer meant she wanted us to get back together.


    ‘Yes, Rebecca.  I want to hire you for the night.  Does two-hundred sound about right?’


    ‘About us I mean.  Do you want to get…back…together?’


    ‘Don’t be stupid.  I’m just in between boyfriends at the moment.  While I wait for Mr Right to come along I thought I’d have a little slut over to entertain me.’


    ‘So it’s just “business”?’


    She sighed into the receiver causing distortion.  ‘I’m just a client hiring a prostitute.  I expect the shoe licking to be free of course.’


    ‘Of course.’


    She hung up on me after saying, ‘See you tonight, Rebecca.’


    

    


    
  


  
    9.  Turned Into a Bisexual Porn Star by a Dominatrix [Novel]


     


    A seemingly heterosexual chambermaid stumbles upon a professional dominatrix working in her hotel.  The dominatrix cruelly enslaves the chambermaid and turns her into a bisexual porn actress.


     


    ‘You say that now.  But you’re not going to be able to get me out of your head.  My promise of transgressive master-servant lesbian sex is the most fascinating thing that’s ever happened to you.  Right now is the most interesting moment of your life up until this very point.  And it only gets better from here.  Once I’ve kicked your doors in we can go so much further.  As I’m sure you’ve gathered by now, I’m a professional dominatrix.  Men, and a few women, pay me to beat them.  To control them.  To subjugate them at my feet and p***y.  This is what I do.  I abuse people for my own sadistic pleasure.  And you, my dear girl, are my latest project.  You’re so suggestible and natural that I’ll initiate you for the fun of it.  You will wonder with amazement at how you reached the ripe old age of forty-three without practising sadomasochism.  Once it’s in your life it will never leave you.  It will fill that gaping hole in your life.  It will give your so far pointless life meaning.  Purpose.  A reason to be.  All this time you’ve been wondering what it is that’s been missing.  This is it.  I’m going to fill your hole with all the wonderful things you’ve been too scared to admit to loving.  Servitude.  Butt plugs.  Beatings.  Whippings.  Sex with women.  Sucking off men you’ve never met before.  I’m going to immerse you in all of it.  And you’re going to thank me.  You’re going to beg me to do it.  And I will.  I’ll bring this gift to you.  Today, starting at four pm, is the first day of the rest of your life.’


    

    


    
  


  
    Debra’s 4pm Appointment to Lick Pussy


     


    Latex stockings.  A latex garter belt.  A matching set of latex bra and panties.  All in shiny black.  To go with them, on the floor beside the double bed, was a pair of black open-toed high heels.  The hotel linen had been removed and replaced with black rubber sheets.  The clothing was on the sheets.  Alongside the fetish underwear there were three black dildos.  They were of increasing sizes from reasonable to unreasonable.  On the bench at the foot of the bed was a black rubber dress with a short pencil skirt.


    I had stumbled upon something I was not meant to see.


    The bathroom door to the bedroom opened.  The current occupant of the room was standing wrapped in a white hotel towel.  She was mostly dry with only slight signs of wetness on her skin.  The shower wasn’t on so she must have been drying herself after a shower.  She didn’t look surprised to see me.  Instead she looked completely unsurprised, like she was expecting me.  ‘Do you like what you see?’ she asked as she crossed over to the door that led to the suite.


    ‘I’m sorry.  I didn’t mean to intrude.’


    ‘It’s okay.  If I didn’t want you to intrude I would have put a “do not disturb” sign on the door.’


    ‘I’m sorry,’ I repeated as I tried to leave the room.  The lady didn’t budge from the doorway.  She stayed blocking the door to the suite.  I stopped before her with my eyes cast downwards.  I could tell she wasn’t averting her eyes.  Somehow it was me who felt shame and embarrassment.


    The lady said, ‘Go over and have a look.  I know you want to.’


    ‘I was just leaving.’


    ‘Don’t be silly.  You just got here.  You haven’t dusted my room.’


    ‘Please, I don’t want to cause any trouble.’


    ‘Debra,’ she read from my name tag pinned to my chambermaid outfit.  It was a grey dress with a knee length skirt, flat shoes and tan tights.  ‘Be a good girl and dust my things.’


    I stood motionless, still looking down to the spot just to the side of her left breast.


    ‘I know you want to.  It’s okay.  It’s normal.  It’s completely normal to be interested in shiny latex and dildos.  Of course you’re turned on.  What girl wouldn’t be?’


    ‘Please let me go.’


    ‘I’m not stopping you.’


    ‘You’re in my way.’


    ‘I’m just a twenty-year-old girl in a towel.  I’m such a little thing.  I think you have the upper hand over me.  If you truly wanted to leave you could have barged past me.  But you didn’t.  Now why was that?  Why did you not push me aside?  Because that would be rude?’ she asked rhetorically.  ‘No.  Because you’ve got no spunk.  Because you’re weak.  I spend my days surrounded by servile men and women so I can spot a submissive from a mile away.  And that’s exactly what you are.  Debra, you are a natural sub.  Do you know what that means?  Do you?  Look up at me.’


    I lifted my head at her command and looked her in the eyes.  ‘No,’ I said.


    ‘It means you have my attention.  How old are you?’


    ‘Forty.’


    ‘Is that your real age?’


    ‘Forty-three.’


    ‘I see you don’t have a ring.’  Neither did she have a wedding band.  ‘Do you have a boyfriend?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘I bet once you’re done cleaning up after all these guests, you go home to him and do his housework.’


    I didn’t answer.


    ‘Your silence suggests I’m not wrong.  Have you ever had a girlfriend?’


    Scandalised at the idea I said, ‘No.  I’m not gay.’


    ‘Not even for one night?  Or a few hours?’


    ‘No.’


    ‘But have you ever kissed a girl on the lips?’


    When I was a young teenager I snogged my best friend Alison in my bedroom as an experiment.  It felt good.  Too good.  I freaked out and sent her home early.  We never talked about it ever again.  I replied, ‘No.’


    ‘Are you lying to me?’


    ‘No.’


    ‘Well no matter.’  She walked around my left side to be behind me.  The door to freedom away from this twisted bitch was open.  Yet I did not flee.  I stayed right where I was.  I turned around to face her as she stood before the bench at the foot of the bed.  She dropped the towel from around her body to the floor.  It was too sudden and unexpected a move that I didn’t avert my eyes quickly enough.  I saw her body.  She had been, as expected, totally naked under the towel.  I turned my eyes away from her wanton display of flesh as quickly as I could, but enough of an impression of her womanly body had been imprinted upon my mind.  That short glimpse was enough for me to notice that she had large, pert, twenty-year-old breasts and her vagina was completely shaved.  She said, ‘Don’t be so pathetic.  Look at me.’


    ‘No.  It’s wrong.’


    More forcibly she said, ‘Look at me.  Debra, look at me.’


    Something made me obey her command.  I looked.  My eyes slowly drifted over her womanly body before resting upon her face.


    ‘Good, Debra.  Good.  Now look down at my breasts again.’


    My eyes dropped to her pert and ample breasts.


    ‘Now down a bit more.  Look at my cunt.’


    Here I was, a straight forty-three-year-old woman, standing in my place of work staring down at a twenty-year-old girl’s shaved vagina.  I looked and looked.  I was mesmerised by it.  I kept looking at it as she said, ‘You like it, don’t you?’


    I didn’t respond to her taunting words.  For a further second I studied the sexual cleft between her legs before looking back up at her face.  She said, ‘I’ve got a gentleman caller coming to see me in fifteen minutes.  And I assume you have other rooms to clean.  So we’ll leave it at this for now.  When do you get off?’


    ‘I…  At…  I…’


    ‘Don’t stutter.  It’s not attractive.  Only retards stutter.  Tell me: when are you free?’


    ‘I finish at four,’ I managed to say in one unbroken sentence.


    ‘Good.  That’s convenient.  At four I want you to come here.  I’m going to sit on that bench with my legs crossed.  You’re going to crawl up to me on your hands and knees in your little maid’s uniform.  And you’re going to stop right where I’m standing.  You’re going to beg me to let you lick my pussy.  And if I like the words and the tone of your devotion then I will allow you to lick it.  You’re going to put your tongue on my button.  And you’re going to slip your tongue up my slick hole and taste me.  You’re going to beg and plead for me to allow you to do this.  And if I like your attitude I’ll uncross my legs and expose myself to you.  And then you may give me an orgasm with your tongue.  That is what will happen.  And after you’ve given me an orgasm I might let you have an orgasm.  Perhaps self-induced.  Perhaps not.  I’m undecided.  It depends on how obedient you are.  Servile girls are always rewarded for their service.  Those who think they have too much dignity and self-respect I like to leave frustrated.’


    She stopped talking.  There was a silence between us.  I assumed I was supposed to say something.  All I could think to say was, ‘I’m not gay.’


    ‘I didn’t say you were.  I’m not asking you.  It’s not an invitation.  It’s an order.  I’m telling you.  You’re so servile you’ll come here on the dot and start licking another girl’s pussy.  Simply because I told you to.  You’re that weak and pathetic.  If you like girls or not means nothing to me.  I’m telling you to do it, so you’ll do it.  I don’t mind you enjoying your work, but I also don’t mind if you hate it.  All that matters is that I get my way.  And what I want is to have you eat out my pussy.  You get the picture?’


    ‘I can’t lick…pussy.’  It felt so alien saying a bad word like that to a guest.  Even a rude, presumptuous pervert like her.


    ‘You can lick it.  And you will lick it.  It’s easy.  All you do is stick out your tongue and lick another girl’s private area between her legs.  There’s nothing to it.  It’s almost idiot proof.  The only reason why you think it’s difficult is because you don’t want to do it.  But what you want is irrelevant.  It’s all about what I want.  It’s an obligation I’m making of you, so the question of you wanting or not wanting to do it is pointless.  Taking orders is all you’re good for.  Serving your mistress is all that matters to you.  ’


    Petulantly I said, ‘You’re not my mistress.’


    ‘Are you so sure?’


    She held my gaze.  I could only hold it for a second.  Pathetically it was me who blinked first and looked away.  Why was I so shy; and why was she so absurdly confident?  She sniggered and said, ‘Just as I thought.  I’m confident you’ll be here on all fours at four pm sharp.  I know you will attend.  Because you live to be told what to do.  You won’t disappoint me.  I know you won’t.  And once you’re here you’re mine.’


    She turned and walked along the right side of the double bed and picked up the latex bra.  As she fixed it across her chest she dismissed me.  ‘You may go, Debra.  I’ll see you later to have my pussy eaten.’


    ‘You’re crazy if you think I’m coming back.’


    ‘You say that now,’ she said as she finished with the bra and picked up the latex panties.  ‘But you’re not going to be able to get me out of your head.  My promise of transgressive master-servant lesbian sex is the most fascinating thing that’s ever happened to you.  Right now is the most interesting moment of your life up until this very point.  And it only gets better from here.  Once I’ve kicked your doors in we can go so much further.  As I’m sure you’ve gathered by now,’ she nodded to the dildos and clothing on the bed, ‘I’m a professional dominatrix.’  She sat on the edge of the bed and pulled the panties on.  When they were just below her crotch she stood again and pulled them up the rest of the way to cover her privates.  ‘Men, and a few women, pay me to beat them.  To control them.  To subjugate them at my feet and pussy.  This is what I do.  I abuse people for my own sadistic pleasure.  And you, my dear girl, are my latest project.  You’re so suggestible and natural that I’ll initiate you for the fun of it.  You will wonder with amazement at how you reached the ripe old age of forty-three without practising sadomasochism.  Once it’s in your life it will never leave you.  It will fill that gaping hole in your life.  It will give your so far pointless life meaning.  Purpose.  A reason to be.  All this time you’ve been wondering what it is that’s been missing.  This is it.  I’m going to fill your hole with all the wonderful things you’ve been too scared to admit to loving.  Servitude.  Butt plugs.  Beatings.  Whippings.  Sex with women.  Sucking off men you’ve never met before.  I’m going to immerse you in all of it.  And you’re going to thank me.  You’re going to beg me to do it.  And I will.  I’ll bring this gift to you.  Today, starting at four pm, is the first day of the rest of your life.’


     


     


    Much to my eternal shame she was right.  I spent the next four hours obsessed with her.  What was she planning to do to me, and what was she doing with her ‘gentleman caller’ in that hotel room?  I didn’t tell anyone about what had transpired.  Instead I diligently went about my business of cleaning rooms.


    I became so aroused thinking about her dressed in latex spanking the man that in an empty room I sneaked a quick wank in the toilet.  I sat on the toilet and put my hand inside my pink and white striped cotton panties.  I began rubbing myself.  The spanking moved on to her taking him in her pretty mouth.  As I worked my fingers into my pussy, with my thumb rubbing at my clit, the story I was telling myself changed.  It was no longer that lady on her knees sucking the man’s penis.  It was now her licking my clit.  It was a shocking moment of unbidden fantasy.  I didn’t stop touching myself.  Nor did I chase the distasteful idea away.  Instead I kept at it.  I rubbed myself as I kept the lesbian fantasy unspooling in my head.  Within a few seconds I was having an orgasm to the thought of the mysterious young dominatrix eating out my pussy.


    That was messed up.  Yet I kept slowly rubbing at myself as I pondered my situation while I sat on the toilet.


    Was it gay to have a satisfying sexual fantasy about another woman?  If so, then so be it.  I was surprisingly calm and accepting of this.  It didn’t throw me into a crisis to think that I might have bisexual tendencies.  Would it be so bad if I liked another girl’s vagina?  Would my world suddenly end?  Maybe I’d be gay only for her.  She had forcibly made herself attractive by such a bizarre encounter.  If she hadn’t forced the issue with such insane self-confidence, I’d never have even considered her viable in a sexual way.  She could easily be a one-off.  If I was to eat one pussy, that wouldn’t make me forsake cock from now on and pursue more pussy.  I was merely momentarily bicurious due to circumstances beyond my control.  Her confrontational seduction technique would probably work on any girl with even just the slightest kink in her straightness.  When being presented with sex on a plate it has to be tempting on at least some level to anyone who finds a beautiful woman, like her, to be objectively attractive.  If you had that capacity for homosexuality in you, then she had to at least turn your head for a moment as you considered her offer.  As I was discovering, I did have an innately gay part to me.  The idea of licking that woman’s most intimate of areas did not leave me completely un-aroused.  Damn.


    Why did she have to open this door for me?  These were issues I hadn’t had to confront before.  Life was going okay without the shame and complications of homosexual desire being added to the mix.


    Was she right?  Did I have a servile part to my personality that wanted to submit to a stronger person?  Wasn’t that just normal gender roles when the woman deferred to the man?  It wasn’t anti-feminist to accept that it was okay to allow the man to have a large amount of say in how we live our lives together.  Nothing in my life, until now, had suggested any particular need to submit to the control of another.


    Did I want, actually want, to lick her pussy?  Or did I just want to obey an instruction from a dominant personality?  She was certainly dominant.  Her self-possession was impressive.  No normal woman could be that confident in the face of rejection and ridicule.  How easily I could have laughed in her face and walked away.  Surely even she would be cowed with embarrassment if I’d done that.  Of course I hadn’t laughed.  Instead I took her deadly seriously and shied away from confrontation.  By doing that I gave her all the power.  In those vital opening seconds I failed to challenge her and she had control over me from them on.  Why hadn’t I laughed?  Why had my reaction been so feeble?  Was it because I was, as she suggested, a weak person?  Did she deliberately set it up so I’d walk into her bedroom and see her perverted fetish gear laid out on full display on top of her rubber sheeted bed?  Had she spied me earlier and determined that I was ripe for abuse?


    Why was I giving this horrible woman so much headspace?  She didn’t deserve it.  I pulled my hand out my panties and cleaned my vagina with toilet paper.  After flushing the paper I pulled my grey skirt back into place and patted down my skirt to remove any wrinkles.  I washed my hands, then picked up my duster and got back to work.  Stupid bitch, thinking she could boss me about and command me to come back to her on hands and knees.  It was too silly.  She expected me to beg!  Just how entitled was our little madam.


     


     


    I couldn’t help myself.  I enquired at the front desk about her room number.  Penelope Larkin was the name on the booking.  I couldn’t ask if she paid with cash or by credit card so I had to let it go.  As a prostitute travelling to meet a man in a hotel, I think it was fair to assume Penelope Larkin was not her real name.


     


     


    I was masturbating in the supply closet on the third floor.  Again I thought about her instead of a man.  What was wrong with me?  Why was I rubbing myself constantly on the job?  I’d never masturbated at work before and now I was rubbing my clit to climax for the second time in one day.  Could that uppity bitch really have me this aroused?  Why was the thought of scissoring our wet, dripping snatches together so appealing?  From a life as a straight woman to a raving lesbian in a matter of hours was rather disturbing.  Surely my sexuality was not this easily challenged and tipped over.  I can’t be this pathetic.  Can I?  Perhaps I’ve always been bisexual and I’ve just never had to confront it.  Perhaps my queerness was easily hidden from my own mind as boyfriends were always in plentiful supply.


    I frigged my clit to climax in the closet with my hand in my panties without being discovered by any of my co-workers.  I came to thoughts of us fucking.  Girl on girl lust filled my head.  I felt no disgust with myself.  The idea of having a sexual encounter with another of my own gender failed to make my skin crawl.


    I had to attend the appointment.  That much was obvious to me now.  How could I not?  I’d be a fool, and a coward, to miss this golden opportunity.  I had to lick her pussy.  I needed to do it.  It was my destiny to be a lesbian slut for my mistress.


    Mistress!


    Mistress?


    Did I call ‘Penelope’ my mistress?


    What dark mind games was this bitch playing on me?  How could she control me so utterly?  She wasn’t even in the room to confuse me.  Was I really this pathetic and servile?


    I had to be honest with myself.  There was no point lying.  No one apart from me had to know the truth.  Was I into everything she had said?


    Was I bisexual?  Yes.  In theory: I think I could do it.  I could have sex with another woman.  It did not repulse me.  In practice: I didn’t know, but in theory it held more than some appeal.


    Was I naturally submissive?  Hard to say.  I was a bit of a pushover with men.  In relationships I did play second fiddle to my men, but it’s not like any of them bossed me around.  I hadn’t been tested on this in a sexual way so it was impossible to say.


    Was I interested in the fetish side of what she was obviously into?  Probably.  The idea of dressing up in outlandish rubber and latex things aroused me.  The bondage and whip side, I wasn’t so sure about.  Pain wasn’t something I’d ever looked for in the past when I was having sex.  So that side of it I was very dubious about.


    Did I want to have sex with that specific woman?  Yes.  I think so.  In theory.  She was young and sexy.  Her body was as enviable as any I could imagine.  I would like to lap at her cunt and feel her breasts and legs.  Her lips kissing mine.  Yeah, I think I could stand to be kissed and caressed by her.  It was very possible I was just gay for her.  I tried to imagine rubbing my co-worker Lindsay’s pussy.  It just felt wrong in a weird way.  It didn’t feel right, not like licking ‘Penelope’s’ cunt with my subservient tongue.  I guess this was a question I’d have to explore later.  For now it was best to just think no further than my date with ‘Penelope’.


    Okay, I had decided I was going to turn up.  I’d regret it for the rest of my life if I didn’t.  I’d be tortured with a million ‘what if?’ questions if I didn’t go through with it.  The only question that remained was if I was going to do exactly as ordered and crawl to her on my hands and knees.  Or should I try to conduct myself with a bit more dignity and walk to her and not beg.  She already must have held me in withering contempt, so what harm can a bit of begging do?


    What the fuck was wrong with me if I was seriously considering this?


     


     


    She didn’t answer my knocks on the door so I let myself into her suite.  Without hesitation I instantly got down onto my knees once the door was closed behind me.  I just hoped this wasn’t a weird joke she’d set up.  How mortifying would it be to find my co-workers waiting for me in the bedroom?


    I placed my palms on the carpet and crawled on all fours towards the bedroom door.  It was ajar.  That I was doing this suggested that everything she had deduced and said about me was right.  I was a servile bisexual slut.  Or at least one in waiting, ready to be turned into whatever she demanded.  Here I was on my hands and knees ready to lick my first girl between the legs.  How far I had fallen.  Sucking cock was what women did.  Not this.  Not pussy licking; and certainly not after begging to be allowed to do so on hands and knees.


    When I reached the bedroom door I pushed it open with my hand.  As expected she was sitting on the bench at the foot of the bed.  She was wearing a black garter belt and black semi-transparent nylon stockings on her crossed legs.  On her feet were black strappy high heels.  She was wearing nothing else.  Her breasts were out and proud.  I noticed a compact on the bed behind her.  She’d obviously been touching up her make-up when she heard me knocking.  The black rubber bed sheets were gone, replaced with the normal hotel linen.  She said, ‘Well, well, well.  Look who it is.  I’m not at all surprised to see you here at this time.  What did I say?  Didn’t I say you wouldn’t be able to resist me?’


    ‘Yes,’ I said from the door.


    ‘Was I right?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Do you want to apologise for doubting me?’


    ‘I’m sorry.’


    ‘For what?’


    ‘For doubting you.  I’m sorry for doubting you.’


    ‘That’s your first lesson.  Never doubt me.  Never question me.  You would do well to learn that, and to put it into practice.  It will save you a lot of time and effort if you just accept things on face value straightaway, instead of going off in silly tailspins trying to argue the alternatives to what I say.’  She pointed a finger down to the spot on the floor between us.  ‘Come closer and take your position on the floor before me.’


    I crawled into the bedroom through the doorway and stopped right before her.  My nose was about six inches from her crossed knees.  I could smell her.  She wore a perfume scent that I would describe as honey-like.  She said, ‘Now you’re here, and on all fours, there is only one thing that remains to be done.  Do you remember what that is?  Do you have something you want to say to me?  Something that sounds an awful lot like begging, perhaps.’


    I couldn’t speak.  I choked on my own dry throat.  I couldn’t do it.  I couldn’t debase myself any further and actually use my voice to beg to be allowed to pleasure her clitoris.  It was a step too far.  I just couldn’t do it.  I was so close and yet still so far.  Maybe I wasn’t as submissive and gay as we both thought I was.  Maybe I had an inch more steel in me than we both suspected.  Or maybe it was just normal run-of-the-mill humiliated shyness.


    ‘Do you have nothing to say for yourself?  You’ve come all this way on your hands and knees.  Don’t let it be for nothing.  I couldn’t take your embarrassment if you failed now after all you’ve done to get here.  And I say that as someone who thrives on humiliating people.  Come on, Debra.  Speak.  Speak to me.  Tell me why you’re here.  Confirm to me that all I said about you is correct.’


    I choked out the words, ‘Please…can I lick your…vagina.’  At the last millisecond I couldn’t bring myself to say ‘pussy’ at the end of that sentence.


    ‘That’s good.  That’s good,’ she said for a second time with an appreciative nod.  ‘This must be so hard for you.  You must be so confused about your sexuality right now.  Don’t worry.  If you ask kindly and beg just the right amount I’ll show you what your new sexuality really is.  I’ll show you and you’ll thank me.  And you’ll never leave me.  I’ll have you sucking dick for me in no time.  After getting a so-called straight girl to lick pussy, getting her to suck penis will be a cinch.  If anything, I’m almost surprised you’ve been this easy.  Usually getting a girl to lick pussy, if she’s never done it before, is more difficult than this.  But maybe you’re more gay than you’re letting on.’


    Enough of the taunting.  I said, ‘Please may I lick your pussy.’  This time I managed to say the rude alternative word for ‘vagina’.


    ‘Ask me again.’


    ‘Please may I lick your pussy?  Please.’  Somehow I was keeping eye contact with her despite my inner humiliation boiling over.  My face must have been bright red with furious blushing.


    ‘Why?’


    ‘Because.’


    ‘“Because” isn’t good enough.  Articulate for me.  Why do you want to lick my pussy?’


    After a pause I confessed the truth.  ‘Because I want to.’


    ‘But why?’


    ‘Because…I’m gay.’


    ‘And?’


    She wanted more?  She really was a cruel bitch.  ‘And because…  Because…’


    ‘Yes?  I’m listening.  Because?’


    ‘Because I’ve been told to.  As a servile whore I like to do anything I’m told to do.’


    ‘And?’


    ‘I don’t know.’  I couldn’t think of anything I’d left out.


    ‘That hurts my feelings.  Because you think I’m sexy.  Don’t you?’


    With relief I said, ‘Yes.  Of course.  I adore you.  I…masturbated over you.  Twice.  Once in a toilet.  And again later in one of the cleaning supply cupboards.’  Why was I volunteering this information?  What good did it do me?  Why was I admitting to masturbating at work, and over her as well?  What madness possessed me to tell her this embarrassing information?


    ‘What a filthy girl.  Masturbating over another girl like that.  And then confessing to that very girl about it.  You’re perverse.  Aren’t you?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘You want to lick my pussy?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Even though it’s another girl’s pussy?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Really?  You want to?’


    ‘Yes.  Please.  Let me lick it.’


    ‘Say it.’


    ‘I want to lick another girl’s pussy.  Because I’m a bisexual slut.’


     ‘And you admit this of your own free will?’


    ‘Yes.  I admit I want to lick another girl’s pussy even though I myself am a woman.’


    ‘I find you to be a very attractive mature woman.  I love the uniform by the way.  Very interesting.  I have the more clichéd French maid fantasy outfit.  One in latex, and one in satin and lace.  The grey’s nice on your uniform.  I wouldn’t have thought of grey myself.  Both of mine are black.  So you want to lick my cunt?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘And you think you deserve it?’


    I hesitated before saying, ‘Yes.’


    ‘Why?  Why do you deserve to feast upon my gorgeous wetness?’


    I had an answer to this, much to my own surprise.  ‘Because I’ve transgressed so many lines to come here and ask…  No, beg, to be allowed to partake on your delicious cunt juice.’  Wow, I used the word ‘cunt’ out loud.  Who was I becoming?


    She took a moment to process my words.  ‘I agree.  You have travelled far to come here and beg for my gifts.  It would be cruel of me to deny you access to my cunt.  But I am a cruel woman.  And I’m not known for my reasonableness.  Beg me some more.’


    ‘Please, Mistress.’  I said it.  I called her mistress.  I still didn’t know the name she wanted to be called.  ‘Please allow me to be your humble cunt licker.  Please.  It’s what I most want.  And I think you’ll enjoy it too.  I really do.  I want to give you this pleasure.  It will be my gift to you, if you give me your gift to me.  Please.  I…I beg of you to allow me to do this to you.  I want to lick you so it feels good.  For both of us.  I want to put my tongue on your feminine body and taste you.  My Mistress.  I want to.  I want.  Please.  I beg you.  Please.  I want to be your whore.  I want to taste you in the most private and privileged way.  I need you.  Please.  I want to please you.  Let me be your whore.  Let me lick it.  Please.’  I was laying it on thick, but it seemed to be what she wanted to hear, and frankly I was kind of getting off on being so servile.  The more pathetic I sounded the more aroused I was becoming.  I was getting very wet in my white and pink striped cotton panties.


    She said, ‘I want you to lick it.  I do.  I really do.  But what would really turn me on, and get my pussy juices flowing, would be if you stuck something in your butt.’


    My eyes followed her line of sight to a travel case by the door diagonally behind me.  I turned back to her.  She said, ‘Open the suitcase and pick out the biggest butt plug you think you can take.  Not the smallest one or the easiest looking to accommodate.  I want you to pick the one that will be a struggle but doable.  A size just a smidge too big for comfort.  I want it to be a challenge to get it up your pooper.  If you can take a big enough butt plug, then I’ll allow you the pleasure of licking my cunt.  I will be judging you,’ she said as she indicated with her hand for me to go and open the travel case.


    I crawled over to the case and unzipped it to open the main compartment.  It was rammed full of sex toys.  Dildos, butt plugs, vibrators and who knows what else.  Was that anal beads?  I rifled through the dongs of various sizes until I saw the one for me.  I picked out a fairly big fire engine red butt plug.  I wasn’t an anal virgin.  I could take it.  It would be a struggle but it was not too much for my butt.  It was meant to be a challenge, and I didn’t want to disappoint my mistress by choosing something that was easy.  I wanted to impress her.  Was she actually worth impressing?  Yes.  I cared.  I really did.  I really did want to make a good impression on her.  The truth was: I would have done near enough anything just to get to lap at her pussy.  It was madness for a straight girl like me to be so pussy-whipped with desire for another girl, but here I was begging for it.  Now I was in her physical presence, the theory of lesbian sex had become a very real practical possibility, and it was an intoxicating concept.  I wasn’t going to miss my opportunity.  I guess I really was part homosexual if I felt like this.  I was gay enough in real life, beyond the safe mental fantasy stage, to actually do it.  There was no doubt I could, and would, lick her when the time came.  I wanted to do it.  I really wanted it.  I was only too willing to cross that line and make love with another woman.  If society had a problem with two girls lezzing out together, than I didn’t care.  I wanted her, and hopefully she wanted me.


    She asked if I’d picked a butt plug.  ‘Yes, Mistress.  I have.’


    ‘Show it to me.’


    I turned around and presented the red butt plug for her scrutiny.


    ‘Good choice.  I do believe you’ve taken my orders seriously and not made life easy for yourself.  I must admit, it’s bigger than I expected you to choose.  Maybe you’re more experienced in butt sex than I thought.  Tell me Debra, have you ever had anal sex before?  With a man,’ she added rather redundantly.  ‘Do you take dicks up your arse?’


    Blushing I said that I did.


    ‘All the time?’ she asked with what seemed like a grudging hint of respect.


    ‘No.  Just sometimes.’


    ‘And did you enjoy it?’


    ‘Yes.  Not the first time, but after that.’


    ‘Can you orgasm from anal?’


    ‘Yes.  I think maybe I get a better orgasm from anal than I get from vaginal.  It’s different.’


    ‘In what way?’


    ‘It’s just better.  It’s…different, and feels more…concentrated in its intensity.  It’s more focussed.  I don’t know how to describe it.  I can’t move and I’ve given myself to him completely.  It just feels so…like I’m totally open and he has complete power over me.  All I can do is take it.  It’s more demanding of me physically.’


    She nodded, then asked, ‘Is that butt plug going to be easy for you to insert into yourself?’


    ‘No, Mistress.  It’s too big and wide.’


    ‘There’s lube in the case.  You have my permission to use it to help ease it into your back passage.’


    I’d already spotted the two tubes of lubricant.  I took the smaller bottle.


    ‘Take up your position again.’  I moved back to my position before my mistress.  I was on my knees instead of on all fours.


    ‘Would you like to stick something up the butthole of your mistress?’ she asked.


    ‘Yes, Mistress.’


    ‘Sorry, could you repeat that?’


    A little louder I said, ‘Yes, Mistress,’ again.


    She leaned forward and slapped me across the left cheek.  It stung.  It was not a gentle, playful tap.  She then spat on my face.  I flinched and closed my eyes as the phlegm landed on my nose and over my left eye.  I blinked my eyes open to see her lean back and say, ‘Stupid bitch.  You don’t stick things up my bum.  I’m the mistress.  You’re the slave.  Obviously I don’t take it up the arse from slaves.  Only I and my boyfriends and girlfriends get to put things up it.  Little slut slaves like you take it.  I give it, you take it.  You do not give it to me.  Understand?  You take it, and you thank me for letting you take it.  Now shove it up your arse.’


    I put the butt plug in the other hand with the lube so I could reach my right hand up to wipe her spit off my face.  She barked, ‘Leave it.  I didn’t give you permission to clean it off.’  I dropped my hand back to my side.  The spit was still on my face.  She ordered me again to take the butt plug and fill my arse with it.  ‘Like a good slut who loves butt sex.’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.’


    I squirted lube onto the red rubber and smeared it around.  I then placed the base on the ground so the shaft pointed up towards the ceiling.  I got into a squatted position over it.  I pulled my skirt up and awkwardly pulled my tan tights down to my ankles.  Then I moved my white and pink striped cotton panties down to be with the tights.  The tip of the plug touched my rear hole.


    ‘Go ahead, Debra.  Impress me.  Show me you can take it like a slut.’


    With her encouragement I sat down on it while my right hand held it in place at the base.  Only half of it slipped in.  My butthole was too tight to stretch any further.  ‘I need to warm it up,’ I said.


    She nodded her consent.


    I lifted the plug off the carpet and started pulling it in and out to loosen up my arsehole.


    ‘Do you want to eat me?’ she asked.


    ‘Yes, Mistress.’


    ‘Once it’s up your butt I’ll let you.  You’d like that, wouldn’t you?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.’


    ‘You’re an eager little girl.  I like that in a slave.  A willingness to submit and enthusiasm for your duties will take you far with me.’


    My sphincter muscles relaxed enough for me to ease about three quarters of it into my anus.  ‘It’s going in.  It’s almost there.’  


    ‘That’s good.  Keeping going.  Keep fucking yourself.’


    I kept pumping the butt plug in and out to loosen my sphincter enough for the final big push.  I just needed a little bit more stretch on my butthole.  Just a bit more to take the final widest bulge at the bottom before the base.  I wanted to suck it all up into my hole for my mistress.  I wanted her to see how greedy my little butthole could be.


    She asked if I was enjoying the butt plug.


    Not really was the truthful answer, but instead I nodded.


    ‘Don’t nod.  Speak.  Use your words.’


    ‘I’m sorry, Mistress.’


    ‘Are you enjoying the butt plug?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.  It feels good in my anus,’ I said as I didn’t think she wanted to hear me say anything about how awkward and borderline painful it was.


    ‘Is it as good as a real cock?’


    ‘No.’  For a start a real cock had a much more streamlined ergonomic shape to it unlike this fat, bulging butt plug.  ‘Nothing is as good as the real thing.’


    ‘Spoken like a true slut.’


    ‘Thank you, Mistress.’  What I was thanking her for I wasn’t sure, but it felt like the correct thing to do.


    ‘My pussy’s getting wet.  Debra, you’re making me wet.  I want you to lick it now.  You’ve got until the count of ten to fully insert the butt plug.  If it isn’t in all the way up to the hilt by the end of the countdown then it’s the end of this “gentleness”.  I will no longer treat you with this warmth and kindness.  You follow me?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.  I understand.’


    ‘If it’s not in by the count of ten then you’re going to ram it in.  It’s no concern of mine if it causes pain or bleeding.  I don’t care.  And if you still can’t get it in, I’ll do it for you.  And I can be quite forceful.’


    I started frantically pumping my arse with much less finesse.


    ‘It’s not an idle threat.  Either you get it up there or I’ll do it.  And you can be sure that any squealing I hear isn’t going to put me off forcing it all the way in.  Got that, Debra?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.  I’m endeavouring to put it up me as quickly as I can.  I’m pushing it into my arse all the way as we speak.’


    ‘I hope for your sake that’s true.  Ten.  Nine.’


    I stopped pumping and started just putting pressure on it to get it to slide up my hole and into place.  It hurt.


    ‘Eight.  Seven.  Six.’


    I pumped it for a bit and then began the concentrated upwards pressure again.


    ‘Five.  Four.  Three.’


    My sphincter gave way and the rubber plug slid all the way up into my anus.  My arse gobbled the whole thing.  The base hit my butt cheeks as my cruel mistress finished counting to ‘one’.  ‘It’s in,’ I gasped.  ‘It’s in,’ I repeated with a mix of pride and relief.


    ‘Let me see.  It’s not that I don’t trust you.  It’s just I don’t trust you.’


    I spun around on my knees so my arse cheeks were pointing at my mistress.  I put my palms on the carpet so I was once again on all fours.  I heard a creak of the bench as she leaned forward to inspect my butt plug.  I felt my grey skirt being lifted further out the way to clear the view.  Suddenly I felt her palm on my right buttock.  She groped it for a moment before she turned nasty and slapped me on the butt.  The sound rung out with what seemed like a cavernous echo.  That echo couldn’t have been for real and had to be a product of my imagination.  A mere slap could not have been that loud.  The buttock slap jolted me and instinctively a loud yelp escaped my mouth.  I felt embarrassed at how loud I was.  The walls of the hotel were thick, but I doubted they were thick enough to muffle a yelp as loud as that.  The physical sensation of pain was insignificant in comparison to the volume of that spank and yelp.


    ‘Sh, you stupid bitch.  Unless you want security in here investigating.  Maybe you’d like that.  Maybe you’ve got a crush on one of the guys.  Maybe we could lure him up here for you to suck off.  Would you like that, Debra?’


    I didn’t respond.  I just stayed on all fours with my bum in her face.  She slapped my arse cheek again.  I yelped as before, but at least I wasn’t as loud as earlier.  ‘Noisy, aren’t we?’ she observed.


    ‘It’s not the pain.  It’s the surprise.’


    ‘What’s the name of the cutest security guy?’ she asked.


    When I didn’t say anything she spanked my right arse cheek for the third time.  It was half-expected so I didn’t yelp.  ‘Good girl.  But on second thoughts, Debra, maybe I prefer the yelping.  Maybe I should keep beating you until you cause such a commotion we get what’s-his-name to come up and check out the weird noises.  What is his name?  The cute one.  What’s his name?’


    ‘Tony,’ I begrudgingly told her.


    ‘He’s the cutest?’


    Instead of directly answering the question I tried to forestall her by saying, ‘He’s married.’


    ‘Pfft.  I hardly think that’s an issue.  When presented with your dick sucking lips he’ll forget all about his wife at home.  Would you like to suck him off?’


    I couldn’t admit to it so I said, ‘No.’


    ‘Are you lying?’


    ‘Yes,’ I admitted.  ‘I’m sorry.  I do want to suck his penis.  I’ve always wanted to suck it.  I want…  I want to feel his erection slide in and out of my lips.  I want to feel it pressed into the back of my throat.  I want to feel the length of it down my throat.  I want to taste his cum in my mouth.  I want every inch of him in me.  In all my holes.  All of them.  My mouth.  My cunt.  My butthole.  I want him in all of them.  The whole way in.  Because I’m a whore.  I’m a whore who likes boys.  And girls, apparently.  I’m just a big whore.’


    ‘I can’t argue otherwise.’  She prodded the base of the butt plug.  ‘Well we know without a doubt about your predilection for cock.  Now it’s time to see how you really feel about pussy.  Turn around.’


    I spun myself around on all fours to face my mistress.  My striped cotton panties and tan tights were still around my ankles with my shoes keeping them from falling off my feet.


    ‘I could have stuck a finger in your pussy.  I could have forced lesbian contact on you.  But I didn’t.  Because I don’t need to force anything on you.  Why?  Because you’re going to cross that straight line into the world of the bent all on your own.  Isn’t that right, Debra?’  She uncrossed her nylon clad legs to expose her cunt.  I was looking straight at her young twenty-year-old shaved pussy.  I liked what I was seeing.  I felt no shock or disgust.  There was no need to look away.  Even up close in this level of graphic detail I was still into it.  I wanted to touch it.  I needed to touch it.  The need was overpowering.  I was so gay it was pathetic.  Without any prompting I moved forward and instantly put my lips around her clit.  I had no shame.  No inhibitions.  I had what I wanted.  Her.  I sucked and licked on her bud.  I was gentle.  There was no need to be rough and hard.  Gentle little touches were more than enough.  I looked up at her to see her looking down at me with flushed cheeks.  I licked and saw her face react instantly to my touch.  She was enjoying it.  No wonder guys liked to touch that button so much if it got them such an instant positive reaction.


    My mouth drifted down to her pussy lips and I feasted upon them.  Her juices dripped and I licked it up.  Why had I never eaten pussy before?  This was amazing.


    I poked my tongue up her vagina.  Her hands touched the back of my head and she pushed me in closer to her snatch.  I refused to go faster or harder with my licking and sucking.  Picking up the pace and increasing the pressure was going to be gradual, if at all.  Light brushes of my tongue were more than enough to get her off.  I would get her to orgasm in my own good time.  Harder was not always better.


    She said, ‘You’d never know you’d never done this before.’


    My mouth left her slick channel and moved up to her clitoris again.  I didn’t want to overload the system with too much sensation so I sucked and licked at her sexual centre with alternating sensitive, subtle, teasing, gentle actions with the occasional burst of frenzied activity.  She was moaning.  I was working her cunt over good.


    She let my head go and no longer held me up to her crotch.  She put her arms out behind her body to support herself as she leaned back on the bench.


    I continued to lick and suck at her clit at my own pace with no more frenzied assaults.  I didn’t want her coming too fast.


    I licked and licked and sucked and sucked.


    ‘I’m going to come,’ she announced as her breathing became more laboured.


    I didn’t change my attack on her clit.  Methodically I licked and sucked as before with a light touch.  I licked at her until she came.  Her thighs clamped around my head as she moaned through her climax.  I tried to keep licking but she pushed my head away as she released her legs.  ‘That’s enough,’ she gasped.


    ‘Did I do good?’ I asked in search of praise.


    ‘You did very good,’ she said as she leaned forward and kissed me on the lips.  Presumably she was tasting some of her own pussy juices from my lips.  I kissed her back.  She felt so good on my lips.  We kissed back and forth, with minimal use of our tongues, for about a minute before she leaned back away from me.  She put her left hand in between her legs and rubbed herself for a second before stopping.  Her hand remained motionless on her crotch.  ‘You really made me come.  I liked your touch.  It was almost like I could feel more with you than I usually do.  It seemed more like…like I had extra sensitivity.  Does that make sense?’


    ‘Could it be because I was gentle?’


    She thought for a moment.  ‘It could be.’  She leaned forward again and held my face in her two hands.  She then began licking around my mouth and on the end of my nose.  She was licking up her own pussy juices from around my face.  She took her hands away from me and leaned back with her legs still open so I could see her cunt.  ‘Stand up and pull your tights up, but don’t cover your cunt,’ she ordered.


    I got to my feet and pulled my panties and tights halfway up my thighs.  ‘Pull your skirt out the way.’  I did as she said.  She slid off the bench so she was kneeling before me.  ‘Put your hands behind your back.’  This I did.  She tugged my panties and tights down and inch closer to my knees.  Then she buried her face in my cunt.  It felt amazing to have her down there.


    She licked and sucked on my private area.  ‘Is this how you like it?’ she asked.  ‘Gentle?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ I panted with excitement.


    She lapped at me and I instantly felt an orgasm begin to swell within me.  She was more expert at cunt licking than any man I’d ever known.  There was something so perverse at the thought of someone so feminine working away at my privates.  Most men will follow the instruction to slow down and be more gentle for half a minute before forgetting or disregarding it and ploughing on as usual.  They didn’t seem to comprehend that the clit didn’t need to be brutalised in order to feel maximum pleasure.  Hard and fast certainly had its place, but it didn’t have to be the default.  My mistress seemed to understand this, and followed my implied advice that soft and gentle was better.  She sustained the gentle approach to my clit stimulation all the way up to my climax.  Only when I was coming in her mouth did she become more aggressive in her licking and sucking.


    She stood up and helped me undress.  Once I was naked she took me by the hand and guided me to the bed.  She had me lie on the sheets.  She lay on top of me and caressed, fondled, probed and kissed my breasts before we kissed on the lips.  This time we graduated to slipping our tongues into each other’s mouths.  We explored each other’s tongues and mouths for what seemed like an hour before she started to grind her pussy against mine.  As we fucked we swapped positions so I was on top of her.  I was the one doing the fucking.  I rubbed my clit against hers.  As I climaxed she wrenched the butt plug from out my arse.  There was an obscene wet popping sound as it evacuated my anus.  She threw the butt plug aside.


    I then ate her to climax with a deft combination of my mouth on her clit and my fingers in her hole.


    We lay entwined on the bed in each other’s arms.  I was naked.  She was still in her black stockings and garter belt.  At some point in our lovemaking she’d lost her high heels.  We were sweaty and disgusting but we didn’t care as we lay soiled in post-orgasmic bliss.  It had been a delight.  My first lesbian experience could not have been better, or with a more beautiful woman.  Perhaps a friendlier one, but I wouldn’t have traded her for another.


    After what felt like a very long time I said to the ceiling, ‘You know, women can have multiple orgasms.  A lesbian couple can last longer than a normal couple.  So I’ve been told.’


    She didn’t need any further encouragement.  She rolled on top of me and began kissing me.  Her hand found the cleft between my legs and she started masturbating me.  ‘Is this what you want, Debra?’


    ‘Yes,’ I panted as I returned the favour and began masturbating her.


    We masturbated each other to another climax.


    Then we got into the sixty-nine position and orally pleasured each other to our mutual satisfaction.


    As we laid side by side, exhausted and spent on the bed she said, ‘You got off lightly, you do know that, don’t you?’


    ‘I did?’ I asked.


    ‘I’m usually more into bondage and spankings.’


    ‘You did spank me,’ I pointed out.


    ‘That?  That was nothing.  I’d barely call that spanking.  That’s a few arse slaps.  That’s nothing.  Next time I’ll probably be less…friendly.  But there’s something about you,’ she mused.  ‘Something that makes me stay my hand.  I don’t want to hurt you.  At least not as much as I usually want to hurt people.  Funny, huh?’


    Jokingly I said, ‘Maybe you like me?’


    ‘I doubt it.  Maybe you’re just too damn innocent and helpless to beat up.  A little pain and distress goes a long way with you.  I guess we’ll see how far I go with you next time.’


    She said ‘next time’.  I wanted there to be a next time.  I had to confirm that it wasn’t just a one-off event.  I needed her again after this.  This couldn’t be a onetime experience.  ‘Will there be a next time?’


    ‘Of course.  What a stupid question.  Are you retarded?  Of course there’s going to be a next time.  And a next time after that.  And a time after that.  And so on.  You’re mine now.  I own you.  And a pussy eater as talented as you cannot go to waste.’


    ‘I don’t want to be rude.  And I don’t want you to take this the wrong way.  But what’s your name?’


    ‘You make me feel so used and cheap,’ she said without obvious humour.  I could instinctively tell she wasn’t being serious despite the lack of a chuckle in her tone.


    ‘Who are you?  Who did I just sleep with?  Who’s my first lesbian lover?’


    She held out her hand to me.  I was confused.  ‘Shake it,’ she explained.  I put my hand out and as we shook hands she told me that her name was Charity.


    


    

  


  
    Daughter Spanks Mother


     


    A week later I got the phone call I’d been waiting for.  ‘Can you talk?’


    ‘Yes.’  I was standing in my living room on my mobile.  I was home alone as my boyfriend was at work.


    ‘Have you been masturbating about me?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘Any particular sexual fantasies?’


    ‘No.  Just the events of last week.  Variations on that.  Nothing too innovative on what we did.  I don’t need to use much imagination as I think we did everything.’


    ‘Hardly,’ she said dismissively.  ‘Eaten any more pussy lately?’


    ‘No.’


    ‘Why not?’


    I was stumped as to how to answer that.  It wasn’t like lesbian encounters were easy for me to arrange.


    She gave up waiting for me to respond and asked if I’d sucked anymore cock.  ‘Yes,’ I replied.


    ‘Whose?’


    ‘My boyfriend.’


    ‘Did you tell him about us?’


    ‘No, Mistress.’


    ‘Does he suspect anything?’


    ‘I don’t think so.  How could he guess something like this has happened?  He doesn’t have the imagination.  I don’t have the imagination.  This has all been a product of your sick imagination.  Without meeting you, he could never have an inkling about what’s going on.’


    ‘Has sex with him improved?’


    Tentatively I said that it had.


    ‘It’s because you’re coming out of your shell.  Doesn’t that sound plausible?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.  Are we going to meet again?’


    She gave me an address and instructions to meet her at that destination at ten in the morning the next day.  I jotted it down on a piece of paper that I held against the wall.  I folded the page and put it on the sofa.  I asked what we were going to be doing.  Not that I expected anything more than a cryptic tease.  ‘We’re going to film pornography.’  That was a bit more direct in detail than I expected.  I froze.  I said, ‘I can’t do that.’


    ‘Never say “no” to me.  Ever.  I don’t like it.  It can come across as disobedience.  And I don’t allow my girls to be disobedient.  Or my men for that matter.  I expect complete submission.  Otherwise it’s too much effort having to beat the “dignity” out of them every time I want them to do something.  I’m not here to soothingly bring people out of their laughably small comfort zones.  You say “yes” to everything and there will be no problems.  So never say “no” to me.  Don’t argue with me.  Don’t think.  Just obey.  Without comment, preferably.  Are you an obedient girl?  Or are you a difficult girl who thinks she deserves better?’


    ‘I want to be obedient.  I do.  But I can’t film pornography.  That’s asking too much of me.  Someone will see it.’


    ‘Obviously.  That’s the point.’


    ‘But it could be someone I know.  Someone who won’t appreciate it.  Who’ll use it against me.  Someone could easily recognise me, even if it’s years later.’


    ‘That’s doubtful.  But that’s just a risk you’ll have to take.’


    ‘No.’  My legs were shaking from defying her.  What would her reaction be to this noncompliance?  She struck me as a woman capable of some serious fury if challenged.  She was a professional dominatrix after all.  You don’t get into that line of work if you’re a nice person with a level-headed attitude to the ups and downs of life.


    ‘Yes,’ was all she said in a detached voice of only mild annoyance.  Her tone was surely only a hairsbreadth away from righteous anger.


    ‘No.’


    ‘Yes, Debra.  This isn’t a decision for you to make.  I’ve made the decision for you.’


    ‘Seriously, I can’t.’


    She didn’t say anything in response to that.  I could hear her breathing evenly in the ensuing silence.


    To break the peeved silence I said, ‘I can’t do it.  I’m sorry.’


    After a painful pause Charity said, ‘Haven’t we gone over this before the last time?  I say something outrageous.  You stamp your feet and say “no”.  And then you do it like the obedient slut you are.  I expect you there at ten.  On the dot.’  She hung up.  She didn’t lose her cool and slam it down.  She calmly disconnected the call.  She’d spoken, and there was no response required from me as she knew fine well I’d fall into line like the natural submissive that I was.  Her treatment of me was pure evil.


    I flopped down onto the sofa beside the page with the address on it.  My legs were still shaking.  I stared at the blank television screen across from the sofa.  My imagination superimposed images onto the empty screen of Charity and me fucking in that hotel room.  Fucking like dykes.  It was mortifying to think that anyone, a stranger or an acquaintance, could see that.  It was so shameful.  It was something I could never let another person see.  I’d have no control over what kind of person saw the footage.  Anyone could watch it.  I’d have no say in who can see it and when.  Pornography was evil and something to be avoided having anything to do with.  Most especially starring in it.  The downsides were considerably bigger than the upsides.  Any recorded sexual activity that I appeared in, even if not perverted in nature, could only hurt me as a person and as a member of polite society.  Porn was not an option.  I didn’t want to be pulled into this side of her perverted life.


    I had searched the name Mistress Charity online and quickly discovered she had contacts in the porn industry.  She had filmed a few movies.  Mostly spanking films.  If she had a niche I would class her as a spanker.  That seemed to be the focus of more than half the films.  She spanked men and women.  She also had full penetrative sex with men on camera.  She also did a few lesbian sex scenes with strap-on dildos.  I didn’t know what I thought of those.  It seemed a bit pointless cutting men out of the sex, only to then introduce fake penises.  As a bisexual woman I thought it better to bring real men into the bedroom if you wanted a good dicking.


    Was she right about me caving in anyway and turning up at the address ready to be filmed doing who knows what?


    Probably.


    Probably.


    She didn’t specify what clothing I was to wear.  Or anything else for that matter.  All I had to go on was an address and a time, and that I was expected to star in pornography.  Immediately I assumed movies, but it might be stills photography for all I actually knew.


     


     


    I arrived at the designated address with a travel case on wheels and my handbag stuffed with accessories and make-up.  I packed a few outfit options and shoes in the travel case.  I turned up wearing a green tank top, orange three quarter trousers and flat shoes.  I suspected my attire wasn’t too important or Mistress Charity would have specified what she wanted me to wear on the phone.


    The address was a detached house.  Whoever lived there had a few more pennies than me.  I knocked on the door and waited.  Barely a second passed before it was answered.  A man in his early-twenties asked if I was Debra.  I confirmed that I was.  ‘She’s in the kitchen.’  He pointed me in the right direction then disappeared in another direction after closing the door behind me.


    I found my mistress sitting at the kitchen table.  She was in normal clothing appropriate for a woman meeting a friend.  There was no extraordinary latex fetish wear or nudity.  She looked cute.  She gave off a weirdly vulnerable vibe, I guess just because it was so odd to see her look so normal.  She was just a regular woman after all and not some exotic demon.  She was scribbling with a biro onto a sheet of A4 paper with printed text on it.  It was obvious she was correcting the document.  I cleared my throat to announce my presence.  ‘I know you’re there,’ she said without looking up.  I stood awkwardly looking down at her.  After a moment she looked up at me.  She told me to sit and be quiet.  I pulled out the chair at the table opposite her and parked my bum with my travel case and handbag beside me.


    She continued to read the document and make the occasional amendment.  I read some of the upside down words.  It didn’t take a genius to suss that this was a performance contract for a pornographic movie.  I gleaned from the words that it was a legally binding contract that gave away all my rights to any footage that will be shot today.  Judging from the scored out bits she was amending a standard contract to fit my lesser status as a slave.  She was merely replacing references to the signee with words like ‘slave’ and ‘slut’.  The contract was two pages long.  She pushed it over to me once she was finished, along with her pen.  ‘Sign it,’ she said.


    ‘Shouldn’t I read it first?’


    ‘Don’t you trust me?’


    ‘No,’ I flat out said.


    She wasn’t annoyed.  ‘It just says you consent to allowing this footage to be released.  You’re basically giving up all your rights to it.’


    I started to read it.  It was as she said it was.  For a flat onetime payment of five-hundred I would perform on camera unspecified acts of a sexual nature, and that I had no claims to ownership over the resulting footage.  The makers of the footage, listed in the document as PPFZT Industrial Practices Ltd, would own the copyright outright and that I relinquished any future profits and royalties.  Essentially, and in detail, it said I was to be paid a flat fee upfront and after that I had no other business connection to the resulting film.  I would have no say over what was done with the film, or have any way to delete or withdraw the film from circulation if I became embarrassed by it.  ‘Are you going to pay me the five-hundred?’ I asked, rather surprised that as a ‘slave’ I would be paid for my services.


    ‘I’m not paying you.  PP-whatever it’s called are paying us.  I’m getting paid a lot more as an established performer.  As a first timer you’re getting the lesser amount.’


    ‘So this is a proper porn company?’ I asked.  ‘Like, this isn’t just you shooting some sex and putting it on your own website.  This is a real dedicated company with accountants and a CEO and everything.  We’re going to make just one of a hundred films they will churn out this year.  And then we’ll become one of thousands of back catalogue titles.  And they’re going to advertise the film and make money off it.  This is a real, real thing.  It’s professional.’


    ‘Well as professional as porn can be.  Yes.  This is proper.  It’s not just me and a camcorder.’


    ‘The guy who answered the door didn’t introduce himself.  I assume he’s our cameraman for the evening.’


    ‘Cameraman, cinematographer, editor, producer and unofficial co-director.  As a dominatrix, I of course have issues with control.  I’ll be the primary director.  But as the cameraman who can actually see how things are going and looking he’ll probably give us a few orders.  Don’t be confused if I follow them like an obedient slave girl.  I’m still very much in control.  It will just save us time if we both do what he tells us.’


    ‘You really want me to make a porno with you?  Not even a small-time amateur porno, but a real one for a real company.  Don’t you think this is unreasonable?’


    ‘Do I look concerned about being reasonable?  Isn’t it more fun to be outrageous and to do the things we’re not supposed to?  Fuck proportion.  Let’s do the wrong thing in a really big way.  I made you lick pussy for the first time.  Did you enjoy it?’  I didn’t answer as the question had an obvious answer.  ‘Of course you did.  You loved it.  You absolutely loved eating my pussy.  Don’t even try and deny it.  You’re a pussy eater now.  And you loved it when I ate yours in turn.  You loved it.  I know what you like.  If I was right about you being a muff diver then why would I be wrong about you being a porn star?’


    ‘But that was at least done in private.  No one was invited to watch us.  This time you’re inviting the whole world to come watch us fuck.  And not just as a onetime event.  They can watch it anytime they want many years from now.  I can’t have co-workers seeing something like that.  Unlike you I live in the real world.  It doesn’t take much for just one person to stumble upon…’


    She interrupted me.  ‘Excuse me,’ she said in an irritated voice.  ‘I live in the real world too.  Where do you think I live?  I live in the exact same world as you.’


    ‘No, you don’t.  There’s a difference.  A very big difference.  There’s a difference of expectations.  You’ve obviously surrounded yourself with…  There’s no pleasant way of saying this.  Sleazier people with more compromised morals and lower expectations of people.  They meet a prostitute and they see nothing intrinsically wrong with a woman making a living that way.  The people I work with see a big problem with making money by selling your body for sex.  We live in different social worlds.  The people you know won’t bat much of an eyelid if they ever watch you in a porno having lesbian sex.  It’s probably no big deal.  The people I know, if they ever see me fucking another girl in a porno, would very much bat a fucking eyelid.  It would be a very notable moment for them.  And for me.  It would be cataclysmic.’  I paused for breath before adding, ‘I can’t sign this.  It’s impossible.  I can’t make pornography for many very good reasons.’


    ‘I can’t say I’m not disappointed.  Okay.  In that case you can go.  You’re free of all other obligations to me.  Our relationship is over.’


    ‘We can still fuck,’ I said as I put my hand out to cover hers on the tabletop.  She withdrew her hand and put it out the way on her lap as I finished saying, ‘We just can’t film it.’


    ‘This isn’t a negotiation,’ she said.  ‘I set the terms.  You agree to them.  As is.  We then do what I want.  If you enjoy it: great.  No harm in that.  If you don’t enjoy it: who cares?  As long as I get what I want then everybody’s happy.  This porno is going to get made, with or without you.  If you don’t sign that page within the next minute I’ll phone my reserve.  She won’t be as good as you, but at least she will turn up and do it.’


    ‘I can’t.  I just can’t.’


    ‘You can.  Because I want you to.  And what I want is all that matters.  I want to destroy your dignity.  And you’re going to let me.  Deep down you want to do it.  You want to be a naughty girl and make a porno for all the guys you know to jerk off to.  Instead of them humiliating you, they might ask you to suck their cocks.  You might get all the cock you ever wanted.  Would that be so bad?  You want to be as sleazy and as compromised as me.  You love to be my bitch.  Sign the papers.’


    ‘People will see me,’ I protested once again.


    ‘I’m losing my patience.’


    ‘Really it’s too much.’


    ‘Pick up the pen and you will be rewarded.  You’ll be face deep in pussy.  Just sign it.  We both know you want to.  I’m right, you want this.  Stop torturing yourself.  Give in to what you really want.  Let me make you a porn star.’


    I gave in.  She had too hypnotic a spell on me.  As reluctant as I was for very obvious reasons not to allow myself to be filmed having lesbian sex, she was just too damn arousing.  She had my number and knew how to press my buttons.  Before picking up the pen, and committing to the biggest mistake of my life, I asked what the film involved.  ‘What’s the plot of this film?  Is there a script?  What do you expect me to do, sexually speaking?’


    ‘I expect you to do what I tell you.  But more specifically you will play my mother.  I’ll be your daughter.  It’s a spanking video.  I’m going to spank you.  So as I’m sure you’ve worked out by now, it’s about the daughter spanking the mother.  Kinky stuff.  Lots of weird shit.’


    ‘I’m playing your mother?’ I asked due to a lack of anything more insightful to say.


    ‘You are age appropriate.  I don’t think it’s so ludicrous.  You could be my mother.’


    ‘And you’re going to spank me as your mother?’


    ‘That’s right.  I’ll be fully dressed and you’ll be naked.  I’ll put you over my knee and slap that arse of yours until it’s burning with red pain.’


    ‘Is that it?  There’s nothing more?’


    ‘We’ll kiss.  I might masturbate you.  I’ll make you kiss my shoes.  Then I’ll make you eat my pussy.  Then I’ll eat yours.  That’s the general shape of the idea.  I’m not sure.  I can’t guarantee anything.  There’s no script so the specifics are hazy.  Nothing’s organised in too much detail.  The synopsis PPF-whatever agreed to, was simply that the daughter comes home to find her mother naked in the living room masturbating.  She grabs her mother and puts her over her knees and punishes her for being a bad girl.  You plead and beg for mercy.  I don’t give it.  Spank, spank, spank.  After I’ve spanked you raw, you agree never to masturbate in the living room ever again.  We then kiss and make up.  Then we eat each other out or something.  That’s the idea.  But who knows what will specifically happen.’


    ‘It sounds humiliating.  If anyone sees it I’ll be the laughing stock of the town.  I’ll never be able to show my face in conventional society ever again.  I’ll have to quit my job and hope any future employers never find out about my porno past.’


    ‘Fuck everyone else.  You’re not making it for them.  You’re making it for me.  And perhaps, maybe deep down, for yourself.  I think you’ll enjoy it far more than your nerves are telling you right now.  Once I’ve beaten you into sub-space your mind will be a blissful blank.’  She tapped her index finger on the contract.  ‘Stop stalling.  Sign it.’


    I picked up the pen and read the contract over once again.  Then I signed it.  Charity whisked it away from me and left the room without a word.  I didn’t follow her.  Her quick movement made it obvious she was planning to come back as soon as possible.  When she entered the kitchen a minute later the contract was replaced in her hands with five crisp, new looking one-hundred bills.  She placed the money on the table before me.  ‘Your wages of sin,’ she commented.  With trembling hands I collected the money and put it in my handbag.  I was now a prostitute, having accepted money for performing a sexual service.  In a couple of minutes I’d then be a porn star.  The weird changes of direction my life had taken at Mistress Charity’s hands were abrupt and absolute.  ‘So now what?’ I asked.


    She sat at the table and said, ‘Mitch is more or less ready in the living room.  We can start pretty much anytime after I’ve changed.  What happens on a porn shoot is that we take photographs first.  We act out a bunch of positions for the photographer.  That way the flashes don’t interfere with the proper film.  Mitch will get posed pictures while we work out exactly what we’re going to be doing when we shoot the film.  It’s like a rehearsal.  As it’s a lesbian spanking session we’ll just be posing with me pretending to spank you.  And you masturbating.  And us kissing.  And eating pussy.  I’ll have to spank you a little bit for real.  And our tongues will touch flesh, but it will be light stuff for the pictures.  I won’t really be spanking you much, just enough to get a hint of red on your butt.  And we won’t be doing more than a few flicks of the tongues on each other’s clits.  That will come later.  After less than half an hour of that we’ll shoot the actual video.  There’s no prearranged dialogue.  It’s a waste of time writing it and remembering it.  We’ll just have to improvise our way around the scenario in our own words.  Don’t get self-conscious.  The more self-conscious you are the stiffer and more awful you’ll be.  The more you let yourself go and be free, and allow yourself to look silly, the better the acting will be.  Don’t be afraid to be a little cartoony.  Cartoony is better than a block of lifeless, hesitant wood.  Just be yourself.  I’ll take the lead in the dialogue exchanges.  All you’ve got to do is react to my prompts.  If I ask you a question, you respond.  That’s about all there is to it.  You don’t have to invent monologues and witty stuff to say.  Pretend Mitch and the camera isn’t there.  Don’t look at the camera.  In the end all you’ve got to do is role-play the mother-daughter scenario.  It’s like a normal dominatrix session for me.  There just happens to be a camera in the room, and there are constant breaks instead of sustained hour-long role-playing.  Any questions?’


    ‘Is there a safeword?’


    ‘Shout “cut” to call for a break.’


    ‘Right.  So I just say “cut” and everything stops?’


    She nodded.  ‘For the film my character’s name is Alice.  What do you want to be called?’


    It felt weirdly exciting to be in a position to pretend to be someone else with a different name.  It was like getting to put on a new persona.  Who was this woman I was going to become for the next couple of hours?  What would her name be?  The mere act of choosing a new name gave me an excited tingle out of all proportion to what I was doing.  It just excited my imagination to get to pretend to be someone else.  ‘I’ve always liked the name Eve.’


    ‘Eve?’ she repeated.  With little enthusiasm she said, ‘Okay.  It will do.’


    ‘Do you not like it?  Have you got a better name?’


    ‘I was thinking of a longer name.  Like Penelope.’


    ‘Like the fake name you used to book into my hotel?’


    ‘It’s a nice name.’


    ‘I prefer Eve.’


    ‘Fine.  Okay.  I guess it’s better this way.’


    ‘Is it?’


    ‘It makes it kinkier.’


    ‘Why?’


    ‘My real…  Her name’s Evelyn.  Sometimes shortened to Eve.’


    ‘If it makes things uncomfortable for you, we can change it.  I’ll be Penelope.  I don’t think I look like a Penelope, but whatever.  Or I can be Dorothy or something.’


    ‘No.  Leave it.  It’s fine.  I like it.  Spanking you as Eve will make it more interesting.  A bit of psychological trauma is always good.  It’ll be like therapy.  PPF-whatever didn’t know it when they agreed to this film, but they’ve just paid for me to work through my own therapy.  I’ll be like my own psychiatrist.  The therapeutic benefits of sadomasochism, I guess.’


    ‘Is the pseudo-incest taboo thing really necessary?  Can’t you just spank me?  And I can use a different name.’


    ‘We’re here to make a fucked up kinky movie.  We’re not here to do a run-of-the-mill polite thing.  It’s meant to be shocking for those who don’t get it.  And it’s been agreed with the moneymen that we’re doing the incest theme thing.  And anyway, I like it.  I want you to play my mother.  I want to spank your arse and make you pay for being a disgusting pervert for masturbating your pussy in the living room.  Doesn’t that scenario turn you on?  I’m dripping just thinking about it.’


    ‘It’s disgusting,’ I said as I stood up from the table.  That was only half of my true response.  It was disgusting.  It was also highly erotic.  ‘Let’s get this perversion over with before I come to my senses.’


    ‘You sound awfully eager for a person who claims she doesn’t want to make porn,’ she said as she pushed her chair out from the kitchen table and stood beside me.


    I didn’t say anything.


    Charity said, ‘I’m going to get changed.  You can wear what you’re wearing right now for the film.  There’s a change of clothes if you want it, but it doesn’t really matter.  You’ll be out your clothes in a few minutes anyway.  The only piece of costume I insist upon is a pair of nude high heels.  They’re waiting for you in the living room.  Oh, and this.  I nearly forgot.’  From her trouser pocket she placed a ring on the table.  It was a simple gold band.  ‘Your wedding ring.  You are playing my mother after all.  It would look odd if you weren’t married.’  Without a word I took the ring and slipped it on the appropriate naked finger.  She knew all my measurements so it didn’t surprise me that it fitted.  ‘While I’m getting ready you can tell Mitch to start taking pictures of you masturbating.  I’m not needed for the beginning so you can start without me.  Do you need my help perfecting your make-up?  We can do that in here or in one of the bedrooms upstairs.’


    ‘I’ll do my own make-up.  I brought stuff with me.  What are you going to wear?  Latex?’


    ‘That wouldn’t be right for the context.  We’re aiming for vague realism with this film.  I’m just going to wear a grey dress.  Inspired a little, I guess, by your maid uniform.  Tell Mitch we’ll be ready to go in a bit.  I won’t take long.’


    I left her in the kitchen along with my handbag and travel case and walked into the living room through an open arch.  The sofa was facing away from the arch towards the television.  It was easy to see how the scene would be staged with me facing away from her as she walked in through the arch.  Mitch was sitting on an armchair that had been moved out the way into a corner.  He was reading a magazine.  He looked up from his magazine as I entered the room.  He’d set up a few lights and reflectors and had a fairly large video camera resting on the coffee table along with a stills camera.  The window blinds were open.  I noticed a pair of five inch nude court shoes sitting on the floor beside the sofa.  I told him that Charity was going to go upstairs to get dressed but I was nearly ready.  ‘I’ve got to touch up my make-up but otherwise I’m ready to do the…  The opening scene.’


     


     


    He took pictures of me in my green tank top, orange trousers and nude heels as I gazed upon a male model in a catalogue advertising jumpers.  Amazingly, even without the guiding presence of my mistress, I found I could disrobe in front of Mitch and his camera when it came time to move onto the masturbation.  I was strangely immodest as I stripped naked before his camera.  I was fully exposed with only the heels for clothing.  He was polite and didn’t openly ogle me or anything.  He was a veteran pornographer so he’d probably seem more tit and ass than most men.  Mine were just another pair of saggy body parts he’d seen hundreds of variants on before so it was no big deal.  He gave me some compliments.  Probably just to put me at ease and give me a boost of confidence.  He instructed me to pretend to masturbate.  With little shame I touched my private area while he clicked away.  I held my lips open and let him get a detailed photograph of my inner body that my gynaecologist could use if I was unavailable.  I posed on the sofa and on the floor.  The catalogue was left on the sofa when I started to pretend to masturbate on the carpet.


    Mitch called down Mistress Charity after we’d exhausted all the angles we could think of to document my pussy.  She came down the stairs in a grey dress with a pencil skirt, naked legs and grey four inch court shoes.


    Mitch photographed her looking shocked at the doorway to the living room.  She acted both with wild eyes and open mouth, then again with considerably more subtlety with her hand over her mouth.  She decided it was better to go for a realistic approach and not to ham it up with big gestures.  They then repeated the more subtle expressions with me naked in the foreground of the shots.


    She then put me over her lap and spanked me.  She slapped my bare arse enough to get the first hint of a red shine, but otherwise she faked most of the slaps.


    We then snogged, with tongues, together on the sofa for about five minutes while Mitch moved around us to get as many pictures as possible.  She then had me on all fours on the floor as she stood.  I was kissing the toes of her shoes and licking her heels.  She then sat on the sofa and had me suck the heels like a dick.  It was embarrassing enough doing this with her, but to have a stranger in the room moving around to document my degradation with a camera was just outright wrong.  I’d walked a long way away from the correct path through life.  All it took to destroy my life was for one person I knew to see these pictures and to then say something to another person.  It was too juicy a scandal for them to do the noble thing and not tell someone else.  I could not expect mercy or discretion.  They would use these pictures to hurt me, to make me look bad, to ridicule me.  Which, when you think about it, makes you wonder about the basic decency of other people.  They’re only friendly until they have something on you.  Then they turn on you and leave you for dead.  What would my mother think if she saw these photos?  That scenario, although unlikely, was far from impossible.


    I had to accept that today was going to be the end of one thing and the start of something else.  Charity had opened me to lesbianism and now she was opening me to spanking and discipline.  That was fine.  That was okay.  The pornography I was not so okay with.  Why were we publishing to the world our perverted activities?  What was the upside, apart from a little dribble of money and a perverted thrill at doing something ultra-naughty?  This wouldn’t merely alter the inside of my skull and how I spent a few hours of my leisure time.  This would affect how I lived in society.  Once pictures and moving images of me being spanked in the nude over a younger girl’s knees got out into the world I’d be living on borrowed time.  It would be a matter of days or weeks before the people I know found out and disseminated the footage amongst themselves.  She was blowing up my world with this crap.  The shame and embarrassment would be enough to isolate me from the people I know.  How could I live it down?  How could they forget?  How could I look them in the eye ever again?  This, the making of pornography, was not a good idea.  It was actively harmful to my way of life.  How I exist in the world would be forever altered.  Forever more I’d be haunted by these images and videos that could cause me harm.  Yet I didn’t lunge for Mitch’s camera and smash it and run away.  Instead I kept sucking Mistress Charity’s heel.  Like an idiot.  Like a submissive slut who’d do anything this unreasonable bitch asked me to do.


    We started lightly licking each other’s pussies for the camera in the sixty-nine position.  There was no threat of orgasm at this point in time.  As we finished the photographs Charity explained that this was just the basics.  When we shoot the video, things would alter and more things could be expected to happen as we improvised our way through the story.


    We broke for a half hour break.  I spent it in an upstairs bedroom freaking out that I’d just posed for a long series of very compromising photographs.  Those were done.  They existed.  If just one of those pictures got into the hands of the wrong person I would be toast.  There was very little I could do about that now.  


     


     


    ‘Action,’ called Mitch.  Mistress Charity was standing behind him.  He was in the corner of the living room with the video camera up to his face.  He was shooting handheld without a tripod.  The camera was pointed at me as I sat in the green tank top and orange three quarter trousers that I arrived in.  My flat footwear had been replaced with the supplied five inch nude court shoes.  I flicked through a clothing catalogue on my lap.  I turned the page to gaze upon a handsome man posing in a field by a gate.  He was modelling a sweater.


    ‘Cut,’ called Mitch.  He moved to stand behind me.  He positioned the camera over the top of my head to look down at the catalogue page.  ‘Hold still while I get a point of view shot of what you’re looking at.  Action.’  After about a minute he called, ‘Cut.’


    Charity came out of the corner and said to him, ‘We should shoot more shots of the catalogue model.  Do his face and body parts in extreme close ups.  Then when she’s masturbating we can flash cut to subliminal images of his face and chest and hands so we know she’s thinking about him.’


    ‘Isn’t that unmistakable?’ he said.  ‘Is there really any need to belabour the obvious?  Also, as a man, I don’t think other men are going to like it.  They don’t want their wanking spoilt by having images of a good looking guy invading their view of the pretty chick they’re beating off to.  It’s a level of artiness that no one’s asking for.  They just want to see her doing sexual things.  They don’t need or want any flash cuts to the man.  That just gets in the way.  Also it breaks one of the rules of shooting porn: never film facial close ups of men, especially during sex.’


    She took this on board without playing domination head games with the man.  ‘I see what you’re saying.  It wouldn’t do any harm to film the footage anyway.  We either use it or we don’t.  We can discuss it later.  Right now it’s like two minutes of work, and it gives us more options later in the edit.  I see no reason not to do it.  We’ve already spent as much time discussing it as we’re going to spend actually shooting it.’


    He gave in and took the catalogue from me.  He put it on the coffee table.  Mitch screwed the camera onto a tripod and spent several minutes under Charity’s guidance shooting various close ups of the model.  It was a real catalogue and he was a legitimate model doing respectable work.  I’m sure technically they didn’t have the copyright holders, or the model’s, permission to use this image in their pornographic movie, but they obviously didn’t care.  They were rebels.  They were pornographers.


    They gave me back the catalogue.  Mitch unscrewed the camera from the tripod.  He put the tripod out the way behind one of the light stands.  He then filmed various close ups from different angles on my face as I studied the photograph.  Then they moved into a wider shot.  Charity instructed me to start touching myself.


    ‘How far should I go?’ I asked.


    She said, ‘Keep going until I call cut.’


    ‘You want me to go all the way?’


    She repeated with a hint of exasperation in her voice, ‘Keep going until I call cut.’


    This was it.  I was going to masturbate on video.  If ever there was a time to call a stop to this madness, now was that time.  I’d gone more than far enough already.  Photographs had been taken.  Those alone would be devastating, but moving video was something much worse.  I could offer to buy back the pictures already created.  There were a hundred things I could have done apart from nodding and going through with this shocking perversion.  I didn’t.  Why didn’t I?  Was I this enthralled by her?  Apparently yes, I was.  I was pathetic and stupid.  I recognised my own stupidity, and yet I was now going to allow myself to sink further into her dark abyss.  I nodded acceptance of her instruction to masturbate on camera.  She called, ‘Action.’


    I looked at the handsome young man in the picture for a few seconds and then started to grope my breasts through the tank top.  I touched myself in an outer exhibitionistic display of apparent shamelessness that I did not feel inside my interior.  Slowly I stripped naked of all my clothes.  I put the nude heels back on after my trousers and panties had been shed.  I carefully folded my clothes and put them on the floor out the way.  Mitch moved in for a close up on my vagina.  I allowed this to happen without complaint despite my self-consciousness at having my vagina studied in such a brutal way.  I slipped my right index finger inside and pulled it put.  I held the finger to the camera so it could see the wet natural feminine lubrication that I was producing.  So help me, I was actually wet between my legs for real.  It wasn’t faked.  I really was aroused.  My embarrassment and shame doubled upon itself at this realisation that I was enjoying myself.  How could I be into this?  It made no sense.  Not unless I was a real tart.  Only a whore could enjoy being put on display like this.


    Off camera Charity said, ‘Pretend the camera’s not here.’


    I took the wet finger away from the lens and put it back inside me again and began to pump it in and out.  Mitch moved away from me into a wide shot.


    I got off the sofa and slipped to my naked knees on the floor.  I put the catalogue face up on the carpet before me so I could stare at it while I frigged my clit.  During the photo shoot portion of the day the catalogue had been left aside on the sofa.  No one objected to this new variation.  They obviously weren’t concerned about making the earlier photos match the later video footage, and so the position of the catalogue was a non-issue.


    I wanked my clit with my right fingers while two of my left fingers filled my hole.  It felt good.  It felt very good.  The surprising thought came to me: I could orgasm like this on camera.  You would think the nerves, the pressure and the horror would stop any pleasure from building high enough to trigger an orgasm, but now I wasn’t so sure.  Another couple of minutes of this and I could come.  Maybe even with only one more minute I could tip myself over into bliss.  It really did feel good.  Having Charity and this strange man called Mitch watching me was a turn on.  The knowledge that the camera was recording this debasement, and that soon others would be able to witness it, was making me creamy inside my cunt.  I was enjoying this far too much to be credible.  I simply couldn’t believe I liked this, and yet unambiguously I did.


    ‘Cut,’ called Charity.


    I was so far gone into my masturbation that I was totally thrown by the sudden call to stop.  I was getting quite close to climax.  I was inching towards it with respectable speed.  Reluctantly I stopped playing with myself, but I made sure they didn’t get any hint that I was unhappy to stop.  I looked up at Charity, she was standing beside Mitch, with what must have been a perplexed look on my face as she spontaneously explained why we stopped filming.  ‘You didn’t do anything wrong.  We just need to change the angle.’  She conferred with Mitch and they moved the camera elsewhere.  Then he changed the position of one of the lights as he was now standing in the way of it causing the two of them to cast shadows over me.


    She told me to keep doing what I was doing.  ‘We’ll get a few more shots and then we’ll film me walking in on you.’


    It occurred to me that my character Evelyn wasn’t supposed to orgasm during this bit.  At least there had been no explicit instruction that I was to climax before my daughter walked in and caught me.  The assumption was that I would be caught before reaching orgasm.  I asked anyway.  ‘Should I climax?’


    ‘No.  It’s better if Alice catches you before you get to come.  That way you’ll be more frustrated when I’m spanking you.’


    I shocked myself by what I suggested next.  ‘I could come, and then masturbate again.  You catch me on the second one.’  My mouth was working faster than my brain.


    ‘No.  It’s better if you’re frustrated because I’ve caught you before you can get satisfaction.’


    ‘Okay.’  I wanted to come but I wasn’t going to over-argue my case.  That would only arouse suspicion.  ‘Any direction you want to give me?  Should I moan more?’


    ‘You’re doing good.  I don’t want fake moaning.  Of course, that doesn’t mean I want you to be completely silent.  If you don’t make any noise you’ll come across as bored.  So moan a little bit, but just enough to sell it to us that you’re getting off on this for real.’


    ‘Do you want me to say anything?  I could say to the photo something like, “Your dick is so big and I’m such a whore for it.”’


    ‘No.  The less acting the better.’


    We took about another five minutes to film me masturbating.  I couldn’t work up the intensity I’d managed before, now I knew I was not supposed to come, so there was no threat of an embarrassing orgasm happening at my own hands in front of Charity, Mitch and the camera.


    ‘Cut.  Good.  Excellent.  Now it’s time for me to walk in and catch you in the act.  You naughty girl.’


    ‘What’s the dialogue?’ I asked from the floor on my knees.  I was covered in a thin layer of sweat from the exertion.  I removed the heels and stood as she said, ‘Basically, the camera’s on you and we’ll hear the front door being opened on the soundtrack.  But you won’t hear it.  You’re too far gone and you don’t see me walk into the room behind you.  I’ll suddenly stop short in shock.  Either I’ll shriek, ‘Mum,’ or you’ll just sense my presence and turn around to look at me in horror.  You jump up and cover yourself with your hands.  I’ll say, “What the fuck are you doing, Mum?”  Then we’ll cut.  Then we’ll do a close up on you saying something like, “It’s not what it looks like.”  You’ll be all flustered.  Then we cut back to a wide shot of me saying, “It looks like you were masturbating.  In the living room.  To a catalogue model.  That’s disgusting.  And unhygienic.  You’re a slut, Mum.  You need to be taught a lesson.”  You protest.  I put you over my knees.  And then spank, spank, spank.  Okay?  Any questions?  Any observations?  Any reason why that’s stupid?’


    ‘I don’t know if I can act that.’


    She dismissed that notion with a careless wave of her hand.  ‘Please.  It’s porn.  No one’s expecting great acting.  Just don’t try and act too much.  Just do what feels natural.  Without being too stiff.  If you feel it makes more sense to say something else then go ahead.  If it sucks we can do another take.  Don’t get hung up on it.  It’s just sexual role-play.  React like you would in real life.  Look embarrassed.  You do good embarrassment so use it.  Stammer some stupid excuse.  I’ll carry the scene if I have to.’


    ‘Can we rehearse it?’ I asked.


    ‘Sure.  Get on your knees.’  I sank back to the floor without the shoes on my feet.


    We acted out the scene in slow motion without the camera running.  We ran through it and stopped to make comments on what we were doing.  Charity made a few decisions to change it to fit our level of acting competence.


    Mitch suggested we shoot Charity coming in the front door so the viewer sees it instead of just hearing it.  They filmed her coming in the door and walking off camera.  I stood naked behind Mitch as they shot this.  He said, ‘Now we cut to Eve on the floor masturbating to come, and in the background Alice walks into the frame.’


    We moved back into the living room to film the moment of discovery.  I slipped the shoes back onto my feet and I got on my knees.  I took up my last position.  Mitch set up the camera before me so he could look over my shoulder and see Charity.  She would be in the background when she walked into the shot to catch me.  She briefly stood in the arch for him to frame her correctly.  She then moved out of view behind the wall.  ‘Ready?’ she called from the hallway.


    We both called back that we were in position and ready to go.  Mitch started filming and he called, ‘Action,’ instead of her.  I was surprised by him taking control and froze.  He said, ‘Start rubbing yourself.’  I recovered from my confusion and started to play with myself again.  I rubbed my clit and slipped two fingers into the depths of my vagina.  I wanked myself for about a minute before Charity walked into the arch.  It was completely self-evident to me that she was standing there behind me.  You couldn’t miss her presence, but during rehearsals Mitch said it wasn’t obvious to the viewer that I could tell she was there.  I pretended not to notice her and continued to push fingers in and out of my hole while rubbing my clit.


    ‘Mother!’ she called out with convincing shock.


    I pulled my fingers out my cunt and whipped my head around to look at her.  ‘Alice!’ I called back at her.


    With disgust she asked, ‘What are you doing?’


    Awkwardly, due to the five inch heels, I got from my knees to my feet.  I covered my breasts with my left arm and my privates with my right hand.  ‘I wasn’t doing anything.’


    ‘Yes you were.  This doesn’t look like nothing.  Why are you naked in our living room?’


    ‘It felt hot.  So I took my clothes off.  You weren’t supposed to be here.  I thought the house was empty and no one would see me.  I didn’t think you’d come home for at least another hour.  This is so embarrassing.’


    She stepped around the couch and stopped only an inch from my face.  It felt very confrontational as her features were hard with intensity.  ‘You weren’t just being naked.  Were you, Mum?  Hmm?  Care to comment?’


    ‘I…  No.’


    She peered beyond my shoulder at the open catalogue on the floor.  She looked back at me and said, ‘You were masturbating.  Weren’t you?’


    With shame I dropped my head and looked down towards her chest.  ‘Yes.’


    ‘Cut,’ she said.


    I looked up at her.  ‘Was it good?  Do you want to go again?’  Without embarrassment I let my hands slips out of place to expose my body to the room.


    ‘No.  You were good.  It’s just we should do a point of view shot of the catalogue before we forget.’  She pointed to the catalogue as a silent instruction to Mitch.  She stepped away from me.  Mitch took her place in front of me with the camera.  He told me to stand still and said to Charity, ‘I’ll do a wide shot and a close up with the zoom.’  We stood in silence as he took the shots.


    Charity took her place again and Mitch stepped away to shoot us in a wide frame.  Charity asked me, ‘Where are we again?’


    ‘I’ve just admitted I was masturbating.’


    ‘Right, right.  I’m ready.  So I’ll chew you out about it and we’ll start the spanking.  Okay?’


    ‘Okay,’ I replied as I put my hands back in place to cover my breasts and vagina.  Mitch gave a thumbs-up to indicate that he was ready to start.


    Charity called, ‘Action.’  She cleared her throat then said to me, ‘I’ve caught you masturbating over a hunk in the catalogue.’


    Mitch interrupted by saying, ‘Debra, look down.  Remember, you were looking down at the end of the last shot.’  I stopped looking Mistress Charity in the eye and fixed my gaze on her breasts in her grey dress.  Mistress Charity repeated her line again.  ‘I’ve caught you masturbating, haven’t I?  You were masturbating over a hunk in the catalogue.’


    ‘No.  Yes.’  I looked up at her face and said, ‘Yes, but it wasn’t like I planned for you to see me.’


    ‘Have you no shame?  Mum, you can’t strip naked in the family living room and wank yourself.  We watch TV in this room.  That’s disgusting.  Yuck.  Now I know you’ve dripped your lady juices all over the carpet and couch.  You didn’t even have the common decency to close the blinds.’  Out the corner of my eye I saw motion from Mitch.  Presumably he was panning over to the windows.  ‘What if the neighbours saw you?’


    I gave a pause to allow his camera to get back to us before I replied.  ‘There’s no need to be so fretful.  No one can see,’ I said with confidence even though I didn’t know if that was true in real life.  With the bank of photography lights on, and who knows how much noise we’d end up making with the spanking and fucking, it was reasonable to assume we might attract some attention.


    ‘You can’t know that for sure.  Mr Hubert at number seventy-eight has a thing for you.  And he owns binoculars.  For all we know he’s watching us right now.’


    ‘I…’  I froze.  My mind betrayed me.  I couldn’t think of anything else to say.


    ‘Cut,’ said Charity.


    ‘I’m sorry.  I couldn’t think of another line to say.  Mr Hubert was a new thing we hadn’t planned for.  My mind wasn’t agile enough to think of a response on the spot.’


    ‘It’s okay.  Just say something like, “Don’t be silly.  Of course no one’s watching us.”  Keep it simple.  No one’s going to watch all this talking anyway.  They’ll just skip to the spanking.’


    Mitch changed position by standing beside us to my left.  He was going to film the next section in a close up of our two faces so close together.  Charity voiced her approval at his choice of camera angle.  We went again.  She fed me my line by saying, ‘I wouldn’t be surprised if Mr Hubert was watching us right now.  And you’ve given him such a lewd display.  What were you thinking?  Masturbating in the living room.  And with the blinds open.  You’re a slut, Mum.  A common slut like the kind you insisted I shouldn’t be.  What do you have to say for yourself?’


    ‘Oh Alice, don’t be so silly.  I’m not a slut.  And of course no one’s watching me.  I’m a forty-year-old mother of three,’ I said, shaving three years off my age and making my body more respectable looking if people believed I’d gone through the trauma of childbirth three more times than I actually had.  ‘No one’s looking at me in that way.  No one’s looked at me in a sexual way for ages.  And your father…  He hasn’t touched me in years.’  I nodded towards the wedding ring currently helping to protect my modesty down below at my right breast.  ‘That keeps everyone in line.  I wish someone would look.  So what harm does it do to look at pictures of young, strapping man in catalogues?  I can dream.  Nothing’s going to happen.  It’s a harmless fantasy.  And you shouldn’t be here anyway.’  I stopped talking.  Nothing else came to me.  I waited for Mistress Charity to react.  Instead she slowly turned to the camera and said, ‘Cut.’  She stepped away and instructed Mitch to get a close up of my hand covering my right breast.  The wedding ring was emphasised in the frame.  As he took the shot I tried to ask if I was doing okay.  Mitch shushed me.


    After the shot was finished he explained that it was best to shoot in silence.  ‘I can remove the soundtrack of you talking, but it’s better if the takes are clean.  There’s no point having extraneous conversations on the soundtrack.  It’s just more work later having to remove it in post-production.’  He stepped away to let Charity get back into her position an inch from my face.  He walked backwards into a corner to get a wider shot of us for the next section.


    I asked if my acting was okay.  ‘I’m not too hammy, am I?  Did I talk too much?  Do I have a horrible voice?  Can you even make out what I’m saying?  It doesn’t feel like I’m enunciating okay?’


    With unexpected kindness she said, ‘You’re fine.  You’re better than I expected.  You’ve taken to this like a duck to water.  And the dialogue’s fine.  Just keep doing more of that.’


    ‘Okay,’ I said with a curious feeling of pride at her compliment.  It was a compliment, right?  Even if it wasn’t outright fulsome praise, it was not a complaint.  She was definitely right about one thing: I was taking to starring in pornography far more easily than I should have.  Who would have suspected I was so compliant that I’d make a competent porn actress just because I’d been told to be one against my own better judgement.


    She called, ‘Action.’  Then she put her hands over her ears and said to me, ‘I don’t want to know about you and Dad.  That’s disgusting.’  She took her hands from her ears and put them on my shoulders.  ‘Mum.’


    ‘Yes, Alison.’


    ‘Evelyn, if I may be so formal, you have done a bad thing.’


    ‘It’s not that bad.  It’s embarrassing.  But it’s not evil.’


    ‘You remember what you used to do to me when I was a young girl when I’d been bad?’


    ‘I’d tell you off and ground you?’


    ‘No.  That’s not it.  Remember?’


    ‘No.  I don’t know what you’re referring to.’


    ‘I think you do.  You used to be spank-happy.  Remember?’


    ‘I don’t remember doing it that much.’


    Still with her hands on my shoulders she snorted with derision.  ‘You spanked me even when I was in high school.’


    ‘Oh, maybe once or twice.  And that was only because you’d been really bad.  You’re grossly exaggerating if you’re trying to say I did it all the time.  That’s nonsense.’


    ‘Well karma is a bitch, as they say.  What goes around comes around.  You’ve been very bad.  That can’t be argued.  You’ve been a very bad girl.’


    ‘Well I argue otherwise,’ I tried to say but she steamrolled over me by saying, ‘Very, very bad.  And I think you need to be taught a lesson.’


    Mockingly I said, ‘What, are you going to spank me?’


    Deadly seriously she said, ‘Yes.  You shouldn’t be so mocking.’


    ‘You’re going to spank me?  Me?  Your own mother.  Don’t be absurd.’  Before I knew it her hands were off my shoulders and around my wrists.  She pulled my hands away from their places of modesty protection.  With ease, despite my very real resistance, she pulled me to the sofa.  In a confusing movement of limbs she was sitting on the sofa and I was across her knees before I could even work out what was going on.  My head was to her left with my legs and arse to her right.  I was facing the catalogue and window.  One of my shoes nearly came off in the scuffle, but I felt a hand come down and take a hold of it.  She pushed it back onto my foot.  She raised her right hand and asked if I was willing to repent for my sin.


    ‘What sin?’ I asked.


    She swiftly dropped the hammer and spanked my naked arse.


    ‘Ouch,’ I shouted as I writhed to get off her lap.


    ‘Stay.  Stay,’ she demanded as she took hold of me and pinned me down to her lap.  ‘Stay still or I’ll slap you silly.  Or I’ll get a hairbrush and really tan your hide.’  She slapped my arse cheeks some more until I stopped wriggling and submitted to her punishment.  ‘How does your bum feel now?’


    ‘Sore.’


    ‘You brought this on yourself with your public wanking.  Exhibitionists don’t get rewarded.  They get punished.’


    She spanked me hard on both buttocks.


    I called out, ‘I’m sorry.  I won’t do it again.’


    ‘Sorry for what?’


    ‘I’m sorry for getting caught.’


    ‘No.  That’s not it.’  She spanked my arse with brutal slaps for what seemed like minutes.  ‘I don’t want you to be sorry for getting caught.  I need you to feel sorry for the original crime itself.’


    ‘But it’s just masturbation.  It’s normal.  Even mothers need to get a sexual release from their frustrated desires.  Everyone masturbates.  It’s normal.’


    ‘But why did you have to do it in the living room for your daughter to walk in on you and see you playing with your clit.  That’s an image I will never forget.’  Spank.  Spank.  Spank.  Spank.  ‘I don’t want to see my own mum sticking her fingers in the place that gave birth to me.’  She shivered with revulsion.  ‘That’s disgusting,’ she said as another hard blow landed on my arse.  ‘Totally unacceptable and dist…’  The sound of the next spank obscured the end of the sentence.  Presumably it was the word ‘disgusting’ that was lost underneath that resounding slap.


    ‘I’m sorry,’ I bleated with pain.  ‘I didn’t expect you home today.  I’m sorry.  I didn’t expect you home so soon.  Cut.’  Charity let me go and I stood up.  I rubbed my aching arse and explained why I’d called a halt to the proceedings.  ‘I did the line both ways as I couldn’t remember if earlier I said I expected her home later or not at all.  I’ve given you two takes so you can cut the right one in.’


    Mitch confirmed, without doubt, that in the earlier dialogue I expected Alice to come home later that day.  He then enquired if my bum was sore.  Mistress Charity cut in and said, ‘Of course it’s sore.  Do you think I don’t know how to give a girl a sore bottom?’  He didn’t know how to respond to that so an icy silence followed her comment.  I assumed it was a friendly josh in a harsh tone for unfunny comic effect, but it was possible she was authentically annoyed to have her spanking skills called into question.  She was a professional after all, with the pride of quality that brings with it.  To break the awkward silence I said, ‘I’ve got a suggestion.  Since I’m over your knee and I’m facing the catalogue, we could have it so I’m looking at the model while you spank me.  You could do another one of those close ups from my point of view.’


    The hint of frost between them quickly disappeared as they both agreed that my idea made sense.  Mitch sat cross-legged at the sofa at Charity’s feet and put his camera in the general area where my head would be.  I stepped out the way behind him so I wouldn’t get in the shot.  He filmed the point of view of the catalogue in close, medium and long shots using the zoom to change the size of the frame.


    He got up.  Mistress Charity indicated for me to assume the position again.  I climbed back onto her lap with my bum within easy striking distance.  Filming resumed.  He continued to film the brutal assault on my posterior.  He moved around more and changed between high and low angle shots.


    The beating was without dialogue.  I stared at the catalogue as she hit me.  It was just a remorseless ten minutes of spanking, spanking and more spanking.  My butt must have been bright red from the blood flowing to the abused areas.  I didn’t cry.  For some reason I didn’t want the camera to capture that.  It’s hard to say what my thinking was over that; as though tears were unacceptable but my private parts were okay to show on camera.  Perhaps I just didn’t want to give her the satisfaction of showing her that she’d broken me.  Whimpering was all I allowed myself, as I had little control over that reaction, but actual tears were something I could resist.  So I did.  I refused to blub like a girl.  Somehow I managed to suck it up and take my punishment.


    Eventually Mitch suggested an end to the beating.  He said, while keeping the camera rolling, ‘I think we have enough of that.  I think we need more dialogue as this spanking is in danger of getting boring.  We should move onto the kissing.’


    Mistress Charity agreed as she called, ‘Cut,’ instead of continuing with the spanking.  She didn’t let go of me so I had to ask permission if I could stretch my legs and give my bum some tender attention.  ‘No.  I’ll let you do that on camera in a bit,’ she said as she gently rubbed the skin on my behind to give me some relief.


    Mitch asked her if she knew what she was going to say.  She nodded.  ‘I’ll say stuff like she’s a bad mother for letting me catch her in the nude while she’s masturbating.  Then I’ll say she can make it up to me by giving me a kiss.  She’ll try to kiss me on the cheek but I’ll force her to kiss me on the lips.  Things like that.  I’m ready.  I’ve got the first line in my head ready to go.’  She asked him if he was ready to start filming.  She didn’t bother to ask me.


    He put the camera to his face and called, ‘Action.’


    Mistress Charity began spanking my behind again.


    I glanced at Mitch’s crotch.  I saw no bulge.  Maybe he was too engrossed in technical issues to get aroused.  Capturing the shots, keeping the camera steady and correctly focussed, and keeping out of the lights so he didn’t cast a shadow onto the scene would occupy enough of his mind to render what was happening before him unworthy of his attention.  Or maybe he just didn’t find me getting my butt paddled by a supreme bitch to be sexy.  How depressing would that be?  Here I was fretting over people being far too interested in my sex film when perhaps even worse than that would be no one caring.  What if this wasn’t sexy?  What if I wasn’t attractive enough to arouse men, or women, through the medium of film?  What if people shrugged with indifference?  Surely the deck was stacked in our favour to make this sexy.  Assuming no moral outrage on the part of the viewer, how could a mother-daughter spanking session with someone as beautiful as Mistress Charity fail to arouse someone?  Is that even possible?  Come on, this was hot.  It had to be.  How could anyone not be aroused by this?  Perhaps Mitch was erect to begin with but the erotic potential of what he was seeing had since faded away.  From his jaded pornographer’s experience this lesbian spanking inferno was just another day in the office.  To him our perverse display of flesh and depravity had the same sexual allure as paperclips has to the average office worker.  This was just another day for him.  Nothing out of the ordinary.


    Charity stopped spanking me and pulled my hair with her left hand so my head was yanked up.  ‘You’re a bad mother.  And a bad role model for your daughter.  You should be ashamed of yourself.  I’m very disappointed in you.’


    ‘Please, Alice.  Please stop.  Mercy.  I beg you.  No more.’


    She slapped my buttocks a few times with her right hand as she said into the back of my head, ‘A very bad mother.  I’ve got a slut for a mother.  You shouldn’t be wanking in the living room.  You’re disgusting.’


    ‘Mercy.  Mercy.  I’ve learned my lesson.’


    She stopped slapping my raw arse-meat.  ‘Oh really, Mum.  And what lesson is that?’


    ‘That I’m not to masturbate in the living room.’


    ‘Why?’ she asked while still holding my head up by the hair.


    ‘Because it’s disgusting.  It’s rude and unhygienic.’


    ‘And it’s disrespectful to other people who have to use the room.’


    ‘Yes.  That too.  It shows no thought or respect for other people.  It’s just bad manners.  Of the worst kind.  It’s unforgivable what I did.’


    ‘And what other lesson did you learn?’


    ‘I…  I don’t know.’


    ‘See, you haven’t learned your lesson.’


    She let go of my hair to allow my head to fall back towards the floor.  I forgot about the catalogue and didn’t stare at the picture anymore.  A few blows landed on my bum.  I was getting close to tears.  Even if I didn’t outright blub I was surely going to have tear streaks involuntarily running down my cheeks.  The pain was no longer the fun kind.  I’d passed through numbness into sharp pain.  I really wanted her to stop hitting me.  I was close to calling out ‘cut’ but I thought I’d try talking first.  Another blow landed on my butt.  ‘Mercy, Alison.  Mercy.  It hurts.’


    ‘It’s supposed to hurt.  That way the lesson will go into your brain and lodge there.  I’m not doing this for fun.  This is necessary.’  She slapped me again.


    ‘Ouch.  What am I failing to learn?  Tell me.’


    She spanked me and said, ‘If I have to tell you then you’re obviously not getting it.’  She slapped my buttock.  ‘I want you to learn this for yourself.’  Slap.  I yelped.  ‘Try again.  What do you think you’re supposed to be learning?’


    ‘I don’t know.  Not to masturbate at all?’


    Spank.  ‘Look over there,’ she said as she yanked my hair again to make me look up.  Her right hand appeared beside my face pointing at the window.  The blinds.  She was referring to the open blinds.  I said, ‘To only touch myself in my bedroom, and with the blinds closed so no one can see me?’  She let go of my hair and withdrew her pointing hand.  Instead of the usual sound of a palm crashing into my rump, I heard the sound of a palm repeatedly slapping into another palm.  She briefly applauded me.  It’s funny how you can tell the intentions the clapper just by the pace of the clapping.  There is a distinct difference between mockingly sarcastic and authentic applause.  Charity had chosen not to be sarcastic.  Her applause sounded genuine.  Her hands took their usual places again with her left hand on my back and her right caressing my bum.  I said, ‘See, I have learned my lesson.  Can you now please stop hitting me?’


    ‘Okay, Mum.  You can sit up on that naughty little tush of yours.’  She released me from her grasp and I stood up.  I rubbed my arse cheeks for a moment.  She scooted to the side to give me room to sit beside her.  I sat on the sofa to her right.  My bum was sore from the ordeal but I could sit on it if I was careful where I put the pressure.  I did have to keep moving around to keep the weight off it but otherwise I could sit.  After about ten minutes a slight numbness in my arse started to take over and I could relax a bit more.


    Charity asked, ‘No hard feelings?  I did it for your own good.  You used to teach me lessons like that all the time.  You tanned my behind at least as good as that.  And the lessons stuck.  Believe me, I remember the lessons like they were yesterday.  That’s why I’m such the prim and proper girl I am today.  It’s a very effective teaching aid.  So, Mum, no hard feelings?’


    ‘No.  Thank you, Alice.  It wasn’t very ladylike of me to play with my pussy in the family living room.  And I now agree, I should have closed the blinds so Mr…’  I couldn’t remember the name of the guy Charity invented.  What was the name of the guy who was supposedly sweet on me?  As Mitch moved in closer to change his camera position, to what I assumed was a close up on my face, he whispered, ‘Mr Hubert,’ from behind the camera.


    I repeated my last line.  ‘And I agree.  I should have had the decency and presence of mind to close the blinds in case Mr Hubert was looking.  I’m very sorry for the distress I’ve put both of us through.  It was rude of me.  It was stupid.  It was selfish.  It was dumb.  It was unconscionable.  I should have stroked my pussy in my bedroom with the blinds shut.  I understand that now.  I’m so embarrassed and ashamed of myself.  I’ve learned my lesson.’


    ‘Are you glad I taught you that lesson with a good spanking on your butt?’


    As we talked I could sense Mitch slowly moving backwards away from us to get a slow ‘dolly out’ from a close up on me to a wide two-shot of Charity and me sitting on the sofa.


    I said, ‘Glad isn’t the word I’d use.  I feel there could have been a kinder way to impart your lesson.  Your method was a little too rough for my taste.  A little too high-impact.  But then I would say that, as the recipient of your teaching methods.  That’s a heavy instrument of torture you have there.  How did you get so strong?  Have you been lifting weights?’


    She ignored the question and asked, ‘But is it a lesson you’re going to forget?’


    ‘No.  I accept that it did beat the message into me.  It’s not a lesson I’m going to forget in a hurry.’


    ‘Will you ever masturbate in the living room again?’


    ‘No.’


    ‘Will you ever again masturbate with the blinds open?’


    ‘You must be mad.’


    ‘So it worked?  My method…  Well actually your method, it worked?’


    ‘I guess so.  I have to assume so.  It’s hard to imagine breaking these newly established rules now I’ve seen the consequences.  Or more accurately, felt the consequences of my actions.  Ouch,’ I said as I lifted my bum off the sofa.  I briefly slipped a hand into the gap and rubbed my abused buttocks.  I took my hand away and gingerly sat back down.


    ‘So no bad feelings?’ she repeated.


    ‘No bad feelings,’ I replied as I squirmed to get comfortable on the sofa.


    ‘Are you sure?’


    ‘Yes.  I’m okay.  I understand why you did it.  I might not like it, but I understand.’


    ‘I feel you’re a little mad.’


    ‘I’m fine.  I’m not angry so much as a little humiliated.  First: for you catching me doing something so intimate.  Secondly: for getting a spanking from my own daughter.  But I’m not angry.’


    ‘Really?’ she asked with a hint of caution in her voice.


    ‘Yes.  Why do you not believe me?’


    ‘I always resented getting spanked.  As you said, it was humiliating.  I never walked away from a spanking feeling warm and cuddly towards you.  It’s hard to love a bitch that has just demeaned you in the most horrible way.  Surely you’re feeling a little pissed off with me.’


    I broke character and asked in a different tone to my acting voice, ‘I’m confused.  What do you want me to say?  Do you want me to be pissed off?’


    Charity replied, ‘How were you playing it?  When we were talking were you playing it as forgiving, or were you secretly seething at me?’  I hadn’t really consciously considered how I was feeling.  They were just words.  Now she’d made me think about it, I realised that I had been playing it as forgiving instead of angry.  More accurately I was authentically understanding and supportive of her drastic corrective measures, even if I did not personally like the spanking.  I guess that was real acting when you talked from a specific psychological point of view.  Before I could articulate this she added, ‘We can do it both ways.  If you’re angry, then we’ll kiss to make up and let the bad feelings go away.  Or if you’re forgiving, we’ll kiss for you to prove you’re not mad at me.  Either version works.’


    I said that I’d been playing it as forgiving.  ‘The fact you couldn’t tell makes me think my acting is not up to snuff.’


    She furrowed her brow to create a cute little crinkle between her eyes.  ‘Not necessarily.  In real life it would be just as hard to tell what someone was really thinking.  There’s always room for doubt and ambiguity and disconnect between what people say and actually feel.  I could be reading your words as a deliberate attempt to cover up how pissed off you are with being spanked by your own daughter.’


    ‘I guess.’


    She turned to the camera and asked Mitch if we were still filming.  He said we were.  Again he’d taken advantage of a dead spot in the footage to change his position.  This time from a wide angle to a low angle medium shot.  She turned back to me and said, ‘Okay, we’ll play it as you being forgiving.  To convince me you’re okay with the spanking I’ll insist on a kiss.  Okay?’


    I nodded.


    She called, ‘Action,’ then started acting again.  ‘I feel you’re just saying you’re okay with it.’


    ‘Why would I lie?’


    ‘To be polite.  Maybe you’re scared if you say something I don’t like I’ll spank you again.’


    ‘Honestly, Alice, I’m fine.’


    ‘Mum?’


    ‘Yes, dear?’


    ‘You could prove to me that you’re not mad at me.’


    ‘How?’


    ‘You could kiss me.  That would prove you’re not upset with me.’


    ‘How does that prove anything?’


    ‘Come on, it’s too intimate.  Who can kiss someone they’re angry with and still hide their true feelings?  Maybe a guy can, but not a woman.  We’re just not so good at hiding our feelings.’


    ‘Okay.  If that’s what you want.’  I leaned over to her and gave her a quick peck on her right cheek.


    ‘No, Mum.  Not on the cheek.  That doesn’t prove anything.’


    ‘Then where?’ I asked with acted foreboding in my voice.


    ‘On my lips.’


    ‘That’s a bit…  If that’s what you want.  Don’t say I’m not accommodating.’  Cautiously I leaned back in and gave her a light peck on the lips.


    ‘No, Mum.  A proper kiss.’


    ‘A proper kiss?  On the lips?  That’s…  No.  You’re my daughter.  That wouldn’t be right.  That would be…weird.’


    ‘Any weirder than your daughter spanking your naked arse because she caught you butt-naked playing with your clit in the living room?  Weirder than that?’


    ‘But that’s different because…’  She had a point I couldn’t easily argue against.  ‘That was less intimate,’ I tried.


    ‘Precisely.  You see now.  That’s why I need a kiss to see how you really feel about me.  The spanking was impersonal.  Now I need something more intimate to gauge your real feelings.’


    ‘We can’t kiss.  It’s obscene.  It’s taboo.’


    ‘See, I knew you were angry with me.’


    ‘I’m not.  I just can’t kiss you like you want me to.  I’m not angry,’ I said with an upward increase in volume.


    ‘You’re raising your voice at me.’


    I tried to bring my voice down again without much immediate success.  ‘Because you’re exasperating me with requests for kisses and for not believing me.’  My voice got back to normal volume as I said, ‘You’re making me angry over this instead of over the spanking.  I can’t kiss you, Alice.  I can’t.  It’s not proper.’


    She folded her arms across her chest and pouted.


    ‘Don’t be like that.’


    She ignored me.


    ‘Okay,’ I said as though she’d worn me down.  ‘One kiss.’


    ‘A proper kiss.’


    ‘Yes.  One proper kiss.  Without tongues.’


    ‘With tongues.’


    ‘No.’


    ‘With tongues,’ she insisted.


    ‘How did you get to be so demanding?’


    ‘With tongues,’ she repeated.


    ‘Fine.  Whatever.  If you want to be weird than fine, we’ll be weird and kiss like lesbian girlfriends.’


    ‘Mum, are you ready?’ she asked.


    With reluctance I nodded.


    ‘Well?’ she asked when I didn’t move.  ‘If you’re not going to come to me then I’ll come to you.’  She leaned in and kissed me on the lips.  It was just a peck.  Then she kissed me again.  When she kissed me for the third time she lingered.  I began kissing her back on the sixth kiss.  Then my lips parted and her tongue entered my mouth.  I massaged her tongue with mine while it was in my mouth.  She was so beautiful and radiant.  She withdrew her tongue and I followed hers back into her mouth.  We kissed much more passionately than we did for the earlier posed photographs.  We kissed and kissed and our lips made smacking sounds.  


    All thoughts of the pain in my abused posterior were long forgotten.


    She ran her hands through my hair.  We kissed for about five hot, steamy minutes before Mitch interrupted us by saying, ‘We’ve got enough footage of this.  It’s getting boring.’  Talk for yourself, Mitch.  There was nothing boring about it from where I was sitting.  Sadly the needs of the pornography deemed us to be finished with this hot make-out session.  With a reluctance I didn’t even bother to hide I disengaged from my mistress.


    ‘Pussy eating?’ asked Mistress Charity to Mitch.


    ‘Yes,’ he said as though being asked such a rude sounding question was normal.  Which for him, it probably was.  ‘Tell her you need further proof that she’s okay with the spanking and insist she eats you out.  Then you eat her.  Or vice versa if you want to eat her first.  Then you perform oral in the sixty-nine position.  Then we climax with the shoe kissing.’


    Charity agreed to his ‘story’ outline and turned to me.  ‘You want to add anything?’


    ‘No.  So I eat your pussy now?’


    ‘It’s what needs to be done.’  She discussed the camera angles and the editing points with Mitch for a minute.  He got into a crouch to film a low angle medium shot of the two of us.  She called ‘action’ on the action.  She leaned back in towards me and we continued kissing.  We snogged as passionately as before.  I could sense Mitch getting up from his crouching position and drifting away from us at eyelevel.  She broke away from me and said, ‘See, Mum, that wasn’t so bad, was it?’


    ‘As your mother I have to say it was bad.  In some ways.  But I can’t deny it was good in other ways.  I’m so confused.’  I put my head in my hands to cover my face.


    ‘Let’s make it all good.’  She put her hands on my wrists and pulled my hands away from my face.  She let go of my wrists and shifted backwards on the sofa to create room between us.  She then kicked her grey four inch court shoes off her feet.  She put her naked feet on the sofa in the new space between us.  She opened her legs to show me that she was wearing sheer red nylon knickers.  I could see her pussy through them.  The red triangle of the panties was framed beautifully by her cream slip, grey skirt and her naked thighs.  ‘Do you like what your daughter’s wearing?’


    As I stared between her legs I said, ‘Yes.  Your panties are very pretty.’


    ‘There’s something even prettier behind them.’  I didn’t bother pointing out that I could already see what was behind the see-through fabric.  She yanked the sheer panties aside to expose her cunt.  Her moist pussy lips were so inviting.  I couldn’t be more gay for her if I tried to be.  I wanted her pussy without any reservations about what it meant for a woman to want another woman like that.  My gayness was not an issue I felt any further need to wrestle with.  I could happily plough my head into it and lick and suck without any feelings of revulsion.  There was genuine lust for her.  I was gay.  It was as simple as that.  Eating her presented no challenges to my mental wellbeing.


    ‘Mum, do you want to lick me?’


    ‘No, dear.  I can’t.  It’s wrong.’


    ‘Do you not love me?’ she asked with hurt in her voice.


    ‘Of course I love you, sweetheart.’


    ‘Then why don’t you show me your love and lick it so it makes me feel good.’


    ‘Because that’s your private place.  Mum isn’t allowed to touch it in that way.  I shouldn’t even be looking at it.’


    ‘Then why are you looking at it?’  She turned to the camera and called, ‘Cut.’


    Mitch dropped the camera from his face and waited for her instructions.  She said, ‘Get her point of view on my vagina.  A close up with the panties and then a close up with the panties shoved aside.’


    He said, ‘We should actually show the panties being moved in close up.  The angle I got wasn’t that great.’


    ‘Okay.  Good.  And then do a close up on Debra.  We’ll have her say…  What was my last line again?’


    I answered her.  ‘“Then why can’t you stop looking at it?”’


    Mitch corrected me.  ‘No.  It was, “Then why are you looking at it?”  Same difference,’ he conceded.


    Charity said, ‘Okay.  I’ll say my line again and you say in response, “I don’t know.  I just want to.  I like looking at it too much to turn away.”  Then we cut back to the medium two-shot and I talk you into eating it.  Okay?’


    Mitch and me said that her plan worked for us.


    Mitch took my place on the sofa to film the close ups of Charity’s panties and exposed vagina.  I took the opportunity to fondle my bum and explore the painful parts with my fingers.


    Mitch gave me back my position on the sofa.  Charity now got up to give Mitch her place so he could sit and film my close up.  Charity repeated the general ideas for my lines to jog my memory.  She called, ‘Action.’  Off-camera she said, ‘Then why are you looking at it?’  I looked into the camera and said, ‘I don’t know.  It’s just too pretty to not look at it.  I made you into such a beautiful girl.’


    ‘Cut,’ said Mitch.  ‘You’re looking into the camera.  That’s your daughter’s eyes.  The camera represents her eyes.  You should be looking below the camera at her crotch.’


    ‘Oh, right,’ I mumbled.


    He joked, ‘Even in porn we try to keep the eye-lines correct as even the masturbators notice bad continuity.  They might not care, but they notice.  That’s how you know you’re working with the professionals: when we stop a take to get the eye-lines right.’


    I suggested that maybe I should start the shot looking down at her crotch and then let my eyes drift upwards as I talk.  They both said no, keep looking at the crotch.  I parked my eyes down at the correct spot, which was also where his crotch was.  Still no signs of an erection.  ‘Action,’ he said.  Charity said, ‘Then why are you looking at it?’  I did my lines again.  ‘It’s just too pretty to look away from it.  You’re so beautiful and your vagina is…  It’s pretty impressive what you’ve got down there.  You’re a very beautiful girl.’


    He said, ‘Cut.’


    I now suggested they put the camera lower into the position of her crotch so I could deliver my lines straight to camera.  She said there was no point.  They had the footage they needed.  I let it go.  Mitch got up and Charity sat back on the sofa.  She opened her legs again and pulled her panties aside.  Charity ran through her instructions to me and Mitch again.  Then we started rolling.  She said, ‘It’s okay, Mum.  I want you to lick it.  It would make me a very happy girl if you’d put your tongue on it.  It will make me feel so special.  Like a literal motherfucker.’


    ‘Language,’ I scolded her.


    ‘Sorry, Mum, but I want you.  I really do.  I want you to lick between my legs in the bad place that feels so good.’


    ‘I can’t.’


    ‘You can.’


    ‘I can’t.’  It was an echo of our real world debate over me licking her pussy for the first time.


    ‘You can.  You want to.  I know you do.  I’m letting you.  So why don’t you?’


    ‘Because it’s wrong.’


    ‘But sometimes a wrong can be so good it can be turned into a correct.’  There was an awkward pause before she turned to Mitch and burst into laughter.  She said, ‘Cut.’


    Mitch mockingly repeated her line to her in a feminine voice.  ‘But sometimes a wrong can be so good it can be turned into a correct.’


    ‘That’s such a stupid line.  I sound like a retard.  What can I say instead?’


    He gave it a moment and then replied, ‘How about, “But a wrong doesn’t matter when we love each other.”  How about that?  It’s not too stupid.’


    She shrugged, as though to say it wasn’t good but it wasn’t terrible.  The three of us brainstormed a few alternatives but we’d painted ourselves into an awkward corner that we couldn’t quite get out of with a clever line.  None of our other suggestions were any better than Mitch’s first idea.  Charity decided it wasn’t worth getting bogged down for too long on this one line of dialogue.  ‘One so-so line isn’t going to render the whole film useless as spank material.  Let’s just move on and use what we’ve got.  It isn’t perfect but it fills the hole adequately.  What’s the line again?’


    He said, ‘“But a wrong doesn’t matter if we love each other.”’  And her line before that is, “Because it’s wrong.”’


    We started filming again.  I said, ‘Because it’s wrong.’


    She replied, ‘Who cares if it’s wrong?  We love each other.  And we want to express that love.  Maybe it’s a little extreme, but I think we need to show our love for each other.  I fear I might have gone too far spanking my own mother.  This will make it right.  Lick me.’


    ‘No.  It’s not appropriate.’


    In a forceful voice she commanded me to stop beating about the bush.  ‘Mum, lick your daughter’s pussy.  Lick it now.  I’m done with the coaxing.  Do it.  Do it now.’


    I leaned my head down towards her crotch.  ‘I really don’t know about this.’


    ‘Don’t worry.  I want you to put your head down there.  And if you do a good job making me feel special, I’ll return the favour and make you feel special down there too.’


    My mouth was barely an inch from her pussy lips.  ‘Are you sure about this, Alice?’


    ‘Of course, Evelyn.  Smell my cunt.’


    ‘Language,’ I complained, surprising myself for remembering my character didn’t like excessive vulgarity.


    ‘Smell the scent of my pussy.  Don’t you love that aroma?  Tell me you don’t love me and you don’t want to lick me.’


    ‘I can’t.  I can’t tell you that,’ and with those words I gave in and buried my head in her pussy.  I was licking away at her with vigorous tongue strokes.  My tendency towards gentleness was not in much evidence.


    ‘That’s it, Mum.  That’s it.  Lick it like that.’


    I calmed myself down now I’d had a good taste of her.  I changed tack and began my nicely-nicely approach to my licking.


    She wordlessly moaned as I ate away at her snatch.  To get better access to it I pulled her grey pencil skirt and cream coloured slip out the way up to her hips.


    After about a minute of licking she said, ‘You’ve got such a gentle tongue.  Your touch is so smooth.  Oh.  Oh.  That’s good.  Lick it some more like that.  Right on my bud.  Right there.  Yes.  Right there.  Like that.  Lick it, bitch.  Lick it.’


    ‘Don’t call me a bitch,’ I complained.


    ‘Stop talking and keep licking.  Oh Mum, you’re so good at this.  Have you done this before?’


    ‘No, never,’ I said between licks.


    ‘Well you should do it more often.  You’re very good.’


    ‘Thank you.  I think.’  I stopped licking at her clit and looked up at her.  ‘Are you gay?  It’s okay if you are.  I’m just asking.’


    ‘I’m not gay.  Well, not fully anyway.  I like boys.  But I have had sex with a few women.’


    ‘Would you say you were bisexual?’


    ‘Yeah.  I guess.  Now stop stalling and get your face back down in your daughter’s snatch.’


    I began sucking on her lips.


    ‘That feels so good.  I love you, Mum.’


    ‘I love you too, Alison.’


    ‘I want us both to have orgasms with each other.  That will really bring us closer together as mother and daughter if we give each other orgasms through mutual clit licking.’


    ‘Yes, dear,’ I said as I started sucking on her clitoris.


    ‘How does your daughter’s pussy taste?’


    I detached my mouth from her fleshy mound and said, ‘It tastes wonderful.  You keep it so clean and fresh.  I love your young pussy.’


    ‘Mum,’ she squealed like a teenager embarrassed by her own mother, ‘you sound just like a lesbian when you say that.’


    ‘I’m not a lesbian,’ I claimed just before I stuck my tongue as far as it would go up between her cunt lips.


    ‘I can feel you.  Your tongue is so good in my pussy.  You’re so good at oral.  Go back to my clit and suck it.’


    ‘Say “please” and I might consider it.’


    ‘Please, Mum.  Please suck my clit and make me come.  Be a good mum and make your daughter climax in your mouth.’  I obliged and resumed sucking on her tender sweet spot.  This was so immoral what we were doing.  Could it get any more fucked up than filming lesbian incest themed mother and daughter spanking fetish pornography?  There probably were lower levels of scumbag activity we could do, but this was pretty far beyond the pale of normal behaviour.


    In between licking and sucking on her clit she started to moan again with pleasure.  Her orgasm was building.  ‘Yes, Mum.  Yes.  Yes.  Right there.  You’re going to make me come.  Evelyn, you’re the best mummy in the whole world.  You make your little daughter feel so good.  I love you, Mum.  I love you.  And I love the way you make my pussy feel.  Evelyn…  Evelyn…  Evelyn…  Evelyn…’ she croaked for the fourth time as she came.  That was truly messed up.  She came to the name of her own mother.  That had to be a step too far even for someone as kinky as her.


    I kept licking at her cunt as she shuddered with post-orgasmic pleasure.  ‘Oh Mum.  You naughty girl.  Are you trying to make me come again?  That’s so bad.’  Actually it was just standard extra licking but since she’d said it, why not?  I kept licking at her, this time with more speed and force as I abandoned my usual gentle-does-it style of cunt eating.  To help me get at her better I slipped off the sofa onto my knees on the floor.


    ‘Mum, you’re the best.  A girl couldn’t ask for a better mum.  I bet you’re really good at sucking dick.’


    I took my mouth from her pussy for a moment to say, ‘Your dad and his friends don’t seem to have any complaints.’


    ‘Do you think I could suck Daddy’s dick?’


    That made me uncomfortable.  Doing the lesbian mother-daughter thing was one thing.  I guess it was too ludicrous in my mind to be disturbing.  She was now straying into an area I didn’t have a sense of humour about.  I neglected her clit for a moment to shoot her down and keep this porno from getting too dirty.  ‘No, dear.  Only Mummy and her special friends get to suck Daddy’s dick.  Don’t be greedy.  Just enjoy this.  I didn’t raise you to be a spoilt bitch.  This is more than enough.’


    ‘I’m sorry, Mum.’  Thankfully it seemed to have worked to steer her away from the iffier side of this whole thing.


    I continued servicing her intimate parts with my tongue and mouth.  I introduced my fingers and started banging her with two fingers in her snatch.


    ‘Mummy, I’m coming.  I’m coming.  Keep doing that.  Keep sucking me.  Evelyn, keep fucking me.  Make me come.  Make me…  I can feel it.  I’m coming, Evelyn.’


    She came for the second time.  She quickly pushed me away from her vagina and said, ‘That’s enough.  It’s too much.  I’m too sensitive.’


    ‘Did you enjoy that?’ I asked as I wiped pussy juice from my mouth with the back of my hand.


    ‘Mum, you know I did.  Now it’s your turn.’  She looked at the camera and said, ‘Cut.  Did we get that?’


    Mitch dropped the camera from his face and gave her a thumbs-up.


    ‘No problems?’ she asked.


    ‘No issues,’ he confirmed.


    After a round of congratulations for getting a hot oral scene in the can we debated if we should take a break.  Charity decided we should take fifteen minutes to repair our make-up and take a breather before we resumed the pussy eating.


    Charity disappeared upstairs.  Mitch handed me a bathrobe from out of nowhere and went into the kitchen with a laptop and the camera.  I put on the bathrobe and kicked off the high heels.  I went into the little ground floor toilet to clean up.  I took the bathrobe off and wiped the excess sweat off my body.  I quickly and crudely cleaned up with some water and soap and reapplied my make-up.  My make-up bag was in the toilet from earlier.


    I wandered into the kitchen to find Mitch at the dinner table watching our porn footage on the laptop.  He didn’t look up as I entered the room.  Instead of being bashful or ashamed I stood over his shoulder and watched.  It was from the spanking portion of the day’s events.  I looked so stupid taking a spanking.  It was not a great display of dignity.  No woman likes to see herself on camera so I tried to ignore myself and concentrated on Mistress Charity instead.  She was as beautiful as expected, and a natural performer for the camera.  I was no expert on the merits of promising or disappointing raw porn footage, but it seemed to have potential.  It was easy to imagine a lot of guys wanking their shafts to this.  I asked Mitch if he was happy with the quality of the footage.  He didn’t take his eyes off the screen as he said, ‘It’s good.  It’s clean and in focus.  The lighting is good, for the most part.  There’s no stupid mistakes.  There’s usually one glaring flaw but I haven’t seen it yet.  As far as I can tell I haven’t missed anything of vital importance.  If it needs to be in the frame it’s in the frame.  I’ve managed to capture a good balance between wide shots were you can see everything and close ups so you can see the fine details.  It’s not going to be an orgy of annoying to watch close ups or wide shots were you can’t see anything in any detail.  The camera wobbles a bit more than I’d like, but I can edit out the really bad bits easily enough.  We’ll only lose like twenty seconds here and there to wobbly camerawork.  The sound seems fine.  It’s good.  So far, for what I’ve seen.’  His attention was obviously so fixed on the technical aspects of capturing usable footage to a competent technical standard that he had little to no opinion on the actual content of what was being filmed.  I asked without blushing, ‘What about the acting and the…sex?’


    Still his eyes remained on the screen.  ‘Yeah, that’s fine too,’ he said in a dismissive way, as though it was of little relevance in comparison to the technical issues.  He was here to shoot it, not to create it.  Charity was in charge of the artistic aspects while Mitch was all about the mechanical side of the film.


    He skipped ahead to the pussy eating section.  There I was eating my mistress in tight close up.  The wet slurping sounds were disgusting.  This wasn’t sexy.  This was appalling.  I felt the colour drain from my face and a feeling of numb sickness took up residence in my body.  Now I did become self-consciously bashful.  I kept my bare feet in place so not to disturb him but I looked away from the screen.  He didn’t look up at me to check my response so he had no idea how uncomfortable I was.  It was only a matter of time before everyone would be watching this shocking footage.  The sound of Mistress Charity calling me ‘mum’ stabbed at me.  I was in a moral abyss.  There was no way I could laugh this off as a goof I once did.  I walked away to the living room to contemplate what I had done, and was still in the process of doing.  I paced backwards and forwards in the limited space before the sofa.  I had no deep thoughts.  Nor did I find my moral scruples or my common sense.  I was too far gone.  I just sort of fretted listlessly without coming to any conclusions in my head.


    Charity came back down the stairs and walked into the living room.  ‘You okay?’ she asked.  It was surprising she would ask a question like that.  It suggested she cared.


    ‘I’m fine,’ I lied.  Why did I lie?  What did I gain from hiding my churning guts?  ‘I’ve just seen some of the footage.  It’s now all too real.’


    ‘I guess that would be a shock.  Mitch shouldn’t have let you see that.  You look really pale.’


    ‘I’m fine.’  As I said it I felt my numb sickness lift as though on cue.


    ‘Are you sure?’


    ‘Yes.  I’m surprised you care enough to ask.’


    ‘I’m just checking.  It wasn’t like I was going to do anything different if you’d said you’d had enough.’  She abruptly turned and walked out the living room.  


    I stayed standing where I was.  The feeling of sickness had completely disappeared.  Strange.


    She came back from the kitchen with Mitch.  He had the camera in his right hand and the laptop folded under his left arm.  He put the laptop among various cases behind a light stand.


    She said, ‘I was thinking about who initiates me performing oral on my mother.  I think we should do two versions.  One of me initiating it, and another of you begging me to do it to you.  Just in case that works better than the footage we’ve already shot of me saying I’m going to do it to you.  That’s a bit bland, me just volunteering it.  I think it might be better if you beg me and I resist for a moment before agreeing to eat you.’


    I nodded and asked, ‘Can I fake my orgasm?’  Not that I thought climaxing to her tongue would be a problem despite the camera adding pressure and awkwardness to the proceedings.


    ‘Why would you fake it?  That’s a very insulting question.  I’ll remember that.’  I sensed that she really would bring it up again in the future and I’d pay for it.


    ‘I was just asking in case I couldn’t…perform correctly under stress.’


    ‘No, you cannot fake it.  Slaves don’t fake it.’  She gave me a look of great annoyance before saying, ‘Then we do sixty-nine.  Then we do the shoe licking.  I want a wide shot from over my shoulder as…’ she began to say to Mitch.  I tuned out their technical discussion of how they were going to film it.  I drifted over to the corner and removed the bathrobe and draped it over the back of a reflector.  I walked back to the sofa and slipped on the nude shoes with the five inch heels.  As they continued to talk about editing patterns Mitch moved some lights and reflectors around.  He moved the reflector I had used as a coat hanger.  He kept the bathrobe hanging on the back of it.  I sat on the sofa and waited.  Eventually Charity sat beside me to my left.  Mitch reminded me to get off the sofa.  Somehow I’d forgotten my last position was crouched on the floor before Charity as I’d just finished eating my daughter’s pussy.  I got on the floor and Charity hiked up her cream slip and grey skirt to her hips and pulled her panties aside.  Mitch moved behind the sofa to film over her shoulder to look down at me.


    When everything was ready we began filming again.  I was doing the alternative take with me asking to be eaten out.  ‘Alice, now I’ve given you this oral pleasure, do you think you could give it to me?’


    ‘Of course, Mum.’


    I smiled.  ‘You’re a great daughter.’


    She said, ‘Cut.  Again.  But weaker.  More desperate.  Action.’


    ‘Alice, will you eat me?’ I asked with a slightly wavering voice filled with shame and self-disgust.


    ‘I don’t know.  That’s a bit weird, isn’t it?  A daughter eating her own mother’s snatch.  It sounds a bit gay.’


    ‘Please, Alice.  Please.  You looked like you enjoyed it so much.  I’m really jealous.  I’d love to experience an orgasm at the tongue of another woman.’


    ‘But I’m not just another woman.  I’m your daughter.’


    ‘Please, Alice.  Please.  I took a spanking from you.  Don’t I deserve a bit of pleasure?’


    ‘I suppose,’ she said as she reached over and stroked my hair.  She said, ‘Cut.  Good.  But it’s maybe best if we do another one.  And this time I’ll be the one offering to do it to you.  I’m not convinced the take we just did will be coherent with what we’ve been talking about before.  Earlier I was demanding we eat each other to orgasm.  Now I’m wary of eating you and I’ve got to be convinced.  It doesn’t sit right with what my character was saying before.  It’s probably fine.  It’s probably obvious I’m just sadistically toying with you.  But just to be safe we should go again with me initiating it.  Okay?’


    ‘Okay.  So you’ll be the one who starts talking on this take?’ I asked.


    ‘Obviously.  Ready?  Action.  Mum, now you’ve eaten me, let me return the favour and eat you.  You’ll like it.  It feels great.’


    ‘I don’t know, Alice.  It looks scary.  What happens if I don’t like it?  Or even worse, what happens if I do like it?’


    ‘Then you come.  There’s nothing to be frightened of.  I’ll be gentle.  I gave you a vicious spanking, didn’t I?  Did it hurt?’


    I nodded.


    ‘Let me make it up to you.  Let me give you a little pleasure to balance the pain.’


    ‘It’s too weird.  You’re my daughter.  It’s wrong what we’ve done.  We shouldn’t do anymore.’


    ‘Sh.  It’s okay.  Cut.’  She indicated to Mitch to change the angle from behind her to be in front of us.  He moved around the sofa and framed the next shot as she patted the space on the sofa to her right.  ‘Can you see my right hand in that shot?’


    He said that he could.


    ‘Good.  And can you see up my skirt?’


    There was a pause as he reframed the shot by dropping the height of the camera by a few inches.  ‘Yes,’ he confirmed.


    ‘And you,’ she said to me.  ‘In this shot I tell you to get up on the sofa.  Then I start to eat you.  Don’t resist me.  Just follow my lead and let it happen.  Okay?’


    ‘Okay,’ I said with an additional nod.


    ‘Ready?  Action.’  She pulled the red nylon panties back over her pussy to cover it.  Then she pulled her slip and grey skirt back down from around her hips.  She patted the empty sofa cushion beside her again.  ‘Sit with me.’


    I got up and sat my naked body on the sofa to her right.  She turned to directly face me.  I turned to look her face on.  Slowly she put her hands on my thighs and opened my legs.  I did as instructed and did nothing to resist.  She looked down at my cunt.  ‘Your pussy’s pretty too.’


    ‘Compliments will get you everywhere.’


    ‘I love you, Evelyn.  I really do.  I want to eat your snatch like a real motherfucker.’  She leaned down to put her face nearer my genitals.


    I asked, ‘Are you sure about this?’


    ‘Trust me.  You’re going to love it.’  She put her mouth around my clit and started to go to work on it.  As promised it felt good but I had to keep in character and protest my molestation at the mouth of my own daughter.  ‘Alice, Alice, stop, stop.  It’s too weird.’


    She took a quick break from my genitals to ask me, ‘Does it feel good?’ before diving back down there again.


    ‘Yes.  Of course.  But that’s not the point.  You’ve got to stop.  Oh.  Oh.  Don’t stop.  Keep going.  Keep doing that.  I like that.  It feels really good.  You lick pussy better than your daddy.  Keep doing that.  Oh.  I like that a lot,’ I said in praise of a particular licking motion she was using on my button.  ‘Don’t be afraid to keep doing that.  Well, I will admit, this isn’t boring.  Let’s just hope the neighbours aren’t watching us.’  We had high powered photography lights to illuminate the scene so why did we have the blinds open?  If it was just for the plot point about me masturbating with them open then surely we could have closed them when they were not on screen.  Presumably there was enough light generated by the bulbs and reflectors that we didn’t need daylight to help us capture a well-lit image.  Having the blinds open exposed us more than we needed to be to the real world neighbours.  In my humble opinion.  Perhaps they just didn’t want to risk the closed blinds getting on screen by accident.  After all, who amongst the three of us would be concentrating enough on the blinds that we’d notice if they accidentally appeared on screen?


    She started using her fingers to stimulate me from inside my vagina.


    ‘You’re such a good daughter.  Such a good daughter.  You know how to treat your mother well after treating me so mean with that spanking.  This makes up for all the discipline.  I like my reward.’


    She sucked, licked and fingered me with a quiet determination to get me off.  I was starting to tingle in that special way.


    I said, ‘It’s so wrong what we’re doing.  It’s so fucked up.  And yet it feels so good.  If you suck dick half as well as you eat pussy then you’ll never be left wanting for a boyfriend.  Oh fuck, that feels so good.  I’m really starting to feel extra special good now.  I think I’m going to come.  You’re definitely going to make me come.  You’re going to make your own mother have an orgasm.  Is that what you want?  You want to make your own mother come in your mouth with your tongue and fingers?  Because that’s what’s going to happen.  If you keep doing that, and please keep doing that, I’ll come.  That’s it.  I’m coming.  I’m going…to…come.  Fuck,’ I shouted as my orgasm caused my body to spasm.  Mitch moved in for a tight close up on my face to capture my expression of orgasmic delight.  After recording my sexually satisfied glow he backed off into a wider shot.  Mistress Charity released my clit from the wet embrace of her mouth.  ‘Kiss me,’ she said.  We kissed.  Our tongues danced and rubbed against each other’s.


    We kissed for several minutes until Mitch broke us up by calling, ‘Cut.  We’ve got enough of that.’  I guess he considered kissing footage to be of no great interest, and we already had plenty of it from before the oral section.


    Mistress Charity got up and stretched her legs.  I stood and put the bathrobe on again from the back of the reflector.  I took off the shoes as they weren’t overly comfortable.  I said, ‘I can’t believe I’ve gone through with all of this.  I’m a porn star.  I’ve let you film me getting a spanking and performing and receiving oral sex with another woman.  I must be out of my tiny little mind.’


    Mitch had nothing to say to that.  Mistress Charity said, ‘Stop whining.  I know you loved it.’


    ‘Maybe,’ I conceded.  ‘I am enjoying it to some extent.  I just wish we could destroy the recording after we’re done.  Then I would really enjoy it.’


    ‘But that’s half the fun.  The knowledge that what we’re doing now will not fade away into the obscure ether is important.  This moment in time will exist years later for others to see it.  That’s what makes it so exciting and naughty.  If we knew the recording was going to be safely wiped after we’re done, then half the thrill will vanish.  We have to commit and go through with it.  We need to go all the way to the logical extreme and let others see what we’ve done.  That’s the real thrill of it.  Men beating off their dicks to us playing mother and daughter turns me on.  Are you not turned on by that thought?’


    ‘I can’t say that I am.’


    ‘But you will be desired.  Men will polish their cocks to you in large numbers. Years from now they will still be shooting their seed at the sight of what you did today.  You’re going to make thousands of men come.  And think of the very thing you fear the most.  Someone you know seeing the film.  What do you think their reaction is going to be?  Their real reaction when no one’s looking.’


    I thought it was a rhetorical question but she was waiting for an answer.  It took a second before I offered my thoughts on the subject.  ‘Wank?’


    ‘That’s right.  It’s the natural reaction.  They’re going to be so turned on.  They’ll wank their cocks to climax ten times before thinking of anything else.  The less shy amongst them will be begging you to suck them off.  Being a porn star might work out to your advantage.  You might find yourself sleeping with a lot of men you wouldn’t have previously had the chance to fuck.’


    ‘That’s not really the ideal situation.  I’m more concerned with…’


    ‘Yes, yes, yes.  I know.  You’ve said already.’  She turned to Mitch and asked, ‘Do we really need the sixty-nine position scene?  It feels a bit…redundant.  Don’t you think?  I’ve eaten her.  She’s eaten me.  Do we really need to see Alice and Evelyn eat each other again?  Maybe we should skip it and just move on and do the shoe kissing.’


    He said, ‘It’s a strong image to see two women eating each other at the same time.  I think it’s far better that we do it.  There’s no real upside to leaving it out.  And we’re on schedule.  We have time to do it.  You don’t have to orgasm.  We can just show a few minutes of it and then fade to the next part without a climax.  Or you could fake your orgasms.’


    ‘No.  I want this to be a “classy” film.’


    Involuntarily I laughed.  They turned their attention on me.  Not with annoyance.  There was nothing malevolent in their looks.  They were curious to know what I found so funny about their serious-minded conversation.  ‘I’m sorry to intrude on your discussion.  It’s just you called it “classy”.  It was funny.  That’s all.’


    Charity said, ‘“Classy” is a relative term.  I’m not aiming for your idea of respectability.  I’m not making this for your mum.  The content might be your idea of trash with no redeeming social value.  But for the kind of thing that it is, I’m aiming higher than usual.  For a porno I want this to be classy in comparison to nine-tenths of what usually gets made.  I have mild pretentions to make a movie of some artistic value that lifts it above the banal mediocrity of most pornography.  That means technically competent production values, good looking performers and a good scenario.  Fake orgasms are for hacks.  I’m not a hack.  This is a lifestyle, not a quick money grab.  I take this seriously.’


    I could tell she wasn’t that annoyed with me but I thought it best to say sorry anyway to move things along.  ‘I’m sorry,’ I said.  She didn’t react to my apology.  She turned back to Mitch and said to him, ‘No fake orgasms.  And as a “classy” production we can’t just dissolve to the next section.  I dislike that in a porno when a scene doesn’t reach a climax.  They just dissolve to the next bit and it makes me go, “Where’s the rest of it?”  I want continuous continuity.  One bit leads directly to the next bit without any jumps in time.  Everything’s strictly sequential.  No convenient bullshitting of the timeline.  You follow?’


    He said, ‘Yeah.  No abrupt leap forwards in time.  You want it to appear live as though it was shot in real time.’


    ‘I guess that’s one way of putting it.’  She addressed the both of us as she said, ‘So we’ll move from the sofa and I’ll lie down on the floor.  She’ll get on top of me and we’ll eat each other for…say ten minutes.  If one of us has a real orgasm, then great.  Excellent.  Only one of us has to have it.  If the other one’s not close to coming then we’ll probably move on.  Okay?’


    Mitch nodded.  I asked, ‘So how do we get from the couch to the floor?  What do we say to each other?’


    ‘I’ll say, “Eat me again.”  And you’ll go, “No, you eat me again.”  We’ll decide, as we’re greedy little bitches, to sixty-nine so we can both come again straightaway.  Actually, that’s pretty good.  We’ll do it to climax.  For both of us,’ she decided.  ‘We’ll eat each other to a double climax.  If we can.’


    As she specified the angles she wanted Mitch to cover I took off my bathrobe and folded it.  I put it on top of his laptop.  I slipped the heels back on my feet.  We took up our eventual sixty-nine position on the floor so Mitch could readjust the lights.  Mistress Charity’s cunt was an inch or two below my face as I asked into it, ‘Is this a good film we’re making?’


    Into my cunt Charity said, ‘It started out as just another film.  I had no particular expectations of it beyond making a solid, “classy” production.  I was more interested in us.  What the sex would be like for us.  But I suspect the footage might have a bit of that inexplicable X factor to it.’


    ‘You mean it’s hotter than expected?’


    ‘Yeah.  You can never account for that X factor, or manufacture it on purpose.  It’s either hot or it’s not.  And it’s infuriatingly arbitrary if it is or it isn’t.  Some films have all the right elements but are somehow boring to watch.  There’s a lack of passion or excitement despite the extreme things they’re doing.  Even if the performers are attracted to each other, a lot of films are bland and blah.  I don’t know for certain, but I get a hint that we’re actually quite hot together on film.  I think there’s a real attraction going on between us.  And that spark of attraction will be seen and amplified by the film.  On camera our chemistry should be fairly palpable.  If we’re lucky.  Or this could be as bland and boring as most porn.  You never can tell.  But I feel this one has a chance of being one of the better porn films.’


    ‘Surely with all the mother-daughter spanking and pussy eating this can’t be bland.  Bland is the last word that comes to my mind.  How can something this outrageous be boring?’


    ‘You’d be surprised.  Even the most fucked up things can be a total bore to watch.  Wild shit can be prosaic and humdrum if not presented in the right way.  Good camerawork and engaged performers with a hint of charisma can make a big difference.  But then sometimes the X factor comes into play and makes badly shot footage or bored people look deeply sexy.  The point I’m making is: being outrageous isn’t enough.  Some of the most generically straightforward boy-girl films have been great while the most depraved shit only inspires yawns.’


    ‘Do you not have moral issues with making porn?’ I asked her.


    ‘Not really.  Should I?’


    ‘It’s generally frowned upon.’


    ‘I don’t think it’s anti-feminist or harmful.  I’m not kidding myself that I’m helping the feminist cause, but I don’t think I’m holding it back.  It is what it is.  A lot of people like porn.  Sure, some people hate it.  Some people love it.  I’m making it for the people who love it.  The people who hate it don’t have to watch it.  I don’t feel that by making porn I’m morally compromised.  I’m not going to say it’s a good thing, but it’s not…evil.’


    Mitch finished setting up the reflectors and indicated that we could get up.


    As I got up off Charity I said, ‘What you are doing might be darker than you think.’


    She got to her feet and said, ‘Even if it is, I can’t say I’m fussed.  I’m okay with this depravity.  I’m comfortable.  I like it.’


    We sat on the sofa with her to my left.  She asked Mitch, ‘Are we ready?’


    ‘One minute,’ he said as he picked up the camera.  ‘By the way, you said you wanted this to be classy.  If you wanted it to look classy you should have said that earlier as there’s a guaranteed way to make a porno look elegant.’


    ‘How’s that?’ she asked.


    ‘Use a tripod.  If the image is always stock still it looks expensive and classy.  Somehow it denotes class.  Handheld on a porn shoot is cheap and convenient.  If we shot all this on a tripod we’d be constantly stopping for minutes at a time whenever I changed the angle.  It would add over an hour or more to our day and everything would be a lot more fiddly.  Or we’d have to cut down on our number of shots.  But it would look classy.’  He added as an afterthought, ‘And zooming can be problematic.’


    ‘Why, what’s up with zooming?’ she asked, revealing herself to be much less astute than he was on issues of cinematic aesthetics.


    ‘Some people think they look cheesy.  Not that the average person gives a fuck and has an opinion about zooms.  It’s not like anyone puts their cock away in disgust because the camera zooms in and out from time to time.  I’m just saying: some people don’t like zooms.  It’s not really an issue.  I’m only saying this since the topic of classy filmmaking came up.’  He added, ‘The zoom lens was originally designed to quickly reframe shots without moving the camera.  It wasn’t supposed to be used when the camera was actually filming.’


    ‘Did you use the zoom on this film?’


    ‘A few times.  But I favoured physically moving in and out over the zoom, when feasible.’


    She asked, ‘So does that mean our film doesn’t look good?’


    ‘No, it’s fine.  It looks good.  It just doesn’t look as classy as it would have been if we’d shot everything on a tripod and we never zoomed while rolling.  It’s fine.  We’re all doing a good job.  That’s why I’m here and you’re not just shooting this yourself on a locked-off static camera.  It looks good.  It’s properly lit and well-filmed.  Debra’s seen some of it.  What did you think?’


    I said, ‘I’m no expert on cinematography but it looks like a professional porn film to me.  I didn’t think to myself, “This looks amateurish.”  It looked like a proper film.  You can instantly tell it’s high-end porn.’


    He said, ‘I’m just pointing out that if you’d specified beforehand that you wanted a regal look with a hint of elegance, then we could have added a touch of class by using the tripod.  It would affect how fast we could shoot as I can’t reframe on the fly, and I can’t change angles without everything stopping.  But it was doable.’


    She said, ‘When we started it was just another porno.  I was more interested in initiating Debra than in the final video.  I wasn’t expecting it to turn out as promising as it has so far.  It was only at the pussy eating section that I realised that we were maybe catching lightening in a bottle.’


    ‘If you want, we can switch to the tripod for the end.’


    She quickly decided against it.  ‘There’s no point.  We’ve got into a rhythm with the handheld camera and it’s too late to change style.  We’ll just keep with the handheld look.’  She turned to me and said, ‘Okay, what are we doing?’


    I replied, ‘We’re sitting on the sofa and I insist you eat me again.  But you want another orgasm so we compromise and eat each other at the same time.’


    ‘Right.  You start by saying, “That was good.  Eat me again.”  I’ll say such and such and we’ll go from there.  Any questions?  Any problems?’ she asked the both of us.  Mitch and me shook our heads.  ‘Okay, let’s do a take.’


    Mitch indicated that he was ready to start filming.  Charity called, ‘Action.’  Mitch started filming a medium two-shot of me, naked except for out of frame high heels, beside Charity to my left in her grey dress.  We kissed for a moment then I withdrew and said, ‘You’re such a great daughter.  Your mother loves your tongue.  Eat me again.’


    ‘No.  You eat me again.’


    ‘Please eat me.  I need another orgasm.  It felt so good.’


    ‘I’ll give you more oral pleasure later, after you’ve eaten me again.  You’ve turned me on so much I need stimulation down there right now.  I need it now.’


    ‘If you eat me now, while I’m still tingly, I’ll come quickly.  It will only take a few minutes.  Please, Alice, eat me again.  I want to feel your tongue again.  Don’t you want to make your mother orgasm again?’


    ‘How about this.  Why don’t we eat each other at the same time?’


    ‘You mean…  Sixty-nine?’


    ‘Listen to you.  You know the names of all the positions, don’t you?  That way we can both get oral stimulation right now without any delay.’


    ‘It feels so dirty when I picture it.  A mother and daughter on the carpet, rug munching on each other’s genitals.  It’s…a bit much, don’t you think?’


    ‘Oh Mum, stop being so square,’ she said as she leaned in and kissed me on the lips.  She got off the sofa and laid her body face upwards on the floor.  Mitch moved out into a long shot to capture this.  Presumably he didn’t rely on the zoom to get from medium to long shot.  ‘Sit on my face.  Sit your delicious middle-aged cunt right on my face.’


    ‘Language, Alice, language.’  I got up and stood over her.  ‘Is this what you want?’ I teased.


    ‘More than anything.’


    I got down onto my hands and knees in position over her.  My crotch was in her face and my own head was facedown between her legs.  I shifted her red nylon panties further aside and pulled up her skirt to get it out the way.  We began licking and sucking at each other’s vaginas.  She had the harder job to do as she had to uncomfortably raise her head to really get at my genitals.


    We licked and sucked away as Mitch circled around us getting different angles and various close ups and wide shoots of our debauchery.


    In between mouthfuls of cunt Charity said, ‘Your cunt tastes so sweet.  Does my cunt taste sweet as well?’


    ‘Yes, Alice.  Your cunt is magnificent.’  Would my character say ‘cunt’?  By this point in her arc, yes, probably.  I think her reservations about bad language was a small concern she’d have abandoned by now as they orally fucked.  I said, ‘This is so depraved what we’re doing.  But it feels so good.  I can’t stop.  Keep eating me.’


    ‘Mum?  Pull my lips open and really stick your tongue in me.’


    This I did.  She was so creamy her juices were oozing out of her vagina.  ‘Alice, you’re so wet.  You must really like this.’  I sucked up all her sweet pussy juices.


    I began to cramp with an oncoming orgasm.  ‘My pussy walls,’ I panted.  ‘Put something inside me.  I want to feel something inside me.  I want my pussy walls to clamp around something.’  Charity inserted what felt like two or three fingers into my hole and started finger-banging me.  ‘I’m coming,’ I said as I came on her fingers while she kept licking at my bud.


    After I came I returned the favour and shoved two fingers inside Charity’s cunt.  She buckled as I fingered her.  ‘Are you going to come?’ I asked.


    ‘Yes.  Keep doing that.  Keep fingering me.  Keep…  Keep doing that.’


    ‘Do you like the feel of my fingers in your cunt?’


    ‘Yes.  I’m close.’


    ‘Cunt.  It’s such a fun word, isn’t it?  Before now I’d never dream of using it, but now it seems the most appropriate word for our holes.’  I licked around my fingers in her cunt.  She intermittently kissed my vagina but was now mostly just rubbing it with the one hand.


    ‘That’s it, Evelyn.  That’s it.  Keep going.  Just a little more.  I can feel it.  Keep fucking me.  That’s…  I’m coming.  Evelyn, I’m almost…  I’m almost there.  Just a little bit more.  Just…  Evelyn…’


    She came to my fingering and pussy licking.


    I got off her face and sat on the floor.  She sat up beside me.  We were sweaty balls of post-orgasmic shaking with ruined make-up.  ‘Fuck me, Mum.  That was…out of this world.’  We hugged.  We pecked each other’s lips with kisses.  We hugged again.  We stood up.  She pulled her red nylon panties back into place and pulled her skirt back down.  I said, ‘We better not tell Dad about this.’


    ‘I won’t.  I’ll be in as much trouble as you.’


    ‘As the responsible adult, I’m the one who’s going to get it in the neck.’


    ‘I’m eighteen,’ she said, shaving two years off her age.  ‘I’m as much an adult as you are.’


    ‘I think a little more is expected from me.  I should have had the willpower to resist you.  But you were too sexy and persuasive for me to resist.  If anyone finds out about this, I’m the one they’ll blame.’


    ‘That’s unfair.  I’m the bad influence here.  I made you eat my pussy.  I made you get over my knee and take a spanking from your own daughter.  And I’m the one who made you get on all fours and lick my shoes in a perverse display of submission.’


    ‘What are you talking about?  You never…  Oh, I see.  You expect me to get on all fours and kiss your shoes.’


    She pointed her right index finger to the floor at her feet.  ‘You know you want to.’


    With resignation in my tone I said, ‘Is there any point in me arguing with you?’


    ‘Of course not.  I’ve got you wrapped around my little finger.  We both know that.  What I want, I get.’


    ‘You don’t have to be such a bitch about it.’


    ‘You want another spanking?’ she said with her right hand raised at her shoulder.  Her fingers were together to form a paddle with her palm facing me.


    ‘No,’ I quickly said as I sank to my knees without further protest.


    ‘Kiss them on the toes.  The right one.’


    ‘We spoilt you as a kid.  And now I’m paying the price.’


    ‘I said kiss them.’


    I got on my hands so I was on all fours.  My lips were only an inch from the grey four inch court shoe on her right foot.


    ‘Kiss them on the toes.  Then lick along the sides until you get to the heel.  Then I expect you to lick up and down on the heel like a penis.  Then I’ll allow you the honour of deep throating them.’


    ‘You really want your own mother to kiss your shoes in a sexual way?’


    ‘Stop stalling and start kissing.’


    Mitch called, ‘Cut.’  He sat cross-legged on the floor to my left and put the camera lens level with the carpet.  He framed a tight close up on the right shoe.  He said, ‘Okay, keep going.  Action.’  Self-evidently I was to start kissing the toes of her shoe.  I leaned in that last inch to close the gap to nothing and put my lips on her shoe.  I kissed her patent leather toe.  ‘Again,’ commanded Mistress Charity from above.


    I kissed her shoe again.


    ‘And again.  Don’t be lazy.  You enjoy it so stop pretending like this is a problem.  You have no use for your dignity so keep kissing.’


    I kissed the shoe again and again.  I delivered kiss after kiss on the toes.  Then I began licking along the inside of her shoe.  Mitch moved his camera further back to get wider on her foot.  I then changed to licking along the outside of her shoe closer to the camera.  Mitch called, ‘Cut.’  He awkwardly repositioned himself at a different angle behind Charity so he was looking at the back of her heels.  As he moved he explained, ‘Your head’s in the way so I can’t see the shoe.’  Once in position he called, ‘Action.’


    I continued to lick along the length of the outside of her shoe to the elevated heel.


    ‘Now do the heel.  Lick it like a dick.  You’ve licked dick before so there’s nothing challenging about it.  Just treat it like Daddy’s penis and lick it up and down.  Lick the length of it.  Give it oral pleasure.  Up and down.  Up and down.’


    My right shoulder was at her ankle as I reached my mouth down to her heel.  I put my tongue on the heel and licked up and down it as instructed by my mistress.


    She asked if I wanted to suck it proper.


    ‘Yes, please,’ was my subservient response.


    ‘What do you want?  Articulate for me what it is you want?  Tell me what your heart desires?’


    ‘I want to suck your heel like a dick.  I want to…’


    Charity interrupted me by calling, ‘Cut.’  To Mitch she said, ‘Film her point of view looking up at me.  I’ll do my lines again.’  I moved aside to allow Mitch to put his camera in my place.  Charity looked down into the lens.  Mitch said, ‘Action.’  She paused for a few seconds.  It looked like she’d forgotten her lines but she eventually started acting.  ‘What do you want, Mum?  Tell me.  Tell your daughter what it is you want.  Tell me your heart’s desire.  Tell me what you want.  I might allow it to happen.  Articulate for me what it is you want.  Cut.  Any good?’


    He said, ‘It could be better.’  They decided to do another take.  Once it was in the can I took my place at her feet once again.  Mitch stood to shoot a wider shot of us.  Charity instructed me on the general content of my next line.  She called, ‘Action.’


    I licked her heel up and down and then said, ‘I want to suck your heel like a penis.’


    ‘Slut,’ she said as she sat on the sofa.  I lifted my palms off the carpet and got onto my knees.  I turned to face her.  She smirked at me.  Then she lifted her right leg and pointed it at me.  ‘Suck,’ was her succinct instruction.  She looked over to the camera and said, ‘Cut.  Get a point of view close up from her position of me pointing my shoe into her face.  I’ll say, “Slut,” again.  Then cut to a side shot…  No, cut to the camera looking over my shoulder down at her as she takes the heel into her mouth and sucks it.’


    ‘Capital idea,’ said Mitch rather bizarrely.  What a strange choice of words.  I moved out the way once again to let him put the camera where my head was.  He sat in my position and took a few seconds to frame the shot.  I sat on my backside but the carpet wasn’t very comfortable on my naked abused bum so I took advantage of the break to stand at the back of the living room.  He got up and readjusted a light and a reflector.  Then he sat in my spot again.  He spent a moment perfecting the framing before saying he was ready.  He called, ‘Action.’


    Mistress Charity, with the sole of her right shoe pointed at the camera, said into the lens with a regal sounding voice, ‘Suck.  Suck it.  Take your mouth and suck it.  Mum, suck it.  Mum, suck it like a penis.  Mum, suck it like Daddy’s penis.  Mum, suck it like Daddy’s engorged dick.  Suck.  You know what to do, suck it.  Don’t be shy, suck it.  I said suck it.  Go on, suck it.  Suck.  Suck.  Suck.  Evelyn, suck it.  Cut.’  She dropped her leg to rest it and explained that she tried different lines to give herself more options for when they edit the footage later.


    Mitch got up from the floor and moved the light and reflector again, as well as his laptop with my bathrobe on it.  He then positioned the camera behind the sofa so it would be looking down at me.  If he hadn’t moved the lighting equipment and the laptop they would have ended up on screen.  He said to me, ‘Take your mark.’  By mark I assume he meant the place where the actor is supposed to be when filming.  I walked back before the sofa and kneeled in my position.  Charity said, ‘I’ll say my line again to cue you.  Basically, just start sucking.  If you say something in response to my instruction to suck, fine.  But it doesn’t matter if you don’t say anything.  Everyone ready?’


    I nodded.  Mitch said, ‘Ready and rolling.  Go.’


    Mistress Charity said, ‘Action.  Suck.’


    I took hold of her right shoe in between my two hands.  I placed my lips around the bottom of the heel.  It was clean.  They hadn’t been worn much.  I slipped the heel past my lips so the length of it travelled further into my mouth.  I pulled back, then in, then back, then in.  I sucked the bottom two or three inches of her grey four inch heel.


    ‘Deep throat it, bitch.  Let me see you take it.’


    I took the full length of the heel all the way up to her foot and performed fellatio on it.  I could hear Mitch’s footsteps circling around me as he left his start position from behind the sofa.


    She said, ‘That’s good.  Take it out.’


    I removed the shoe from my mouth.  I was slobbering all over my chin.  She said, ‘Now take the other one.  Lick it.  Lick my shoe.’  I got on all fours and licked the toe of her left shoe that she had on the floor at the foot of the sofa.  ‘Do you like that?’ she asked.


    ‘Yes, Alice.  Your mother loves your shoes.  They’re so sexy.  Like you.  I’ve always admired your sense of style.’


    ‘Kiss them.’  I changed from licking to kissing her leather toes.  After a minute she became bored and said, ‘Lick along the sides.  Don’t be afraid to get your tongue on the soles.  That’s okay.’  I licked as ordered on the inner side of her shoe.  ‘Now the heel.  Lick up and down like you did my other one.’  I put my head between her ankles and licked up and down her left heel.  ‘You’re so lucky to have me as a daughter.  Aren’t you?  Do you feel blessed to have such a wonderful daughter?’


    ‘Yes, Alice,’ I said before returning to the front of her shoe and planting a series of kisses on the toes.  I then started to alternate my kisses between the left and right shoes.


    She lifted her left leg and projected it out into the room.  She ordered me to suck it by saying, ‘You know what to do.  So do it.’  I took hold of her left foot in my two hands and put the heel into my mouth.  I performed my oral magic once again upon a heel of my fake daughter’s shoes.  She stared down at me as I did it with a mocking smile on her face.  After about a minute of fellatio she looked up at Mitch, who had the camera in a high angle looking down on us, and called, ‘Cut.’  I took the heel from my mouth and stood up.  I didn’t even bother to put a hand over my naked privates as by now my nudity was a complete non-issue.  They’d already seen everything and it was warm in the house so my nudity seemed natural enough not to be an issue for any of us.


    From the sofa Charity said, ‘We’re almost done.  We just need a line or two to end the film.’


    I said, ‘Not that I’m advocating this, but are we not going to…fuck beyond the oral?’


    ‘No.  We’ve done enough.  They’ll have to pay more if they want us to rub our pussies together.  We’ll save that for the next movie.’


    I didn’t pounce on the next movie comment as I felt she expected a big reaction to that.  It was better to frustrate her if she wanted me to bluster and argue over that topic right now.


    She asked, ‘Any ideas what the last line should be?  You take the heel out your mouth and I say…  What?’


    I offered, ‘Maybe I could say, “Do you want to fuck?”  And you get up and say, “Don’t be such a pervert,” and walk away.  It’ll be funny after all we’ve just done, to have you call me a pervert.’


    ‘That’s not bad.  It’s just not strong enough.  It has to have a bit of a sting to it.  I’m not looking for a joke, but it’s like the punchline to the whole thing.  Maybe I could take my shoes off and step away from them while you’re still bent over kissing them.  And you keep kissing them.  I tell you to…  I say something about letting you play with them tonight but I expect them in my closest spic and span by the morning.  Then we cut to you lying on your bed with the blinds closed as you masturbate with them.’


    ‘Like, with the heel in my pussy?’


    ‘Maybe.  Or one lying beside you on the bed while you’re sucking the heel of the other one.  And we’ll fade out on that image.’


    ‘Or maybe I could say, “Let’s fuck,” and we both leave the living room hand in hand to imply that after the film ends we’re having sex upstairs.’


    ‘No.  This is porn.  We’re not in the business of implying sex is taking place.  We’re in the business of showing it.  We’ll just annoy people if we imply we’re fucking but we don’t show it to them.  That’s what they’re watching it for.  That’s like seeing a slasher movie and half the murders take place off screen.  What’s the point of that?  That’s why Halloween 4 is a terrible movie.  Half the deaths are implied.  If you’re not making art then you better show people what it is you’re promising them.  I’ve decided.  We’re doing it my way with the shoe masturbation.  The last image will be you touching yourself with my shoes and the camera will pan over to the closed blinds.  And we fade to black on the blinds.  Any issues with that?’


    Mitch said, ‘Continuity?’


    ‘What about it?’


    ‘You said you say your line and then we jump cut to Debra upstairs in bed with the shoes.  That’s a jump in the timeline.  Earlier you said you wanted it to be strictly sequential like real time.’


    ‘Oh yeah.  That’s okay.  I walk out the room and we then follow Debra up the stairs.  She walks up the stairs in the nude and we get a tight close up on her spanked arse.  She’s carrying the grey heels.  She then closes the blinds in the bedroom and gets on the bed and starts to masturbate.  Easy.  That turns the whole movie into one block of uninterrupted time.  Walking up the stairs is like an extra minute or two of transitional material.  If she wiggles her arse invitingly enough, and dangles the heels in her hands suggestively, no one will complain at that narrative dead spot.’


    Mitch said, ‘Okay.’


    ‘Right, let’s get this going.’  Mistress Charity ordered me back into position at her feet.  I kneeled before her and took hold of her left shoe in my two hands.  Mitch put the camera to his face and gave the thumbs-up sign to indicate that he was filming.  I put her left heel back in my mouth.  Charity called, ‘Action.’


    I sucked on her heel for a few seconds.  Charity withdrew it from my mouth and placed it on the floor beside her other foot.  ‘I’ll tell you what, Mum.  Since you like my shoes so much I’ll let you keep them for the night.  I don’t want to know what you do with them.  I’m sure it will be perverse.  I don’t need them tonight so you can keep the shoes until I get back from my date with Sam.  But I expect them in my closest by tomorrow morning.  In spic and span condition.  Okay?’


    ‘Thank you, Alice.’


    ‘Don’t mention it.  The knowledge that you’re doing something perverse with them is thanks enough.’  She slipped her feet out of the shoes and stood barefoot beside them.  She patted me on the top of my head and said, ‘You’ve been a good mother to me.’  She walked out the living room.  I got back down on all fours and alternated kisses on the toes of the two shoes.


    Mitch called, ‘Cut,’ after about half a minute of kissing.


    Charity walked back into the living room and said, ‘Now we need to film her going upstairs with the shoes.  Then have her wank with them.  But before that, where did my character go?  Did she leave the house without shoes on, or did she go upstairs to get ready for her date with Sam?’


    I said, ‘I assumed she went upstairs.’  Mitch concurred with me.


    Charity said, ‘We should film me going upstairs and changing into another dress.  We only need a little glimpse of it as most of this stuff will be happening off screen while my mother kisses the shoes in the living room.’


    

    


    
  


  
    Dirty Talk


     


    Two days later I watched the near final edit at Mistress Charity’s dungeon.  Her dungeon was a single-story warehouse more or less in the middle of nowhere.  For a dungeon it was spacious, although for a warehouse you would describe it as small.  The space was split into four rooms with high ceilings.  There were two large dungeon spaces, one small office and a toilet with a shower.  One of the torture chambers had a double bed covered in black rubber sheets.  A mirror was fixed to the ceiling above it.  Several more mirrors were on the walls.  The other chamber didn’t have a bed or any mirrors.  There were wardrobes in both chambers and in the office.  I peeked inside one to find fetish clothing.  In the corners of both dungeons were strips of extra lights.  Presumably to aid the clarity of any photographs or films that might be made.


    The downside to the place was that it was inadequately heated, expect for a few portable heaters on castors.  I wondered what the landlord thought she used the space for.  I did notice a lot of large canvas paintings against some of the walls.  Perhaps she pretended to be an artist whenever there was a spot-check visit.  Perhaps she wasn’t pretending and really was an artist.  With a bit of effort and time the various pieces of torture apparatus, toys and furniture could be hidden or disguised with paint splattered sheets and canvases.  I’m sure the bed could be explained away as just a bed for sleeping on if she worked late into the night.  Essentially the place looked like a gloomy Dickensian workhouse with exposed brick walls.  It had a foreboding atmosphere of intimidation.  You felt someone could hold you for days and noisily torture you without anyone coming to investigate what was going on.  Which was obviously a good thing for a torture chamber.  She hadn’t prettied the place up.  Nor had she fabricated medical sets or anything froufrou like that.  It just looked like an abandoned warehouse converted with minimum effort into a dungeon, which was more than good enough.  Why mess with that simple aesthetic?


    I recognised the place from some of the porn films I saw starring Mistress Charity.


    Charity and me were in the small office with a portable heater on full power fighting the surrounding chill.  We were both wearing normal everyday clothing.  She was in a smart trouser suit and I was in jeans and a T shirt.  She had a desktop computer on her table.  On it she played me the high definition film as it existed so far.  We watched the forty-five minute parade of utter perversion in silence.  I was expecting it to be harder to sit through than it was.  Instead I was fascinated by it.  Sure, I hate how I looked and my acting left a lot to be desired, but it was just too interesting to take my eyes off it.  Whatever pain I felt was topped by curiosity.  It was such a weird thing to have made.  How many people can claim to have made taboo incest themed pornography with a lesbian spanking slant to it?  Not many.  I’m sure many prolific porn performers can get to the end of their careers without making such a video.  My first film and I was aiming for the stars as far as utter wrongness was concerned.


    ‘So what do you think?’ she asked after we’d finished watching the whole thing.


    ‘I…  It’s amazing.’


    ‘Don’t be kind.  I’m not looking for compliments.  If it’s shit just say so.  I’m a big girl.  I can take criticism.  I’d rather know what you really think about it rather than bland praise that doesn’t tell me anything.  As your mistress, I’m ordering you to tell the truth.  I want your opinion without any thought to sparing my feelings.  What did you really think of it?’


    ‘Well, I’m stunned.  It’s so strange to see what we did only two days ago cut into such a professional looking piece of pornography.’


    ‘Do you use porn?’


    ‘What do you mean?’


    ‘Do you watch it?’


    ‘A little.  It’s not really my thing.’


    ‘Do you masturbate to it?’


    ‘Not really.  Isn’t it just men who masturbate to it?’


    ‘So you wouldn’t masturbate to this?’


    ‘No, but I wouldn’t masturbate to any porn, for the most part.  I have masturbated to the memory of what we did.  I think I prefer my memories to the hard, cold reality of seeing the real flesh on video.  But I wasn’t lying when I said I thought it was amazing.  I’m no expert on porn, but I really think this has to be among the very best porn I’ve ever seen.  For what that’s worth.’


    ‘Do you have any disappointments with it?  Did you expect to see something that didn’t make the cut?’


    ‘No.  I’m not sure what I expected.  I never really thought too much about how it would actually look once it was edited together.  But I suppose that’s pretty much what I had to expect to see.  I just wish we’d done more takes.  My acting is rubbish.’


    ‘You were good.’


    I brushed off the compliment without any pause to consider if she was being sincere.  ‘I was dreadful.  I stumbled over all my lines.’


    ‘You didn’t.’


    ‘If I’d done a second or third take I wouldn’t have been so awkward.  My acting would be much better.’


    ‘You’re the best thing about the film.’


    ‘No, you are.  You’re so pretty.  And it’s the type of pretty the camera just gobbles up.  It transfers to the screen without a hitch.  I look fat.’


    ‘You don’t,’ she said.


    I said to her, ‘You looked skinny.’


    ‘I was wearing clothes.  Being nude for almost the whole film gives you less room to hide.’


    ‘I guess.  But anyway, I liked it.  For what it was.  I just wish you didn’t have to release it.’  I asked a silly question anyway despite knowing it was pointless.  ‘Could you just not deliver it to them?’


    She ignored that question and asked if I had any editorial requests.  ‘Mitch can still do a few cuts if you want to change anything.  We don’t have to submit the film to the company for another couple of days.  Any changes or suggestions?’


    ‘No.  I think he cut it together about as well as he could.  I agree with all your choices when there were alternative takes.’  For example the subliminal cuts to the male model during my opening masturbation scene were not used, which seemed like the sensible idea.  ‘It all seemed to flow as a joined-up story.’


    ‘That’s good to hear.  Obviously while watching it with you I can feel it dragging.  The pace could be much quicker, but porn audiences don’t really care for a quick pace.  They want to linger on moments so they can pump their cocks.  But it can’t be too glacial as they lose interest very quickly and start skipping to the next bit.  It’s an odd juggling act of hurry up and slow down.  I was also concerned that we cut back and forth more than most normal porn films during the talking scenes.  I think they came out okay.  I don’t think the dialogue scenes are too choppy feeling with too much cutting to different angles.’


    ‘It was amazingly perverse.  This is going to destroy my life as I know it.  It’s far too extreme to be something I can laugh off as a silly little thing I once did.  There’s too much…intent behind it.  Do you know what I mean?  It looks like too much thought has been put into it.  Like only a fetishist really into that kind of thing would agree to make something like that.  It’s not something a person would casually do.  It looks like I’m really into it.’


    ‘Which is what makes it so good.  It’s far better that way.  Would you rather you looked bored?’


    ‘A look of bored disinterest would be helpful in making me look less like a pervert.  I look like a demented sex crazed nymph.’


    ‘Like I said when we were filming it, I felt a hint of that inexplicable X factor floating in the air.  And I think we captured it.  There’s a bit of spark to this film that a lot of other movies don’t have.’


    ‘I guess it was kind of hot.  There’s a bit of heat between us.  You can tell we’re kind of into each other.’  Changing the subject I said, ‘I noticed there were no credits.’


    ‘Mitch is leaving the credits to the last minute until we have a definitive title.  We’ve still to decide on it.  I’m being credited as Mistress Charity.  As agreed, you’re not being credited.  Not even with a stage name.’


    ‘What’s the current title?’


    ‘Alice Spanks Evelyn: A Mother-Daughter Spanking Session.  It’s a bit clumsy but porn films never have good titles.  If you have any suggestions I’m willing to listen.’


    We spent about five minutes brainstorming alternative titles for our perverse epic.  The best title we came up with was Daughter Spanks Mother.  It was simple and told the plot in three words.  You couldn’t stumble upon the film and be taken unawares by the perverse content with a descriptive title like that.  If you decided to watch a forty-five minute porn film called Daughter Spanks Mother then you will surely see what you expected to see.  We weren’t supremely happy with it but the alternatives were too unwieldy with extra words jammed in or too vague to truly represent the content.  A Daughter’s Firm Touch On Her Mother’s Buttocks didn’t necessarily signal it was about spanking.


    Conversation turned to our next adventure in the sadomasochistic underworld.  ‘Come with me and see,’ beckoned Mistress Charity as she walked out the office.  I followed her into the chilly warehouse space.  We were in the torture chamber without the bed.  She stopped beside a cross.  The wood was in a diagonal X instead of a more traditional plus sign shape.  She put her hand on the cross and said, ‘We’ll move this into the centre of the room.  We’ll be in latex.  I have an extensive wardrobe of latex clothing in different sizes for my various playmates.  I’m sure we’ll find something enticing for you to wear.’


    ‘I’ve never worn latex before.’


    ‘It looks amazing.  Visually it’s excellent.  To actually wear it though: it’s not so great.  It doesn’t breathe so you can imagine how the combination of sweaty sex and latex can have its downside.  When I’m having sex for my own pleasure I don’t wear it.  Or at least I don’t wrap myself in it from head to toe.  I only wear it when someone pays me, or when my visual impact is more important than my comfort.  I’m going to film this.  So out comes the latex.’


    ‘Another porno.  Already.  So soon?’


    ‘Strike while the iron’s hot.  But this won’t be a classy production like Daughter Spanks Mother.’  She used the new title like it was a done deal.  It didn’t sound too weird coming out of her mouth.  I’d probably get completely used to it by the third time it was spoken out loud.  As a title it seemed acceptable if a little prosaic.  Yet there was a power to its bold simplicity.  As far as I could recall the title was my suggestion.  It was funny how I couldn’t actually say it was my idea with any great confidence, even though it was a discussion we had only minutes before.  Charity continued to say, ‘That one had acting, role-playing and a story.  We played characters with names.  And we had a semi-professional cinematographer filming and editing it.  We had pretentions to be something slightly more than simple masturbation material.  I’m not saying it could be watched like a normal film, but there was a hint of a second level to it.  A millimetre of artiness crept into it.  Not this one.  This one has no pretentions.  This one is pure wanking material with no other uses.  There will be no plot.  There will be no characters.  There will be no cameraman.  It’ll just be two women abusing a guy and then fucking in front of him.  It will not have redeeming social value.  It will be pure pornography.  What do you think of that, Debra?’


    ‘I don’t know.  Aren’t we moving a bit fast to make another one?  Shouldn’t we finish the first movie and see how it does before we do another one?’


    ‘No.  Are you interested?’


    ‘You’re just asking to be polite.  I know you.  You’ll make me do it even if I don’t want to.’


    ‘Obviously.’


    ‘What exactly are you thinking?’


    She took her hand off the cross.  ‘I’ll get a male submissive.  You’ll be upgraded to a level above him.  Not quite mistress but not quite a slave.  Somewhere in between those two states of being.  You’ll take instruction from me but you’ll be allowed to abuse him as you see fit.  We’ll drag this X crucifix into the middle and we’ll put a mattress in front of it.’  She walked to the centre of the room to indicate where the cross would go.  I walked with her.  ‘We’ll chain him to the cross.  He’ll be naked.  We’ll wank his cock and suck him off.  I’ll lash him from behind with a cane, or a whip, while you take his cock in your mouth.  We’ll give him pleasure and pain.  I’ll set up a camera on a tripod over there.’  She pointed to a spot on the floor some distance away from us.  ‘That will be for the wide shot so you can see our faces and feet.  His dick will be in the centre of the screen.  I’ll set up a second camera beside it, but it will be zoomed in to a medium shot of his dick.  That way I can cut between all three of us and a much more detailed shot of his cock.’


    I asked, ‘Why a medium shot?  Wouldn’t it be better in close up?’


    ‘Ideally, yes, but we don’t have a cameraman dedicated to keeping it in focus and everything inside the frame.  If I’m going to be whipping him he’s going to be moving around.  In a tight close up his dick will be out of frame half the time.  And the focus will go funny.  And you’ll probably be walking in the way of the camera.  That will cause problems as it might struggle to focus at the right distance.  The camera is much more reliable when it’s not zoomed in too tight.  To get useable footage we’re best not to push our luck and instead aim for a medium shot.  That way he can move his hips around and he’ll mostly be in shot.  Your head will also be in shot at the edge of the widescreen image if you put your face near his crotch.  That will make for a nice image that we wouldn’t get in close up.  So it needs to be a medium shot.  The top of the frame will probably only go slightly above his bellybutton and the bottom will probably cut off on his knees.’  She pointed diagonally over to the side at the floor.  ‘And we’ll put another camera here.  In a semi-wide shot that shows his face down to about his knees.  This side shot will be for when your head is in the way when you’re sucking him off.  We don’t want to bore the wankers with shots of the back of your head.  As pretty as it is.’


    ‘Is this…  Don’t you think this…  Is it really…’  I couldn’t think of a way to articulate my concerns at the thought of another pornographic movie.  Hadn’t I already done enough by making the extreme taboo porn of Daughter Spanks Mother?  Wait, that was exactly what I should say.  ‘Haven’t I already done enough by making the extreme taboo porn of Daughter Spanks Mother?’


    ‘I’d call that a good start.’ 


    ‘Shouldn’t we deal with that first?  Aren’t we overstretching ourselves by doing a second movie so soon?’


    ‘Nonsense.  Daughter Spanks Mother is as good as done.  And that’s mostly Mitch’s responsibility now.  This will be our movie.  Or more specifically, mine.’  She shook her head as though casting off my concern and then continued to plan the next movie.  ‘Three cameras should cover it.  Anymore and it will get too complicated to edit.  Although I wouldn’t mind an overhead shot from above.  I could tie a camera to a rope and dangle it above the cross.  But that’s too impractical.  And without a camera operator to frame it the footage will probably be useless anyway.  Actually, now I think about it, it’s not a good shot.  That would be a waste of a camera.’


    ‘How many cameras do you have?’ I asked with genuine curiosity.


    ‘Three good ones.  And one old thing, but it’s okay for less important shoots and extra shots.  Whenever I have to risk a camera getting confiscated in public, or broken, or covered in something disgusting, I use that one.  And if desperate I can always use camera phones.  We’ll just use the three good cameras for this film.  Actually, maybe I could put the old camera against the far wall in a super wide shot so it can see everything.  Including the other cameras.  I can cut to that shot whenever I need to jump cut through the footage.  So instead of suddenly jumping ahead to the next bit we get a smoother transition with the super wide shot breaking up the film.  And I can open and close the film with those shots.  I could also use it to make a short behind the scenes video.  Anyway, this is all technical stuff.  So I beat him and you suck him.  After five or so minutes of that I’ll stop whipping him and I’ll come around the cross and take hold of his dick.  You’ll be kneeling at his crotch.  I’ll manually jerk his cock off into your mouth.  You’ll take his load in your mouth and turn to the two cameras.  Your head will be at his crotch so you’ll be perfectly framed by the zoomed in camera.  You’ll show the camera the jizz in your mouth that I made him shoot.  And you’ll swallow it.  You’ll eat his cum on camera.  Then we’ll set up different camera angles and we’ll have lesbian sex on the mattress before our poor slave.  He won’t be able to do anything but watch.  We’ll have a wide shot with us at the bottom of the frame fucking.  He’ll be in the centre of the frame standing above us tied to the cross looking down at us.  We’ll scissor in out latex fetish gear.  After we’ve come we’ll make him come again.  What do you think, Debra?’


    ‘When do you plan to do this?’ I asked with trepidation.


    ‘Tomorrow.’


    With shock I said, ‘Tomorrow?  Isn’t that a bit rushed?’


    ‘Not really.  It doesn’t take much to arrange.  I have the location and the props and costumes.  I have two out of the three cast members already cast.  I don’t need a crew.  I’ll shoot it on my own cameras and I’ll edit it on my own computer.  All I need is the guy.  And I could rustle up a dick in an hour or two with a few phone calls.’


    ‘We’re not shooting it today,’ I blustered.  I suspected I knew where her dirty mind was going if it was true she could get a guy in the dungeon within an hour or two.


    ‘Now’s too late.  The ambience isn’t right.  We’ll do it tomorrow.’


    ‘I need more time to think about this.’


    ‘You’re not here to think.  You’re here to obey.’


    ‘I’ve got to go home tonight.  My boyfriend will ask questions if I stay overnight.’  It was Friday night so there was no work to cancel as I was on a Monday to Friday shift at the hotel at the moment.


    ‘Tell him whatever you want.  You could go home and come back in the morning, but that would be a waste of time.  You can stay here on the bed if you want.  It’s been used for some very messed up sex things.  And it’s very cold at night.  Or you can stay at my house tonight.  We’ll come back and shoot the porno in the afternoon after a nice restful night at my place.’


    ‘I can stay with you?  Is your place a dungeon?’


    ‘This is my dungeon.  My home is just a normal home.  I don’t take all of my work home with me.  Outside of working hours I’m a normal person.  Or normal enough,’ she corrected.  ‘I’m a fetishist in real life but I don’t literally live in a dungeon.  Even I can have days off from latex and whips.’


    ‘You said you don’t take work home with you but aren’t I, your slave, considered work.  Technically me staying overnight is you taking your work home with you.  Right?’


    ‘I don’t consider you to be work.  I don’t charge you for sessions.  The first time was sex I wanted to have.  The second time was sex I wanted to happen.  It just happened to be wrapped up in a kinky porno shoot were we made some money.  It was a fusing of work and play, but the play element was significant.  Shooting porn wasn’t the point.  That was just an added bonus to spice things up.  And might be why there’s a bit more electricity in that film than in most pornos as we weren’t just going through the motions on behalf of the camera.  And this third encounter is more of the same.  It’s for fun.  It’s not work in the traditional sense.  Shooting porn is just an excuse for kinky sex.’


    ‘If we go back to your house tonight, will we sleep together?’


    ‘I don’t know.  Maybe.  I hope so.  But I hope it’s not kinky sex.  We can have that tomorrow.  I hope instead we have sex as lovers.  As a couple.  As a normal lesbian couple.  Do you understand what I’m saying to you?’


    Was she suggesting we be more than master and servant?  It seemed so unlikely but that was the only reading I could make from her words.  I didn’t answer and instead gave her a dumbfounded look of passive stupidity.


    ‘I’m saying: I like you.’


    I said, ‘Hang on a minute.  I want to get back to that in a minute.  But I’ve just realised a problem.  How can you whip the guy on the back if he’s chained to the cross?  Wouldn’t the wood get in the way?’


    ‘You might be right.’


    ‘You like me?’ I interjected before she could think more about the problem of getting access to the man’s back.  ‘Enough to want to be my…girlfriend?’  Even just saying the word ‘girlfriend’ sounded too unnatural for my mouth.  The connotations of the word in this context simply felt wrong.


    ‘Is that so odd?’ she asked.


    ‘I just don’t think of you in that way.  I mean, now you’ve put the idea in my head things aren’t so clear.  I thought I knew my place in your life.  I thought I was just the amusing new toy that you liked to play with.  The latest clueless woman exploring her bisexuality and fetishes.  Isn’t that your thing?  Surely I’m just the latest in a long line.  What makes me so special?’  Before she could answer I added, ‘I’m not even sure I’m bent enough to have a woman as a romantic partner.  It’s such a new concept to me.  I know I like female flesh.  That much you’ve revealed to me.  But a relationship with a woman goes beyond sex and fetishism.  It’s not something I’ve considered.  Do you not already have a boyfriend?  Or a girlfriend?  I’ve got my boyfriend.  This is too big a complication’


    ‘I don’t have a boyfriend.  Or a girlfriend.  It’s not easy to have a solid relationship when you’re being paid money to have sex with other people.  The average person has a problem with that.  It raises so many issues that I barely try to have a romantic partner of my own.’


    She had a point.  She was technically a prostitute.  Being into the fetish scene did not exactly excuse or mitigate the fact she had actual sex with people for money.  It might not have been straightforward sex for cash, but just because she whipped them and verbally degraded them for her own sexual pleasure, did not change the fact she was having sex with strangers in a professional capacity.  As much as I adored my mistress as a slave, did I love her as a woman in her own right without the layer of role-play between us?  I had no definitive answer to that question.  I really didn’t know the lady behind the dominatrix persona.  Even when we were just talking in normal clothing, like now, she was still my master who could bark an order at any moment.  I had so far never talked with her as an equal.  My gut instinct was to consider her to be both too hot to handle, and our prior relationship to be too weird and twisted to be overcome.  I said, ‘I don’t think us getting together as more than master and servant is very likely.’


    She nodded.  ‘I knew it was a big risk.  I thought I should take a shot at happiness anyway.  It was worth asking.  I hope this doesn’t affect my authority over you, now I’ve revealed a kink in my armour.  We won’t use the cross,’ she said to change the subject.  ‘I’ll make him stand with his legs apart with his hands tied together under his shoulder blades.  I’ll mark the positions for his feet on the floor and I’ll beat him.  If he moves his feet off the marks I’ll thrash him even harder.’


     


     


    She lived in a nice semi-detached house.  Clearly being a dominatrix paid well if she could afford this house and the dungeon.  There was nothing out in the open that hinted at her deviant inclinations.  It wasn’t like she had fetish photographs framed on the walls or had whips left out on the living room coffee table.  Nor were the walls painted black.  She did not have a torture room in the house.  The only way to know there was something unusual going on was to peek inside her wardrobes.  A few items of fetish clothing hung on the rails and there was a grey plastic storage box full of sex toys.  


    I sat on her bed with the plastic toy box beside me with the lid off it.  I handled her vibrators and dildos and butt plugs.  She stood over me.  We had both taken off our shoes at the front door as she didn’t like dirt being trampled onto the carpets.  She explained that she only entertained non-clients at home and so only needed a handful of sex toys here.  The more extreme sexual activities took place off-site in hotel rooms, clubs, other people’s homes, professional dungeons and of course her own dungeon.  The majority of her equipment was kept at her dungeon where it was actually needed.  ‘In this particular bed I’ve only screwed about, I don’t know, about ten people.  I enjoy the latex dresses and the use of a vibrator with a real partner.  But as a general rule of thumb I prefer normal sex without the props and costumes when I’m actually in a relationship.  The S&M can slip into the real relationship, but I try to keep it at least vaguely separate.  And if my lover wants to do proper S&M then I’ll take him or her to the dungeon.  Debra, I can be normal.  I can have normal sex.  I don’t need this fetish stuff to get off.  I like it.  I enjoy it.  But I know it’s just a theatrical add-on that has nothing to do with real sex between real lovers.’


    She reached out her hand and took the vibrator from me.  She placed it in the box before lifting the box and putting it away in the wardrobe.  When she turned around I handed her the lid.  She took it from me and put the lid on the box.  She then closed the wardrobe to hide the box and the three or four latex garments hanging among her conventional clothing.  She sat on the bed beside me.  She put her hand on my neck and leaned in to kiss me on the lips.  I kissed her back.  She pushed me down so I lay on the bed.  She put her weight on top of me as she lay upon my body.  Her breasts were pushing down upon mine.  We continued to kiss as her hands groped me.  She slid my T shirt off my belly and up to my breasts.  She put her right hand inside my T shirt and worked her hand under the cup of my left bra.  She groped at my tit.  We continued to kiss.


    She took her hand out my bra to push hair out of my eyes.  In a reversal of the natural order of things, up until now, I rolled her over so I was on top of her.  She didn’t object to her authority being questioned in this way.  She unbuttoned and unzipped my jeans and had her hand inside my panties.  I did the same to her trousers so we both had our fingers inside each other’s cunts.  We masturbated each other without a word.


    I made her come.


    She made me come.


    We pulled our trousers, panties and socks off and discarded them on the floor.  Her jacket and blouse and my T shirt soon followed them to the pile below.  Wearing only our bras we got into the scissor position and put our cunts together.  We rubbed our clits against each other’s to create that sweet friction that was going to lead us to another orgasm.


    Without a single word we fucked on her bed.


     


     


    I had enough foresight to bring a change of clothes with me yesterday.  You never knew what could happen when you spent time with Charity.  It was more than possible we’d end up doing something that required me to change out of soiled clothing.  It was a wise precaution as it turned out.


    In the kitchen Charity served me breakfast.  She made tea and toast.  We were sitting across from each other at her dinner table.  My handbag was hanging off the back of my chair.  This domestic scene, after that tender lovemaking, probably made us lovers now.  Girlfriends, even.  When a dominatrix serves you breakfast, then you know things aren’t the same as they usually were.  What was I going to tell my boyfriend?  This would impact him if I had a new girlfriend.  What was I supposed to do?  Live with my boyfriend during the working week and travel over here to my girlfriend every weekend?  Was she to be a secret I’d keep from him?  Would I introduce the two of them and we’d develop some sort of three-way relationship.  No, of course not.  It was one or the other.  I couldn’t have both.  I knew sleeping with Charity was technically infidelity when she was my master.  It just didn’t feel like infidelity because the circumstances were so peculiar and different.  Conventional ideas of sexual morality didn’t really apply around Charity.  She blurred the lines until they got so foggy you didn’t care.  What we did last night wasn’t mistress and servant domination play.  That was proper sex with an emotional connection.  It was presumably as normal as lesbian sex got.  There were no rules or verbal instructions or tongue lashings.  It was just two women giving each other pleasure without any complications beyond getting our clothes off.  We didn’t even use a toy.  That kind of normal sex did feel like infidelity.  I was being properly unfaithful to my boyfriend.  I think the notion of conventional heterosexual life was now too small and compromised for me.  My new experiences had made me outgrow him.  Although I had very little idea how Charity would act as a girlfriend, I was inclined to assume she was a better match for me than my increasingly boring boyfriend.  I’d left him too far behind with my transgressions.  Maybe introducing him to her wouldn’t be such a stupid idea.  If she could teach someone as straight-laced as me a thing or two about cruel submissive desires then perhaps she could teach him.  Though she did say I was more suggestive than most, so maybe I was primed to be exploited and corrupted while he had no weird areas to explore in his psyche.  It was a thought though.  Maybe a short-term three-way relationship between the three of us was feasible.


    I had a way of finding out how seriously she took me as an equal.  I’d ask her what her real name was.  If she was evasive, then we had no possible future together beyond what we originally had in that hotel room.  Ah, that hotel room.  It was a frustratingly busy hotel room.  I’d been trying to get back into it so I could touch myself at the scene of our first meeting.  So far I hadn’t been able to get enough privacy to lie on that bed and masturbate.  I snapped out of my reverie and asked her what her real name was.


    ‘Melissa Stoker.’  She didn’t rush to say it, but there was no discernible pause either.  ‘I don’t like it as it reminds me of Count Dracula.’


    ‘What’s so bad about that?’


    ‘Nothing, I suppose.  I guess anything that has connotations with your name makes you kind of embarrassed by default.  Dracula’s not such a bad connection to have, I suppose.  And of course, there’s the “Stoker-stroker” joke.  As in Melissa Stoker’s a dick stroker.’


    ‘So what was that last night?’ I asked.


    ‘That was us making love.  And what we’re going to do today is separate from that.  It will be a very different thing.’


    ‘Are we, like, girlfriends now?’


    ‘That’s up to you.  I would like us to be.’


    ‘I have to assume it’s not every day a dominatrix confesses her love to a slave.  Is this some sort of head-fuck game you’re playing with me?’


    ‘I’m sincere.’


    ‘This is too weird.’


    ‘This is just as weird for me too.  You’re right.  It’s not every day I tell my slave that I want to be with her as more than just my sex slave.  But that’s the way it is.  I want you to be more than just my slave.  I want you to be my partner.’


    ‘Who also happens to be your slave from time to time in the bedroom?’


    ‘Yes.  If you want.  Or we can stop these games.’


    ‘You would do that?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘I don’t think you can.  I’m sure you said something about fetish being a lifestyle, not a money making thing.  It’s not a mere hobby.  It’s a deep part of who you are.  You can’t just drop it and move on.  It will always be there festering away.  You’d be repressing your natural urges.  I can’t see you treating me with respect day after day without wanting to make me your slave once again.’


    ‘I meant yes, with you.  I’d still be a dominatrix professionally.  My main fetish needs will be met by those sessions.  I’d like to still play master and servant with you.  But if you don’t, that’s fine.  We don’t have to, as long as I’m working through my kinks with other people.’


    ‘Ah.  Another problem.  Other people.  How can I have a serious relationship with you if I know you’re sleeping with other people?  How does that work?  Am I supposed to not care that you’re being sexually hands-on with strange men and women?  You’re going to come home to me after blowing a man in your mouth and taking it in the cunt.  And I’m supposed to be okay with that.  I don’t know how other people accept that.  I don’t see how systematic infidelity in a relationship can be a good thing.  I’ve no idea how other sex workers keep a romance going when they’re not sexually exclusive, but I’m not inclined to share who I’m with.  I wouldn’t share my boyfriend.  I don’t see why I’d be any different with you.  I suppose,’ I mused, ‘people in the sex business are cynical and compromised to the extent that romance is a joke to them.  They must view relationships as being inevitably fucked up.  They probably consider massive breaches of fidelity and trust to be par for the course and not worth getting into an argument over.  I don’t feel that.  I’m not like that.  I’ve cheated on him with you, so I’m compromised, but the idea of an exclusive relationship still stands as the only type worth having.  I won’t share him with another girl.  He’s a proper man with a normal job.  If he strays I’d be shocked and saddened.  He’s normal and our relationship is normal.  At least until you came along.  My point is: I can’t have these kinds of normal expectations from you.  You’re too…  Compromised.’  That was the word I settled on after considering ‘messed up’ and ‘exotically different’.


    ‘I see,’ she said without betraying any suggestion of hurt or anger.


    ‘I’m your sex slave.  That’s as deep as our relationship goes.  You order me around and I comply.  That works.  It makes sense for me to come and go at your convenience.  Moving in together and sharing our lives is just not us.  Can you imagine us going on holiday together as a couple?  Do you really see us having a tiff over not running water over spoons immediately after using them?  That’s what a relationship is.  Banalities like that.  That and not fucking other people.  It’s not going to work.  You’re too exotically different in a messed up way.  In the end I’m just not like you.  I’m a tourist in your kinky world.  I can’t stay here.  I can visit and partake in some of the fun.  But I can’t stay.  We’re just not from the same world.  I don’t want to be your girlfriend.  Obviously I’m gay.  But only to so much of an extent.  I think I still prefer a man when it comes to an emotional relationship.  I want to make this video with you.  I do.  Well, I want to have the sex but I’d rather we didn’t film it.  Anyway, I want you.  I want us to continue.  But only as mistress and slave.’


    She was looking down at the toast in her hands as she said, ‘I understand.’  


    ‘Melissa.’


    She looked up at me.


    ‘I love you.  As my mistress’


    ‘I know you do.’


    ‘What we had last night…  It was…  It was special.  But I think we should keep to the fetish stuff from now on.’


    ‘You’re right,’ she said with a perkiness I wasn’t expecting.  ‘Don’t look at me like that.  I’m not the sad, lonely lesbian who’s just been turned down by her straight friend she’s had a crush on for the last seven years.  I took a shot.  I missed.  It’s your loss.  Not mine.  It’s you I feel sorry for.  How will you ever find another woman as amazing as me?  I’m a unique one-off.  You gave up a great opportunity.’  She leaned back in her chair in thought.


    ‘What?’ I asked.


    After a pause she said, ‘I’ve made a decision.  We’re both going to fuck your boyfriend today.’


    ‘I don’t follow.  What are you saying?’


    ‘I’ll cancel Troy as our cock for today.  I want you to phone your boyfriend and tell him what you’ve been up to.  I want you to graphically describe everything you’ve done.  Confess your lesbianism.  Tell him about your new career in porn.  Tell him all about how you took a spanking on camera from another woman.  And tell him to get down here to star in your second film.’


    ‘He wouldn’t…’


    ‘He can wear a mask.  I’ve got plenty.  His whole face can be covered.  No one cares about the men in these films.  No one looks and no one cares if they can’t see their faces.  He can even wear a mask with no eyeholes.  Does he have tattoos?’


    ‘This is too much.  Don’t you think good taste and decorum…’


    ‘Tattoos?  Answer me.’


    ‘No.  He doesn’t have any ink on his arms or anywhere else.’


    ‘Good.  There will be very little to distinguish him from all the other men in the world.  If he doesn’t speak and his face is covered then no one will ever know it was him.  He could be anyone.  Only we’ll know that he’s your boyfriend.’


    ‘If they see me in the film they might put two and two together.’


    ‘I don’t consider that to be a big enough concern.’


    ‘You’re mad.  Quite, quite mad.’


    ‘No, I disagree.  I’m very clever.’


    ‘Even if he didn’t slam the phone down on me, he’d never agree to star in a porno.  And he’s not into S&M.’


    ‘As far as you know.’


    I ignored that and said, ‘He’s not going to just jump in the car and drive down here to get whipped on camera by some woman he’s never met before.  He’s a normal guy.  The world just doesn’t work like that.’


    ‘Doesn’t it?’ she asked with what I think was an attempt at an arched eyebrow.  ‘I seem to remember you claiming to be strictly heterosexual and a normal girl.  Or did I prove you wrong about a few things, Evelyn?’  She used my character’s name to twist the knife in.  It was an effective weapon as me starring in mother-daughter lesbian spanking porn was something very out of the ordinary.  I said, ‘That’s different.’


    ‘Is it?  I don’t see how.’


    ‘I was maybe more suggestible and sexually weird than I thought.  And you were there.  In person.  With you in the room I was easier to tempt.  On the phone it wouldn’t have worked.  I’d have slammed the phone down on you before you could mesmerise me with your insidious magic.  Anyway, I just don’t think he’s perverted enough to be tempted by the dark side.  I really don’t think he’s a fetishist.’


    ‘That’s a pretty bold assumption.  What man doesn’t find a woman in latex sexually attractive?  They might not seek it out, but if it’s offered to them, they’re unlikely to say no.’


    ‘Don’t be so cruel.  Leave him out of this.  Let’s just make the movie with Troy.’


    ‘No.  I’m really keen on this idea.  I want to fuck your boyfriend while you’re in the room.  And on camera so we can all enjoy it years later.  I think his dick will have to join us on the mattress.’


    ‘You’re trying to compromise me, aren’t you?  I don’t know exactly what your plan is.  Are you trying to tear us apart?  Or are you trying to join us?’


    She shrugged.  It was a maddening non-answer.


    ‘He’ll say no.  He’ll slam the phone down on you.  And on me.’


    ‘We’ll see.’


    ‘He won’t listen in rapt silence and then come running over.  It just won’t work like that.’


    ‘We’ll see.’


    ‘You can’t be serious about this.’  Of course I knew fine well she was completely serious.  This was Mistress Charity.  AKA Penelope Larkin.  AKA Alice.  AKA Melissa Stoker.  Improbable, fucked up sexual encounters were her thing.  Engineering a threesome with my boyfriend for a porno was right up her street.  She might not succeed but now the idea had taken root in her mind she was going to try and make it happen.  She was a very persuasive person.  Did my boyfriend stand a chance against her perverted charms?  If she could keep him talking, then probably not.  What man wouldn’t fall for her?  I did, and I was a heterosexual woman.  Oh fuck.  She was going to make it happen.  She held all the cards.  If he gave her more than ten seconds to insinuate herself he’d be powerless to resist her.


    Charity stood up and left the kitchen.  I heard her go up the stairs into the master bedroom.  She came back down to the kitchen with lengths of white rope in her hands.  ‘Take your trousers off.’


    ‘What are you doing?’


    ‘If you don’t want to be my equal, but you want to continue to serve me as my slave, then don’t ask questions.  Take the trousers off.’


    I pushed my chair out from the table and stood.  I unbuttoned the trousers and slid them off my legs.  I wasn’t wearing shoes.  I folded the trousers and placed them on the worktop before the breadbin.  ‘And the panties,’ she said.  I pulled the knickers down my legs and stepped out of them.  I placed them on the trousers.  I stood before her with my vagina on display.  ‘Now the socks.’  I took my socks off and balled them into a pair on top of the panties.  I was now fully naked from the waist down.  She instructed me to sit on the chair.  I sat on it with the kitchen table very close by to my right.  She tied my wrists and ankles to the chair with tight knots.  She’d definitely done these complicated bondage knots before as she executed them with speed and dexterity.  Once she was done she stepped back and asked if I was comfortable.  I didn’t think it was a serious question.  ‘Can you move?’


    I struggled against my bondage to test the ropes.  It was no good.  I was stuck to the chair by the four pieces of rope.  I had a good idea what was looming next so I wasn’t overly surprised by her explanation.  ‘We’re going to call your boyfriend.  You’re going to tell him whatever he needs to know to get him over here.  You know what I want.  The less I speak the better.  I’d like to leave it up to you to persuade him to join us.  As encouragement for you to keep talking, and for me to keep my mouth shut, I’m going to eat you out.  The more I talk the less oral pleasure you’ll receive.  Do you understand?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.’  There was no point arguing with her.  Like a good slave I decided to comply.


    She walked behind me.  I heard her open the handbag that was dangling from the back of my chair.  She walked back into view before me with my mobile in her hand.  She asked me for the first time what my boyfriend’s name was.  ‘His name’s Iain.’


    ‘Call him and put it on speaker.’  She put the phone to my right hand for me to unlock it and make the call.  I changed the setting to speaker and selected his name to call.  She put the phone on the table to my right before it even began to ring.  As it rung she got down onto her knees before me.  She put her hands on my naked knees and pushed them outwards to further expose my privates.  She put her head between my open thighs and put her mouth on my genitals.  She began to lick as Iain answered the call.  ‘Hello?’ he said into the air.


    ‘Don’t hang up.  I’ve got something to say.  It’s going to sound weird but hear me out.’


    ‘Is something the matter?  You sound odd.’


    ‘Can you come here today?’  He knew generally where I was.  Just not the specifics.  Obviously he knew nothing about Mistress Charity.  He thought I was visiting an old school friend who I made sure to sound very boring so he wouldn’t ask too many questions about it.


    ‘Is there something wrong?’ he asked.


    ‘Can you come?’


    ‘If you need me to.’


    ‘It’s nothing bad.  I just want to introduce you to a new friend of mine.  She has a proposition for you.  For us, really.  I don’t want to talk about it on the phone.  It’s very interesting what she’s proposing.  Can you come?’


    ‘If you want me to.’


    ‘I want you to come.’  Mistress Charity’s expert tonguing of my clit was making my breathing get laboured but I was too busy shitting bricks talking to my boyfriend to be anywhere near orgasmic.  I asked Mistress Charity, ‘What’s the address of your place?  Not here, the office space?’  Yesterday she met me at the train station and we took a taxi to the dungeon so I didn’t know the address off the top of my head.


    Charity took her tongue from my private place and spoke the address towards the phone.


    Iain said, ‘Hi, who’s that?  Are you using the speaker phone?’


    I said, ‘Yeah, sorry.  It’s just my hands are busy at the moment.  That’s Penelope.’  I used her hotel sign-in name as I didn’t think she’d appreciate me throwing her other names around, especially not her real name after I’d only just learned it was Melissa.


    He said, ‘Hi, Penelope.’


    Charity ignored the pleasantry and asked, ‘Did you get that?’  He repeated the address back to her.  When he finished she didn’t say anything.  Instead she put her tongue back to use against my sensitive bud.


    After the shiver of initial pleasure passed I said, ‘She’s got a thing she would like us to do.  It’s very intriguing.’


    ‘What type of thing?’


    ‘It’s a combination of art and business.  She’ll explain it much better than I can.  But only when you get here.  She has a video to show you that really explains it.  Are you coming?’


    After a silence, and without much enthusiasm, he said, ‘Yes.’


    ‘How long will it take you?  Are you taking the car?’


    ‘If I leave now, maybe about an hour in the car.  Maybe less.’


    ‘It looks like an abandoned warehouse in the middle of nowhere.  It’s an artist’s studio so it doesn’t look like much from the outside.  Just knock on the door.  We’ll be there.’


    ‘Are we going to be part of an art project?’ he asked, probably imagining posing for a traditional portrait.


    ‘Something like that.  You’ll be paid for your time.  Two hundred.’  No monetary terms had been discussed so the price was a random number that just came to me.  Mistress Charity stopped lapping at my clit and gave me an annoyed look.  I whispered, ‘Sorry,’ to her.  Charity put her mouth back on my privates.  Loudly to the phone on the table I said, ‘The exact price can be negotiated, but you’ll be compensated for your time by at least that much.’


    ‘Are you sure you’re okay.  You sound weird.’


    ‘I’m fine.  I don’t think you’re going to find it a waste of a Saturday if you meet Penelope.’


    ‘It’s a bit vague.  Can’t you give me a few more details?’


    ‘There’s no point until you’ve seen the video.  It’s too complicated to go into it over the phone.  So you’re definitely coming?’


    ‘Yes.  I’ll see you in an hour.’


    ‘Okay.  Bye.’


    ‘Bye.’


    For a horrible moment I thought he wasn’t going to hang up.  Obviously I was tied to the chair so I couldn’t terminate the call, and I didn’t see Mistress Charity leaping to kill the line as she’d enjoy my torment.  Luckily after a second of dead air between us he disconnected the call.


    Mistress Charity removed her face from my cunt and wiped her mouth and chin.  She stood up and stared down at me.


    ‘What?’ I asked.


    ‘You didn’t really do what I asked.  You were supposed to confess everything.’


    ‘It was never going to work on the phone.  This way’s better.  He’ll not be able to just put the phone down on us.  To a certain extent he’ll have to deal with my revelations there and then in the moment.  If we can keep him from walking out on us, he’ll have to deal with us face to face.  That way you can slide in and do your thing.  He’ll see Daughter Spanks Mother and see your dungeon.  And we’ll be in latex.  He’ll be overwhelmed.  But with you in the room I’m sure you’ll be able to convince him to try it.  I’m sure you can sweet talk him into doing something against his own better nature.’


    ‘And where did the money offer come from?’


    ‘You’re going to have to pay him something.  If nothing else, I had to give him a reason to come.  He might end up doing it for free.’


    ‘You did bad.  No orgasm for you.’  She walked out the kitchen.  


    I called after her, ‘Melissa.  We don’t have time for this.  Untie me so we can get to the dungeon.  We need to set up before he arrives.  If we’re already in latex before he sees anything else, he’ll be putty in our hands.  Before he’s even walked through the door he’ll be hard.  Assuming he likes latex and we don’t look silly.  You’ll look great.  I’ll look stupid, but you’ll look as glam as anything.’  Why was I trying to help her have kinky sex with my boyfriend?  This master-servant relationship was going way too far.  Yet I truly wanted to help her make a pornographic film with my boyfriend.  Madness.  Hadn’t I only minutes before said something about not being willing to share my boyfriend with another woman?  ‘Melissa?  Come on, we need to strategise this if we don’t want to scare him away.  He’ll turn and run if we’re not careful.  I’m trying to help you make this fucked up fantasy a reality.  I’m actually trying to get my very real boyfriend to have sex with you.  While you’re wearing latex.  And on camera.  You’ve totally brainwashed me.  Have you ever had a better slave than me?  I’m trying to make this happen even though it can only end in disaster.  Even if it’s not an immediate fuck up, it will turn around and bite me on the arse later.  Mistress?’


    There was no response from outside the kitchen.


     


     


    At her dungeon we dressed for sex.  I helped Charity put on a black latex dress with quarter length sleeves and a pencil skirt that ended above her knees.  A red latex corset, with a black butterfly etched across her waist, was put over the dress.  She wore fifteen denier tan tights and five inch high heels.  The back of the shoes were red and they blended in the middle with the black at the front so she had red heels and black toes.  They were opened-toed and had a buckle over her ankles.  Her panties were black rubber.  She had black elbow length latex opera gloves to go with the outfit, but she didn’t wear them while we waited.  Instead she draped them over the computer keyboard in her office.  It was a kinky latex businesswoman look.


    I myself was in a pink latex dress with no sleeves and an A-line skirt that reached my knees.  I had pink sixty denier tights on over matching pink latex panties.  I didn’t have to suffer a corset.  On my feet were pink four inch open-toed sling-back heels.  I wasn’t completely crazy about the excessive use of pink, but Mistress Charity recommended it so I went with it.


    The additional corner lights had been switched on for better photography in the dungeon space without the bed.  A simple metal frame was set up in the centre instead of the wooden X cross.  It was just two vertical poles and one horizontal bar at the top for a person to stand between and under.  Two handcuffs hanged from the top beam for the person below to be locked in place.  Three heaters on casters had also been switched on.  The cameras were set up on tripods.  She asked me for his height and framed the three cameras to my rough estimate.  Once she had the actual male subject she would tweak the set ups, but in theory she could start filming straightaway.  The cameras were set up as she originally planned for a head-on wide shot of the three of us and a medium shot on his crotch.  The third camera was positioned more over to the side.  I wouldn’t stand in the way of it as long as I stayed on the opposite side to Iain’s left.  The older camera wasn’t where Charity thought she’d left it, so she decided not to bother with the ‘behind the scenes’ wide shot of the whole set up.


    We waited in the office with our shoes off.  We were pointing our nylon toes at the heater while facing away from the desktop computer.  The computer file for our perverted film was ready to be double clicked on to play it.  Charity had renamed the file from ‘Alice Spanks Evelyn ADVANCED EDIT’ to ‘Daughter Spanks Mother ADVANCED EDIT’.  I rubbed my shiny pink latex skirt with my palm and said, ‘This is so trashy what we’re about to do.  This is not a classy move.  Could we honestly do anything more déclassé if we tried?’


    ‘That reminds me of a dream I had last week.  I had to go to number one-hundred on a busy shopping precinct for a family event.  But I overshot the street number.  I was at number three-hundred and something.  So I got into an elevator, but it didn’t go up or down.  Instead it travelled sideways along the street.  But at a level or two above the heads of the pedestrians.  It was a posh lift with a uniformed operator and big windows.  And it was spacious.  There might even have been a big round table in the centre with a phone and a bowl of fruit.  Or maybe I’m just making that up.  The operator asked what number, and I said number one-hundred.  I felt very self-conscious as I spoke to him as I wasn’t posh.  I wasn’t well-dressed or classy.  I was wearing a raincoat for winter.  I just didn’t belong and I could feel him judging me.  Then a prince from the royal family came into the lift.  He wasn’t one of the major ones.  He was low on the pecking order but still very famous.  We knew each other.  We had a family connection.  Not by blood, more like my great aunt knew his great aunt.  That type of thing.  It was the sort of connection that meant we knew each other but we only met three times a decade.  And we never said anything interesting to each other as we were acquaintances, not friends.  Anyway, he came in and said I was late for the big family get-together.  I could feel the snooty lift operator immediately start to reassess me if I knew a prince.  Obviously I was a better person than he originally thought I was.  I hadn’t done anything to change his opinion apart from accidentally reveal that I knew someone impressive.  If anything, I should have gone down in his estimation as I was being admonished for being a tardy idiot who was holding everyone up by my lateness.  I hate lateness.  It’s so thoughtless and rude.  Then the prince tried to synchronise his watch with mine, but for some reason I couldn’t see the hands on my watch.  So I had to just bluff and pretend I could tell the time.  I agreed the time on my watch matched his.  Then I woke up.’


    Is there anything more boring than other people’s dreams?  Normally I’d agree with that sentiment, but not this time.  Which spoke volumes about just how fascinating Charity was as a person.  She described a dream and I didn’t want to yawn or shrug with complete indifference.  ‘Why did that come to mind?’ I asked.


    ‘You were talking about being classy.  Class is overrated.  Who cares what other people think if you have a strong opinion of your own.  I think you look very desirable in your latex dress.  And I feel sexy in mine.  And I think making porn is fun.  So what if it’s not classy.  Class is so often just a load of prejudices.  Like that lift operator reassessing me from scruffy scum to an important person just because of the company I keep.  I’m not against classiness, but it’s not worth limiting your life in pursuit of it.  And if you have to work at it then you’re not naturally a classy person.  If it comes to me naturally then I’m not going to resist it.  But I’m not going to chase after it.  Anyway, don’t I look a little classy in this?’


    ‘You do.  But at the same time you don’t.  Latex looks great but it’s inherently trashy.’


    ‘Due to prejudice.  That’s your baggage you’re bringing to it.  I think I look classy.  Isn’t there a famous quote that goes something like, “Good taste is the enemy of great art”?  Not that we’re making art so I’m not…’


    My mobile rang.  As I turned to face the desk I said, ‘He’s here.’  I picked up my phone from the mouse mat and answered it.  Iain confirmed that he would be at the address in a couple of minutes.  I hung up and repeated the information to Charity.  We put our shoes on and stood up.  My hands were shaking with nerves.  Charity picked up the opera gloves from the keyboard.  She held them in her hands for a moment before putting them back down.  ‘More hassle then they’re worth,’ she explained.  ‘They look great but I don’t really like gloves.  You can’t feel anything.  I want to feel your boyfriend’s dick in my hands.’


    I sort of half-shook my head in response as I couldn’t think of anything verbal to say to her words.


    We walked into the chamber we were going to be filming in.  The entrance to the building was in this room.  Charity stood and inspected everything with her gaze, including our clothing.  She asked me if she looked good.  ‘You look amazing.  Very seductive.  I don’t see how he can turn you down.’


    ‘Have we forgotten anything?’ she asked as she rescanned the room.


    ‘I don’t think so.  So you’ll open the door and…’  She walked away into the office.  I heard the sound of things being moved about.  She re-emerged with another camera in her hand.  She also had another tripod.  ‘I remembered where I put it.’  It was the older camera.  It was bigger than the other three but otherwise it looked the same.  She screwed it onto the top of the tripod and set it up in the far corner to get as wide a shot of the room as possible.  ‘Luckily I have the discipline to keep the batteries topped up at all times.’  As she was composing the frame there was a knock on the door.  I started to jump in my skin but instantly re-found my composure and stopped myself from literally jumping on the spot.  He was here.  My composure quickly left me again.  My stomach flipped as my nerves made me start to physically judder.  It was no longer fantasy or theory.  Now it was about to become reality.  There was no way to know how he would he react to this…this perversion.  He was going to burst into laughter at my pink latex dress.  How could he not?  I looked ridiculous.


    Charity switched off the camera and walked with seeming serenity towards the door.  She made it look so easy and casual, like this wasn’t a scary moment of incredible vulnerability.  How did she do it?  Where was the panic and the fear?  Where was the shame and the doubt?  Was she even human?  Was she a genius at hiding her fear, or like I said earlier, was she incapable of feeling shame?  I wanted to bury my head in the sand and disappear.  He was about to see me wearing latex in a lesbian situation with film cameras.  In a sex dungeon no less.  This was not a side of me I was keen to share with everyone else.  Was that true?  I filmed lesbian porn and was going to film bisexual porn today, so was I lying to myself?  Did I in fact want everyone to see me as I really was?  Was I a filthy exhibitionist who wanted everyone to see me at my most intimate?  She reached the door and turned to me.  ‘Ready?’ she asked.


    ‘No.’


    With a smirk she turned her head forward and opened the door.  Iain’s face fell as it registered shock.  Then he briefly glanced down in that way men do when looking at a sexy woman.  His eyes returned to hers.  Then he looked beyond her to see me in my pink latex outfit.  I looked away when our eyes met.  I was too embarrassed.  I didn’t dare look back over towards him again until I heard him speaking to Charity.  Only then did I believe his judging eyes had left me.  He said, ‘Penelope, I presume.’  Either he re-found his composure remarkably fast or he was faking it.


    ‘Yes.  Please come in.’  She stepped aside to allow him entry to the dungeon.  He took the bait and stepped through the portal into another world.  She closed the door behind him.  His eyes danced all over the place at all the kinky things out on display in the room.  He didn’t know where to look.  At me?  At the dungeon?  At the cameras?  At the metal frame in the centre of the room?  Or at Charity?  He settled on me.  I felt so stupid standing there in my pink latex dress and pink tights.  I was too damn pink.  I felt way too exposed.  Not just for wearing ridiculous fetish clothing, but for being too girly.  It was hyper-feminine to be in pink sex clothes.  The sheer pinkness of my getup shamed me as much as the latex material itself.


    He said, ‘Debra, I don’t understand.  Is this an art thing?’


    Mistress Charity stepped up to him so she was standing beside him.  They were both looking at me.  She put her left arm through the crook of his right arm and said, ‘It’s not art.  It’s porn.’


    He shook her arm out of his and stepped forward away from her.  He asked me, ‘What’s going on here?’


    I said, ‘It’s exactly what it looks like.  I’ve been making fetish porn.  With…’ I pointed to my mistress behind him.


    He didn’t look back.  With incredulity he said, ‘You can’t be serious.’


    ‘I made a movie just a few days ago.  We have an advanced edit on the computer next door over there.’  I pointed to the office door.


    Charity stepped further away from him on his right side.  It was to give him the illusion of safety that the extra space deluded him into believing he had.  She said, ‘We want you to star in our next movie.’


    ‘The two of you…  You want me to participate in the making of pornography?’


    I said, ‘It’s not so bad once you get started.  The idea of it’s worse than the reality.  So far.  I’ve yet to have my film released.’


    He said to me, ‘You really want me to fuck you on camera?’


    ‘Yes.  And her.’


    He glanced over to Charity and then back to me.  ‘But I don’t want to make porn.’


    Charity said, ‘We don’t need to see your face.  You can wear a mask.  And no one pays attention to the guy.  As long as you can get hard and maintain an erection, then that’s all people are going to be looking at.  And I’ve got pills for that.’


    ‘I’m not making porn,’ he told her.


    ‘That’s what Debra said.  And yet she did it.’


    ‘I’m not going to star in porn.’


    ‘You’re not going to star.  I will star.  Debra will feature.  You will just be there.  No one apart from us cares about you.  Don’t you like the idea of fucking two girls in latex?’


    He didn’t answer her provocative question.  He turned to me and asked, ‘Are you really into this weird crap?’


    Charity put her hands on her corseted hips and said to me, ‘See the way he tries to make us feel small and stupid.  He dismisses this as “weird crap”.  It’s a pathetic defence mechanism.  He tries to make us feel like deviant idiots and boosts himself as the respectable one.  I’m calling bullshit.’  To him she said, ‘You love it.  I could get you rock hard if you’d just relax your sphincter for a second.’


    ‘Lady, you need to look long and hard at…’


    ‘I wasn’t finished talking.  So shut up.’  He complied.  Already her natural authority over others was taking effect.  ‘I was saying, before I was rudely interrupted, that you love this.  You want us.  Your own girlfriend,’ she indicated me in all my kinky pinkness, ‘wants you to fuck another woman.  How many men have a cool chick so interesting she’ll help arrange a threesome?  And in latex no less.  And you’re going to turn it down?  That would make you the most pathetic man who ever lived.  And you’ll regret it for the rest of your life.  As you should.  So, Iain, you have a choice.  Kinky fucking.  Or going home to an empty house to wank your juices out your balls all by your lonesome self.  How much wanking will it take until you can stop thinking about us?  It might get painful with the amount of masturbation we’re going to induce you to do over the next couple of days.  At least if you fuck us you’ll have a lot in the wank-bank to draw upon for the future.  Including actual video footage.  And of course, there could be future fucking.  I have slept with Debra three times now.  Only once, so far, on camera.’


    His eyes seemed to bulge at this information.  He turned to me and asked, ‘Are you gay?’


    I blushed and looked away.


    Charity said, ‘Bisexual to be more accurate.  Don’t worry, Iain, she didn’t know she was bisexual until she met me.  I had to draw it out of her.  She took a bit of persuading to eat me out.  Not a lot of persuading to be honest, but at least she did initially resist me.  It didn’t last long and she was eating from my cunt like a born for it lesbian.  Like you, she couldn’t resist me.’  She took her hands from her hips and indicated her body with a sweep of her right hand.  ‘What do you think?  Pretty?  Do you like me?  Do I turn you on?  Do I measure up to the latex fantasies you’ve spanked your dick to in secret?’


    He didn’t answer.  Nor did he run out the door.


    She asked him, ‘Do you like my latex dress?  Do you like the way the hemline cuts off before my knees?  Do you enjoy the view of my legs?  Do my legs look great?  What about Debra.  Do you like her latex dress?  And her pink tights?  Are you getting hard?’


    He put his hands over his crotch to obscure our view.  This pretty much gave us the answer to his state of arousal.  It was working.  He was tempted.


    Charity said, ‘Come to the office next door.  You can watch Debra’s second encounter with me.’  To me she said, ‘Tell him the title.’


    ‘Me?’ I asked in alarm.


    She nodded.


    With bashfulness I cleared my throat and said to him, ‘It’s just a working title.  We’re calling it Daughter Spanks Mother.’


    There was a silence after the appalling title had been spoken out loud to him.  The expression on his face didn’t change but I automatically read horror into his non-reaction.


    Charity broke the silence by saying, ‘Don’t be so shocked.’  She must have read his reaction the same way as me.  ‘It’s just adult role-playing.  It’s not the end of the world.’


    I explained to him that it was a spanking fetish film.  He still didn’t respond.  It felt like I was talking to a brick wall.  He then snapped out of his passivity and said, ‘You made a pervy porn film.  And now you want me to help you make another one?’


    ‘Yes,’ I said.  ‘Pretty much.’


    ‘You’re really into this?  The porn, the latex dressing up, the lesbianism and who knows what else?  You really dig this kinky stuff?’


    ‘I guess I do.’


    ‘I had no idea.  You gave no indication that you had such unusual tastes.  We never experimented.  If you were into stuff then you could have said something.’


    ‘I didn’t know.  I’d been conditioned my whole life to have middle of the road vanilla tastes and expectations.  Anything imaginative and off the beaten path was frowned upon or laughed at.  I’d never once in my life been encouraged to do anything odd.  Or to be…weird.  I was expected to do this, this and this.  No one ever said it was okay to be into bondage or something.  Then Charity came along…’


    ‘Who?’


    Charity said, ‘That’s me.  Mistress Charity.’  She held her right hand out with her knuckles pointed towards him.  He was expected to take her hand and kiss the back of it like a gentleman.  He didn’t take it.  ‘Kiss my hand,’ she ordered.


    ‘I’m not kissing your hand,’ he said.


    I said to him, ‘Do it.  It’s okay to feel silly.  It’s okay to enjoy feeling powerless and stupid.’  I said this and yet his lack of declared interest, even though his hands still hadn’t moved from his crotch, was making me feel so stupid in my pink latex.  I can’t say I enjoyed that sensation of feeling stupid.  ‘Give into her.  Submit.  It’s fun.’


    ‘I’m not going to do it.’


    ‘If you’re not going to then I will.’  I walked over to Mistress Charity and took her outstretched hand.  I kissed it.  To Iain I said, ‘See, that wasn’t so bad.’


    Charity took her hand back from me and put her right arm around my waist.  We were both standing looking at him, me slightly before her with no space between our latex clothed bodies.  Charity said, ‘If you want to see up my skirt you’ll have to submit to me.  Don’t you want to see up my skirt?  Don’t you want to know what colour of panties I have on?  You must be curious to know if they’re lace or latex like my skirt.  And are these stockings or tights.  These questions have answers.  All you’ve got to do to find out and see for yourself is to get down on your knees and say, “I am your slave, Mistress Charity.”  It’s so easy.  All you need to do is surrender your dignity.  What use is your dignity?  What good is it doing you right now?  None.  It’s in your way.  Without dignity clouding your judgement you’d be having a kinky latex threesome.  So give up on it.  Surrender it to me.  Give me your dignity.  And I will reward you with my body.  My beautiful girly body with its wonderful holes and curves dressed in nylon and latex.  Why would you refuse yourself that pleasure?  Why?  For dignity?  You must be mad.  My cunt could be yours.  I’ll put it around your shaft and you’ll be able to feel me as you fuck me.  Don’t you want that?  And your girlfriend will be watching us.  Doesn’t that turn you on?  Don’t you want your girlfriend in pink latex and nylon to watch you while a stranger in black and red latex fucks you?  Can you honestly say you don’t want that?  Can you?  Tell me you don’t want that.  I dare you to try and turn me down with conviction in your voice.’


    He managed it.  He said in a shaky voice, ‘I don’t want you.’


    Somehow Charity didn’t crumble with humiliation.  She wouldn’t take no for an answer.  ‘That’s fear talking.  Where is this stoic dignity coming from?  Let it go.  Don’t pretend you want one thing when you really want something else.  Be a man and have some conviction for once.  Have some control and make a decision off your own back.  Are you just too embarrassed because this is a bit rude and improper?  That’s pathetic.  You’re pathetic if that’s what’s stopping you.  Fuck society.  Society doesn’t exist in here.  There’s just us.  I’m not judging you harshly for finding beautiful women in latex to be arousing.  Because it is.  I find it arousing.  Debra finds it arousing.  Why the fuck wouldn’t you?’


    He said, ‘I don’t want to make porn.  No good can come of filming it.’


    She sighed.  ‘Must I repeat myself?  No one cares about the guy.  Unless you have notable tattoos or a weird looking cock, then no one will be looking at you.  Especially with a mask covering your face.  You don’t even have to talk.  Frankly I’m finding you to be very tiresome.  The less you talk the better.  As a physical specimen I find you attractive.  You look okay.  I like older men.  You’ve still got your hair and your teeth seem to be intact.  I will happily have sex with you.  But as a person I don’t think I care for you.  Unlike Debra, you don’t strike me as someone with an interesting personality.  I don’t think you’re a real fetishist at heart.  Not like her.  Of course you can get aroused by it, obviously, but I don’t think you need it like Debra does.  The only interesting thing about you is Debra.  If you weren’t her boyfriend I wouldn’t pick you out to seduce.  The only reason why I’m interested in fucking you is because of who you are to her.  In the end I only desire you because you’re Debra’s boyfriend.  That makes it extra kinky to fuck you.  Otherwise you’re too mediocre to be anything to get too excited over.  I understand how she put up with person like you before she met me.  She didn’t know any better.  But now, post-Charity, I’m not seeing it.  If I was you, I’d enjoy Debra while you can because I don’t see her staying with you much longer.  You’re far too vanilla now she’s developed much more exotic tastes.  I speculate that making pornography with us might make you slightly less of a dullard in her eyes.  Who knows, maybe this can help keep you together if you’re now sharing similar sexual experiences.’


    He visibly bristled at her words but when he finally spoke he was cool, calm and collected.  ‘I might be more interesting than you think.’


    ‘I doubt that.  I don’t mean to scoff, but I don’t see it.  Where’s the evidence?’


    ‘Did I go crazy when she revealed she’d cheated on me?  With you, another woman.  Most men would have been a lot more aggrieved than I was by that revelation.  Discovering your girlfriend’s been doing lesbian things behind your back would usually inspire more…irritation.  But I was intrigued by it.  Yes, I admit it.  Of course I’m turned on.’  He removed his hands from his crotch to show us the tent in his trousers.  ‘I’ve fantasised about things like this.  I watch lesbian porn.  Lipstick lesbians admittedly, but I suspect with the latex and make-up you like to go the glamorous way.  I’m interested in this.  I admit it.  I’m very interested.  If I can get over my initial shock then yeah, maybe I am into this.’  To me he asked, ‘Are you really okay with me sharing your friend?’


    ‘She’s not my friend.  She’s my mistress.  Whatever she wants, she gets.  I’m powerless.  I can’t resist her.  No matter how crazy or demented her desires, I will always bend to them.  I made lesbian fetish porn in which I played a mother whose own daughter spanks her.  I didn’t, in the traditional sense, want to do that.  But I did.  Because she told me to.  And I couldn’t say no.  I just couldn’t disappoint my mistress.  I honestly don’t know if I regret doing it or not.  I guess making the porn itself I don’t regret.  It’s just the fear that the wrong people will see it.  That’s my only reason to regret it.  Otherwise it was a wonderful experience.  I certainly don’t regret meeting her.  Right now, as we speak, she’s putting you under her spell.  You’ve already lost this game.  When you didn’t walk away the moment you saw her you lost.  Now it’s just a matter of time before she enslaves you too.’


    Mistress Charity squeezed me around the waist to draw me closer to her.  She put her jaw on my shoulder and asked into my ear with a loud stage-whisper, ‘Do you love me?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.’


    ‘Do you prefer my company to that of your boyfriend?’


    ‘It’s different.’


    ‘How so?’ she asked with her mouth close to my ear and her eyes pointed at Iain.


    I replied, ‘You expect things of me that are different to what he expects.’


    ‘If only one of us could fuck you right now, who would you prefer?’


    ‘You, Mistress,’ I said without hesitation or doubt.  I turned my head to the left to kiss her on the lips.  Our mouths connected and we kissed.  She took her lips from me and said to him, ‘See, Iain, you’re nothing in comparison to me.  If you don’t want to lose your girlfriend you better get on your knees and start submitting.  The words are, “I’m your slave, Mistress Charity.”  It’s so easy.  Go on, say them.’


    ‘Just do it,’ I implored him.  ‘We can have so much fun together.’


    ‘Don’t be scared,’ added Charity.  ‘It’s okay.  You’ve already admitted your desires.  Now make them come true.  There’s no need to pretend to be “normal”.  It’s just a little bit of latex.  So what if it makes you a pervert.  It doesn’t make you into a bad person just because you like a woman dressed in latex.  It’s okay to want to fuck us.  It’s what we’re here for.  That’s the reason why we called you here.  Submit.  Become my slave.’


    He dropped slowly to his knees.  He was going to do it.  Amazingly her words had worked on him.  I don’t know why I was so surprised she managed to pull this off.  She had a gift for perverting seemingly straight-arrowed people.  Yet to actually see it happen still amazed me.  She was no ordinary woman.  Who else would have relentlessly pursued him under such embarrassing conditions?  How her ego hadn’t been crushed with ever increasing embarrassment I can’t imagine.  He said the words.  ‘I am your slave, Mistress Charity.’


    Charity said, ‘Good boy.’


    If he hadn’t succumbed I’d have probably held him in contempt.  That wouldn’t be a demonstration of self-control or high moral fibre.  That would have been a triumph of boring conventionality and fear of the unusual.  If he’d walked away I probably wouldn’t have wanted to be his girlfriend anymore.  I’m sure he wouldn’t want me either.  I’d be too weird for him and he’d be too boring for me.  Luckily for us, he let himself go and accepted Mistress Charity into his life.  His dull, grey little life was about to become a whole lot more interesting.


    

    


    
  


  
    Threesome Fucking On Four Cameras


     


    Charity let go of my waist and said to him, ‘You may go into the office and watch some of the film already cued up on the computer.  You can touch yourself but don’t come.  We need that precious fluid for our porn film.  In ten minutes, after I’ve set everything up, Debra will come for you.  Stand up.’


    He got to his feet.


    ‘You won’t need clothes.  Take them off.  Show me your body.  Show me your nipples.  Show me your dick.  Let me see what Debra sees.  Show me what Debra cuddles up beside at night.’


    ‘What if I’m shy?’ he said.


    ‘This is not a place for shy boys.  I’m not a shy girl so if I need to I’ll just rip your clothes off your body myself.’


    He looked to me as though seeking permission to get naked in front of another woman.  As though I had any authority in her dungeon.  I nodded anyway to give him the all-clear to go ahead.


    He took off his jacket.  Mistress Charity instructed him to throw it on the ground.  ‘It’s just boys clothing.  There’s nothing delicate or pretty about it so there’s no need to care about it.  Not like this latex,’ she said as she caressed her breasts and curves with her own hands.  She ran her right hand over her crotch and rubbed at it.  ‘Keep going.  Take it all off.’  She simulated masturbation through her latex skirt as she watched him unbutton his shirt and take off his shoes, socks and trousers.  He threw them on the floor on top of his jacket.  He was standing in only his boxer shorts.  She continued to rub at herself as she talked.  ‘I said: don’t be shy.  Take them off.  I want to see it.  I want to see what I’m going to be working with.  Is it a big one?  Judging from what Debra tells me, and from what I can see bulging at the material, it looks more than adequate for my pornographic womanly needs.  Show it to me.  Confront me with the reality of your manhood.  Impress me.  Show me you’re a real man.  Show me how big it is.  Show it to me.’


    Iain pulled his boxers down to free his eight inch erection.  It pointed right at us.  Charity stopped masturbating.  He stepped out of the boxers and discarded them on the clothes pile beside him.


    Mistress Charity walked passed me and stood before Iain.  Charity was about eyelevel with him in her five inch heels.  She put her right hand out and grabbed his cock while staring him in the eyes.  He didn’t look away.  He held her gaze.  Eventually she looked down to admire the piece of man in her hand.  She didn’t masturbate it.  She just held it with a loosening and tightening grip.  Still with her eyes down looking at it she said, ‘I like the look and feel of it.  You’ve got a good length and girth.  Your mushroom tip is quite pretty.  It’s got a nice shape.’  She looked up at his eyes and said, ‘You have a good penis.  I have seen and touched a lot of penises in my time.  So I feel my words have weight to them when I say this is one of the better ones I’ve had the pleasure to hold.’


    ‘Thank you,’ he said flatly with no obvious sarcasm or delight.


    ‘I look forward to using this.  The original plan involved handcuffing you to the metal frame so I could whip you while Debra wanked you and blew you.  Then I’d wank you off into her mouth.  Then we’d have lesbian sex in front of you while you couldn’t join in.  As soon as I saw you I wasn’t so keen on that idea.  I knew I wanted to feel you inside me.  Now I’ve inspected the goods I don’t feel that’s a good enough plan.  I feel no desire to whip you.  I want to wank you and suck you.  But most of all I want to fuck you.  I think we should just have a threesome fuck fest.’  Still with her right hand holding onto his cock she put her left hand on his chest.  Her palm was face down on his pectorals for a few seconds before she moved her hand over to his right nipple.  She twisted it for a moment.  He groaned with mild pain.  ‘I’m actually quite sexually attracted to you,’ she said.  She let go of his nipple and leaned her upper body in closer and kissed him on the cheek.  Into his ear she stage-whispered, ‘Isn’t it funny how once a man submits to me I find him so much sexier than I did before.’  Again she kissed him on the cheek.  She then began kissing him on the lips.  They kissed repeatedly while I watched.  She held her left palm against his chest with her fingers sprayed.  His right arm progressed around her and he put his hand on her arse.  Her right hand stayed holding onto his dick.  I felt no jealousy.  My boyfriend was kissing my girlfriend.  That was as it should be.  It felt right.  There was no reason to feel a line had been violated.  Her hands were in places I normally felt.  I was happy to share his body with her.  An old joke sprang to my mind.  It was by a male comedian I saw on TV possibly as much as two decades ago.  Someone who I suspect never became famous.  That TV appearance was probably the highlight of his career.  He said a joke that always stayed with me.  ‘It’s like that moment in bed.  You know that awkward moment when you’re making love to your girlfriend and you run out of other people to fantasise about.’  The audience roared with laughter at how shocking that was.  It doesn’t sound like much, but the way he delivered it made it a great punchline.  Then he looked concerned and said, ‘Actually, I’ve just realised my girlfriend came up with that joke.’  He got an even bigger laugh for that.


    The boredom of fidelity was going to be a thing of the past.  In our new three-way relationship these issues of who owns who were going to slide away into irrelevance.  We all owned each other only a little bit.  Charity was a slut who had sex with other people for money.  I’d probably get involved in that at some point.  Iain, well that was up to him.  All I knew for certain was that I only wanted Iain if we had Charity too.


    Charity stopped kissing Iain and turned to me.  ‘I think we should start filming.  I don’t think I can wait to get my pussy fucked.’  She broke physical contact with Iain and walked over to the two front-facing cameras and said, ‘We need to move these next door and point them at the bed.  We’ll keep the third camera handheld.  We’ll operate it ourselves on the bed as we fuck.  So we’ll be seen filming porn within the film itself.  Girls operating cameras on screen in porn is kind of hot.  We’ll cut between the outer tripod wide shots and the handheld close ups from on the bed.  We don’t have to worry about the handheld camera getting dirty with our hands covered in body fluids, just as long as the lens remains clean.’  She picked up one of the cameras and its tripod.  ‘Bring the other cameras with you.’  She walked out of the dungeon space into the other one with the bed in it.  Immediately the overhead light flickered on in the second dungeon as soon as she was through the door.


    I shrugged at Iain, as though to say what can I do, and picked up the other camera and tripod.  He said, ‘Is this really happening?  We’re going to have a threesome, and she’s going to film it with all these cameras.  Are you really into this stuff?’


    All I did was nod.


    ‘You’re okay with me sticking my dick in your mistress.’


    ‘I am.’


    ‘Seriously?  No bullshit?’


    ‘I want you to have sex with her.  Whatever makes her happy makes me happy.  It’s truly okay,’ I said as I followed Charity into the other dungeon.  The bed was made up with a black rubber sheet on it with mirrors on the walls and on the ceiling above it.  Iain came in after me with the third camera and tripod.  Charity put her camera on the right side of the bed and indicated for me to put mine at the front of the bed.  I put it down as suggested.  She walked over to Iain and took the camera from him.  ‘Go get the last camera in the far corner and unplug the heaters and bring them in here.’  He nodded.  As he passed me I added, ‘Don’t burn your cock on them.  We need it without any burn marks.’  He was naked after all.


    Charity unscrewed the camera from the tripod and put the camera on the bed.  She said, ‘The handheld camera can get all the close ups.’  She stepped over to the wall and leaned the discarded tripod against it.  She then hit a light switch on the wall.  Additional lights in the four corners of the room came on to help with the clarity of the photography.  I could only imagine how much fucking had taken place on this bed.  She took a moment to survey the room as Iain came in with the older camera and its tripod.  He left again to collect the heaters.  She said to me, ‘Okay, we’ll keep this simple.  Three wide shots from around the bed and a “wild” fourth camera for inside the action.  The act of making pornography will be part of the actual film.  We won’t bother with the whips and bondage.  We’ll just fuck.’


    I asked, ‘What about the original idea?’


    ‘It was nothing special.  It wasn’t going to be great footage.  It was stiff.  This is far more interesting and dynamic.’


    Iain came back in with a heater.  His penis had wilted to only half-mast.  He left again to get another one.  She plugged the heater into a socket to start warming the chilly room.  She moved the older camera to the left side of the bed.  Iain came back with the second heater.  She found another socket and plugged it in.


    ‘Okay, no more delays.  I want to fuck.  Let’s set this up quickly and with as little fuss as possible.’  She walked over to the older camera on the left side of the bed and switched it on.  She got Iain to stand beside the bed and composed a wide shot of it with his head in the frame.  She moved to the camera at the foot of the bed and switched it on.  Using a crank she extended the height of the tripod by making more neck came out of the body of the tripod.  When it was at its full height above her head, using the display screen, she framed downwards looking at the whole surface of the bed.  She told Iain to get on all fours on the bed and to face the camera.  He climbed onto the rubber sheets to allow her to frame the shot so his head could be seen.  She then asked him to turn around to face away from the camera towards the headboard.  She moved to the camera on the right side of the bed and turned it on.  She composed it wide with Iain’s head near the top of the frame.  She pressed the red record button on the camera.  She walked to the camera at the front of the bed and hit record on it.  She then walked to the older camera and pressed its record button.  Iain, still on all fours facing the headboard, turned to look at the cameras.  He noticed they had small red lights under their lenses to indicate they were recording.  He asked, ‘Are we starting?’


    ‘We’ve already begun,’ said Mistress Charity.


    ‘What about my mask?’ he said as he got off the bed to stand on the left side to be near Charity.


    ‘You don’t need one,’ she said as she passed him on her way to the bed.  She picked up the camera resting on the corner of the bed.  She switched it on and pressed record on it.  She pointed it at Iain.  He put his hands up to cover his face.  ‘Don’t be so modest,’ she said as her empty left hand reached out and grabbed hold of his half-deflated cock.


    From between his hands he said, ‘You promised me a mask.’


    ‘I promise a lot of things.  Then I change my mind.  You just have to let me get what I want.  There’s no point fighting me.’  She began to rub his cock and instantly he was becoming engorged again.  She dropped the camera from his face to look down at his dick to film a tight close up of her left hand wanking his shaft.  ‘It’s swelling up to full size really fast.  You must really like this.’


    ‘Please, let me have a mask.’


    ‘No.  It’s more amusing this way.’


    I added, ‘She likes to make people feel distressed.  She gets off on it.  She’s not a kind mistress.  She’s cruel and unusual.’


    He took his hands from his face and tried to protest but nothing audible came out of his mouth.  Charity said, ‘That’s right.  Shut up and enjoy it.  No one wants to hear anything you have to say.  You’re just a penis fuck toy for me to play with.  You do what you’re told and we’ll all have a fun time.  If you don’t follow instructions, I will beat you.  Your girlfriend can attest to how efficient a bum spanker I can be.’


    ‘She knows how to hurt,’ I said.


    She continued to wank him with the camera pointed down at the action.  She turned her eyes over to me while keeping the camera aimed at his cock.  ‘I will be generous and allow you to have stage names.  Who do you want to be?  Evelyn again?’


    ‘Evelyn is fine with me.’


    She turned to him and said, ‘As the lowly slave you don’t get a choice.  I think you don’t deserve a name.  I think Male Slave is all you’re good for.  That’s what I’m going to call you.  You don’t get a name.  You haven’t earned one yet.  I’m going to depersonalise you and call you Male Slave from now on.’  She turned back to me and pointed the camera in my direction to frame me in a wide shot.  She kept a hold of his penis but stopped cranking it since it would be wasted effort if it wasn’t captured on screen.  She ordered me to get onto the bed on all fours.  She filmed me walk to the foot of the bed and climb onto the rubber sheets.  She had to turn to her right to follow me so for a brief moment I was off screen and instead there was a blur of Iain’s chest.  I pointed my arse up towards the middle camera at the end of the bed.  ‘Face me,’ she ordered.  I turned to face the left side of the bed to look up at her and her camera.  ‘Evelyn, would you like to suck dick?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘Say “please”.’


    ‘Please, Mistress Charity.  May I suck dick, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘Yes.  You may.  I have a good looking dick right here.  Would you like this one?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress Charity.’


    She pointed the handheld camera down at his dick and pulled on his penis to make him move closer to the bed.  As he walked the few steps towards me she kept the camera trained down on his dick from above so that my face came into shot.  She moved the camera back a few inches to get a wider shot with my eyes in the frame.  ‘Open your mouth.’  I opened up in preparation for receiving his dick.  She moved the tip into my mouth and I made a few exploratory licks with my tongue before clamping my lips down around it.  I sucked on his head while her left hand was still holding onto the base of the shaft.  She wanked him while I sucked on his mushroom tip.


    ‘Does that taste good?  It looks good from where I’m standing.’


    I replied to her by saying, ‘Uh huh,’ without taking my mouth away from around his cock.


    She took her hand from his dick and walked away from us.  She kept her handheld camera pointed at us as she went over to the wardrobe opposite the door.  Then she turned the camera around to film her own point of view of her left hand opening the wardrobe door.  She lifted out a box from the bottom with her left hand.  She put the box on a small side table and took the lid off it.  She reached in and took out a plastic bottle of lubricant.  She pointed the camera back at me on the bed.  There I was, on all fours in pink latex sucking on my naked boyfriend’s penis as he stood on the floor at the left side of the black rubber covered bed.  As she walked back up to us she slowly pointed the camera up into the mirror above us.  She zoomed in to get a reflected high angle shot looking down on me sucking away on his dick.  I was taking the full length of his cock into my mouth and down my throat.  He was feeling my latex with his hands going up and down over my back.  She held that shot for about a minute before zooming back out and tilting the camera down to film a medium side shot of my left profile.  I continued to perform oral.  She put the bottle of lube on the bed and asked me if I knew what the lubricant was for.  ‘For reducing friction when fucking?’ I said between sucks on his eight inch shaft.


    ‘Yes.  More specifically, in this case for making anal more enjoyable.  I’m not going to take a dick up my anus without a lot of lube.  You understand?  I’m going to put your boyfriend’s penis up my arse.  I’m going to let your boyfriend fuck me in the bad place.  Does that bother you?’


    I removed his dick from my mouth and said, ‘No, Mistress.’  I put it back in as she said, ‘Stop sucking him.’  Reluctantly I took his penis from my mouth again.  To him she said, ‘Here, Male Slave, take the camera.’  She handed him the camera.  ‘Film us.’  He pointed the camera at her.  ‘Point it at the subject and use the zoom very sparingly.  Don’t frame too much above the head or the body part you’re looking at.  The biggest mistake amateur photographers make is to frame stacks of sky above people’s heads while cutting off half their bodies at the waist.  If they just dropped the frame the picture would be much improved.  Fill the full frame with what you’re looking at.  Don’t leave half the frame empty with irrelevant walls or bed sheets.  Are you following me?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Yes, what?’


    With extreme tentativeness he tried, ‘Yes, Mistress?’


    ‘Repeat my instructions back to me.’  She looked at me and said, ‘And you listen too.’


    Iain said, ‘Don’t shoot too much above the head and fill the full frame with what I’m supposed to be looking at.’


    She turned to me and said, ‘What are my camera instructions?’


    I said, ‘Fill the frame with the subject and don’t zoom too much.’


    ‘Okay.  We may continue.’  She climbed onto the bed and crawled on all fours around my arse.  She then lied down with her head face up at the headboard.  There were no pillows.  ‘Debra.  I mean Evelyn.  Evelyn, eat me.’


    I turned around and climbed over her legs to put my face up to her crotch.  My hands rubbed at her thighs through the black latex skirt.  She said, ‘Prepare me for his cock.  Lick my pussy and my arsehole.  Make me feel ready to take his big cock up my arse.’  She pulled her skirt up to her hips to show us her black latex panties under the tan tights.  Iain walked around the bed to stand at the headboard over to my right to get a better view of her crotch.  I rubbed my hands on her nylon covered thighs and I kissed between her legs.  ‘Rip them,’ she ordered.  I took my hands from her thighs and poked a finger through the tights just to the side of the gusset.  I then pulled the tights to rip a hole in them.  I kissed her latex panties.  Then I licked at them.


    I glanced up to see Mistress Charity was staring at our reflection in the mirror above us.  She said to Iain, ‘Give me the camera.’  He handed it to her and stepped away.  She pointed it up into the mirror and zoomed in to a close up of me licking at her latex panties.  ‘Pull my panties aside and lick me.’  I hooked a finger into the bottom of her panties and moved them aside to reveal her sweet pussy.  I put my mouth on her cunt and performed my duty as her slave.


    She zoomed out and filmed other shots.  She alternated between looking at the real world below her waist and the reflected fantasy above us.


    At some point I heard the plastic bottle of lube fall off the bed and clatter onto the floor.  No one stopped to do anything about it.  Presumably Iain would have been in a position to see if it was leaking everywhere, and if so would have done something about it.


    As I ate at her snatch she said to Iain, ‘Lick her cunt and arsehole.’  A moment later I felt my boyfriend’s mouth at my behind.  He was performing oral on my two holes while I performed oral on Mistress Charity’s vagina.


    I became very aware of the sensation of the rubber sheets on my nylon covered knees.  Something about it captured my attention.


    After a minute of this oral fucking she ordered me to make the hole in her tights bigger and to start licking at her arsehole.  I ripped the tights further downwards and put my lips around her puckered arsehole.  I licked at it with my tongue.


    ‘Male Slave, take the camera,’ she ordered.  Sadly he stopped worshipping my butthole and walked around the left side of the bed to take the camera from Mistress Charity.  He stood filming us.  She said, ‘Stand on the other side.’  He walked around the bed to stand on the right side.  He stood filming us as I alternated my attention between her cunt and arsehole.  She tapped me on the head and said, ‘That’s enough.  Now prepare my arsehole with the lube.’


    I moved to the bottom of the bed to give her room to get onto all fours.  She faced the left side of the bed with her butt pointed up at Iain on the right side.  I reached down to the floor and picked up the bottle of lube lying on its side.  Iain stepped closer to the headboard to film my right profile as I put my head up to Mistress Charity’s butt.  Charity put her hands on her cheeks and pulled them apart to give me access to her anus.  I put my face between her butt cheeks and licked and slurped at her sphincter.


    ‘Spit on it,’ she demanded.


    I spat and licked at her hole.  Then I squirted lubricant from the bottle into my right hand and smeared it in the crevice between her buttocks.


    ‘Put a finger in me.  Prepare me for his majestic, big cock.’  I squirted some more gooey lubricant onto my right index finger and slipped it directly into her anus.  ‘More,’ she demanded.  I slipped the middle finger in as well and butt fucked her.  I placed the bottle on the bed and it rolled to a stop beside my knee.


    She looked into the lens of the older camera on the left side and said to it, ‘You like that?  You like seeing a beautiful woman take two fingers up her arse?  Does that turn you on?  Is this what you want to see?  Or do you want to see me take a big dick up my pooper?’  She turned her head around to the far right to look at Iain.  She said to him, ‘Look at me.’  He stopped pointing the handheld camera at her butt being violated by me to film a close up on her face.  She said, ‘I’m going to give you a precious gift.  I’m going to allow you to experience my butt from the inside.  I’m going to let you have me anally.  Isn’t that something wonderful?  Would you like to fuck me anally?’


    ‘Yes,’ he responded.


    ‘Yes, what?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.’


    ‘Get behind me and fuck me with that big dick of yours.  Give Evelyn the camera.  But first let her put some lube on your cock.’


    He filmed me as I pulled my digits from the deepest depths of her anus and picked up the bottle of lubrication.  I squirted some more into my right hand and briefly wanked his cock for a moment to get some additional lubrication on his shaft.  Then I took possession of the camera from Iain.  I stayed on the bed but I did put the bottle of lube on the floor out the way.  We both still had our high heels on despite how awkward they were on the bed.


    Mistress Charity put her face down on the rubber sheet and pointed her bottom upwards at the extreme edge of the bed to present it to him.  She reached back behind herself and took hold of Iain’s erection and guided it towards the ruder of her two holes.  The head of his penis pressed on her tiny butthole.  With minimal force or effort the hole opened up and allowed the tip of his cock to slide inside it.  She gasped, ‘Fuck me.  Fill me.  Fill me all the way.’  The rest of his shaft went up her anus with ease.  Its many inches glided in as though they belonged there.  He slipped the full length of it in, all the way up to his balls.


    I filmed it in close up as he began to ride her with his hands holding onto the latex skirt bundled around her hips.  I transferred the camera to my left hand to free my right to caress his butt.  He thrust in and out of her hole.  She squealed with either pleasure or pain.  Or maybe both.  His erection probed as far into her as he could go.  He’d pull it back out by about six inches until only his tip was buried in her anus.  Then he’d push it all the way back in.


    ‘More lube,’ she demanded.


    I put the camera on the bed looking in the general direction of her face.  It wasn’t a well-framed close up on her.  The bottom half of the frame was all bed sheet but it was just a temporary shot she didn’t need to cut into the film.  I reached down and grabbed the bottle from the floor.  I squirted more of the clear viscous fluid directly onto the top of Iain’s shaft.  I put the bottle down again on the floor.  I picked up the camera in my left hand and filmed a point of view shot of my right hand wiping the lube off his cock onto the area around her butthole.  I then took a hold of his cock at the base of his shaft.  I rubbed the lube around his shaft with a masturbatory motion.  I also rubbed beyond the base when he pulled most of it out from inside her butt.


    He fucked her with rigour and she was making noises to suggest that she was feeling it.  Suddenly I caught myself in an outer-body sort of way with a self-conscious realisation.  My boyfriend was having anal sex with another woman in latex and I was happy for both of them.  His dick was literally buried several inches up her poop-hole and I was more than okay with that.  I truly felt nothing but happiness for them and for me.


    Mistress Charity panted, ‘Take it out.  I want to taste my ass on your dick.’  He pulled it out of her behind and she turned around on the bed to face him.  Without hesitation she licked at his cock and then swallowed the top half of it into her mouth.  She sucked on his dick before taking the full length of it inside and down her throat.  I filmed this while still fondling Iain’s bum with my right hand.


    She took his cock from her mouth.  Saliva streamed down her chin.  She wiped it with her hand and demanded that he fuck her in her pussy.  She got on her back with her head to the left side of the bed and her vagina to the right.  She said to him, ‘Get on top of me.  Make me come.’  He got on top and put his penis inside her cunt.  His right hand groped at her latex covered breasts.


    I moved the camera to my right hand and filmed his penis going in and out of her cunt by placing the camera beside them at their hips.  When he lifted himself up I could capture glimpses of his erection.  The image wasn’t particularly sexy and the focus kept going soft with the sudden extreme changes in lighting quality.  I moved the camera to behind them to look up their arses.  I got a good image that clearly showed her pussy lips around his erection as it went in and out of her cunt.


    Instinctively I slapped his arse with my free left hand.  The sound of my palm spanking into his meaty rear excited me.  No adverse reaction was forthcoming from the two of them so I did it again.  ‘Fuck her good,’ I said to him.  ‘Make her feel it in her tight cunt.’


    He continued to plough into her.


    His right hand crept down to her leg and grabbed hold of her knee.  I captured that in close up when she announced, ‘I’m going to come.’  I quickly moved the camera into a close up looking down on her face.  He fucked her and she came.  As she groaned through her climax she stared up into the lens.  Once she finished having her orgasm she blew a kiss towards the camera.  She tapped Iain on the shoulder and said, ‘Get off me.  Now I want to feed Evelyn your seed.’


    He pulled his dick out from inside her pussy and stood on the floor at the right side of the bed.


    Charity took the camera from me and put her left hand on the back of my head.  With her fingers tangled in my hair she moved my head to be before his dick.  We were crouched on the floor before Iain, me to her left.  Her latex skirt was still bunched up around her hips.  She held the camera at arm’s length and pointed it in the general direction of his cock.  She sucked on his penis before taking her mouth away and forced my head down towards it.  I sucked on his penis.  We swapped his dick backwards and forwards between us after a few sucks each.  She handed him the camera.  He took it and filmed a point of view shot looking down on us performing oral on him.


    We sucked him for several minutes.


    When it was my turn to suck she looked up into the camera and said to him, ‘Do you love it when two bitches suck your dick?  Is this your ultimate fantasy to have two latex sluts do this to you?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he replied like an obedient boy.


    ‘Would you like to blow your load?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.’


    ‘On my face or on her face?’


    ‘On your face, Mistress.’


    ‘Well that’s not up to you.  Is it?’


    ‘No, Mistress.’


    ‘And I don’t want you to come on her face.  I want you to come in her mouth.  You got that?  In her mouth.’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.’


    ‘Where?’


    ‘In her mouth.’


    ‘That’s correct.  In Evelyn’s mouth.  She’s your girlfriend, isn’t she?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.’


    ‘Well she’s my girlfriend now.  It’s very kind of me to share her with you.  Isn’t it?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.’


    ‘Do you think I should allow you to fuck her in her pussy and in her ass once you’ve come in her mouth?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.  Please, Mistress.’


    ‘Your cum better taste good.  Because I’m going to taste it as well.  Does your cum taste good?’


    ‘I don’t know, Mistress.’


    ‘You don’t know.  Doesn’t Evelyn make you taste your own cum?’


    ‘No, she doesn’t, Mistress.’


    ‘That’s negligent of her.  All slaves should know the taste of their own cum.  They should be eating far more of it than their mistresses.  Have you ever tasted your own cum before?’


    ‘No, Mistress.’


    ‘I’ll have to rectify that.’  She pulled me off his dick and put her right hand on it and began stroking it.  ‘I want you to come in the palm of my hand.  And then we’re all going to take turns eating out of it until it’s all gone.’  


    I put my face below his dick and sucked on his balls as she wanked his shaft.


    ‘Tell me when you’re close to coming,’ she said.


    We took turns masturbating his dick and we briefly sucked it from time to time.  


    Mistress Charity said, ‘Does that feel good?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.’


    ‘If I keep doing this, will you come?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.’


    After about two minutes he said, ‘I can feel it.  I’m close.’  Mistress Charity took the dick out her mouth and stroked it up and down in her left hand.  She placed her right hand under his mushroom tip with the palm faced upwards to catch his seed.  ‘Shoot it,’ she said.  ‘Shoot your cum into my hand.’


    He groaned.  He ejaculated into her palm.  Some cum flew past her hand onto her right shoulder, but the majority ended up in her palm.  She continued to support his orgasm with quick strokes of her left hand until he was fully spent.  She leaned in and put her tongue on the head of his cock to lick up the last remaining dribbles from around his urethra.  She showed the camera, looking down into her palm, the white fluid Iain had shot into it.  ‘Look at that creamy cum.  Lots for all of us to share.’


    I leaned in and licked the cum off her latex covered shoulder.  ‘See how keen she is,’ she said to Iain.  ‘Are you looking forward to eating cum for the first time?  Supposedly for the first time,’ she added.  ‘Let’s just say I don’t necessarily believe you when you claim you’ve never tasted it before.  Surely most men are interested in the female experience.  And what is more female than eating the cum of her male lover?  Are you lying to me?  Have you eaten your own cum before?’  


    ‘No, Mistress.  I wouldn’t lie to you.’


    ‘Even if you were embarrassed about supposedly queer behaviour?’


    ‘I haven’t done it.  Honestly.’


    ‘Well no matter as you’re about to do it on camera anyway.’


    She didn’t take the camera from Iain but she grabbed the front of it and made him lower it to be eyelevel with us.  She made him point it at me.  She said to me, ‘Evelyn, lick it up.’  I leaned in with my tongue out and put it in the puddle of white cum.  I licked at her palm and gathered up what I could.  I retracted my tongue and closed my mouth.  I leaned back to my original seated position.  ‘Have you swallowed it?’ she asked.  I shook my head and opened my mouth to show the cum on my tongue.  ‘Swallow it,’ she ordered.  I did.  ‘How did it taste?’ she asked.  ‘Amazing,’ was my response.


    She then nudged the camera in Iain’s hand to point it at herself.  She stuck her tongue out and put it in the cum on her palm.  She licked some of the goo into her mouth.  Instinctively Iain moved the camera up to be above her head.  She looked up into the camera and opened her mouth to show the cum on her tongue.  She swallowed it.  ‘Now it’s your turn.  There’s plenty more to go.’


    She took the camera from him in her free left hand and handed it to me.  She said, ‘Keep my face in the shot so the wankers at home can look at me while he eats his own cum.  We don’t want anyone to get confused and wonder if they’re gay for watching something like this.’  To him she said, ‘Come on.  Be a big boy and eat your protein.’


    I filmed Mistress Charity’s face in the background with her right hand taking up the foreground.  Iain leaned down towards her hand.  He paused with his nose just a few inches from her cum covered palm.  I moved back to get a wider side shot with Charity’s face on the far right with his face and her hand towards the left of the frame.  She said, ‘What’s the matter?  Scared?  Don’t be such a sissy.  It’s just cum.  It came out your body.  It’s not dangerous.  It’s not going to hurt you.  We eat it all the time with no ill effect.  I won’t lie and say it always tastes good.  But this was pretty decent.  Eat it.’


    ‘I can’t.’


    ‘Yes you can.  I don’t like the words “can’t” or “no”.  You’ve got five seconds to eat it.  If you don’t I’ll smear it all over your face and make you eat your next load by jerking your cock straight into your own mouth.  You got that?  So what are you waiting for?  Get on with it.  Stick out your tongue and eat it.  We’ve done it so why shouldn’t you?  Five.  Four.  Three.  Two.  One.’


    He leaned down the further remaining distance and stuck out his tongue.  He lapped at her palm and licked up some of his cum.  ‘Show the camera,’ she said.  He looked into my lens and opened his mouth to show the white sticky fluid on his tongue.  ‘Swallow it.’  He did with barely any delay.  He was probably glad to get rid of it.  ‘How did it taste?’ she asked, still in the frame of my shot.


    ‘It was…okay.  I guess.’


    ‘It wasn’t so bad, was it?’


    ‘No.  I suppose it wasn’t horrible.’


    ‘It’s not that nasty.  If you were a girl you’d be expected to eat lots of that stuff.  And you’d grow to like it the more you consume it.’  Charity turned to look directly into the camera and licked at her palm again.  She showed what she had accumulated on her tongue and swallowed it.  She took the camera from me and filmed me licking and eating the cum.  Then she gave the camera back to me to film Iain eating another bit of his own jizz.  She then cleaned her own hand dry by slurping at her palm and then sucking on each finger in turn until it was all gone.


    ‘That was perverse,’ I said as I wiped perspiration from my forehead.  I couldn’t do anything about the build up of sweat inside my latex dress.


    Mistress Charity ignored me and scanned the cameras to check the red lights were still on to indicate they were recording.  She said to me, ‘You might as well get fucked now.’  She said to Iain, ‘Your reward for being such a good boy and eating that cum is to get to fuck your girlfriend in latex.  Lie face up on the bed, head at the headboard and feet at the foot of the bed.’  He got on the bed as instructed.  She told me to get on top of him and straddle him in reverse cowgirl so I was facing away from him.  She took the camera from me and I climbed into position.  ‘Lift up your skirt so I can see your panties.’  With my right hand I lifted the hemline of my A-line skirt up to my chest.  My left hand stayed behind me to support me.  My pink latex panties and tights were on display to the camera before me, while his slowly hardening dick continued to grow below my crotch.


    Charity got behind the camera on the tripod at the end of the bed and looked up at the display screen to check the framing was okay.  She then put the handheld camera on a table by the wall to film a very wide shot from behind that middle camera.  She walked over to the right side of the bed so her body wasn’t in the way of the two middle cameras.  She reached over to my crotch and ripped a hole in my tights.  She then turned around to face towards the two cameras at the end of the bed.  She put her right hand through the tights and rubbed her fingertips against my latex crotch.  With her left hand she reached over and grabbed Iain’s dick.  She began to masturbate the two of us.


    She pulled my panties aside to expose my vagina.  She stuck two fingers inside me, her middle and ring finger, and fucked me.  Her palm slapped into my clit as she fingered me.


    She withdrew her right hand and guided his engorged dick into my hole.  ‘Fuck her.  Make her come.’  He began to thrust up into me.  He was going deep.  His big manly fingers on his right hand found my clit and began to play with it as his cock attacked me from below.


    She said to him, ‘If you can last inside her pussy for more than five minutes, I’ll eat your cum out of her cunt.  But if you can’t last that long, you’ll have to eat it instead of me.  Straight from her sweet, dripping cunt.’  She pointed over her shoulder to a clock high on the wall.  ‘You understand what I’m saying?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said.


    She covered her exposed vagina by pulling her panties over her crotch.  She then pulled her latex pencil skirt back down from her hips to above her knees.  Then she took hold of my pink latex skirt and tucked it into the waist band of my tights to keep it out the way and to free my hands.  


    ‘Keep fucking,’ she said over her shoulder as she went over to the table and picked up the handheld camera.  She came back over to us and walked around the bed to film various angles of us fucking.  She used the mirror above us and the mirrors on the walls to capture us as we fucked like sluts.


    Iain screwed me with vigour and I bumped up and down on his phallus with equal enthusiasm.  We may have been old lovers but we were fucking like new all over again.  This bizarrely exotic setting and situation reignited our passions for each other.


    Mistress Charity reached over and touched us from time to time with her free hand.  She’d hold my leg or knee, or his arm.  She took over masturbating my clit towards the end.  She helped me orgasm with her delicate fingers rubbing on my bud.  


    Soon after I came it was Iain’s turn to orgasm.  He came inside me.  He lasted six minutes according to the clock above us.  His dick flopped out of my cunt and Mistress Charity leaned her head down and began eating me.  She lapped at our combined fluids while she filmed herself at arm’s length.


     


     


    In Melissa’s bed the next day I awoke to find myself sandwiched between my boyfriend on my right and my girlfriend on my left.  They were both still asleep.


    I lay for what seemed like an hour drifting in and out of sleep as I replayed the events of yesterday in my head.  That was going to be some wild footage to see once Melissa had finished editing it.  Did I really allow that to happen?  Crazy.


     


     


    Melissa woke and turned to me.  ‘Morning,’ she said.


    ‘Morning,’ I replied.


    ‘I just had the weirdest dream.  It was really odd.  I was hired to make a stop motion animated movie.  I was just to animate it, but kind of by default that made me the director.  But the script and the crew and the character designs and the sets had all been created.  So basically all I did was animate and bark orders, but all to someone else’s prearranged design.  So anyway, we shot the, what, ten or fifteen minute film in like two days.  Which if you know anything about animation is bullshit.  That would take like six months in the real world.  I shot it and they took it away and edited it.  I had nothing more to do with it after I shot the raw footage.  The first time I saw it was at the premier.  It was like a normal cinema with about forty people in it.  I watched the film and I was amazed at how fluid and smooth my animation was.  It was far better than I expected.  I mean technically it was excellent.  I was a much more talented animator than I thought I was.  I had some complaints with the film itself though.  You know, the content.  There were some issues with the plot.  It could have been worked out better.  And I didn’t like the mouths of the characters at the start.  They were too big and cartoony.  But I observed a bunch of brilliant little details I’d never noticed when filming it.  Like, they animated something changing in one of the backgrounds.  Maybe it was a flag blowing in the wind that turned itself inside out and changed into a different flag.  Something like that.  That had nothing to do with me as I didn’t even know they were doing all these extra little things in the background.  I was concentrating too much on the main thing.  But I couldn’t feel any satisfaction with the final film.  As good as it was.  It just wasn’t my story.  These weren’t my characters, my locations or my designs.  I felt no sense of authorship over the final movie.  I was just a work for hire craftsperson who animated someone else’s film.  My contribution, although important, was far lesser than the rest of the creative team.  I felt no connection to the end results.  It wasn’t my art.  It was merely a technical job I did for hire.  Weird, huh?’


    ‘Yes.  What do you think it means?’


    ‘Probably nothing.  But I guess if you look at it, it’s about sex and porn.  That I need to be in charge.  If I’m not in charge I don’t like it.  That I’m a control freak.’


    ‘Are we in a ménage à trois now?’ I bluntly asked.


    ‘Yes,’ she replied.


    ‘Good.’


    ‘Are you sure it’s good?’


    ‘Yes.  It’s very good.’  I leaned over and kissed her on the forehead.  ‘I love you,’ I stated without fear of it not being returned.


    ‘And I love you.’


    I looked over my shoulder at Iain.  He was still asleep.  I looked back at Melissa.  ‘How do you feel about him?’


    ‘He can come along for the ride for now.  It’s up to him if he can stay the course.  I certainly don’t mind a bit of dick in a relationship.  But as I said before, the most interesting thing about him is you.’


    ‘You’re so bad.’


    ‘I’m not bad.  I’m evil.’


    

    


    
  


  
    Debra’s Girlfriend Whips Debra’s Boyfriend


     


    Iain was completely naked without a mask.  His hands were handcuffed above his head to the metal frame that had been wheeled over his position in the middle of the dungeon space.  His penis was limp as he waited for filming to start.  On the floor a short distance before him was a bare mattress.


    Four cameras on tripods were now pointed at him.  Camera number one was directly before him in a wide shot that showed his whole body.  Camera number two was a reverse angle of number one.  It was behind him in a wide shot that also showed his full body.  He was in the centre of the frame of both camera angles.  His hands above his head could be seen and the mattress before him was also visible in both shots.  As long as we stood to the side of him, either in front or behind him, these two cameras would be able to see us and him at the same time.  Camera number three was to his right to get an angled side shot.  If we didn’t stand before him to his right then this camera could clearly see him.  It was framed from the top of his head down to below his knees in a medium shot.  There was enough space on either side of him for us to be seen if we stood very close to him.  Camera number three was far enough to the side that camera numbers one and two couldn’t see it.  It achieved its relatively tight medium shot from a distance by being zoomed in.  Camera number four was the older, bulkier one.  For the first half of the film I would be operating it.  I did not feature in the opening so I was to film random zoomed in close ups to capture whatever took my fancy.  I was positioned beside camera number one.  I was using a tripod.  It would make for a classier set of images, but it did mean I was stuck in the one place in front of him.  When I did later perform sexually, the plan was for the fourth camera to be put on a tripod to his right side to film a close up on his erection as I sucked on it.  If the camera fell out of focus then the shots would not be used.  It was considered to be a surplus camera so Charity was willing to risk shooting unusable footage with it.


    I was dressed like a fairly demure businesswoman in a blue suit jacket, cream blouse, blue pencil skirt and forty denier black tights.  I wore three inch black court shoes.  Mistress Charity was in a matching black latex garter, stockings and bra set.  The bra had no cups so it was basically just a strip of latex under her breasts and across her shoulders.  She was effectively topless.  She wore no panties.  On her feet were black open-toed four inch heels.  On her hands and arms were the black elbow length opera gloves she didn’t wear during Iain’s first session.  She was standing behind camera number two looking at Iain’s soon to be brutalised back.  Camera number two could see me in the background filming in the far distance beside camera number one.  Camera numbers one and two could catch glimpses of each other if Iain moved around on the spot.  Otherwise his body covered them from viewing each other.


    Mistress Charity hit the final record button.  All four cameras were now filming.  She called, ‘Action.’


    On cue Iain struggled against his bondage to no avail.


    After a suitably long pause Mistress Charity said, ‘So, Male Slave, you thought it was going to be all fun and games.  Well the fun and games end here.  You’re mine now.  The kindness and the humanity and the respect I’ve shown you so far is over.  It ends here.  Now I’ve got you all chained up, I don’t have to pretend to like you anymore.  I don’t have to laugh at your feeble jokes.  I don’t have to fake an interest in the boring crap you have to say.  I don’t have to be nice anymore.  Now I can be the real me.  Now I can let my cruel side out.  You know how some women are bitches?  I’m that and a whole lot more.  You know what I want to do?  Do you?  Answer me, Male Slave.’


    He looked back over his shoulder and said, ‘You want to beat me.’


    ‘That’s right.  Look forward.  Don’t look at me.’  He faced ahead towards me and the two cameras.  She said from behind him, ‘I want to hurt you.  I’ve always wanted to hurt you.  I want to make you cry for your mother.  You’ll be begging me for mercy.  And I won’t show you any.  None at all.  Because I’m not a nice person.  Your suffering is all I want.  Can you give me your suffering?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.’


    I slowly zoomed out from my semi-close up on her face to a medium two-shot.  His face was in the foreground and hers was in the distance behind him.


    ‘What’s my name?  Say it.’


    ‘Mistress Charity.’


    ‘And what’s your name?’


    ‘I don’t have a name.’


    ‘That’s right.  That’s as it should be.  You don’t have a name.  Names are for people.  You’re not a person.  You’re a piece of meat for me to torture for my own amusement.  Isn’t that right, Slave?  Your name is Male Slave.  I’m not even going to assign you a slave number.  Male Slave Number Whatever will have to be earned.  At least my girl slave has a name.  I call her Evelyn.  Fuck knows what her real name is.  I’ve never thought to ask.  She earned her name the hard way.  By diligently performing all the tasks I’ve given her without too much complaint.  It took her a lot of time and effort polishing cocks to earn that name.  Look at her.  She’s the one before you.  She’s recording your degradation for me to masturbate over later.  And for other people to masturbate over.  Men all over the world will be watching you and masturbating.  Think about that.  They’re going to be looking at you being humiliated while they jerk off their cocks.  Of course, more specifically, they’re going to be jerking off to me.  And maybe my slave girl.  But you’ll be there as well while they wank themselves to a wet, creamy climax.  Do you like my slave girl?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.’


    ‘Don’t be taken in by the businesswoman attire she’s wearing.  She might be a lawyer by day, but by night she’s nothing more than my slave.  If you do well today, I may allow her to take your dick in her mouth and suck on it.  I may, or may not, allow you to come.  I haven’t decided.  It’s always arbitrary if I’ll allow my male slaves to have an orgasm.  I find it keeps them keen if they don’t know when they’re going to get a satisfying sexual release.  There are no guarantees in my dungeon.  Apart from pain and degradation.  Only that I can guarantee.  Pleasure is not something to be counted upon.  Do you resent me?’


    ‘No, Mistress.’


    ‘Why not?’


    ‘Because…  I don’t know, Mistress.’


    ‘Because you enjoy being treated like shit.  Because this gets you off.  Somewhere in your sick little perverted mind you enjoy being degraded and beaten by a beautiful woman.  Isn’t that so?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.’


    ‘Do you think I’m a beautiful woman?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.’


    ‘Do you think this is your right place in the food chain?  To be meat for me to consume.  Isn’t it your heart’s true desire to be beaten by a beautiful woman in latex?  You want me to treat you like this.  Don’t you?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.  Of course.  It’s only natural I take a beating from someone as beautiful as you.  I’m a beast.  The beauty should punish the beast with ritual beatings to keep me in my place.’


    ‘That I agree with.  I should beat you.  It’s only proper that I hit you and make you hurt.  Are you hard for me?’


    ‘Not right now.  Sorry, Mistress.’


    ‘Why not?  This is most disappointing.  Don’t you find me as attractive as you say you do?’  I panned my camera down into a close up of his flaccid dick as she talked.  ‘Are you lying to me?  A woman might get offended at the lack of erectile action.  Why are you not hard for me?’


    He said, ‘Because I’m scared.’


    ‘I guess that’s understandable.’  She walked away from camera number two and stopped at his back by his right side.  She stood close enough to him that she’d be visible on camera number three.  I zoomed out camera number four and tilted up to get the two of them in a medium shot that showed their faces and his upper torso.  She slapped him on the arse.  He reared up in shock at the unexpected stinging pain.  She spanked him another three times.  ‘I won’t stop spanking you until you’re fully erect.  So get it up now.  Stand to attention and show me how much you desire me.’


    She slapped him continuously.  His dick showed signs of arousal and slowly inflated with blood as he bucked to try and get away from her cruel hands.  ‘Is it getting hard?’ she asked.


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Is it?’


    ‘Yes.  It’s hard.’


    She poked her head around his body and looked down at his nearly half-mast erection.  She sneered, ‘It’s not fully up.  I want it fully up.’  She looked to me and asked if I thought it was fully erect.  I said that I didn’t think it was.  ‘It has much further to go until it’s usable,’ I added.


    She got back into her position behind him on his right and continued to slap his arse.  ‘What’s wrong with you?  Don’t you like girls?  Am I not enough for you?  Or is all this pain too distracting for you to get a proper erection?’


    ‘I’m sorry.  It’s getting harder.’


    ‘It’s taking too long.  Do you want bright red buttocks?  Because that’s what you’re going to get.  How much longer are you going to take?’ she asked as she continued to land blows on his buttocks.


    He said, ‘If you touch it, it will go up faster.’


    ‘“Touch it!”’ she practically screeched as she continued to tenderise his arse with hard spanks.  ‘I’m not touching it.  I’m a lady.  A woman of substance and regal bearing.  I don’t touch the cocks of anonymous male slaves.  When I touch a cock it’s either because it’s my lover’s, or I’ve been paid an outrageous amount of money.  The kind of money you don’t have.  “Touch it!”’  She stopped spanking him at last and said, ‘Just for that impertinence I’m going to have to punish you even worse than I previously intended.  “Touch it!”  “Touch it?”  Me, touch your penis?  I’ve never been so insulted in all my life.’  She walked around the metal frame and stood very close before him to his left.  Camera number three could see the both of them, him in the centre of the frame with her on the right.  On camera number four I had his face in close up with the back of Charity’s head in the foreground to the right of the frame.  With her face only an inch from his she said, ‘Repeat those words.  I dare you.  I double dare you.  I triple dare you.  Say those words again.  Go on.  Say those words again.’


    He knew it was a trap but he had to fall into it.  He had no choice.  Cautiously, with gaps between his words, he said, ‘Please…touch…my penis.’  He winced in advance even before the first slap landed on his left cheek.  More slaps followed from her gloved hands on both his cheeks.  She then followed the slaps with a gob of spit.  The phlegm landed all over his nose and left cheek.


    She put her lips right up to his with barely any space between them and said, ‘How.  Dare.  You.  Say it again.  Say it.  Offend me.  Say it again.’


    ‘No, Mistress.’


    ‘That’s right.  You don’t say offensive things like that to a lady.  Especially not to someone who is significantly better than you.  I don’t touch anonymous slave dick.  Got it?  I’ve got a girl for that.  If slaves behave and take my cruelty I sometimes allow them use of her mouth.  But only as a reward.  But I don’t think you’ll be feeling her mouth on your dick today.  Or tomorrow.  Or any time soon.  I don’t reward impertinent slaves who say offensive, presumptuous things.  The arrogance of it.  To suggest that I, a beautiful woman, should touch your cock.  So wave bye-bye to Evelyn over there.  Her mouth is not for you.  Now open your mouth.  You know what I’m going to do, don’t you?’


    ‘You’re going to spit in it.’


    ‘That’s right.  You’re a clever boy when you’re not saying stupid things like “touch it”.  Stop stalling and open up.’


    He opened his mouth.  As promised she spat in it from the tiny distance between them.  Most of her phlegm landed in his mouth but some hit his upper lip.  ‘Swallow it like you swallow other men’s cum.’  He closed his mouth and ate her spit.


    She stepped back away from him and slapped him once more on the face.  ‘Let’s test you for homosexual impulses.’  She pushed her gloved left index into his mouth.  ‘That’s it.  Suck it.  Be a good boy.  Suck it like a penis.’  The left index finger was joined by the left middle finger.  ‘Suck.  Suck it like you love it.  You’ve got a good dick sucker mouth.  Your mouth is just made for dick.  You suck suspiciously well.  It makes me wonder if you’re used to sucking on phallic objects.  Like penises.  I think you’ve had practice.  Have you ever chugged cock before?’


    He shook his head as he continued to suck on her fingers.  ‘Really?  Maybe we should do something about that.  As punishment for you saying that awful thing to me.  What you said was unforgivable.  I will never forgive you for saying that.  You will forever be in my bad graces.  Oh, and because it will be funny for me to see.’  She kept gliding her fingers in and out between his lips.  ‘It will be interesting to see how well you take to dick sucking.  I suspect you might like it more than you’ll ever admit.  It’s really quite enjoyable, but I’m a woman so I would say that.’  She pulled her fingers out his mouth and slapped him on the left cheek with her right hand.  ‘Here, let me wipe that off your face.’  She used her right hand to lightly caress his face to wipe her spit from his nose, cheek and upper lip.


    She walked behind him, beyond camera number two, up to the far wall.  She took a cane, hanging from a hook, from the collection of many implements of torture on the wall.  I captured this in an annoyingly blurry medium shot with Iain out of focus in the foreground.  She swatted it in the air to make that unmistakable swishing noise.  I slowly zoomed out into a properly focused wide shot as she said, ‘Can you hear that?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he said as he looked ahead in my general direction.


    ‘Do you know what that is?’


    ‘I think I do.’


    ‘What do you think it is?’


    ‘If I’m not mistaken, I believe that is a cane.’


    ‘Good boy.  I don’t suppose I need to tell you what I’m going to do with it.  I assume that’s pretty obvious.’  She walked up to his back and put her free left hand on his red buttocks to feel them.  He jerked away from her, obviously fearing another spanking session, but when it became apparent she was only fondling them he relaxed a little.  Not that he could assume she wouldn’t throw in a little spank anyway for her own amusement.  As she felt his body she asked, ‘Do you regret that awful thing you said to me?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.  If I could take it back, I would.’


    ‘This is going to hurt you a lot more than it’s going to hurt me.’


    ‘I expect so,’ he said.


    ‘Are you trying to be funny?’


    ‘No, Mistress.  I’m just trying to lighten the mood.’


    ‘This isn’t a cute experience.  It’s not meant to be “fun”.  I was only going to hit you twenty times.  Then you offended me with that disgusting touching cock remark.  I doubled it to forty lashes of the cane.  I think an extra ten hits should be added for “trying to lighten the mood”.  Wish to say anything else and add some more strokes to your bum?’


    He didn’t say anything.


    ‘I thought not.  I think, for variety, I’ll do the first twenty with this cane.  Then the next twenty with my whip.  Then the last ten with a paddle.  That ought to break you of any notion that you’re a person who gets to make amusing comments, and gets his Johnston touched by a beautiful woman.  You don’t feel so clever now, do you?’


    ‘No, Mistress.’


    ‘Say thank you for what you are about to receive.’


    ‘Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘For what?’


    ‘Thank you for beating me fifty times, Mistress Charity.  I deserve no less.’


    ‘As long as you recognise how worthless you are.  Shall we begin?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.’


    Keeping them in the medium shot I recorded her whacking his butt with her cane.  She was on the left side of my shot behind him on his right side.  ‘Count them,’ she said.


    ‘One.’


    ‘And say thank you for every stroke you receive.’


    ‘Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    She whacked him again.  After grimacing with pain he said, ‘Two.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    She smacked him hard on the bum with the cane.  He jumped about on his feet but he had nowhere to go in his bondage.  ‘I can’t hear you,’ she complained.


    ‘Three.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    Without calling cut and breaking the reality of the scene she looked over to me and said, ‘Bring the camera over here and get a close up on his bum.  Quickly.’


    Without pressing stop on the record button I lifted the tripod off the ground.  I walked with it past Iain and put it down behind Mistress Charity on their left side.  On the wide shot captured by camera number one Charity would be on the left, Iain in the middle and me on the right with camera number four on its tripod pointed down at his bum.  We were all roughly facing towards camera number one.  I zoomed camera number four in on his red buttocks for a close up.  She didn’t wait for any confirmation from me that the shot was ready before she hit him again across his arse with the cane.  He said, ‘Four.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    She asked him, ‘Are you enjoying yourself?’


    He didn’t answer.  ‘Cat got your tongue?  Slave, I asked you a question.  When I ask questions I expect answers.  Slaves answer all questions promptly, accurately and succinctly.  Are you enjoying yourself?’


    He said, ‘One doesn’t know what Mistress wants to hear.  One doesn’t want to offend Mistress by saying something inappropriate.  One doesn’t wish to get into further trouble and incur Mistress Charity’s wrath.’


    ‘We’ll try the truth.  If I’m offended, I’m offended.  It can’t be helped.  There’s little I can do to promise you that your words will land on my ears just as I want them to.’


    ‘The truth is: no, not really.  It hurts.’


    ‘It’s supposed to hurt.’  She hit him again.


    ‘Ouch.  Five.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘Do you like it?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.’


    She caned him.


    ‘Six.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘Do you like it?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.’


    She hit him again.


    ‘Seven.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘Do you like it?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.’


    She whacked him once more.


    ‘Ouch.  Eight.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘Do you still like it?’


    ‘No, Mistress.’


    She spanked him on the arse with the unforgiving cane.


    ‘Nine.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘Do you like it?’


    ‘No, Mistress.’


    She hit him again.


    ‘Ten.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘I have to ask: do you like it?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.’


    ‘You do?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.  I like whatever you want me to like.’


    ‘Maybe I don’t want you to like it.’


    She caned him across his arse cheeks.


    ‘Eleven.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘Do you like it?’


    ‘What do you want me to say?’ he asked with confusion over what was expected of him.


    She didn’t answer him.  Instead she whacked his bottom once again.


    ‘Twelve.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘Do you like it?’


    ‘No, Mistress.’


    She hit him again.


    ‘Thirteen strokes.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘Do you like it?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he tried.


    She smacked his bottom.


    ‘Fourteen.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.  Thank you.’


    ‘You’re welcome,’ she said as she whacked him for the fifteenth time.  His bum was very red and presumably very sore.


    ‘Fifteen.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘This is what perverts like you find entertaining, isn’t it?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.’


    She caned his arse again.


    ‘Thank you, Mistress Charity.  Sixteen.’


    ‘Do you think you can stand the pace and get to the end with your arse in one piece?’


    ‘I don’t know, Mistress.  I’m trying not to think about it.’


    ‘Are you surviving this one stroke at a time?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.’


    She smacked him across his arse cheeks.


    ‘Seventeen painful strokes of the cane.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    She didn’t waste time and smacked him twice in quick succession.


    ‘Eighteen and nineteen.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘The last one.  Unfortunately for you, not of the evening, but merely of the cane.’  She hit him nice and squarely on the butt.


    ‘Twenty.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    She said, ‘That’s enough of that.’  She walked past camera number two and went over to the back wall.  I zoomed camera number four out from his bum and swivelled it around on the tripod to follow her in a wide shot.  She returned the cane to a hook on the wall.  From the rack of torture implements she picked out a coiled whip.  She unrolled it and slashed it on the spot before her.  It made a considerable cracking noise.  I wouldn’t want to be Iain right now.  She asked to his back, ‘Do you know what that is?’


    ‘A whip.’


    ‘Your arse can get a rest for a bit as this is better aimed at your back.  That’s not to say your bum might not get a few lashes.  Just to keep you on your toes and to keep me interested.’  I panned the camera to keep her in the shot as she walked past him and the mattress.  She turned around to face him.  She demonstrated the whip by cracking it on the mattress.  ‘I see fear has made you droop once again.’  She pointed down at his flaccid cock.  ‘I said I wanted that hard.  Either I literally said it, or I implied it, but I want that cock to remain rock hard at all times.  It’s an insult to show a beautiful woman a limp cock.  Are you trying to insult me?’


    ‘No, Mistress.  I would never do such a thing.  I’m trying to keep it hard.’


    ‘I guess you just don’t find fear and pain to be that big a turn on.  That’s a shame as that’s all you’re going to get from me.’  She rolled up the whip as she said, ‘I suppose, for practical purposes, I’m going to have to give you some pleasure.  You don’t deserve it.  You so don’t deserve it.  You shouldn’t get it.  But if it’s the only way to keep you hard then I suppose I’ll have to let you use Evelyn.’  She said to me, ‘Evelyn, come here.  Leave the camera.’  To him she said, ‘You’re beyond lucky.  You so don’t deserve this.’


    I left the camera locked in position pointed in her general direction in a wide shot.  I framed enough space on her right side to, in theory, accommodate me as well in the shot.  I walked over to her and stood to her right.  She said, ‘Evelyn, due to deficiencies in my male slave I’ll need to use your mouth on his penis.  Get on your knees and perform oral on him.  Suck his limp dick and make him hard.  Keep it erect but don’t allow him to come.  Do whatever you need to keep him hard.  I want his cock fully erect at all times during our session.  But he can’t ejaculate.  He isn’t deserving of a sexual release.  Don’t suck too hard either if you can help it.  Don’t give him too much pleasure.  Just enough for me to administer the last thirty strokes while he’s still erect.  Okay?  Get on your knees.’


    I dropped to my knees before him.  His dick was already twitching with signs of renewed life.


    Mistress Charity walked behind Iain and picked up camera number four in her right hand while holding the coiled whip under her left arm.  She positioned the tripod on Iain’s right side.  She placed the whip on the floor and started to muck about with the tripod.  She reduced its height by pushing the lower legs inside the part of the leg above it.  Once it was reduced from its full height, at about chest level, to the medium height, at about crotch level, she zoomed it into a close up on his dick.  My left profile took up the right side of the frame.  She picked up her whip again.  ‘Male Slave,’ she said.


    ‘Yes, Mistress.’


    ‘You’re receiving far more than you deserve.  You understand that fact?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.’


    ‘You better.’  To me she said, ‘Evelyn, take his penis and put it in your mouth.’


    Using my right hand I stroked his mostly flaccid penis a few times to get it a little harder before placing it inside my mouth.


    ‘Start sucking,’ she ordered.


    I began sucking with my mouth and wanking the base of it with my right hand.


    Mistress Charity tilted camera number four down my body to look at my blue suit jacket, blue pencil skirt and my knees in black forty denier tights.  She then panned along my shins to see my three inch black court shoes.  She moved it back up to the close up of my left profile sucking and wanking on his now engorged erection.  ‘No hands,’ she ordered.  I took my hand away from the base of his cock.  As I sucked on him she left the camera in place and picked up the whip from the floor.  She walked back to her position to his right behind him.  She uncoiled the whip and cracked it on the floor.  I could feel his body cringe in expectation.  ‘Are you ready?’’ she asked him.


    With what must have been a bit of forced effort he said, ‘Yes, Mistress.  As ready as I can be.’


    She whipped him across his shoulder blades.


    ‘Ah.  Twenty-one.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    Another flick and it cracked on his back.


    ‘Ah.  Twenty-two.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    She asked me, ‘Is he still hard?’


    I removed his dick and said, ‘He is.  So far.’  I put it back in my mouth.


    She whipped him on the bum.  He bucked but I didn’t let him out of my mouth.


    ‘I can’t hear you,’ she complained.


    ‘Twenty-three.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘Do you feel privileged?  You should.  A beautiful dominatrix wearing latex stockings and no panties is beating you while a businesswoman sucks on your cock.  Isn’t this the dream?  You couldn’t ask for more.  I mean, does it get much more perverse than this?  You’re one lucky slave.  You’re getting far more than you deserve.  You shouldn’t be getting this pleasure along with the pain.  You only deserve pain.  It personally offends me that you’re getting oral when you shouldn’t be rewarded for bad behaviour.  Bad behaviour cannot be rewarded.  It sets a bad example.  But if I want a hard cock I appear to need to wheel out the big guns and give you Evelyn.  That kind of makes you pathetic.’  She hit him again on the bum.


    ‘Twenty-four.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘You take and you take.’  She cracked the whip across his back.


    ‘Twenty-five strokes.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘It’s disgusting.  You take all my love and affection and attention and energy.  And all I get is fifty thank yous that I’ve got to beat out of you.’  She hit him again on the back.


    ‘Twenty-six.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘Is she sucking you good?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.’


    ‘Do you like it when girls give you oral?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.’


    She hit him with the whip.


    ‘Twenty-seven.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘Do you deserve this gift?  Do you deserve Evelyn sucking on your cock?’


    ‘No, Mistress.  I am unworthy.’


    ‘How do you think Evelyn feels?  Having to suck a loser like you just because you can’t keep it hard like a real man.  A real man can keep it hard in the presence of a lady.  I suspect you might not be as real a man as you claim to be.  You sucked my gloves just a bit too well.  And you ate my spit like you were used to swallowing sperm.  Are you a homosexual?’


    ‘No, Mistress Charity.’


    She whipped him across his shoulder blades.


    ‘Twenty-eight.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘There’s something about you that makes me think: faggot boy.’  She whipped him again on his back.


    ‘Twenty-nine.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘Do you like girls?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.’


    She whipped him on the buttocks.


    ‘Thirty.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘Ten more to go with the whip.  Then it’s ten with the paddle.  Are you looking forward to it?’


    ‘With trepidation.’


    ‘Was that an attempt at humour?’


    ‘No, Mistress.  I learned my lesson.  That’s the honest truth: I’m looking forward to it with trepidation.’


    ‘That better be the truth, because you know how I feel about humour.’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.  You don’t like it.’


    To me she asked, ‘How’s the dick sucking going?’


    I stopped sucking for a moment and said, ‘It’s going great.’


    ‘Well don’t be too good at it.  He doesn’t deserve top quality cock sucking.  Is he close to coming?’


    ‘Not yet.’


    ‘Make sure he doesn’t.  Or I’ll be furious.  My fury will spill over from him onto you as well.  You don’t want that, do you?’


    ‘No, Mistress,’ I said.


    ‘Slaves don’t come unless I say they can.  And this cunt,’ she whipped him, ‘isn’t coming today.’


    ‘Thirty-one.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    I sucked away on his penis while she continued to whip him.  


    She said, ‘You’re a worthless cunt.’  Smack.


    ‘Ah.  Thirty-two.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘A truly worthless piece of shit.’  She hit him across his back.


    ‘Thirty-three.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘Your existence is pointless.’  Crack.


    ‘Thirty-four.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘Does Evelyn’s mouth feel good on your cock?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.  Her mouth feels great.’


    She whipped him twice on the buttocks in quick succession.


    ‘Ouch.  Thirty-five and thirty-six.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘Don’t expect this sort of oral treatment all the time.  So you better derive all the pleasure you can from it because I’ve taken a big dislike to you.  I don’t see much more dick sucking in your future.  At least in regards to you receiving it.’  She hit him on his back.


    ‘Thirty-six.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘I might arrange to have you sucking off men.  I think penis sucking might be your forte.’  She whipped him on his back.


    ‘Thirty-seven.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘Would you like that?  Would you like to suck off men?’


    ‘No, Mistress.’


    ‘I could train you.  If you need the practice.  Which I doubt.  In time you might even like it.  Although that’s irrelevant.  I don’t care if you like it.  I just care that you do it as ordered.  Sucking penis could become your strong suit in life.  Your biggest achievement could be giving a great blowjob.’  She hit him on his back.


    ‘Thirty-eight.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘I really don’t see you being used in any other way.  Taking beatings and servicing men is about all I can picture you doing.’  She slashed the whip across his bum.


    ‘Thirty-nine.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.  Thank you.’


    ‘You’re welcome,’ she said as she reached the fortieth milestone with a mighty crack across his buttocks.


    ‘Ouch.  Forty.  Forty strokes.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    Charity went back to the wall and swapped the whip for a wooden paddle.  On the spanking end there was a hole.  The shape of a love heart had been cut out of it.  She slapped it against her other palm.  ‘You hear that.  What do you think that is?’


    ‘A paddle,’ he said.


    ‘A bum spanker.’  She briskly returned to her position behind Iain and smashed the paddle into his butt.  He howled with pain.  He stabbed his dick into the back of my throat.  I didn’t like that, but there was no opportunity to complain as Charity was talking again.  ‘Where’s my number?  Huh, where’s my number?’


    ‘Forty-one.’


    ‘That’s better.  Always give me my number.  If you don’t I might lose my place and have to start over.  All the way from the beginning.  You wouldn’t want that, now would you?’


    ‘No, Mistress.’


    ‘Are you close to coming in Evelyn’s mouth?’


    ‘No, Mistress.’


    ‘Is my spanking distracting you?  Can you not come if I keep hitting you?’


    ‘I don’t know, Mistress.  Probably not.’


    ‘No matter how much she polishes your cock with her tongue, you are not allowed to come.’  She slapped his butt with the wooden paddle.


    ‘Forty-two.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘Do you regret agreeing to be my slave?’


    ‘No, Mistress.’


    ‘Why not?’


    ‘Because I love you and desire you.  To be with you, close to you like this, is enough for a worthless slave like me.’


    She spanked him again.


    ‘Forty-three.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘Do you still not regret your choice?’


    ‘No.’


    Spank.


    ‘Forty-four.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘Nearly there, slave.  Oh how you must be looking forward to number fifty.’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.’


    ‘Do you want this torment to end?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.’


    She hit him on the bottom.


    ‘Forty-five.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    She repeated the question of enjoyment from before.  ‘Tell me, are you enjoying yourself?’


    Straightaway he spoke his mind.  ‘There are limits to how much enjoyment I can derive from such cruelty.  It has its less enjoyable elements.  Do you want me to enjoy it?’ he asked.


    She spanked his right buttock with the paddle.


    ‘Forty-six.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘Don’t ask questions.  It’s not your place to enquire about things beyond taking your allotted pleasure and pain.  And as I’ve already made clear, you’re taking far more than your fair share of allotted pleasure.  Evelyn’s mouth is a pleasure you have not earned.  And that pisses me off.’


    She spanked his left buttock with the paddle.


    ‘Forty-seven.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    She said, ‘Oh so close.  Just three more to go.  You must be hoping I’ll rush through them and get this over with.  Well dream on, slave boy.  Sadly for you, I’ve no reason to rush your punishment.  Forty-eight, forty-nine and fifty will come your way in their own sweet time.’  She swapped the paddle to her left hand and walked around the metal frame to be in front of him.  She put her free right hand on the back of my head and took a fistful of my hair in her glove.  By my hair she pulled my head away from his cock and asked me, ‘Are you enjoying that?’


    ‘Cock is cock,’ I said.


    ‘So it’s nothing special?’


    ‘It’s okay.’


    To him she said, ‘Why can’t you give her something more memorable to chew on.  This dick is barely worth her time and effort.  You realise she’s used to more impressive specimens than this.  I let her suck my alphas to get them ready for me.  I can assure you, the physical qualities of my alphas is significantly better than what you’re giving us to play with.’


    She let go of my hair.  I returned to performing oral on his penis.  She walked back around the metal frame to be behind him.  She suddenly spanked him on the arse with her gloved right hand.  He hobbled around in pain on the spot and counted, ‘Forty-eight.  Thank you, Mistress…’


    Sharply she cut him off.  ‘No.  That’s not forty-eight.  That was my bare hand.  Forty-eight is with the paddle.’


    ‘I’m sorry, Mistress.’


    ‘Do you have a problem with that?  Any complaints you want to make?’


    ‘No, Mistress.  Your arbitrary rules are good with me.’


    ‘They better be, because I’m not the complaints department.  Although, now I think about it, your use of words seemed rather cheeky.  You were saying the opposite of what you really meant.  You do mind my cruel rulings.  Your displeasure is not well-hidden.  Only an idiot would miss what you really felt.  Do you take me for an idiot?’


    ‘No, Mistress.’


    ‘I think you do.  I think you think you’re better than me.  I think you’re full of yourself.  I can assure you, you are not better than me.  You’re getting too big for your britches.  You’re too arrogant for my liking.  Where does this arrogance come from?  You have so little to work with and yet this air of entitlement to good treatment emanates from you.  I’ve already taken you down a few pegs.  Forty-seven pegs to be precise.  But apparently you need more than fifty.  Well lucky for you, slave boy, I’m more than willing to give you the beating you so richly deserve.  Shall we make it an even one-hundred strokes on the arse?’


    ‘No, Mistress,’ he said with genuine distress.  ‘That’s too much.’


    ‘I have no sympathy for you.  You brought this on yourself.’


    ‘It’s too much,’ he protested.


    ‘I know.  That’s why you desire it so much.  You want to show me how much you love me by demonstrating your obedience.  Isn’t that so?’


    ‘No, seriously, it’s too much.’


    ‘Evelyn, stop sucking on his penis.  He’s had enough of that.  Even I wouldn’t be cruel enough to expect him to remain hard through one-hundred vicious smacks on the bottom.’


    I took his penis from my mouth.  ‘As you command, Mistress.’  I got up from my knees and stood before him.


    He said to Charity, ‘Please.  I beg you.  Mercy.  Not one-hundred lashes.  It’s too much.  I can’t go it.’


    Mistress Charity said, ‘Oh shush.  You will take whatever I give you.  And you will thank me for each and every slash of my whip, cane or paddle.  You got that, slave boy?  Don’t think about it.  Just say yes.’


    He swallowed his pride and fear and said, ‘Yes, Mistress.’


    ‘I guess I no longer need to ration out hits number forty-eight, forty-nine and fifty.’  She whacked him on the butt with the wooden paddle.  ‘Count,’ she demanded.


    ‘Number forty-eight.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    She hit him again.


    ‘Forty-nine.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘Good.  And now for what should have been your last one.  You stupid boy.  You very, very stupid boy.  This could have all been over at the stroke of fifty, but no, you had to be clever.  I don’t want clever slaves.  I want obedient slaves.  If I have to train you to remove all wit from your speech through this type of heavy-handed approach then so be it.  I just want plain statements of factual information.  Sarcasm, humour and alluded to other meaning is not for you.  Only humans get to be clever.  Obedient sex-meat like you says “yes”, “no”, “thank you” and simple flat statements.  Got that?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress Charity.’


    She landed a blow with her paddle across his blazing red arse cheeks.


    ‘Fifty.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    She rested the paddle against the metal frame on his right side.  She reached around his body and took hold of his dick in her gloved hands.  It was still erect.  The base and balls were in her right hand while his shaft was in her left.  She started to slowly stroke the shaft up and down its length.  He moaned in pleasure at her feminine hand on his penis.  ‘Evelyn, on your knees.’  At her instruction I dropped once again to my knees before his cock.  ‘Open your mouth.’  I opened my lips.  Her stroking of it increased in speed.  She complained to Iain, ‘How dare you touch my hands.  Do you think this is acceptable?  If you don’t stop touching my hands with your filthy dick I’ll be very cross and add another fifty spanks to your punishment.’


    ‘You’re touching me.  I can’t stop you.’


    ‘Bullshit.  Are you suggesting that I’m willingly of my own free will touching your dick?  Don’t be so absurd.  Why would I touch you?’


    ‘I…  I don’t know.’


    ‘You better not come.  That’s all I can say.  Because if you spill any of your filthy seed I’ll be mightily pissed off.  I expressly forbid you to have an orgasm.  You are not allowed to ejaculate.  It’s totally forbidden.  You understand?  I’m not joking.  If you come I’ll add another fifty strokes.  Don’t you dare even think about ejaculating in my innocent hands.’


    ‘I’m trying not to.’


    ‘I’m definitely adding another fifty strokes for putting your dick in my hands.  That’s no longer in contention.  That’s happening.  You’ve committed that crime and you need to pay the price.  Your punishment for that is set in stone, but you better not enjoy the fruits of your crime too much.  The second infraction can still be avoided.  If you can hold off from having an orgasm and shooting your disgusting seed in Evelyn’s mouth, then you can still avoid another fifty lashes.  Do you want to receive two-hundred lashes today?’


    ‘No, Mistress.  I don’t.’  He was caught in bondage being forced to come.  He couldn’t do anything to avoid his fate.  She was masturbating him to come.  She had his dick in her hands and he had no way of stopping her while his hands were handcuffed to the metal frame above his head.  Did he want her to stop?  Two-hundred spanks was a lot.  We had gone off script by now and we were improvising so we didn’t know if she was actually going to go through with all two-hundred smacks.  Could Iain withstand it as an inexperienced masochist?


    ‘Don’t come.  Don’t come,’ she said as she stroked his cock.


    ‘I can’t help it.  Please, give me permission to come.  I need your permission.  Please let me come with your permission.  Let me come so I don’t need to be punished for breaking your rules.  Please.’


    ‘No.  Don’t come.’


    ‘It’s going to happen.  Please let me do it with your permission.’


    ‘No.’


    His legs started bucking.  Mistress Charity said, ‘Don’t you dare do what I think you’re about to do.  You are not allowed to come.’


    The end of his mushroom tip exploded.  A glob of white sticky cream ejaculated out the end of his penis and landed across my right cheek and in my mouth.  She continued to pump his cock while I leaned in closer with my tongue out to catch his next ejaculation.  Another load squirted out.  I caught it in the back of my mouth.  She stroked him some more.  Another glob oozed out of his dick and fell onto my extended tongue.  I retracted my tongue and closed my lips.  I didn’t swallow the sticky cream in my mouth.


    Mistress Charity took her hands off his cock and said, ‘How dare you.  You were strictly forbidden from doing that.  I explicitly forbid you from ejaculating.  Don’t you listen?  What kind of slave doesn’t follow orders?  You’re going to pay for this.’  She spanked him on the arse a few times with her gloved hand.  ‘Evelyn, I hope you had enough self-possession not to swallow his forbidden seed.’


    Still on my knees I opened my mouth to show her Iain’s cum load in my mouth.  She said, ‘Show it to the camera.’  I turned to face camera number four at the side.  It filmed a close up of my face as I opened my mouth to show it Iain’s white cum on my tongue.


    ‘If anyone should be eating his cum it should be him.  I don’t see why anyone else should.  Evelyn, spit it in his mouth.’


    I got up off my knees.  Iain opened his mouth to receive his own cum.  Charity said, ‘Wait a minute.  We should get a close up on this for more detail.  I don’t want to miss his look of abject humiliation just because the cameras are too far away.  I want to truly capture his failure to be a real man.’  She walked away from behind him and took hold of camera number four at his right side.  She moved it to be angled more directly in front of him, still on his right side.  She made sure not to be standing in the way of camera number three.  She could be seen on the far left of camera number one and on the far right of camera number two.  She reframed the already zoomed in image of camera number four to get a low angle close up on his face.  She said, ‘Evelyn, spit it in his mouth.  And Iain, don’t you swallow it.  Not yet.’  I leaned into the right side of camera number four’s frame and spat his sticky load into his open mouth.  I leaned in and kissed him.  My tongue touched his in order to transfer more of the cum into his mouth.  I took my mouth away from his and stepped back out of her shot.


    Mistress Charity said to him, ‘Show it to me.  Show the boys and girls at home what you’ve got in your mouth.  Show us your cum.  The masturbators at home want to see what you’ve got in your slutty little mouth.  We’re all watching you.’


    He looked into camera number four and opened his mouth.  The white fluid was visible on his tongue.


    She asked him if he liked it.


    He shook his head.


    ‘Liar.  I know you suck off men.  You’re no stranger to cum.  You enjoy the taste of it.  The texture of male jizz gets you all hot and bothered.  Don’t deny it.’


    He shook his head again.


    ‘Swallow it.  Let it slide down your throat.’


    He closed his mouth and swallowed.


    ‘Open it.  Show us that it’s all gone.’


    He opened his mouth.  The white cum was nowhere to be seen.


    I faced camera number three and wiped the streak of cum from my right cheek with my finger.  I turned to Iain and slipped the soiled finger into his mouth.  He sucked it clean.  I taunted him by saying, ‘You can’t say you didn’t enjoy that.’


    ‘I didn’t,’ he protested.


    Mistress Charity said, ‘If you did or didn’t matters very little to me.’  She zoomed out camera number four into a medium shot to get me on the right side of the frame to his left.  ‘You can lie to me, Evelyn and yourself.  You can say whatever you want.  I know what I saw with my own eyes.  And on four cameras which I’m sure will back me up.  You enjoyed that.  The forbidden orgasm you obviously enjoyed.  But I believe you liked eating your own filth.  I think you might be a bit more bisexual than you’re willing to admit.  What’s so scary about having homosexual desires?  Evelyn and me are comfortable with our sexuality.  We like dick and pussy.  We’ll cross that line and have a good time.  It’s pathetic to have such a hang up over liking what you like.  Life’s too short.  So what, you like dick.  It’s not the end of the world.  Just admit it.  You suck cock.  Say it.’


    ‘I don’t.’


    ‘Then at least admit you fantasise about it,’ she said as she walked out from behind camera number four to stand before him.  I was to her right.  Camera number three couldn’t see me as she was standing in front of me, but I was superfluous in this section so this was the best angle to capture the moment with.  His penis had wilted to complete softness.  ‘Admit you think about dick when you play with yourself.’


    ‘I don’t.’


    ‘Being bisexual is great.  You’re missing out on so much.  Are you trying to tell me you only like women?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Really, truly, honestly?’


    ‘Yes.  I only like women.’


    ‘Do you masturbate to the thought or pornography of lesbians?’


    With hesitation he admitted that he did.


    ‘I’ll make you a deal.  Evelyn and me will put on a live lesbian sex show for you.  All you’ve got to do is admit that you sometimes masturbate to the thought of sucking dick.  That’s all.  You don’t even have to mean it.  Lie.  Just look into this camera,’ she said while pointing towards camera number four, ‘and say words to that effect.’


    He shook his head.


    ‘Really?  You’ll turn down a live lesbian sex show, starring me, for some pointless dignity?  What dignity are you protecting?  I’ve got you on four cameras in a sex dungeon being beaten by a dominatrix dressed in latex.  Where’s the dignity in that?  And I’ve got you on camera swallowing your own cum.  You have no dignity left.  It’s all gone.  It’s away, never to come back.  You are a man without any hint of dignity.  I’ve taken it all.  You’ve lost all claims to being a dignified person.  At least if you shed just one more layer of so-called dignity you’ll get to witness a goddess among mortals, me, fucking Evelyn.  And she’s quite sexy for a forty-year-old lawyer.  Just say one little sentence.  That’s all.  One tiny little sentence that says you’re a cocksucker.  Not even an actual cocksucker.  You can claim to merely masturbate over it.  What do you say?’


    ‘No.  I won’t do it.’


    ‘Okay.  I’ll tell you what.  I’m not an unreasonable woman.  Sometimes.  If you say that you love sucking cock, or that you fantasise about it when you masturbate, I’ll shave twenty-five strokes from your punishment.  That’s a good deal.  Think about it.  You’re currently only at fifty of two-hundred.  You want your sore bottom turned into tenderised meat?  One-hundred and seventy-five strokes are better than two-hundred.  I’ll admit by not a lot, but when the time comes you’ll be glad you made the deal.’


    ‘No.’


    ‘You have nothing to bargain with.  Take it while you can.  My offer won’t last forever.  Rethink it.  Really think it over.  But quickly before I become bored.  Tick-tock.  Tick-tock.  What will it be?  Think before you speak.’


    ‘No.’


    ‘Brave.  But foolish.  Oh so foolish.  I admire your fortitude.  Or is it homophobia I’m admiring.  There’s nothing worse than a self-loathing homosexual so repulsed by his own desires.  Stop living a lie.  Be who you really are.  You’ve come this far admitting your masochistic desires to me.  So take the next step and confess to your bisexuality.’


    ‘No.  I’m not bisexual.  I don’t like cock.’


    ‘Have it your way.  I’ll beat it out of you.  You’ll confess to much worse by the time I get to two-hundred strokes.  We could have done this the nice way with a lesbian sex show.  But you had to be difficult.  Oh well, it’s your choice.  If you’re too stupid to choose wisely then that’s your problem.  This is why I prefer to take the freedom of choice from my slaves.  They’re too stupid to make the right choices.’  She walked behind him and picked up the paddle that had been left resting against the leg of the metal frame on his right side.  She smacked the paddle into her left palm to create some noise.  ‘That’s sore.  I wouldn’t want to be you.  I think ten with the paddle.  Ten with the whip.  And ten with the cane.  That will take us up to eighty strokes.  Then we’ll revisit this topic.  I suspect you will have a change of heart somewhere around stroke number seventy.’


    ‘Please, no more.  It hurts too much.’


    I reached out and took hold of his limp penis in my right hand.  ‘He’s not hard anymore,’ I informed her.


    ‘He’s had his orgasm.  It was one more than he should have had.  He certainly isn’t getting another one, so it’s probably for the best if he keeps it soft so he doesn’t have another one by accident.’  I let go of his penis.  


    She remembered that camera number four was poorly set up for what was about to happen.  She walked over to it and zoomed it out from its medium shot to a wide shot.  She then reframed it so Iain was on the right of the image with lots of space on the left side.  That way she could be seen standing behind him to his right on the left side of the shot.  Keeping me in the shot didn’t matter but she instructed me to step over slightly to my left so she could see me at the extreme right edge of the frame.


    She walked back to her position behind him to his right.  I was looking into his eyes as he took his beating.


    She asked him, ‘Are you homosexual?’


    ‘No, Mistress.’


    She beat him on the bum with the paddle.


    ‘Ah.  Fifty-one.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘Are you bisexual?’


    ‘No.’


    Whack.


    ‘Fifty-two.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘Are you bisexual?’


    ‘No.’


    Whack.


    ‘Fifty-three.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘Do you like men?’


    ‘No.’


    Whack.


    ‘Fifty-four.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘Are you sure you don’t desire men and their gorgeous engorged cocks?’


    ‘I don’t.’


    Whack.


    ‘Fifty-five.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘You can tell me the truth.  I won’t think much less of you.  Are you bisexual?’


    ‘No.’


    Whack.


    ‘Fifty-six.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘Tell me what I want to hear.’


    ‘No.  I won’t do it.’


    Whack.


    ‘Ouch.  Please, no more.  Mercy.  It really hurts.’


    ‘What’s my count?’


    ‘Fifty-seven.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘If you want a break from all this suffering all you’ve got to do is say the words I want to hear.’


    ‘I…  I like…’  He regained his self-control and drifted off before saying anything more.


    ‘Disappointing,’ she said as she hit him again across his inflamed buttocks.


    ‘Fifty-seven.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘No, wrong.  That wasn’t fifty-seven.  Do I need to restart at number one?’


    ‘No.  It was number…  It was fifty-eight.’


    ‘Say thank you for number fifty-eight.’


    ‘Fifty-eight.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘Is your mind slipping?  Are you in too much pain to count straight?’


    Whack.


    ‘Fifty-nine.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    Whack.


    ‘No more.  I give in.  I’ll do it.’


    ‘What’s my count?’


    ‘Sixty.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.  I’ll do it.  I’ll say it.  Just no more spanking.’


    She said, ‘Oh, there will be more spanking.  Don’t you worry about that.  If there’s one thing you can expect, it’s more spanking.  But for now you can have a reprieve.’  She walked to the wall and hung the wooden paddle on its hook.  She walked back over to him without a torture implement in her hands.  She stood in front of him with me.  ‘What are you going to confess to?’ she asked him.


    ‘That I like cock.’


    ‘And do you?’


    ‘I like whatever you say I like.’


    ‘That’s an acceptable answer.’  She walked over to camera number four and zoomed it from the wide shot into a close up of his face.  ‘You’re now in close up.  Have you something you want to tell me and all our viewers?’


    He looked into the lens.  This was a broken man at the edge of his masochistic endurance.  He said, ‘I like cock.  I suck cock.  I lick it and suck it all the time.  And I masturbate to it.  I like cock almost as much as I like pussy.’  His eyes moved from the lens to Charity’s eyes.  ‘I’ve done it.’


    ‘How embarrassing,’ she said flatly.  ‘Imagine confessing on camera to sucking cock.  But no, you don’t have to imagine.  You did it.  This film is going to haunt you for the rest of your life.’


    ‘I did what you told me to do.’


    ‘Indeed you did,’ she said as she zoomed camera number four out into a wide shot.


    ‘Are you going to uphold your end of the deal?  Or are you going to stiff me?’


    ‘Was that humour again, or just a bad choice of words?  If you’re not bisexual then you don’t want me to stiff you.’


    ‘You owe me a lesbian sex show.’


    ‘I owe you nothing but another one-hundred and fifteen strokes.’  I quickly calculated the two-hundred minus the sixty already administered and the twenty-five deducted as a reward.  Her numbers added up.  ‘But don’t groan with despair.  I will have sex with my slave girl.  Because I want to.  I was going to fuck her in front of you anyway.  You’ll have to watch while tied up in bondage.  Unable to participate or stroke your cock.  You’ll just have to linger there in your metal frame watching us two girls enjoy each other without your nasty dick getting in the way.  Evelyn,’ she said to me.  ‘Come give me a kiss.’


    I walked over to her behind camera number four and kissed her on the lips in as sensual a manner as possible.  We kissed for several seconds with our tongues touching.  My hands were wrapped around her waist.  She broke the kiss and said, ‘Cut.’  I took my hands from her waist.  She walked around the four cameras and switched them off.  Camera number two, behind Iain, was the last one to be turned off.  She walked to the back wall and picked up the key to the handcuffs.  She threw them to me.  I caught them and unlocked Iain to release him from his bondage.  Iain rubbed at the red marks on his wrists.


    Charity said, ‘I think that went pretty well.  I’m sure most of it should be usable.  At least one camera angle will pick up something worth looking at.’


    Iain moved his hands from the red marks on his wrists to the red marks on his bum.  ‘Did you have to be so hard?  You could have faked it a bit more.  Was it necessary to really whack me?’


    She didn’t waste time responding to that idiotic question.  Fake it?  Why on Earth would she fake something?  It’s not all for the cameras.  She said, ‘We need new angles on the mattress.’  She pulled her opera gloves off her hands.  Sweat dripped off the gloves onto the floor.  She put them on the worktop at the back wall.  She then kicked off her high heels.  I took my cue from her and removed my shoes as well if we were taking a break from filming.  She walked past Iain, still standing under the metal frame, to the mattress and contemplated her options in silence.


    I rubbed Iain’s bum in an attempt to sooth the pain.  I’d received a vicious and sustained spanking from Mistress Charity on Daughter Spanks Mother so I knew how painful it could be, and that was without canes, paddles and whips.  


    Charity said, ‘Right, I think I’ve got this figured out.  We’ll have one wide shot looking at Iain from the front, with us on the mattress at the bottom of the frame.  It’s basically the same shot as camera number one is right now, but reframed slightly to give us more space at the bottom to show the mattress.  We’ll have a second camera beside it in a medium shot showing the mattress and us, but Iain will be cut off at the waist so his dick will be at the top of the frame.  I’ll put the third camera behind his legs so it’s looking through them.  It will be a reverse shot of the second camera angle.’  To Iain she said, ‘You’ll have to remember to keep your feet apart or that camera won’t be able to see anything apart from your hairy calves.  Cameras two and three will be low to the ground on the shortest tripod setting.  The fourth camera will be in Iain’s hand.  I’ll unlock one of the handcuffs and give it to you.  That way we can get handheld close ups.’


    Iain asked, ‘Are you really going to spank me two-hundred times?’


    ‘No.  One-hundred and seventy-five, remember.’


    ‘You can’t really hit me that many times.’


    ‘I suppose there’s some truth to that.  It will get boring for the audience, if not for me.  I think after the lesbian scene I’ll say, “Now for your one-hundred and fifteen strokes.”  I’ll start hitting you again and the camera will slowly fade out after about twenty hits.  We’ll just imply you got beaten for the full amount.  I’m sure you’re glad to hear that.’


    ‘Yeah.  Sort of.  Does it have to be as many as twenty?’


    ‘Are you not enjoying it?  Don’t you like a good spanking?’


    ‘I think by this point it’s moved from pain to pleasure, and back to pain.  Whatever intermingling of the two I’m supposed to be getting I’m not feeling anymore.’


    ‘Don’t be such a baby.’  She walked behind camera number one and switched it on without hitting the record button.  ‘Get on all fours on the mattress.  I need to frame the shot.  Both of you.’  We stood on the mattress and got onto our knees facing each other.  We then lowered ourselves onto our hands.  She fiddled about with the camera for about a minute.  She said, ‘Okay, I’ve got the mattress and the metal frame in the shot.  It looks good.’


    She set up the other cameras as she described them.  She playacted cuffing Iain’s left hand to the metal frame above his head and put the older camera in his right hand.  ‘Do slow zooms.  And only once in a while.  Commit to your actions and live with the consequences of your choices.’  He dropped his left hand from above his head.


    We put our shoes back on and she slipped her sweaty latex opera gloves back on her arms.  I asked, ‘Now you’ve set up the cameras, what’s the actual content of the scene they’re about to capture?’


    She said, ‘We’ll kiss again while standing in front of Iain.  Then I’ll order you to lie face up on the mattress and I’ll lie on top of you.  We’ll fool around for a bit.  After we’re…’


    Iain interrupted to ask, ‘What about the camera?’  He lifted the camera in his right hand.


    ‘Oh right.  I forgot.  We’ll start the scene with the camera on a tripod to the side of the big wide shot.  I’ll walk over to it and take it off the tripod to hand it to you.  But first I’ll tell Debra to un-cuff your right hand.  I’ll say something like, “To make sure you don’t masturbate I’ll fill your hand with a camera.”  I’ll give you the camera and then I’ll tell Debra to lie down on the mattress.  I’ll get on top of her and we’ll kiss for a bit.  Then I’ll drift down to her crotch and pull her skirt, slip, tights and panties out the way and eat her out.  I’ll make her come.  Then she’ll eat me out.  Then we’ll scissor.  I think that should make for a good lesbian sex show.’  To me she said, ‘After we’re done, you’ll take the camera from him and film us handheld as I resume spanking his bum.  I think I’ll use a leather flogger.  After about fifteen or twenty strokes we’ll cut to the wide shot from camera number one and we’ll fade out as I continue to beat him.  The end.  How does that sound?’ she asked us in a search for constructive feedback.


    Iain said, ‘Painful.’


    Charity said, ‘A relationship with me is not for wimps.’


    I said, ‘It sounds solid.  I can’t think of anything to add.’


    She asked, ‘No alterations?  Nothing stupid I overlooked?’


    We both shook our heads.


    She took the camera from Iain and walked over to its tripod.  She screwed the older camera onto the head of the tripod.  She then positioned it to Iain’s right so it would appear on the left side of camera number one’s wide shot.  She walked over to camera number one to check that camera number four was actually in the frame.  It was.  She ordered me to put Iain’s handcuffs back on while she walked around the cameras hitting the record buttons.  Only camera number four, the older camera, was not recording as it wasn’t currently pointing at the action.  She rechecked the framing of all the shots as she did this.  The last camera she dealt with was camera number three behind Iain.  She told me to throw her the handcuff keys that I had in my hands.  I threw them over.  She caught them and put them back on the worktop.  ‘Any last adjustments?’ she asked when we were all back in place, with us standing before Iain.  My hands were on her waist.


    Iain asked, ‘Isn’t it going to look silly if you start kissing then it cuts to a different shot and suddenly all the cameras have changed positions?’


    ‘Yes,’ she conceded as I took my hands from her waist.  ‘But no one watching will stop beating off in outrage at our clumsy continuity.  It’s not like people’s suspension of disbelief is important to what we’re doing.  It’s just porn.  There’s no narrative.  This is the trashier, artless side of porn production in which all we’re doing is capturing sex.  There’s no plot.  There’s no complex role-playing like Debra and me did on our first movie together.  Cameras suddenly changing positions is not a big deal.  As long as we’re doing weird fetish shit, they don’t care.  We’re rolling so do you want to have an in-depth discussion about this, or are you happy to get on with it?’


    ‘I’m happy,’ he said.  ‘It was just an observation rather than a complaint.’


    ‘Okay.  Are we all ready?’


    ‘Yes,’ we both said.


    ‘Action.’  I put my hands on her waist again.  She leaned in and kissed me on the lips.  She rubbed her tongue against mine.  She withdrew her tongue and turned to Iain.  ‘Since you’re going to be of no more use while I fuck my slave girl, you might as well make a contribution in another way.’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.  Anything you desire,’ he said.


    ‘I’m going to allow Evelyn to unlock your right wrist.  But don’t get too excited.  You’re not going to be able to masturbate as you watch me ravish Evelyn’s pussy with my mouth.  I’m not that kind.  Your hand will be full of camera equipment instead of cock.  You will film your mistress and her slave girl making lesbian love.  You will watch us and you will get hard.  But you won’t be able to do anything more than watch with your prick sticking out.  Say thank you.’


    ‘Thank you, Mistress.’


    ‘For what?’


    ‘For allowing me this pleasure.’


    ‘Pleasure that will soon turn to frustration when you can’t do anything but watch.  And record.’  She walked over to camera number four on the tripod.  As she unscrewed it from the tripod she ordered me to unlock his right hand.  I walked over to the back wall and collected the key.  I returned to Iain and unlocked the one handcuff.  She pressed the record button on camera number four and put it in his right hand.  I returned the key to the back wall.


    As I was walking back to my position Charity told me to sit on the mattress.  She sat down beside me and we kissed while facing Iain.  He filmed us as we moved from heavy petting to lying on the mattress.  She was on top of me and her hands were on my breasts.  She molested my upper body while I squeezed her naked arse cheeks.  Her hands landed on my nylon covered knees and worked their way up my skirt until she was at my crotch.  I pulled my skirt and slip out the way to be around my hips.  She took advantage of the increased room to move by sliding her right hand into the waistband of my tights and into my red lacy knickers.  She found my intimate hole and fingered it.


    ‘Are you seeing this?’ she asked Iain.


    ‘Yes, Mistress.’


    ‘What can you see?’


    ‘I can see you have your fingers inside Evelyn’s pussy.’


    She asked me how it felt.  I said it was amazing.


    She ripped a hole in my tights and pushed my panties aside.  Her mouth found my cunt and she lapped at it.  In short order she triggered an orgasm in me.  I came in her mouth.


    We swapped positions and I licked at her pussy.


    Then we got into the scissor position and rubbed our cunts together.


    We lay beside each other looking up at Iain, his erection and his camera.  We masturbated each other while Iain filmed us.  After Charity came she stood up and looked directly into the older camera.  She asked him if he enjoyed what he saw.  ‘Yes, Mistress.  You are so beautiful.  And your lovemaking with another woman was a sublime sight to behold.’


    I stood up beside her and rearranged my businesswoman attire to be as respectable as I could make it considering I’d just had sweaty, passionate lesbian sex.


    Charity asked him if he wanted to come again.


    ‘Yes, Mistress.’


    ‘Too bad.  You can’t.’  She reached out and yanked the camera from his hand.  She handed it to me.  I took it and filmed the two of them in a handheld medium shot.  She called, ‘Cut.’  Without a word to us she walked over to cameras two and three and tilted them upwards so they wouldn’t be filming our feet and knees.  She framed them as low angle medium shots that showed our heads down to our crotches.  She made sure that camera number three behind him could see his whole bum.  She got back into place before Iain and said, ‘Action.  Continue.  Right.  I promised you another one-hundred and fifteen strokes.  You’ve had plenty of time to recover so I hope you’re ready.  Are you prepared to take the rest of your punishment?’


    ‘No, please Mistress.  No more.’


    ‘Put your hand on the top bar.’


    ‘Please.  It hurts too much.’


    ‘Put your hand above your head.’


    ‘Not one-hundred and fifteen strokes.  It’s too much.  Don’t make me take it.’


    ‘Put your hand on the top of the metal bondage frame.’


    ‘I can’t.  I won’t.’


    ‘Do you want me to add another stroke for every second you defy me?’


    ‘No.’


    ‘Then put your hand on the bar over your head.  I’m going to start counting.’


    ‘It’s too much.’


    ‘One extra stroke.  Two extra strokes.  Three extra strokes.’


    He put his right hand above him and gripped the metal frame.  She reached up and attached the hanging handcuff to his wrist.


    ‘One-hundred and eighteen strokes.  I fancy using a leather flogger this time.’  She walked past him to the back wall and picked up a black leather flogger.  


    I walked around them getting good handheld footage using camera number four while he took his strokes.


    She said to him, ‘You love it when I hurt you.  Don’t you?’


    ‘No, Mistress.’


    Whack.


    ‘Sixty-one.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘Did you love the way I made Evelyn orgasm with my tongue?’


    ‘Yes.’


    Whack.


    ‘Sixty-two.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘I saw how it got your dick all pumped up with blood.  You liked it.  Of that there can be no doubt.’


    Whack.


    ‘Sixty-three.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘Would you like to make love to my slave girl?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress.’


    ‘Do you think I’d ever allow you to do that one of these days?’


    ‘Yes.’


    Whack.


    ‘Sixty-four.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘And why would I let you stick your filthy dick in my pretty Evelyn?  I like her, you know.  Unlike you.  You I couldn’t even begin to care less about.  Evelyn I feel a slight twinge of affection for.  Why would I subject her sweet cunt to your filthy dick?  Why would I do that to her?’


    She hit him on the bum with the flogger.


    ‘Sixty-five.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    ‘So why would I subject her to your feeble penis in her most special of places?  What possible reason why?’


    Whack.


    ‘Sixty-six.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.  Because it will amuse you to see us together.  You like to watch your slaves have sex.  You’re a pervert who enjoys seeing the physical act of love.  That’s why you will one day allow me to violate her pussy.’


    She whacked him a further four times in quick succession without saying a word.  There wasn’t enough time between the blows for him to verbally count the strokes.  ‘Such impertinence, assuming anything about my character.  I might be a pervert, but that’s not for you to say.’  She hit him again.


    ‘Seventy-one.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.  You’re most kind.’


    Charity said, ‘Okay, this is the long fade out at the climax.  No talking.’


    ‘You don’t want me to count?  Won’t that be a bit odd?’


    ‘Okay, you can count.’


    She slowly whacked him on the arse a further six times.  He verbally counted the strokes and thanked her for each smack.  Once they hit number seventy-seven Iain said, ‘Seventy-seven.  Thank you, Mistress Charity.  Cut.  That’s it.  I’m done.  No more.  I can’t take another blow.  I’m raw all over.  I kept up my end of the deal.  I’m done.  We’ve got enough footage for the long fade out at the end.’


    Mistress Charity sounded disappointed as she said, ‘I was enjoying that.’


    He said, ‘You would.  You’re a sadist.’


    She replied, ‘And you’re a masochist, so why stop my fun?’


    I switched my camera off and pointed it towards the floor.  I asked, ‘Are we done?’


    She said, ‘Yeah.  For now.’  She cruelly spanked him on the arse with her gloved hand before switching off all the other cameras.  She hung the flogger on the back wall and picked up the handcuff keys.  She came up behind Iain and undid the cuffs.  She said to his back, ‘Hit the showers.’  She walked past him to the office.  She stopped at the door and turned back to us.  She said, ‘We did good work today.  A lot of boys and girls will be masturbating over this.  That’s something we can be proud of.  We’re going to cause a lot of self-induced orgasms with this film.’


     


     


    I was sitting on Melissa’s lap with her arms around me at her kitchen table.  In one long exhaled breath she said in a slow continuous sentence, ‘I…think…you’re… happy.’


    ‘Happy?’ I repeated.


    ‘Yes, happy.  Are you happy?’


    ‘Can anyone sane feel happy for more than a day or two?  Hell, can anyone sustain happiness for more than a few hours?  A vague feeling of contentment is about all you can hope for in the long-term.’


    ‘Okay then, moody bitch.  How do you feel now?  Right now.  At this very second.’


    ‘I feel…  Maybe I feel some weird, corrupted sort of satisfaction that could be mistaken for happiness.  But it’s cut with dread.  Pure creeping dread.  I love what we did.  On a personal level I adore that we fucked on camera and we did such messed up kinky things.  I do.  It was great sex.  It’s just I fear others will not love it.  Or won’t understand it.  People are going to react, honestly or dishonestly, with severe negativity.  They’re going to damn me for it.  I’ll be branded a slut and a pervert.  And worse.  I love what we did, but I’d prefer it if we could keep it to ourselves.’


    ‘Where’s the fun in that?  Anyway, Daughter Spanks Mother is out of my hands.  It’s done.’


    ‘But do we have to release the other two?’


    ‘Yes.  Debra, what’s the name of that security guard at your work?  The cute one.’


    ‘Tony?’ I said even though I knew she could remember his name perfectly fine without my help.


    ‘That’s it.  Tony.  Maybe you should arrange a screening of your career in porn for Tony.  You could invite him up to one of the unoccupied hotel rooms and show him your movies.  That would be fun, wouldn’t it?’


    ‘I strongly disagree.  That’s an awful idea.’


    ‘I don’t know.  It amuses me.  And that’s all that matters.  My opinion in matters of perverse sex is the only one that counts for anything around here.  I think you should show him your work.  I suspect he’ll like it.  And then you can open the bathroom door and I’ll come out with a camera.  And we all fuck.’


    ‘Melissa, you’re an absurd person.’


    ‘That’s Mistress Charity to you.  You will address me by my proper name and title when discussing these matters.’


    ‘It’s too big a risk to play sex games with my co-workers.’


    ‘There is no risk.  You’ve seen my handiwork.’


    That was true, I had seen her handiwork.  Her accomplishments in setting up improbable sexual encounters had been remarkable and flew in the face of all accepted logic of how the real world works.  The penny dropped.  This was already no longer an idle thought but now a plan of action she was going to go through with.  ‘Oh fuck.  You’re going to make me do it.  And you’re going to make Tony do it as well.  You’re a cruel person.  What did I do wrong in a past life to deserve this?  Why do you do this to me?’


    ‘Because it’s funny.  Because it makes me wet.  Doesn’t it make you wet?’


    ‘It makes me want to throw up with nerves.  Can’t you feel me trembling in your arms?  You’re literally making me shake with fear.  I can’t do it again.  I’ve already delivered my boyfriend to you.  Do we really need to bring Tony into this?’


    ‘I think we need to.’


    ‘I work with Tony.  If it backfires it will backfire probably even worse than if things had gone sideways with Iain.’


    ‘Have I failed you so far?’


    ‘That’s not the point.’


    She repeated her question.  ‘Have I failed you so far?’


    ‘No,’ I conceded.


    ‘So why would I fail you now?  You said you “delivered” Iain.  That’s not quite true, now is it?  I delivered him.  You just didn’t stand in my way.  If you work with me I can promise you one thing: you’ll be fucking Tony.  You’d get to feel his dick inside you.  Wouldn’t you like that?  Don’t you think of him as the cute one at work?  Wouldn’t you like to fuck him?  To have him fuck you in all your holes?  And to share him with me.  Wouldn’t you like that?’


    ‘It sounds like you care about my opinion.  I thought your opinion was the only one that mattered.’


    ‘You’re right.  Why am I discussing this with you?  This discussion is over.  You’re fucking Tony tomorrow.  Find us a room and invite him up.  We could book a room but it’s more fun to do it the naughty way for free.  We could do it like we did Iain.  You invite him over and I’ll enslave him.  You wear your grey maid’s uniform and I’ll excite him with some latex.  But maybe it would be more interesting if you did it on your own.  Tease him with some porn footage and then offer to suck his cock, but only if he agrees to let you film it.  Offer him a mask or whatever.  When he says yes, like he definitely will, only then reveal you’ve brought your own camera operator.  Open the bathroom door and I’ll film you fucking him in your uniform.  Then I’ll join in.  Before you know it he’ll be ejaculating wherever we point him.’


    ‘You really want to do that?  And on camera?  At my place of work?  With my co-worker?  And in my uniform?  I’m guaranteed to be fired.  He’ll get fired.  And remember, he’s married.’


    ‘Debra, I’ve done far worse things in my days.  This wouldn’t even break into my top ten.  For example, it could be argued that it’s a lesser act than seducing your boyfriend into a filmed threesome.’  She added, ‘This isn’t cruel of me.  This is a kindness.  You’ve always wanted to suck Tony’s cock.  Don’t deny it.  And now I’m delivering it to you.  So be thankful and say thank you.’


    After a brief pause I gave in and said, ‘Thank you, Mistress Charity.’


    

    


    
  


  
    10.  Unrelenting Sadomasochistic Feminisation: Transforming My Husband Into a Pathetic Crossdressing Sissy [Novel]


     


    My husband talked me into trying S&M to spice up our sex life.  Finding himself in a dress kneeling before a group of strange men was not what he had in mind.  It turned out I was far more inventive, controlling and malicious than he expected.


     


    ‘But remember, this is what you wanted.  You asked for cruelty.  Cruelty is what you’re getting.  You have no one else to blame apart from yourself.  You begged me to be a cruel woman.  I’m merely dong what you pleaded me to do.  You wanted me to enslave you and enrapture you with malice and spite.  Unkindness.  Meanness.  Nastiness.  Brutality.  Spitefulness.  Vindictiveness.  Mercilessness.  Viciousness.  Heartlessness.  Harshness.  These are all things you asked for.  You didn’t want kindness.  For that you were stupid.  Very stupid.  You desired perversion.  I will deliver you the perversion you asked for.  Now come closer.  I’ve got a mouth I want to [XXX].’


    

    


    
  


  
    My Husband Introduces Sadomasochism Into Our Marriage: ‘You’d eat your own cum?’


     


    The title of the book my husband pushed over to me was I Turned My Wife Into a Dominatrix and I’ve Only Myself to Blame by Angela Croy.  ‘What’s this?’ I asked after taking in the title, the author’s name and the cover image.  It depicted a woman wearing a black latex dress sitting on a half-naked man like he was a stool.  She was looking into the camera with an expression of total control.  Everything was right in her world.  If I’d glanced at it just a bit longer I would have also noticed that the man had a leather collar around his neck.  The owner’s end of the connecting metal leash was in her hand.


    Paul said, ‘It’s a BDSM erotica novel.’


    ‘Tell me something I don’t know.’


    ‘It’s about a haughty wife who cuckolds her husband.  She deliberately engineers it so he‘ll catch her at it in their marital bed with his boss.  From there she quickly demolishes his power in the relationship and turns him into her full-time submissive.’


    ‘You liked this book?’ I asked from the other side of the dining room table.


    ‘It’s one of the better examples of the subgenre.’


    ‘Why are you telling me this?’  I knew my husband read dirty books but that was his private thing.  I didn’t have any desire to know more than I’d already learned.


    ‘I’d like to try it.’


    ‘Sadomasochism?’ I asked without any suggestion of concern in my voice.  ‘You want to try sadomasochism?’


    ‘Is that so odd?’ he asked.


    ‘I guess not.’


    ‘You’ve always known I’ve had an interest in it.’


    ‘But surely that was just theoretical.  You’ve never shown any interest in getting your hands dirty with the practical reality of the thing.  It’s one thing to watch it or read it, but quite another to do it yourself.’


    ‘Which is precisely why it’s taken me so long to pluck up the courage to ask you about it.  Would you be willing to explore BDSM with me?’


    I was a practical minded person so I asked what was expected of me instead of clamming up with wifely outrage.  I had no wish to hurt his feelings and offhandedly brand him a dirty pervert just for having unusual sexual desires.  I did love the fool after all.  Also it wasn’t like the mere mention of sexual perversion freaked me out and had me running for my life.  I wasn’t a prude.  There just hadn’t been a need, until now apparently, to spice things up with whips and chains.  ‘What would be expected of me?  When you say BDSM I picture whips and leather.  Or latex like this woman,’ I said as I pointed my burgundy painted nail at the book cover.  For the first time I noticed the collar and leash.  ‘Is this what you want?’


    He said, ‘Maybe.  Maybe not.  Let’s not run away with ourselves.  We should learn to walk before we run.  We don’t need to spend a penny on props and cages and restraints.  Until we know what we like and don’t like, and what our interests and limits are, we should start small.  Tiny,’ he said while crushing a few inches of air between his palms on the surface of our dinner table.  ‘I propose we start by dressing you up in a severe outfit.  Like an office dominatrix.  Tight short pencil skirt, black tights, very high heels, tight blouse, extreme make-up and your dark hair in a painfully tight bun.  You know the look.’


    ‘“Office dominatrix”,’ I repeated back to him.


    ‘Or you could wear thigh high boots.  You’ve got a pair of them.  It’s your choice.  Dressing up gives the dominatrix most of her power and allure.’


    ‘So I’m the dom?’ I asked.


    ‘Well we don’t know.  Maybe you are, maybe you’re not.  Until we try it we don’t know anything.  I might not like it or you might not feel comfortable barking orders.  But we’ve got to start somewhere.  I suspect I’m more submissive than dominant.  I like the idea of a dominatrix telling me what to do.  That’s a fantasy of mine.  Being the guy spanking a helpless girl doesn’t stir much in my psyche.  Being paddled by a hot chick in latex as she shouts verbal abuse at me is far more sexy.  Wouldn’t you agree?’


    When I didn’t immediately respond he rephrased the question.  ‘Sarah, what one of those two scenarios excites you more?  Dishing out the beating or receiving the beating?’


    ‘If I had to pick one I guess beating the man.  I’m not a pain slut.  To the best of my knowledge,’ I added.


    ‘Neither am I.  A little bit of pain should be enough to get the message across.  If I was beating you I would have no intention of hitting you hard enough to leave marks.  I hope you don’t plan to really hurt me if we go through with this.  I’d rather keep this on a more psychological level with the cruelty not relying too much on physical pain.’


    I nodded in agreement to that.  I asked, ‘Do we swap roles?’


    ‘To start with.  We need to experiment.  See what feels right and wrong.  I’m sure by the end of the second session we’ll know where we stand and how far we’d want to take it.’


    I said, ‘I guess, because none of us have suggested something like this in the past, neither of us is a true sadist or submissive.  I think something like that would have come up by now after all these years.  So I doubt we’ll want to go too far.’


    ‘We’ll see.  We’ll take it slow.  What I think we should do is discuss our first session tonight, and tomorrow do it.  If it’s a disaster then we give up.  Nothing ventured nothing gained.  You should read that book.  Or at least skim read it.  It covers the basics of S&M.  There are a lot of good ideas in it.’


    I lifted the book from the tabletop and flipped it to the reverse side to read the blurb.  It was as he described it.  I looked back up at him and said, ‘What was the rest of your idea?  I dress up like an office dominatrix.  And then what?’


    ‘Then you verbally abuse me.  Call me a worthless panty sniffing cunt and other things like that.  Just totally rip into me.  Call me all the disgusting things you can think of.  Try and make me cry.  I mean really cry.  Say the most hurtful things.  Try and make me feel worthless.  Be as cruel as you can.  Then put me over your knee and spank me.’


    ‘You like spanking?’


    ‘That’s the thing.  I don’t know until I try it.  You spank me hard until I beg you to stop.’


    ‘Do I do this with my bare hand?’


    ‘For now.  Later we can get canes and floggers.  If you don’t mind using one of your hairbrushes, you could use that after your hands.  Then after I’ve begged you to stop hitting me you tug me off.  You collect it into your hand and then make me eat it.’


    ‘You’d be willing to do that?  You’d eat your own cum?’


    ‘It’s BDSM.  It’s meant to be kinky.  The more kinky and “wrong” the better.  Then you can either make me eat you out or we can end the session.  What do you think?  Are you disgusted?’


    ‘I’m not disgusted.’


    ‘Are you aroused?’


    ‘Maybe a little.’


    ‘Do you want to do it?’


    After a short pause I said, ‘I see no reason why not.’


     


     


    I read the book that night.  It was a slim volume.  It wasn’t what I’d describe as good literature.  The characters and story were lacking and the writing style weak, but it did the job.  It got my cunt wet and it got my mind thinking.  As I read it on the sofa I had a pad of paper beside me for taking notes.  In the four or five hours it took me to read it I filled ten pages with observations and ideas.  They were notes for scenarios, dirty talk and practical concerns; as well as a list of sex toys and other items we might need.  I dreaded to think what a latex catsuit would cost.  I doubted it would be cheap.  It was very easy to see how BDSM could become an expensive hobby if you wanted all the equipment and costumes.  Paul was right to insist on small steps all the way.  There was no need to buy a latex catsuit before we’d even tried a little light spanking.  There was no call to go crazy on the shopping just yet.  Imagine if we didn’t like it because S&M just wasn’t for us.  What looked like fun might be depressing, boring and unsatisfying in real life.  Not only would all that money be gone, but we’d have all this equipment eating up space with no one we could sell it to.  We’d probably have to just bin it.  That would kill me as I’m very big on recycling and redistributing unwanted bric-a-brac.


    Later I conducted more research online and I found out the prices of the specialist items I wanted to purchase.  This was going to be a very absorbing project that might turn into a hobby and then a lifestyle.


    ‘Tangerine’ was the safeword I decided upon to stop our sessions.  To slow things down without breaking the atmosphere we would just use the word ‘mercy’.


     


     


    In the morning Paul asked me if I’d changed my mind.  ‘We don’t have to do anything that makes you uncomfortable.’


    ‘Don’t worry about me,’ I answered.  ‘I’m into it.  It could be fun.  I’m not willing to rule anything out just yet.  Let’s just promise to keep a sense of humour about it.  Let’s not get po-faced and serious.  It’s just a bit of slap and tickle.  It might be kinkier than average sex but that’s not a crime.  It’s not evil.  We’re not going to become lifestyle S&M people who turn cleaning the toilet into a sex game.  Promise me you’re not going to lose the ability to get it up for me when I’m not encased in skin-tight PVC.’


    ‘I promise not to go overboard and to keep a sense of humour about things.  But not too much humour though.  We should be deadly serious when we’re doing it.  If we’re laughing while you’re punishing me, then what’s the point?  We need to keep a straight face.  Let’s keep the humour before and after.  But during the session we need to be “professional”.  Agreed on that?’


    ‘That sounds right.’


    ‘Do you think you can do it?  As soon as I come home you’ve got to be in character.  And you can’t let it slip until we’re done.’


    ‘I know.’


    ‘It might be easier to say than it is to do.’


    ‘I might not be an award winning actress, but I think I can handle not breaking the fourth wall.’


    ‘Okay, I’m just saying.  I’ll see you at six.’  He leaned in and we kissed each other goodbye.  


    I was looking forward to this.  I was going to get my sadistic side out and put it on full display.  I loved Paul dearly but that love had no place in our relationship after 6pm.  I’d put that love away in a box and my vengeful, twisted bitch half was to get full control.  I was going to make my husband cry.  I was going to belittle him so much he’d have to consider a divorce.  He was going to be questioning what sort of monster he’d married if I was capable of such sadism.


    

    


    
  


  
    My Husband Is a Sissy and Needs to Be Spanked: ‘Really, you stroke your dick while wearing your wife’s panties?’


     


    I was home before five from the florist and I got ready for my husband.  I put on a white blouse and a short black pencil skirt.  On my legs I wore fifteen denier black tights and four inch heels on my feet.  They were closed-toed black court shoes.  I put my brunette hair into a tight bun and applied more extreme than usual make-up.


    I placed a pair of white lace knickers on our bed.


    I waited in the kitchen for him to arrive.  I flicked through I Turned My Wife Into a Dominatrix and I’ve Only Myself to Blame and re-read the sex scenes until I heard the front door being unlocked.


    As soon as Paul was in the front door I sprang from my chair at the dinner table and met him in the hall.  I screeched, ‘What the fuck.  You fucking sissy.  I found the knickers.’


    ‘What?’  He was flustered as I’d caught him totally off-guard.  I guess he didn’t expect me to jump on him so quickly or to be confronted with accusations about knickers.  If he thought I was going to ease him into my world of domination then he was much mistaken.


    ‘I found them.  In your drawer beside the bed.  You’ve been wearing ladies knickers, haven’t you?  You sissy.  You fucking sissy.  Upstairs, now.’  I grabbed Paul by the arm and pulled him upstairs.  I pushed open the door to our bedroom.  Laid out on display in the centre of our marital bed were the white lace panties.  He stood at the doorway, me in the room before him.  He was dumbstruck without any response – it was hard to tell if it was stage fright or a lack of ideas as to what to say.


    I said, ‘Explain these.  Explain them to me.  Explain how a pair of my knickers ended up in your bedside drawer.  You’ve been wearing them, haven’t you?’


    At last he managed to stutter out a rebuttal.  ‘No.  It wasn’t me.’


    ‘Then who else put them there?  If you were just sniffing my panties then you’d have put them back in my drawer.  I don’t know why you’d want to, but I know you’ve been wearing them.  You’ve been getting off sexually by wearing my panties.  How long has this been going on?  Answer me.  Answer me, Paul?’


    ‘I’ve not been…  I’m not wearing your panties.’


    ‘Sissy.  Fucking sissy.  Just admit it.  I’m angry.  I’m furious.  But not half as angry as I will be if you lie to me and deny it.  Tell me, Paul.  Tell me.’


    He said, ‘I didn’t put them there.’


    ‘Oh, they just magically got there all by themselves.  The magic, walking, conveniently sexy panties just happened to take a trip into the back of your bedside drawer.  Fucking sissy,’ I loudly lamented with anger.  ‘I’m supposed to be the girl in this relationship.  Not you.  Am I really supposed to believe you haven’t been wearing my underwear?’


    ‘I haven’t.  Sarah, I haven’t been…’


    ‘Save it.  I don’t believe you.  I knew you had a hidden perverse side.  I’ve looked the other way when you read kinky erotica books or surfed the internet for perverted sex videos.  All of that is forgivable and an acceptable part of normal male sexual desire.  But this, this wearing of women’s clothing, is not conventional.  It’s not normal.  It’s a deviancy.  A truly unusual perversion.  It’s not normal.  It opens up a whole box of gender questions.  Some of these questions are best not asked and definitely best not answered.  Are you aroused by other men?  Do you want to be a woman?  Are you mentally in your head a transgender person?  See, these are not comfortable questions to be asking or answering.  I mean what the fuck.  It isn’t normal male sexuality to want to dress up like a girl.  This is a real issue.  What does it mean for our marriage?  Why did you have to be such a sissy?  Why couldn’t you have just controlled your urges?  You could have asked me to dress up in lingerie more often if that would have helped.  Or did the desire to wear it yourself eclipse any pleasure you’d have in seeing me in it?’


    He tried to mumble something but I talked over him.  ‘You’ve been wearing panties, haven’t you?  My panties!  You pervert.  You’ve been raiding my underwear drawer and putting on my knickers.  How could you?  Did they turn you on when you saw me wearing them?  I don’t get it.  How did it go from enjoying me in them to thinking about wearing them yourself?  That’s disgusting.  It’s creepy and it’s wrong.  Are you a fag?  Is that it?  Or is it that you enjoy wearing women’s clothing because you want to be a woman yourself?  Is that it?  And to think I used to think you were a man.  How wrong I was.  Well go on then.  Put them on.  You obviously want to.  You clearly want to slip into them and feel all girly.  And then what do you do?  Masturbate?  Of course you do.  You masturbate, don’t you?  You masturbate while wearing my panties.  That’s disgusting.  It’s so perverse.  And you’re my husband.  A closet homosexual.  A sissy.  You’re such a sissy.  A sissy who gets off on wearing my underwear.  And who knows what else you like to wear.  Just because I caught you hiding knickers doesn’t mean there aren’t other things of mine you touch and put on.  Have you been wearing my tights?  Have you been sliding my silky stockings and tights over your legs and getting hard at the feel of that nylon rubbing against your skin?  You pervert.  Only girls get to feel that sensual pleasure.  That’s for us alone.  Boys don’t get to wear stockings.  That’s ours.  Not yours.  And do you wear dresses?  And bras?  And my shoes?  I bet you wear my high heels.  Sissy.  Faggot.  Sissy faggot.  I’m married to a fucking sissy.’


    I picked up the underwear from the bed and said, ’Put the panties on.  You want to.  It’s so obvious.  Go ahead.  Be a pervert and put them on.  Humiliate yourself in front of your wife.  Get undressed and put them on.’  I stood with my hands on my waist with the white knickers in my right hand.  ‘Now.  Get undressed.’


    There was an awkward silence as it took him a moment to realise that I was serious and that I expected him to strip there and then.  I sighed with peeved-off exasperation.  He got the message.  I watched as he took off his office clothes.  He piled his clothes on the floor in a neat bundle by the door.  He was now standing fully naked before me.  He was nearly fully erect.


    ‘If you like wearing knickers so much you should wear them.  Go on.’  I handed the panties to him.  ‘Put them on.  Show me what a sissy you are.  Step into them like a transvestite.  Is that what you are?  A transvestite?  Are you a silly tranny?’  Reluctantly he stepped into the knickers and pulled them up into place over his erection.


    ‘Do you like the feel of those panties on your dick?  Is that turning you on?  Are you seriously getting aroused by wearing your own wife’s panties?  And while she’s watching you.  This is seriously your idea of sexy?  Because it isn’t mine.  This is repugnant.  You look like such an idiot.  On me they’re sexy.  On you they’re silly.  For heaven’s sake, stop being so hard.’  He was now fully erect.  ‘It’s poking out at the top.  I can see your tip.  That isn’t right.  It’s not natural for a man to be so aroused by wearing his own wife’s panties.  I dread to think how excited you’d be if I put you in a dress.  Would you like that?  Would you like me to put you in one of my dresses?  One of the tight fitting ones with a short skirt.  Is that what would excite you even more?  How can you stand this humiliation?  You’re not normal.  You’re a fucking sissy.  Do you want to wear my tights and skirts and bras and high heels?  Disgusting.  Stupid.  It’s not normal.  It’s perverted.  It’s kinky.  I don’t like kinky perverts.  You should be taught a lesson.  You should be put over my knee and spanked until the silliness is knocked out of you.’  


    I sat on the bed facing him and said, ‘Over my knee.  Now.’  He didn’t move.  ‘No, not later, now.  Don’t dillydally.  Head there, feet there,’ I said as I indicated for his head to be to my left and for his feet to be to my right.  This meant his bottom would be exposed to my dominant right hand.  ‘Do it now, sissy.  I won’t ask again.’  He finally moved and laid his body across my black nylon lap as instructed.  ‘At last.  In future you will obey my orders much faster.  You deserve pain as punishment for many things.  But for now this spanking is for being such a disappointment to your wife.  Do you think she’s happy that her husband turned out to be such a sissy cocksucker?’


    ‘No.  I know she’s not happy with me.’


    I started spanking him on the arse.


    ‘Are you sorry for being such a sissy?  Say you’re sorry and I might stop.  Say you’re sorry.’


    Spank.


    ‘Sorry.  I’m sorry,’ he bleated.


    Spank.


    ‘For what?’


    Spank.


    ‘For…  For…’  He couldn’t bring himself to confess to wearing the knickers that he hadn’t actually worn.  He had too much pride to even play along with this kinky scenario.  I knew my instincts were right – crossdressing was the perfect vehicle for bringing real humiliation into the picture.  ‘I’m sorry for everything,’ he said.


    Spank.


    ‘No, that’s not good enough.  I don’t want a vague apology for unspecific transgressions.  I want you to admit to wearing my panties.  Say you’re sorry for playing with yourself while wearing my knickers.’


    Spank.


    ‘No.’


    Spank.


    ‘Then this spanking isn’t going to end until you admit to your wrongdoing.’


    Spank.


    ‘I can’t admit to it.  I didn’t do it.  I didn’t put on your panties.’


    Spank.


    I continued to hit him as I said, ‘Well then, enjoy getting your arse cheeks turned into mincemeat.  Do you like getting spanked?  Is that it?  Is that your other weird fetish?  You fucking freak.  You enjoy getting spanked, you little whore.  You like that.  You like that feel of feminine anger raining down spanks on your rosy red arse cheeks.  Or do you prefer the feel of the lace knickers on your skin?  Or is it the combination of both that really gets you going?  Or maybe it’s the feel of my tights wrapped around my legs rubbing against your stomach?  Is that it?  Is it the feel of my tights on your skin?  I can feel your cock poking into my thigh.  Does the thought of your dick touching my tights turn you on?  You’re a real dirty pervert.  Do you want to wear what I’m wearing?  Do you want to put on my white sheer panties and my black fifteen denier tights?  Do you?  You fucking sissy.  My bra, my blouse, my short pencil skirt?  You want to wear it all, don’t you?  Pervert.  Does it turn you on because I’m wearing it or because you’re imagining yourself wearing it?  You like what I’m wearing and you want to wear it yourself.  Don’t you?’


    Spank.  Spank.  Spank.


    I ignored his pleading and said, ‘You know what I object to?  It’s that you’re obviously enjoying this even though it’s meant to be a punishment to teach you a lesson.  Well if you like it so much I’ll escalate this until you don’t like it.  I’ll find your limit.  And I’ll break it.  Just you wait, missy.’


    Spank.


    ‘Admit that you’re a sissy.’


    ‘I’m not.’


    Spank.


    ‘Did you put my knickers on?’


    ‘I didn’t do it.’


    Spank.


    I said, ‘I want a full apology.  I want you to apologise with sincerity.  I’m your wife.  I know when you’re faking sincerity.  Don’t test me.  I will hurt you even worse than I am right now.’


    Spank.


    Spank.


    Spank.


    I asked, ‘Do you like being spanked?’


    Smack.


    ‘No.  Please, mercy.  No more.  Mercy.  It hurts.’  


    ‘It’s meant to hurt.’  Spank.  


    ‘Mercy.  It’s too sore.  Please, mercy.’  Spank.  ‘Mercy’ was the safeword to slow down but I ignored it.  ‘Tangerine’ was the only safeword I respected.  I continued to slap his panty covered buttocks with my bare right hand.


    ‘You must like being spanked.  You must do because any halfway normal person would have shrivelled up into a ball and cringed themselves to death with the humiliation.  I think you like being spanked.  You like the pain.  And the attention.  And I think you like the humiliation.  You enjoy it.  You like it when I dress you in panties and spank your bottom.  This is your idea of a good time.  Pervert.  Sissy.  Tranny.  If your mum could see you now.  What would she say?  She’d be so ashamed that her son was a sissy.  You’re such a transvestite sissy.  Where’s your dignity?  Where’s your manhood?  How can you live with the shame?  I’ve half a mind to tell your mum what you are.  I’m sure she’d be devastated to learn that her son is a transvestite.  Are you at least straight?  Do I, your wife, turn you on even when I’m not wearing the clothes you love so much?  Or is it the pretty clothes alone that turn you on?  When I’m naked am I just boring and un-arousing?  Is it all about the pretty clothes?’


    He said, ‘I love you.  You make me hard when you’re naked.  Especially when you’re naked.’


    ‘Perhaps, but now I know about your panty fetish I can’t really believe you when you say things like that.  Do you, in your own opinion, deserve a spanking on the buttocks for being such a massive sissy?’


    Spank.  He cried out in anguish.  If I wasn’t in the middle of breaking him then I was getting close.  I was definitely making progress.  Tears were on the immanent horizon.


    He broke after another hard slap on the arse.  ‘Yes, Sarah.  I deserve to be spanked.’


    Spank.


    ‘You do?  For being a sissy?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘You admit you’ve been crossdressing?’


    Smack.


    ‘Yes.  I admit it.  I put on your underwear when you’re not around.’


    ‘Are you a sissy?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Say it.  Say, “I’m a sissy.”’


    ‘I’m a sissy.’


    ‘Good girl.’  Spank.  ‘That’s what I like to hear.  I might not be fully finished spanking you but I will reward you with this.’  I moved my spanking hand in between his legs and touched his erect cock.  I groped it through the lace of the knickers.  ‘You like that?’


    ‘Yes.’


    I moved my hand inside his panties and grabbed hold of his erection.  I pulled it out so it hung out from the right side of the panties.  I started to masturbate him.  I stroked his six inch cock with my wrist between his hairy legs.  I would have to insist on him shaving his legs before our next session.


    He sighed with pleasure.  He was definitely getting off on this.  I wondered if he had tears in his eyes as I looked at the back of his head.


    ‘So what do you do when you’re alone with my underwear?  Do you stroke it?  Do you stroke it like I’m stroking it right now?’


    ‘Yes, Sarah.’


    ‘Why do you stroke it?’


    ‘I stroke it because it feels good.’


    ‘Really, you stroke your dick while wearing your wife’s panties?  Is that what gets you off?  Is that what gets you wet and makes your little sissy heart flutter?  You stroke it like this?  Up and down.  Up and down.  Is that how you like it?  Up and down.  Up and down.  You masturbate while wearing my things, don’t you?  You’re a bad boy.  A very bad boy.  Well actually no, you’re not a bad boy.  You’re a bad girl.  You’re a girl, not a boy.  In that sissy head of yours I bet you think like a girl.  That sissy brain is probably as much a girl as it is a boy.  You’re a girl.  Not a boy.  I married a girl.  Thanks for nothing, Paul.  Or should I call you Paula?  That’s a thought.  If you’re a girl then you should have a girl’s name.  It’s incorrect for me to address you with a masculine name.  Paul is so not you anymore.  You are not a man – despite what that thing between your legs is trying to imply.  You’re a sissy girl.  And a sissy girl needs a feminine name.  I’ve always liked the name Karen.  It suits you.  I’ll mould you into the girl you’ve always wanted to be.  I can do that for you.  All you’ve got to do is ask.  And do everything I say.  No matter how scary or wrong it might seem.  Don’t fret.  There’s no need to worry.  I’ve got your best interests at heart.  I’m here to perfect you.  And perfection requires discipline.  Like spanking and taking direction without comment.’


    I took my hand from his dick and spanked him a few times on the arse.  I returned to stroking his cock.


    ‘As I was saying, I like the name Karen.  You will be called Karen from now on.  Your old identity as Paul is no more.  You are Karen.  A girl.  A submissive slut who I will train and mould into the correct little girl she wants to be.  I think to underscore your lesser role in the household I will give you a title.  A demeaning title.  And I will give myself a title as well.  One that elevates me above the common muck.  You will be Submissive Karen.  From now on you will be referred to as Submissive Karen while I will be Dominatrix Alisha.  You will address me as Dominatrix Alisha at all times.  Never as merely Alisha or Sarah.  I am Dominatrix Alisha.  You understand?  So from now on who will I be?’


    ‘Dominatrix Alisha.’


    ‘That’s right, Submissive Karen.  And who are you?’ I asked as my hand continued to pump his cock.


    ‘Submissive Karen.’


    ‘Good girl.  And don’t you forget it.  I will hurt you if you ever address me as anything other than Dominatrix Alisha.  It’s the full title or nothing.  You will use these honorifics at all times.  You are Submissive Karen.  I am Dominatrix Alisha.  I may call you Karen but you will always call me Dominatrix Alisha.  I am not your mistress.  Never refer to me as Mistress.  I am not Mistress Sarah or Mistress Alisha.  I am Dominatrix Alisha.  That is the only name you will ever address me by.  I will physically hurt you if you address me as anything except Dominatrix Alisha.’


    ‘Dominatrix Alisha, may I ask a question?’


    ‘Go ahead, Submissive Karen.’


    ‘Why are you Dominatrix Alisha?’


    ‘I don’t understand the question.  Explain yourself better.’


    ‘Why Dominatrix Alisha and not Dominatrix Sarah?’


    ‘Are you asking where the name Alisha came from?’


    ‘Yes, Dominatrix Alisha.’


    ‘I don’t have to explain anything to you.  Shut up and enjoy the sensation of my hand rubbing your cock.’


    ‘Yes, Dominatrix Alisha.  Thank you, Dominatrix Alisha.’


    In truth I just liked the name Alisha.  If he got to switch from boring Paul to Karen then I thought, as his social better, I deserved a fun name change too.  Dominatrix Alisha just sounded more fun than boring Dominatrix Sarah.  Sarah is such a blah name if you’ve lived your whole life being called it.


    ‘Enjoy the feel of your wife’s hand on your dick while it lasts because after you come there’s going to be big changes in your future.  Changes you might not like.  Although having said that, you might like it.  I don’t know.  I guess we’ll see just how big a pervert you really are.’


    I continued to wank him up and down the length of his shaft.  He was trembling with pleasure as my hand gripped his cock.


    ‘You can’t be a girl and have your cock flapping about all hard.  You’ve got to make a choice.  You’re either a girl or a boy.  You can’t be both.  Boy or girl?  Karen or Paul?  If you’re going to be Karen then I need to lock that thing of yours away.  Girls don’t have cocks so it’s wrong for you to enjoy pleasure from it.  So I need to lock it up.  It’s forbidden.  Off limits.  You can’t touch it or enjoy it.  I’ve seen devices for putting men into chastity.  I’ll get you one to stick your dick into.  Unfortunately I’m not a surgeon so I can’t give you a vagina.  You’ll have to be limited to oral and anal pleasure, and what other pleasures you can get from your skin.  Maybe you could rub the head of your dick when it’s swollen against the chastity device.  You could get it wet and rub it like a clit.  Personally I think it’s ridiculous forgoing the, presumably extensive, pleasures of a fully erect cock.  But hey, if you want to wear frilly panties and feel nylon tights against your skin then you’ve got to make the sacrifice.  I can’t have my sissy spoiling her girly allure by having an erection.  That would just be wrong.  Too easy.  Too enjoyable.  For you.  I need you to commit to wearing a chastity device whenever you are Submissive Karen.  You hear me?  I insist you not receive pleasure from that thing between your legs.  You shouldn’t have it if you want to be a girl.  That’s for men only.  A lady with a name like Karen has no Earthly reason to have a six inch cock in that place.  Do you, Submissive Karen, agree that you shouldn’t have a dick?’


    ‘Yes, Dominatrix Alisha.  My dick is wrong.  It shouldn’t be there.’


    ‘So you’re okay with me locking it up?’


    ‘Yes, Dominatrix Alisha.’


    ‘If you want to be a girl then you can be a girl.  I’ll open up my wardrobe to you.  As though you haven’t already been in it a million times.  From now on, as Submissive Karen, you will be in chastity and in women’s clothes at all times.  And I guess we’ll have to try some make-up on you.  And hair.  We can’t forget about hair.  We’ll need a wig.  Brunette, I think.  And I want your wrists to jangle with bracelets.  Bracelets are so girly, don’t you think?’


    He was starting to shake violently on my lap.  He was close to coming.  I wanted to capture his orgasm in my hand.  There was no effective way to do that with him slumped over my knees.  I ordered him up onto his feet.  He got off my lap and stood before me.  There were tears in the corners of his eyes.  His eyes were definitely wet.  I remained seated and continued to wank his cock.  It was a few inches under my eyelevel.  I put my cupped left hand under his dick to receive his orgasm in my palm.


    I said, ‘I’m going to make you spunk.  Shoot it into my hand.  Cover my palm with your juice.  Let me see your sissy jizz.’


    He groaned and shook.  His cock squirted out an impressive volume of sticky white cum into my palm.  It was both beautiful and disgusting.


    ‘That’s it.  Empty your girl cock into Dominatrix Alisha’s hand.  Give me your physical love.’  I stopped wanking him.  I let go of his cock with my right hand now that he was fully spent.  All the cum was out and in my hand.  ‘Now Submissive Karen, do you know what all good girls do once they’ve got their man to spunk?’


    ‘No, Dominatrix Alisha.’


    ‘Yes you do.  Have a guess.’


    ‘They…lick it up?’


    ‘That’s right.  They eat it.  They lick it up and taste it in their mouths.  They enjoy their reward for making their man come.  And then they swallow it.  So in your mouth it goes.  Lick it up.’  I stood up and placed my cum covered left palm directly in front of his mouth.  He very tentatively licked at it.  ‘That’s it.  Lick it up.  You filthy tramp.  Taste it.  Now swallow it.’  He swallowed the cum in his mouth.  He opened his lips to show me that it was gone.  ‘Good girl.  Very good.  That’s merely the first of many salty cum drinks you’ll be having.  Don’t be greedy, let me have a taste.’  I licked at the remaining pool of spunk in my hand.  I cleared everything left over in my palm.  It tasted like it always did.  I was no stranger to my husband’s cum.  I swallowed it like the good wife I was.  ‘That’s good stuff.  Get used to the taste.  There’s plenty more of that in your future.  I love the taste of cum.  And I hope for your sake you learn to love it too.  If you don’t then your life is going to become full of distasteful things in your mouth.’


    ‘Thank you, Dominatrix Alisha,’ he said as I licked the one little spot of cum that was on my right wanking hand.


    ‘You’re welcome, Submissive Karen.’  I tucked his deflated cock back into the panties and said, ‘Now get on the carpet on all fours before me.’


    He got on his hands and knees on the floor.  I instructed him to stare at my shoes and to not look up at me.  Then I said, ‘I guess we could at least have some fun with this sissy nonsense.  While I ponder our future together as husband and wife, I might as well play with my new girl.  It’s quite novel this, having a girl to fuck and beat up.  It could be interesting.  My own little submissive doll to dress up and play with.  I’d prefer someone prettier with actual breasts and a cunt, but as I’m not a lesbian it’s not a hardship to use a person with a penis.  That penis though, it has to go.  A chick with a dick is not a chick.  We’re not going to make that sloppy compromise and allow that thing to get in the way.  We’ll take care of that dick.  I want that dick to be soft and as good as invisible from now on.  I’ll buy a chastity cock cage.  That way we can keep that dick of yours under control.  That way neither one of us will accidentally forget that you’re a girl.  Dicks have a tendency to confuse a girl.  We see a dick and we think, “man”.  And that wouldn’t be right in your case, would it Submissive Karen?  If your dick is locked away then we won’t have to risk compromising your new found femininity with inappropriate genitals.  So remember this, Submissive Karen: next time I’m putting you in chastity to keep it out the way.  So don’t think this is going to be as much fun for you in future.  That’s the last easy orgasm you’re going to get from me.  There’s going to be a lot less penis stimulation from now on.  The only stimulation on your cock will be the pain as it tries to get erect.  But the cage will be holding it down and keeping it small and soft.  If you’re going to be Submissive Karen then you can’t use your dick.  It’s no more.  Forget about it.  For all intents and purposes it’s gone.  It’s just that mouth and that arsehole of yours from now on.  What do you think of that, Submissive Karen?’


    ‘Thank you, Dominatrix Alisha.  It will be my honour to do as instructed.  I don’t deserve to have a dick.’


    ‘Now show your appreciation to Dominatrix Alisha and kiss her toes.  One kiss on each toe.’  He leaned his head closer to me and kissed first the toe of the right shoe and then the toe of the left shoe.  He looked up at me as I swished out the room and closed the bedroom door behind me.


    I closed myself in the bathroom and put my hand inside my panties and masturbated.  My cunt was drenched and I masturbated furiously to an amazing climax.  Next time I was going to receive full orgasmic pleasure during the scene.  As I said, for Submissive Karen there were going to be no more easy orgasms through such simple and direct cock manipulation.  He was going to regret introducing me to sadomasochism.  I was a BDSM queen and I was taking to it far more readily and enthusiastically than he could have ever dared to hope.  It was fun.  I was having fun.  There was an idea at the start that we’d swap roles to see what fitted us best.  That was now a redundant idea.  I was definitely the dominant one.  I would not be submitting to his sissy rule anytime soon.


     


     


    At the dinner table we ate our evening meal together.


    I said, ‘It just seemed the right direction to go down.  I’m not particularly into transvestites.  It’s not a prior interest that I had.  Or at least not one I knew about beforehand.  In my research it seemed like an interesting area.  There was a lot of potential for smack talk and humiliation.  It’s an area of substance.  I can generate a lot more dirty talk over this than I can over pretty much anything else.  There’s a lot to talk about.  I know you don’t like it, but doesn’t that make it better.  If anything, isn’t it better if the sub is wary or unhappy with a perversion he’s being forced to indulge.  This way we get real humiliation.  Anyway, I like it and I’m sticking with it.  I’ve got a whole storyline worked out.  I’ve got three scenes plotted in my brain.’


    ‘Three transvestite scenes?’


    ‘Sissy scenes,’ I corrected.  ‘Don’t go looking for my plans.  I haven’t written anything on paper.  I’ve destroyed all my notes.  It’s all up here,’ I said as I tapped my head.  ‘Three scenes.  One down, two more to go.  As the dom I have the final word.  I’m going ahead with my plan.  If you don’t like it then all you’ve got to do is not turn up.’


    He said, ‘I’m not sure I want to do this.  It isn’t my fetish.  I’m not into crossdressing.  It doesn’t do anything for me.’


    ‘Your rock hard cock said otherwise.’


    ‘I’m not a sissy.’


    ‘But you could be.  I’m going to turn you into one.’


    ‘I don’t want that.  And I don’t see why you’d want that.  Why would you want your husband to get into something like that?’


    ‘My decision is made.  It’s what we’re doing.  I’m continuing.  I’m not doing any other S&M games.  This is the one I want to play.  This is it.’


    With a hint of suspicion in his voice he asked me if this was my fetish.  ‘Do you like men in tights?’


    ‘Not especially.  I just like the levels of total debasement involved.  There’s something extra special about a man giving up his masculinity to become feminine.  Transvestism adds a whole layer of kink that you don’t get from most other things.  Playing with gender is a big field.  And I’m keen to play with your gender.  I’ve got some very kinky things in mind for you.  You probably won’t like half of it, but you will indulge me through even the most unpleasant parts.  Isn’t that right, Submissive Karen?’


    He didn’t answer.  So I asked, ‘On a scale of one to ten, how humiliated do you feel when I call you by a girl’s name?’


    He evaded the specifics of the question by saying, ‘A lot.’


    ‘See.  It shows the power of what I’m doing.  By the way, you need to shave your legs.  If you’re going to be Submissive Karen then you can’t have hairy legs.  Or a fuzzy butt.  I want your legs to look stunning in stockings.  We’ll shave them tonight after dinner.’’


     


     


    There was a lot of items to order after our first successful session.  I think he enjoyed it for the most part despite having reservations.  It wasn’t quite what he wanted.  Also I guess he expected a lot more control and say over the scenarios we’d be playing out.  What a deluded sub, thinking that he had a say in any of this.  I was probably being too much of a dom in real life, but who gives a fuck what Submissive Karen wants or thinks.  Dominatrix Alisha‘s desires and wants are the only ones that mattered.  If he hadn’t encouraged me to research sadomasochism my mind would never have naturally opened up to the possibilities of feminising him.  To paraphrase the book title: he only had himself to blame.  Originally I was keen to try a bit of everything, including playing the submissive role myself, but once I encountered transvestism my ideas narrowed down considerably.  I wanted to feminise my husband in the most humiliating ways possible.  Once that idea entered my head I was completely sold on it to the exclusion of all the other possibilities.  After the success of the first session his fate was sealed and my ideas were ramped up.  The initial smart idea of taking things slow with incremental steps quickly fell away.  My mind was buzzing with possibilities.  Money and effort had to be spent if I was to realise my weird fantasies.  It was a low risk investment, in my opinion, as I knew I was into this.  It wasn’t going to be me putting a stop to these perverted adventures.  I was into it.  No doubt about that.  I wanted to do this.  It was easy for me though.  As the dominant one, self-disgust was about the biggest obstacle I had to overcome.  It was the submissive who had to endure much worse, both physically and mentally.  I just had to be a bitch.  That wasn’t too big a stretch, if at all it was a stretch.  For him though, he had to do things he wouldn’t necessarily choose to do and suffer the consequences of my actions.  This was a far bigger stretch for him than it was for me.


    Even if he didn’t like the extreme end of BDSM we could still enjoy latex clothing or very light corporal punishment from time to time.  So I was confident the considerable financial outlay wouldn’t be totally wasted.


    I put in several orders online and waited with excitement for my items to arrive.  I also trawled dating websites for kinky men to help me realise some of my future plans.


    In the meantime, as I waited for my online deliveries, I went high street shopping for some women’s clothes for my husband.  Our sizes didn’t quite match so I had to buy new clothes for him.  I really was getting off on the idea of feminising my husband.  It was so deliciously humiliating.


    

    


    
  


  
    My Husband Sucks Off Three Gentlemen While I Watch: ‘It’s what a sissy tramp like you is designed to do.’


     


    We decided to conduct our future experiments into sadomasochism every Wednesday from now on because I only worked a half-day at the florist.  That would give me time to prepare the scenario while not interfering with my day-to-day obligations.  As the dom in the relationship it was up to me to deal with the logistics required to set up the sessions.  It would be my responsibility for pre-production but as my sub he was accountable for all post-production cleaning up.  I wasn’t going to be the one licking up cum from my dress.


    We started calling the sessions BDSM Wednesday.  It sounded twee but the brutal reality behind what we were doing made sure no one thought of it in a cute, innocent way.


     


     


    At 6pm Paul came home from work.  I met him in the hallway.  He stopped abruptly at the sight of me.  I was wearing a sleeveless latex dress.  It was sexy, shiny and very tight.  It must have seriously quickened his pulse to see his wife dressed in this texture for the first time.  I’d kept my various purchases quiet so this was a nice surprise for him.  The dress was grey on the front and back.  The sides were black.  The pencil skirt was very short leaving most of my thighs exposed.  It was low-cut so my breasts were very visible.  I was not wearing a bra.  My panties were made from matching black latex.  Over my panties were black sixty denier tights.  Black boots that stopped just below my knees completed my wardrobe.  They had five inch block heels.  I let my brunette hair flow freely this time.  Also I had a brown leather riding crop in my right hand.  The instrument was fairly bendy but it hurt like a bitch when I tested it earlier by smacking my own thighs and arse.  There might have been a bit of give in it, but that didn’t translate into a soft hit.  It was a serious and vicious piece of kit.


    I tapped the tip of the crop against my right boot and asked, ‘Like what you see?’


    He nodded.  ‘Very much.’


    ‘What the fuck do you think you’re doing?’


    ‘I’m saying you’re…’


    I cut him off.  ‘You will address me properly or not at all.  Cunt.  Got that?’


    ‘Yes, Dominatrix Alisha.  Sorry, Dominatrix Alisha.  I won’t forget your title and name again.’


    I hit the crop on my right boot to create a scary smacking sound.  ‘I don’t want to use this on you, Submissive Karen.  I know you don’t believe me, but it’s true.  I would like to get to the end of our time together today without once having to hit you.  This crop will only be used if it needs to be.  It’s totally up to you if I need to deploy it against your peachy flesh.  Obey me like a good girl and not once will this crop touch your skin in anger.  Can you do that for me?  Can you be an obedient slut and do as I command without annoying me?’


    ‘I will try, Dominatrix Alisha.’


    ‘A little hesitation I can accept, but please don’t test my patience.  I will start hitting if you give me any reason to be unhappy.  Don’t make me unhappy.  That’s good advice.  And it’s free.  Now, Submissive Karen, let us begin.  Those horrible clothes need to go.  Out of those boy clothes.  You’re not fooling anyone with that male clothing.  Become your real self.  Come with me and put on girl clothes.  Become Karen.  Become Submissive Karen.  Inside and out.  You know you want to.’


    I indicated for him to follow me into the kitchen.


    His clothing for this evening’s entertainment were laid out over one of the dinner table chairs.  On the table was a lidless box with the various toys in it.  ‘It’s your lucky day, Submissive Karen.  At last you’re going to get to dress up the whole way in pretty girl clothes.  Isn’t that exciting?  But first I need to lock that nasty man part of yours away in chastity.  As previously discussed, it’s no longer an appropriate piece of anatomy for you to have anymore.  If you’re going to be a girl then it needs to go.  I wish I could chop it off and give you an axe wound gash like mine, but I can’t.  So the best I can do is lock it away in chastity.  It has to happen.  You understand.  You follow my impeccable logic, don’t you?  You simply can’t have a dick if you’re going to wear a dress and be calling yourself by a girl’s name.  Someone called Karen doesn’t have a dick.  That just wouldn’t make any sense.  So it needs to go, or at least be put out the way.  Strip off.  Now.’


    Paul didn’t argue and started to undress.  He had shaved off all the hair below his head, excluding his now well-groomed pubes.  I said, ‘Put your inappropriate man clothes over the other chair and get fully naked.’  I ran my fingertips over the crop to make my words sound more menacing.  He bundled his clothes into a neat stack on the chair closest to him.  He was now fully naked.  His dick was hard.  ‘You need to get that thing down because I’m locking it up.  That nasty boy cock is not allowed.’


    From the box on the table I lifted out the clear plastic chastity device.  It had a small slit in the front where the man’s urethra opening could be touched by a finger.  It was to allow him to go to the toilet without taking off the device.  There was a small padlock attached to the appliance with a key inside the locking mechanism.  ‘You better get that thing between your legs soft or you won’t get to put on the dress.’  I put the device on the table top and said that I had to check on something upstairs in the bedroom.  ‘I’ll be gone five minutes.  By the time I get back I expect you to be in chastity.  I’m sure you can work out how to put it on.  If your dick isn’t locked away by the time I get back then you can expect to taste my crop.  And you better not jerk off while I’m gone.  I’ll know if you’ve come so don’t even try it.  Get it soft and get it on.’  I walked out the kitchen with my latex audibly crinkling as it hugged my body.  I went upstairs to make sure my surprise was ready.


     


     


    When I came back to the kitchen he was standing with his penis tucked away inside the clear plastic contraption.  There was probably only about three inches of space inside the plastic for his six inch dick.  It couldn’t be a lot of fun wearing it.  If I wasn’t such a sadistic bitch who was sexually thrilled by his discomfort I would have felt sorry for him.  ‘The key,’ I demanded with my arm outstretched.  He reluctantly pulled the key from the padlock at the top of the device.  He handed it to me.  I put the key inside the breadbin on the worktop.  ‘We won’t be needing that anytime soon.  What does it feel like to have a cunt between your legs?’


    ‘Uncomfortable.’


    I nodded.  It was true: it could sometimes be very uncomfortable to have a vagina.  ‘Does it feel painful?  Or does it feel like freedom to be without a dick?  It must be so freeing to be rid of that thing at long last.  Isn’t that what you’ve always dreamed of: to be without a masculine identity.  You might not be a real girl but at least you’re not a man anymore.  You can thank me later.’


    He mumbled something.  I asked him to repeat it but he refused to speak again.


    ‘There’s something missing.  Oh yes, I know what it is.  You’re not plugged up.  How can I have your dick under my complete control and yet leave that arsehole of yours free.  For no practical purpose, unlike the very necessary cock chastity, I want to plug it up and make you feel uncomfortable.  Although who knows, maybe having your arsehole stretched out might come in handy later.’  With a theatrical gesture I peered over the top of the lidless box and said, ‘What’s this I’ve got in my box?  Why, bugger me, it looks suspiciously like a butt plug.  How convenient is that?  Very, I think you’ll agree.’  I placed the crop on the table and lifted the butt plug out of the box.  I showed it to him.  It was a medium sized black rubber plug.  ‘Submissive Karen, I think you can guess what’s happening next, bend over.  Show me your arsehole.’  He turned around and bent over to show me his naked backside.  ‘Good girl.  Luckily for you I’ve got some lube but maybe you should suck on it for a bit.  Let’s see if you can lube it up enough with that whore mouth and tongue of yours.’  I reached over and handed him the butt plug.  ‘Lick it.  It’s good practice for the cocks you’ll be licking later.’


    He licked at the butt plug and then put it in his mouth as best he could.  It was slightly too long to go all the way in.


    I took it from him and tried to insert it into his anus with rocking in and out motions designed to loosen up his butt.  It didn’t go in.  There wasn’t enough lube on it from his saliva.  ‘It’s not quite gliding in.  For perhaps the last time I’ll go easy on you and use the lube.’


    I stepped over to the table and took the bottle of lube from the box.  I smeared lubricant onto the butt plug.  I returned the bottle of lube to the box and rammed the plug into his arse.  This time it slotted in after only a few seconds of rocking in and out motions.


    I asked if he liked the feel of it.  ‘Do you feel full?’


    He nodded.  ‘Yes, Dominatrix Alisha.’


    I gave him permission to stand up to his full height and face me again.  This he did.  ‘Good girl taking it in the ass like that.  Keep it up there.  I like you to be stuffed.  One day you’ll have a cock up your arse and not just some rubber dildo.  That day might be closer than you think.  Isn’t that something wonderful to look forward to?  Would you like that?  Of course you would.  You’d love it.  The only thing you dream about more than sucking dick is having one buried up to the balls in your arse.  I know you’re worried that it might hurt but your kinky sissy needs won’t let a little momentary pain stop you.  And I’ll be there to watch it.’


    I picked up a pair of pink panties from the chair.  They were pink cotton with little red love hearts on them.  Mixed among the cartoon hearts were the words ‘I Love Boys’ repeated several times.  I held them up to show the panties to him.  I asked him, ‘Can you read that?  Read it to me.  Let me hear you in your own voice.’


    ‘“I Love Boys”,’ he read.


    ‘Oh, you do, do you.  That’s good to know.’


    He blushed with embarrassment.


    ‘You like to kiss them, don’t you?  You like to kiss boys.  But the question is: where do you like kissing them the most?  On their lips or on their dicks?’  I laughed in his face as I threw them at him.  ‘Put on the panties,’ I instructed.  He didn’t need to be asked twice.  He slipped into them in a flash.  He looked so silly standing before me in girly panties.


    ‘Tights.  You love tights, don’t you?  I’ve got a lovely black pair for you to match mine.  They’re both from the same double pack.  They’re new.  Fresh nylons.  How sexy.  We’ll be like twins with both our legs in matching black pantyhose.  Isn’t that just the sexiest thing?  You in black stretched nylons.  Me in black stretched nylons.  They’re sixty denier.  That means they’re almost opaque but not quite.  With your shaved legs you’ll look great in them.  They’ll make your legs look super sexy and smooth.  Your hairless legs are already smooth but these will make them even sexier and smoother.  You’ll like them.  That I can promise.’


    I helped him put the tights on.  His dick must have been killing him as it searched and failed to find a new space to grow into.  The cruelty of male chastity aroused me more than I would have suspected.  To know he was in discomfort, possibly even outright pain, was weirdly intoxicating.  My perverted sense of power grew.  I was getting off on my control and his submission far more than I expected.  I never envisioned I was capable of such cruelty to the one I loved.  It was turning out I was a true sadist.  I was getting sexual pleasure from his pain and humiliation that went beyond just playacting the part of a cruel dominatrix.  There was a real streak of cruel sadism in me that I was discovering.  He had opened a door into a part of my personality I’m sure neither of us suspected was there, and would have remained undetected if he’d never mentioned trying BDSM for ourselves.


    Once he was wearing both legs of the tights, and the waistband had been pulled up into place, I crouched before him.  I drifted my fingertips gently up and down his legs.  I touched him very lightly in order to stir his dick into pushing up against its limited confines.  After a few seconds of touching his nylon legs I stood up and stepped back.  I took a good look at him.  Obviously it was only my own insecurities that led me to this thought, but I couldn’t help thinking that my husband had better legs than me.  Certainly they were longer but they also had a good shape and thickness.  Was I jealous of my significant other’s legs and how good they looked displayed in tights?  Hopefully the shaving of them doesn’t make the hairs grow back in spiky and itchy.  I couldn’t stop myself from wondering how his legs would look in tan tights.


    I should have complimented him but instead I looked at him with disdain and sneered.  ‘You look so silly standing there in tights and panties.  How do they feel on your legs?  Amazing, aren’t they?  The way the fabric grips around your legs.  It’s like a second skin sliding against your own.  Isn’t it a divine sensation?  Aren’t tights wonderful?  And think how girly you’ll feel once I put you in high heels.  You’ll love it.  Your dick will be so sore in its little cage.’


    I picked up the pink bodice from the chair.  I strapped the sexy garment across his chest.  I clipped it into place at the back and returned to his front.  ‘You look so stupid.  But don’t worry, little girl.  Once you’ve got the dress on you’ll look like a real girl.  I’ve got these to help you fill them out.’  From the box I took out a set of fake silicone breasts to give him some cleavage.  They were expensive but much better than the cheaper option of stuffing his bra with rolled up toilet paper.  There was nothing sexy about toilet paper falling out the bottom of his dress while in the middle of sucking a dick.  These would stay in place and give his lovers something squishy to grope.


    I lifted the dress up from the chair and held it over my own body to model it for him.  It was a white and grey chequered dress with a short A-line skirt and three-quarter length sleeves.  It came with a large clip-on bow at the top of the neck.  It wasn’t a slutty dress.  It was conservative and office appropriate while remaining very girly.  ‘Don’t be disappointed.  You’ll get to wear lots of other dresses later.  You’ll look like a right slut in them.  But for today I want you to look classy.  It’s not the sexiest dress ever but it will look good.  It will still get men and their dicks hard for you.  It’s pretty and girly but not too obvious.  Think about it, you’re going to get to wear it.  Isn’t that exciting?  How lucky are you?  Your cock must be in agony as it presses up against its cage.  Does the thought of putting on this sexy little dress turn you on?  Of course it does.  It must be so frustrating not being able to get hard.  Wouldn’t you just love to get an erection right now?  Wouldn’t that feel amazing?  But no, Submissive Karen, you’re a girl.  And girls don’t get erections.  Therefore you don’t get an erection.  The only erections you’ll be getting are the ones men will be putting in your mouth and anus.  Those are the only cocks you’ll be getting to play with.  That six inch disappointment between your legs is no more.  At most it’s a painful reminder of how you’re no longer a man.  It’s more a metaphor than an actual thing with a practical purpose.  Don’t look at me like that.  You want this.  You want this more than I want it.  I’m now starting to think you engineered this like the manipulative little bitch you are.  You deliberately made me find the panties in the hope that something like this would happen.  Well I hope the reality of it’s not too much for your sissy head to handle.  Put on the dress.  Lift your arms up.’


    I pulled the dress over his head and buttoned it up at the front.  The bow took a moment to get straight.  I stood back and admired my perverted work.  My husband was now standing before me in our kitchen in a white and grey chequered dress.  It was funny.  Both ha ha funny and funny peculiar.  ‘Is it nice and tight?  Is it figure hugging?  Does it make you feel like a sexy, confident young woman?  Does it make you want to get a boyfriend and suck his dick in a public place for all the world to see?  Does it make you want to shout, “I am woman, hear me roar”?  Don’t be coy, you sissy whore.  You so want to suck cock in this dress.  You want to find a man and give him oral pleasure while he reaches over and plays with your arsehole using that butt plug.  That’s the kind of weird kinky shit going through your perverted mind right now.  I know you.  I know you’re a pervert.  Don’t waste time denying it.  It’s so obvious.  You can’t have cock pleasure of your own so you automatically switch to thinking about giving it to another man.  You want to pleasure a man.  It’s so obvious.  It’s as clear as day.  That tight dress, the panties that say “I Love Boys”, the bodice and the nylons on your legs are driving you crazy with sissy lust for a man.  You’re boy crazy.  You want to get banged by a man with a big dick.  You so want it.  You want a man to fuck.’


    Bashfully he said, ‘I don’t want to have sex with men, Dominatrix Alisha.’


    I dismissed his words with a wave of my right hand.  ‘You look so much better now.  Much more girly.  It’s all coming together.  You’re one sexy little bitch.  Now we just need to get you into some heels, some jewellery, some make-up and a wig.  I’ve got such lovely strappy high heels for you to wear.  Don’t you just love a strappy heel?  You’re going to feel so powerful and desirable in them.’  From the box on the table I produced a range of items.  ‘Five inch heels to make you into the elegant girl you desire to be.  Do you want to wear them?  Tell me you want to put them on.  Say it in your own words.  Tell me that you want to put the shoes on.  Say it in your own words and of your own free will that you want to wear the shoes.  Admit your desires to me.  It’s not the end of the world to admit to your wife that you love to wear her dresses and shoes.  It’s not normal but it’s not the end of the world.  Unless I tell someone.  Tell me what you want.  Tell me.  Say it.  Tell me that you want to be my stiletto slut.’


    He cleared his throat and without further hesitation he said he wanted to wear the heels.


    ‘Good, Submissive Karen.  That’s right.  Be a sissy whore.  Wear high heels.  Kiss them before you put them on.’


    I held them up to him.  He kissed the closed toes of the black strappy shoes.  I put them on the floor and he stepped into them.  I buckled them onto his feet.  He walked awkwardly around the dinner table to show them off.


    ‘Let’s put some make-up on you.  A bit of powder and eye shadow and lippy will make you look so much more feminine.  And a wig.  And some bracelets.  And a necklace.  And some clip-on earrings.  And a spritz of perfume.  And we’ll have to do your nails.  In my opinion nails can really make the girl.’


     


     


    ‘It’s a black bob.  Of all the hair styles and the colours I thought this one fitted your personality the best.  There’s something severe about a black bob that suits you.  You’re not a sunny person.  I got a blonde wig too, just in case, but I think you’re definitely a brunette.  The blonde wig has long flowing hair.  The shorter bob is definitely your style.  Red doesn’t suit you.  You’re definitely not a redhead.  I’ll probably buy another couple of brunette wigs with different hair styles.  But for now this bob should do the trick.  You make a pretty brunette.  The bob really suits you.  You know, honestly, I think you make more sense as a girl than as a man.  You just look right.  Give me a twirl.’


    He turned around on the spot three times to let me see him from all angles.  His skirt billowed and fell back into place around his thighs.  It was weirdly sexy.  I felt actual sexual attraction for him as a woman.  As daft as he looked he was still making the grade as a sexy man I wanted to fuck.  I really was kind of sexually attracted to him as a woman.  The clothes flattered his body and made me look at him more as a sex object and not just as a person.  Was that how men looked at women?  Did our clothes sexualise us more than we realised?  Did our clothes compartmentalise our body parts and invite everyone to look and admire our various areas?  I scrutinised him in a way I’d never done before.  There was no denying my eyes looked him over in a different way than they usually did.  The clothing made him sexy in ways unconnected to how sexy he was as a person in his own right.  ‘You look so good.  It’s actually quite shocking how good you look.  I’m not saying you would pass for a woman in the street but you look good.’


    ‘Thank you, Dominatrix Alisha.’  He gave me a curtsy.


    ‘Tell me Submissive Karen, what do you like the most?  The dress with the short skirt that frames your knees so beautifully?  Or the tights?  Is it the tights you like the most?  Isn’t the texture of all that stretched nylon wonderful?  The little lines it makes when it stretches.  The way the horizontal lines pull apart as they stretch away from each other.  Or is it the shoes?  Is it the shoes?  A high heel is so sexy, isn’t it?  A girl in flats is a wasted girl, in my opinion.  They’re not practical but they look amazing; and they can elongate the leg in a way that’s very pleasing.  Or is it the make-up?  You like having your face painted?  Does the clicking open of a palette turn you on?  Does a lipstick tube or a mascara wand make your cock strain all the harder against your bondage?  Or is it all about the hair?  Do you love having a girly bob?  Maybe you should grow your hair.  Hmm,’ I said as I considered that thought.  ‘Maybe I’m being too optimistic.  You’ll never have enough to be a real girl.  I’m afraid it’s going to have to be wigs for you.  Does that depress you?  Or is it not the clothing and the hair, but the female identity itself that turns you on?  Do you self-identify as a woman trapped in a man’s body?  Does having the name Karen bring you more pleasure than the clothes?  Or is it just the whole package that arouses you so much?  The female identity, the clothes, the make-up, the jewellery.  Is that what excites you?  Do you like what I’ve done to you?  Do you feel transformed?  This is nothing.  The next part will really separate you from your masculinity.  I’ve got a further surprise for you.  It’s a good one.  You’ll appreciate it.  It will be the greatest gift anyone has ever given you.  You will thank me like you’ve never thanked anyone before.  In our bedroom I have not one, not two, but three men just dying to meet you and have their dicks sucked.  How amazing is that?  I’m not lying.  I’m being totally for real.  I’ve got three men upstairs waiting to have my sissy husband suck them off.  Honestly.  You are one lucky girl.  This dressing up is only the start.  The real fun begins upstairs.  It’s one thing to dress like a girl.  It’s another thing altogether to act like a girl.  The gentlemen upstairs will feminise you far more effectively than all the dresses in the world ever will.  Once they’ve finished with you you’ll feel as feminine as any woman.  After all, only women are meant to eat cum.’  


    He shook his head to mean ‘no’ but I deliberately and obtusely misinterpreted him and said, ‘I don’t know why you don’t believe me.’  I picked up the crop from the dinner table.  ‘Come with me.  Take my hand.’  I grabbed his right hand in my left and guided the way out the kitchen and into the hall.  I noticed the almost full-length mirror beside the front door and realised that he hadn’t had a chance to really look at himself.  It was important that he saw what he had become.  ‘I’m going to be kind.  I’m going to let you stand in front of the hallway mirror for a few minutes so you can admire yourself.  Vanity and narcissism are acceptable qualities in a girl.’


    ‘Thank you, Dominatrix Alisha.’


    I walked him over to the mirror.  He studied himself with unhidden fascination despite surely being overwhelmed with nerves concerning what was awaiting him upstairs.  There he was, seeing himself as a woman for the first time.  I stood behind him and studied his reflection.  I got onto tiptoes and put my jaw on his left shoulder so my lips were beside his ear.  I taunted him by asking if he felt like he was seeing himself for the first time.  ‘That’s the true you.  Not the man you’ve seen reflected back in the past, but this girl you see now in the mirror.  That’s the real you.  And you know it.’  I got off my tiptoes and stepped back.  ‘That’s enough narcissism for now.  We don’t want to delay your dick sucking for too long.’  I took his hand and we started walking towards the stairs.  ‘Careful walking in those heels.  Don’t worry, you’ll be off your feet and on your knees in a minute.  I’ll take you up and introduce you to the boys.’  We started to ascend the stairs to the bedroom.  ‘You’re going to learn how to please men with your tongue, lips and throat.  They know you’re inexperienced at cock sucking but you’re eager to learn.  So they’ve volunteered their time and dicks to help train you in the art of cock sucking in return for free blowjobs.  They don’t expect the best blowjobs ever but they do anticipate a pretty sissy with a good attitude.  Sloppy or poor technique is forgivable, but lazy or unenthusiastic dick sucking is not okay.  You’ve got to suck good without hesitation or squeamishness.’  We reached the top of the stairs and stood before the closed bedroom door.  ‘A girl who doesn’t like cock or cum is called a lesbian.  And I don’t have any use for a lesbian sissy.  I want a straight sissy.  A sissy who sucks cock and takes it in the ass.  That’s what I want.  That better be what you want.  Are you going to suck them off with enthusiasm?’


    Again he shook his head.  Again I ignored his obvious signals and blithely went on ahead with my plans.  ‘How do you feel?  Nervous?  It’s your first blowjob so don’t fret.  Just relax and enjoy it.  You’ll like it.  Don’t get hung up on technique.  It’s just a dick.  It’s not like you’ve never seen one before.  Although I will admit all three of them are bigger than yours.  Dicks aren’t so scary.  They taste like skin.  That’s all it is: a skin covered part of the human body.  It’s no worse than putting someone else’s finger in your mouth.  Except it’s bigger; and it’s got a smooth purple dome on it; and it belongs to a man; and it will spurt cum if teased well-enough.  You will eat their cum.  In case that wasn’t obvious.  There can be no spitting it out.  Don’t embarrass me with anything other than good, honest cum swallowing.  I want to see it all go down that whore of a throat you’ve got and into your stomach.  You must swallow.  All three loads.  I might allow one of them to masturbate it over your face so you can feel his warm jizz all over your features.  You’ll love it.  Then I’ll make you gather it all up with your fingers and shovel it into your mouth so you can swallow it.  How does that sound?  Amazing, right?  I bet if that dick of yours could get up, it would be as hard as a brick right now.  You’re going to love it.  This will be the new opening chapter in your life as a sissy.  You get to give pleasure to men after all these years pretending to be into me.  You don’t have to fake it anymore.  You can be the sissy slut you’ve always known you are.  I give you permission to suck dick.  I applaud your bravery at being so open with your kinky desires.  As your wife I remain bitterly disappointed, but as a fellow human being I will not stand in your way of achieving true happiness.  If sucking off a roomful of strange men is what makes you happy then I won’t stop you.  I might judge you but I won’t stand in your way.  Go ahead and drop to your knees and start sucking.  Suck those dicks like a whore and eat their loads.  You suck them until each and every one of them comes in your mouth.  If you should falter remember I’ll be behind you.  With this crop.’  I slapped the crop across my thigh causing a meaty crack to sound.  It hurt but the impressive sound of it whishing through the air and smacking into my flesh made up for the self-inflicted injury.  


    ‘Ready?’ I asked.


    ‘No.’


    ‘No, what?’


    ‘No, Dominatrix Alisha.’


    ‘We’re on my timetable, not yours, so, you know, fuck you.’  I pushed open the door to reveal three men standing before our marital bed.  I looked back at him to see that he was dumbfounded when confronted, as promised, with the dubious sight of the three men standing in our bedroom.  They were wearing only boxer shorts.  If that wasn’t bad enough, he also had the added humiliation of being dressed like a woman and he had a butt plug rammed up his arse.  How humiliated he must have been.  He couldn’t look at them.  He blushed a true crimson red and stared at the floor.  The shame must have been overwhelming.  Here he was standing before three near naked strangers while dressed like a tranny in a dress, heels and make-up.  The shame.  The shame.  The shame.  If this wasn’t the lowest point in his life then he’s been doing things I don’t know about.


    I was kind enough not to get a man with facial hair.  I think a moustache or a manly beard would have been too big a leap for him to make.


    To Submissive Karen I asked, ‘Whose dick do you want to suck first?  Who do you want to be your first boyfriend?  Point out who you think is the cutest.’  He refused to answer or point.  ‘Well cool your jets Submissive Karen.  You don’t get to pick.  I’ve picked out an order for you.  Let’s introduce you to the boys.’  From left to right I introduced them to my blushing submissive husband.  ‘This is Daniel.  Or Danny.  He’s an account manager at such and such.  He has a seven inch cock.  He’ll be your first.  Then we have Craig.  He’s a nice boy who loves his mother.  He has an eight inch dick.  He’ll be your second.  Don’t be shy, Karen.  Say hello.’  My husband very half-heartedly sort of almost raised his hand in a greeting.  ‘And this is Harold.  He’s a bit older but his cock is still in perfect working order.  It’s an impressive nine inches long.  He’ll be your third.  You may have noticed a pattern.  That’s right.  Seven, eight and then nine inches.  I’ve personally inspected each of their cocks and I can confirm that these measurements are indeed accurate.  They’ve all got bigger dicks than you had, back in the mists of time when you yourself were a so-called “man”.  We’ll start you off on the smaller dick and then train you to take a larger one and then another larger one.  Isn’t that clever of me?  I guess I should introduce you to them.  Boys, this is Submissive Karen.  She’ll be your slut for the night.  I know she’s not as good as a real girl but I assure you Submissive Karen here is a good sissy and she will more than meet your requirements.  She will get you off.  I promise you she won’t disappoint.  Because if she does, she’s going to get hit.  She’s going to be keen and diligent, and she won’t rest until she’s had all three of you in her stomach.  She is a cum swallower.  That is what her sissy brain is craving more than anything right now.  Cum.  Cum.  Cum.  Sweet salty cum is all that’s on her mind.  Her dick’s all locked up so you don’t have to worry about any unsightly bulges appearing from under her skirt.  She’s maybe not all woman down there but she’s definitely not all man either.  She’ll suck you all off and say thank you to each and every one of you.  So Submissive Karen, what are you waiting for?  Let’s get started.  Get on your knees and introduce yourself to your lovers.’


    Lightly I tapped the end of the crop on the floor at my feet.  He took the hint and sank down onto his knees facing the men.  ‘Introduce yourself.  And be polite and ask for permission to suck their dicks.’


    He held my eyes for a moment.  There was a look of defiance in them but it didn’t last when I lifted the crop to remind him that I could beat him any time I liked.  Such as now.  He quickly complied with my latest insane demand.  Clearly he got the message and didn’t need it spelled out in any further detail.  He turned from me to the men and said, ‘Hello.  I’m Submissive Karen.  Please may I suck your cocks?’


    He did it.  He really said it to them.  I knew right there and then I’d be masturbating about this for weeks afterwards.


    ‘She’s so polite, isn’t she?’


    I instructed them to pull their boxers down to show Submissive Karen what she’d be working with.  They dropped them to their ankles.  I can only assume she gulped in horror at the sight of three erect penises standing to attention before her.  She had to be spiralling down into a very deep shame hole at the knowledge that she was expected to put all three of them into her mouth and make them ejaculate.  This was certainly not what Paul signed up for when he suggested we try some BDSM.  Oh how he must have regretted opening his mouth about this.  There was no way he pictured a scene like this when he imagined us playing sadomasochistic sex games.


    ‘Don’t those cocks look so beautiful?  Your mouth must be salivating.  Just think, you’ll be sucking on each and every one of those bad boys.  How your sissy mind must be reeling with delirium.’  I told the boys to kick their boxers away from around their ankles as they wouldn’t be needed anymore.  In retrospect I should have made Submissive Karen sniff their cotton crotches but the thought didn’t occur to me at the time.


    Once the underpants were out the way I pointed at Daniel’s seven inch dick and said, ‘Be a dear and put Daniel’s cock in your mouth.  You have my permission to commence sucking.’


    He didn’t move.  He was probably too appalled to fulfil his destiny.  ‘I said start sucking.  Or you’ll get a taste of my crop.’  To break his resistance I hit him with the crop across his shoulder blades.  He shuddered with what seemed more like surprise than pain.  ‘You made me do that.  I wanted to get through this without violence but you’re not doing as you’re told.  Don’t make me hit you again.  Start sucking.  Now, bitch.’  He took the hint and leaned forward.  His mouth was getting closer and closer to the purple headed monster before him.  ‘Stick your tongue out and lick it.  Be a good slut and lick the tip of Daniel’s penis.  We all know you want to do it so there’s no need to pretend you’re too classy to lick a dick.  We know you’re the kind of lady who sucks dick.  Lick it.  Do it.  Do you want me to hit you again?  Do you need me to control you with my crop?’  I hit him a second time across the shoulder blades.


    He cried out in pain, then quickly complied and stuck his tongue out.  Perhaps the fear of the crop was enough to overcome his natural resistance to sucking dick, or maybe a part of him really wanted to do it, because he did it.  His tongue connected with the tip of Daniel’s dick.  He licked it.  He actually went through with it and did it.  He licked it.  My husband licked another man’s cock.  The things a boy will do to dodge a beating from a girl with a crop.  


    ‘Brilliant.  I’m very pleased.  Lick it again.  Go on.  Impress me.  Lick it.’


    He did it once more.


    ‘Now suck the end of it.  Put it in your mouth and suck on it.’


    He did.


    I took a moment to ask myself if I was iffy about this.  Was I honestly okay with my husband sucking dick?  I was.  It was my scenario after all.  I had no reason to be shocked that he’d actually gone ahead and did as I expected.  I felt no trepidation or anguish.  It was just a sex game that had very little to do with ‘real life’.  It didn’t mean he was homosexual or going to become full-time bisexual.  I had every confidence that he was doing this only as part of my bizarre sex game.  It was extreme but harmless.  If I felt anything, I’d say it was pride.  Pride in him rising to my challenge and pride in myself for orchestrating this perversion.  It was working.  My plans were coming to fruition.


    I wondered what it felt like for him to be controlled in this way.  To have his freedom of choice, and even sexual preference, taken away from him and made to suck cock.  It must be both horrifying and deeply arousing at the same time.  I didn’t deceive myself that he liked sucking cock.  He was only doing it under orders as part of his submission.  I was curious to see how far he’d let me go.  Pretty damn far was the answer so far.  It was far from certain that he was going to keep playing along.  If he objected to anything and outright said no I would have to whack him long and hard with the crop.  I’d beat him until he gave in and started sucking or fucking.  If even after a hundred painful lashes he still didn’t give in then I’d concede defeat and instead have him lie on the floor while they jerked themselves off onto his pretty dress.  Then I’d fuck one of them, at Submissive Karen’s choosing, while I played with the cum with my fingers on his skirt and stomach.  I’d try and get him to eat it, but obviously that would fail so it would give me an excuse to beat him some more.  Happily though he capitulated to my command and obeyed before I had to get nasty.  He was a good submissive.  He did what he was told even when it was against his own sexuality.  How many heterosexual men do you know who would suck cock?  You wouldn’t dream of asking them.  Submissive Karen understood the conventions of domination and submission.  The submissive couldn’t pick and choose what orders to follow and what orders to disregard.  A good submissive, like Submissive Karen, surrendered her preferences and did what was asked of her.


    He reached out his hands to take hold of Daniel’s dick at the base.  The bracelets made tinkling sounds as they fell down his arms towards his elbows.  I hit him across the shoulder blades for the third time with the crop.  He yelped.  I said, ‘Bad girl.  No hands.’  He took his hands away.  ‘I didn’t tell you to jerk him off.  I told you to suck him.  With your mouth.  I never want to see you use your hands on his dick.  Or anyone’s dick today.  You can either put your hands on your knees, and feel the texture of your pantyhose, or you can touch your vagina – but I don’t think that will be a very satisfying feeling since it’s covered in plastic.’


    He kept sucking on Daniel’s penis with his hands on his knees.


    ‘That’s right.  Wonderful.  I’m so proud of you.  Now kiss it on the tip.  Be gentle.  Lick it up and down the shaft.  Does that taste good?  Doesn’t that feel right?  It’s big, isn’t it?  Now suck it.  Close your lips around it and go up and down.  Try going down the whole length of it.  Is it a bit too big for you?  Does it taste great?  I bet it does.  Is it all you hoped it would be?  Suck his balls.  Show him love.  Show him that you love him.  Tell him that he is loved.  Care for him.  Be womanly and express your love for him as a woman.  Suck him until he comes in your mouth.  Keep sucking.  Don’t stop.  Don’t you dare slow down.  Suck on his penis.  Make him come.  Let him express his desire for you via the cum he’s about to give you.’


    He kept sucking like he was born to it.  


    ‘Gobble it up.  All the way.  Don’t choke on it.  Stick it all the way in.  Don’t worry if your lipstick gets a little smeared.  You don’t need to pretend you don’t like it.  It’s clear as day that you do.  So stop this nonsense.  I don’t believe you.  A little cock whore like you obviously loves it.  You’re not fooling anyone.  Least of all yourself.  This is what you were meant to do.  This is what you live for.  You suck cock because it’s the only thing that matters to you.  Pleasing men is the ultimate experience.  And you know it.  Your sissy brain is telling you that this feels right.  That sissy dick of yours, straining against its exquisite bondage, is throbbing as it tells you that this is right.  Just because society frowns upon transgender sex doesn’t stop it from being correct and proper for you.  Who cares what they have to say?  Live your truth.  Don’t pander to these people who don’t matter.  Be who you really are.  Be a sissy cocksucker.  Be Submissive Karen.  This is what you’re supposed to be doing.  Sucking off men.  It’s what a sissy tramp like you is designed to do.  For you not to suck off men would be like a brilliant mathematician devoting his life to square dancing.  I refuse to allow your dick sucking potential to be wasted just because everyone gets squeamish about a man dressing like a woman when he has sex with men.  Fuck that nonsense.  We’re doing this.  Everyone else be damned if I’m not going to allow my husband to put on a dress and have intimate contact with other men.  Keep sucking.  Good girl.  You take instruction well.  It’s just a pity I had to hit you get you started.  But apart from that hiccup I have to say I’m impressed so far with your obedience.  You’re a good girl.  Make me proud.  Make him spurt his seed into your mouth.’


    I asked Daniel if he liked my submissive.  He said, ‘Just my type.  I like making bitchy brunettes eat my load.  There’s something moody and mysterious about dark haired women.  I love to knock them down a peg or two with my dick.’


    I asked, ‘Would you say you’re a man who prefers brunettes over blondes?’


    ‘I feel insulted that you even feel a need to ask me that question.  Do I not look like the sort of intelligent guy that would favour the more subtle charms of a brunette over a blonde?’


    ‘I’m sorry.  A classy man like you of course wouldn’t fall so easily for the bimbo blonde look.  And what about you, Harold?’


    Harold said, ‘I’m not as big an intellectual as Daniel so I have no shame in admitting to lusting more for the blondes of this world.’


    ‘I could change Submissive Karen’s wig if you want, when it comes time for her to service your huge nine inch cock.  I’ve got a long blonde hairpiece she can put on.’


    ‘It’s all right.  I’ve got nothing against brunettes.  She looks cute.  She’s made me hard so she must be doing something right.  I’ll be fine without turning her into a blonde.’


    ‘Are you sure?  It’s no trouble at all.  It’s just a quick wig change.  She’s here to cater to your fantasy.  She’s a fetish doll for you to do with as you please.  She’s an accommodating bitch so she won’t complain that you’re compromising her style.  And if she does.’  I struck my palm with the crop.


    ‘It’s fine,’ repeated Harold.  ‘I like the look she’s going for.  I’m happy to get my cock sucked by such a sweet brunette.’


    I turned to Craig.  ‘What about you?  You going to surprise us by favouring redheads?’


    Craig said, ‘Not at all.  I like all three equally, but if push came to shove I’d say…blonde.’


    ‘Would you like Submissive Karen to change her hair?’


    ‘I like the cut she’s got.  It’s not a preference worth arguing over.  Black hair’s more than okay with me.  I think brunette probably matches her natural style better anyway.’


    ‘That’s what I said.  Isn’t that right, Submissive Karen?  I said downstairs you look more like a dark haired girl than a blonde.  You’re kind of dark and angry with a face of thunder rather than some silly little slip of a girl.  Dark hair definitely suits you better.  It matches your personality.’


    We lapsed into silence as he continued to suck on Daniel’s dick.


    I eventually broke the silence by saying to the men, ‘I don’t know if you realise this, but she’s got a butt plug in her ass right now.  I just thought you should know that her arsehole is being prepared for any eventualities that might emerge later after she’s swallowed all three of your loads.  Just for your information.’


    Craig said, ‘Good pre-planning.’


    ‘I like to be prepared for all eventualities.’  


    The wet smacking sound of dick sucking filled the room once again.


    To Submissive Karen I said, ‘Feel his penis on your tongue.  Lick it as you suck it.  Rub his cock with your tongue.  Does it taste good in your mouth?  Really suck it.  He’s starting to shake and groan.  You’re doing it right.  Keep doing that and he’ll give you his cum.  Keep sucking.  Don’t stop.  This is what you’ve been waiting for.’


    Daniel grunted, ‘I’m going to come.’


    After a bit of additional groaning Daniel came in Submissive Karen’s mouth.  ‘Oh, look at that.  Daniel came in your mouth.  What a lucky girl you are getting all that fresh jizz to taste and swallow.  Do you like the taste of it?  Is your little sissy clit all crushed up against your cage?  I bet you’d love to tug on it and make yourself climax.  Too bad that’s not going to happen.  Swallow his love.  Swallow it.’


    He gulped down the white cum load Daniel had spunked into his mouth.  He gagged and gave a look of disgust.


    ‘How did it feel to get so in touch with your feminine side?’ I asked tauntingly.  ‘Did you enjoy that?  You did, didn’t you?  It’s okay to admit it.  The deed is done.  You blew a guy to climax.  Pretending you didn’t like it isn’t going to change that fact.  Nor does it change the fact that you’re going to suck a second dick straight after the first one.’  To Daniel I asked, ‘Did you enjoy that?’


    Daniel replied, ‘It was okay.  A bit tentative.  I’m not sure her heart was in it.  Almost like she didn’t love me and didn’t particularly want to suck my cock.  It got better at the end under your instruction.’


    I tapped Submissive Karen on the shoulder using the crop and said, ‘That’s not a glowing review.  I’m very annoyed, Submissive Karen.  That won’t do.  It’s not good enough.  You have to do better.  Much better.  You better improve that attitude and your technique when you blow Craig.  Oh yes, I nearly forgot.  Say thank you to Daniel for allowing you to blow him.’


    Meekly Submissive Karen thanked Daniel.


    I moved to stand next to Craig.  ‘Now you’ve enjoyed your first dick I’m sure you’ll be gagging for another go.  Luckily for you, your wife Dominatrix Alisha had the foresight to arrange more cock for you to play with.  I know you’d love to put your hand in your panties and tug that pathetic cock of yours, but you can’t.  Instead you’re going to have to open up and suck Craig’s eight inch monster.’


    I indicate for him to shuffle forward and take Craig’s penis in his mouth.  After a second of hesitation he moved forward and kissed the end of Craig’s dick.  He then put his lips around it and started to suck.  Craig reached out and played with both of Submissive Karen’s silicon tits for a few seconds.  I was increasingly convinced the fake implants were worth the extra expense.


    ‘This is turning you on so much.  You want to feel pleasure on your own penis but some cruel bitch had to lock it away.  The only way you’re getting to come is if someone penetrates you in your ass and fucks you.  And it won’t be with fingers or with the butt plug.  It’s going to be a dick.  A real dick.  Your prostate might give you the orgasm you crave so much.  Such a shame for you that giving oral in your throat can’t make you come.  Do you want to come?  Answer me.’


    With Craig’s penis deep in his mouth he said a muffled, ‘Yes.’


    ‘Of course you do.  The problem is I don’t have a dick.  And I didn’t buy a strap-on harness.  So the only way you can get your prostate prodded hard enough is if one of these fine gentlemen takes pity on you and inserts his cock in your ass.  Would you like that?  Don’t be shy.  It’s a waste of effort lying at this point.  Would you like one of the boys to fuck you in the ass?  It’s the only way you can have an orgasm.  That nasty cage isn’t going to come off.  You can only come by anal.  You can suck off these three men and then go to bed frustrated.  Or you can finish pleasuring them, and then take it in the ass.  It’s the only way.  I’m not letting you put a vibrator to your cage or any other half-hearted cheats like that.  It’s in the ass or nothing.  What boy do you fancy the most?  Or what cock do you like the most?  Tell us who you like the most.  Pick one.’


    He said something unintelligible while Craig’s dick was still in his mouth.


    ‘Speak up.  Don’t whisper and pretend to be all demure and shy.  You’ve just sucked a guy off in front of all of us and swallowed his load.  We can dispense with the sweet and innocent routine.  Your audience is not fooled.  We know what you are.  Say his name.’


    He didn’t say anything.  Instead he just kept sucking on Craig’s erection.


    ‘Cat got your tongue?  Stop blushing and say it or I’ll pick for you.  And you know I’ll pick the guy with the biggest dick.  Is that what you want?  The biggest dick?  Are you a size queen?’


    He didn’t respond to the taunt.


    ‘Still refusing to say who you’ve got the biggest crush on?  Or do you want to taste all three of them before you make a choice?  Smart.  Smart woman.  I understand completely.  Never buy anything until you’ve given it a test run.  Okay, we’ll wait until you’ve sucked them all off to pick out who your backdoor lover is.  Keep sucking Craig’s dick.  Like you need me to tell you to do that.  You’ve taken to dick sucking with the enthusiasm I knew you would.  I like your work.  It’s improving.  I’m seeing enthusiasm and dedication.  Lick it up and down.  Now swallow the head again.  You’re really taking to it.  You’re a natural.  A real dick sucker.  Already I can see your cock sucking technique is improving in leaps and bounds.  You’re much less tentative.  See, I told you it wasn’t so scary.  Push your tongue into the area under the head.  Lick at that spot.  Guys love it when women lick it there.  Make him feel your tongue.  Run your tongue up and down the underside of his shaft.  Don’t you just love cock so much?  I don’t think Craig is going to last much longer.  He’s shaking and fit to burst.  You’re making him shake.  You’re doing that to him.  You’re making a man shudder with orgasmic pleasure.  All by the force of your tongue alone on his penis.  Think about that, Submissive Karen.  You’re licking his penis and he’s about to come.  Isn’t that what being a girl is all about?’


    His wig was starting to tilt slightly to the side.  I put my hand out and straightened it.


    ‘You should take Craig’s load on your face.  Keep licking him up and down.’  To Craig I instructed him to aim his cock at Submissive Karen’s face instead of at her mouth.  ‘Don’t worry, Submissive Karen will scoop it all up and eat it.  Nothing will go to waste.  I just want her to experience a facial before she eats it.’


    Craig wasn’t coming as soon as I thought he was going to.  Submissive Karen would have to help him along a bit more.  ‘That’s enough tongue.  Suck him again.  Put his whole cock in your mouth and try and get it down your throat.’  He took it as best he could into his mouth.  He got about three-quarters of it past his lips before he gagged on it.  ‘Good try.  We’ll have to work on your deep throat skills, but that’s not bad for a first timer.  Now suck his head.  Suck it.’  Craig pulled his penis out of Submissive Karen’s throat.  Karen put just the end of it in her mouth and sucked on the end of it for a few seconds.  Craig took it out again and wanked it before Karen’s face.  Karen held her mouth wide open without being instructed to do so.  Good sissy.  After a few seconds of furious pumping he ejaculated his white fluid all over Submissive Karen’s astonished face.  Cum landed on her left eye, left cheek, on her nose and in her open mouth.


    ‘Don’t swallow.  Did you enjoy that?  Don’t pout.  I know you liked that.  You know why I know you did?  Because you had your mouth wide open to receive his cum even though I never told you to do that.  That was your choice.  I never said a word and you chose of your own free will to open up.  You wanted his semen so you opened wide.  You can’t deny it.  We all saw you.  Daniel, Craig, Harold and me all saw it.  You spontaneously opened your mouth to catch his load.  In fact it’s still in your mouth un-swallowed.  What a slut show.  A completely unambiguous demonstration of your total devotion to cock.  But don’t let us stop you completing your slut show.  Swallow it.  You earned it.  That cum is your cum now.  He’s gifted it to you and you worked hard for that.  You got him off.  Eat your reward.’  Without much dithering he swallowed what was in his mouth while keeping the sticky mess on his face untouched.  ‘Good girl.  Maybe he’ll return the favour and get you off by fucking you in the arse.  Wouldn’t that be sweet?  You could pick him to be your boyfriend for the night.  You could hold hands and kiss before he fucks you.  Did you like the taste of it?  Tell me how it felt.  How did it compare to Daniel?  Was his cock different?  Did his cum taste different?  Did you notice the size difference of one inch?’


    ‘It’s not something I can easily put into words,’ was all he said.


    ‘I hope you’re more articulate in future.  Thank Craig for letting you suck his penis.’


    ‘Thank you, Craig.’


    Craig said, ‘You’re welcome.’


    I turned to Craig and asked, ‘Tell me, what’s your review of Submissive Karen’s cock sucking skills?  Good, bad or indifferent?’


    Craig said, ‘It was good.  Her tongue was real smooth on my penis.  I’m happy.  I’d recommend her to other men.  She’s got a future in the cock sucking business.  She’s good right now as she is, and presumably she can only get better with more experience.  If you keep her sucking dick every day she’ll be brilliant.’


    ‘You hear that, Submissive Karen?  You’ve got yourself a happy customer.  Do you like the feel of that cum on your made up face?  Wipe it up with your fingers and put it in your mouth.’  He did as instructed.  ‘Swallow it.’  This he also did.  ‘Tastes good, doesn’t it?  Whose cum did you prefer?  Daniel’s or Craig’s?’


    Obviously he was mortified at the question and tried to escape answering.  I insisted he give an answer.  He very reluctantly picked Craig.


    Mockingly I said, ‘What a cum slut.  I can’t believe you just admitted to liking one cum load more than the other.  What a slut.  Only a whore would review the quality, taste, texture, volume and consistency of a cum load.  Or was it more about the guy who gave it to you?  Is that how you judged it?  Do you love Craig?  Is that it?  Is it a case of Submissive Karen and Craig up a tree.  K.  I.  S.  S.  I.  N.  G.  Is that it?  You dreaming of running away to a seedy motel room for sordid sex without your chastity device and me abusing you?  Whore,’ I spat out as though in disgust at the thought of her fucking Craig in a motel room.  ‘Fucking whore.’


    I indicated for Harold to step up to be in front of my sissy husband.  He moved forward with his nine inch dick standing fully erect mere inches from Submissive Karen’s whore lips.


    I squatted down to be closer to her ear.  My latex crinkled with that lovely sound.  I said to her, ‘Lucky girl, you get a third cock to suck.  How lucky are you, and how generous am I?  And we saved the biggest one for last.  A cock gobbler like you must be so wet right now.  How’s it feeling between your legs?  Sore?  Is it a good kind of sore or a bad kind?  It must be so frustrating.  Not getting genital pleasure after giving so much to two men.  Don’t you fret your pretty little brunette head – you’ll get some satisfaction after eating Harold’s cock.  It might not be direct genital fun but pressure back there in the depths of your ass will hopefully eventually lead to a fun explosion in the front.  Whomever you choose to make love to you in the ass will be your first male anal lover.  I’m sure he will try his best to make your locked up clit come.  We’re generous like that.  That butt plug in your anus right now is nothing; I’m confident you’ll enjoy a real dick a whole lot more.’


    His humiliation was complete.  He probably wanted the ground to open up and swallow him.  I stood up to my full height in my grey and black latex dress and placed the crop against his back.  It was just to remind him that it was there and I could strike him at any moment if he displeased me.


    ‘Look at Harold’s penis.  It’s very big.  Maybe too big.  Do you think you’re going to be able to get even half of that in your whore mouth?  In future you’ll be taking bigger dick than even that down your throat, but for now I expect you to at least get two thirds of it down your gullet.  I think it’s doable.  But first, lick his balls.’


    I tapped him gently twice on the back with the crop as his cue to stop fantasising and to start doing it for real.  He leaned in and started nuzzling Harold’s saggy old man balls with his lips and tongue.  As he did that he had his head turned to the side.  Harold rested his erect penis on Submissive Karen’s upturned cheek.  It was quite a visual.


    ‘Lick around them.  Like that.  That’s good.  You’re so attracted to him.  It’s so obvious.  You two make such a cute couple.  There’s real chemistry between you two.  You want to be boyfriend and girlfriend.  I’m not joking, there’s a real spark between you.  Maybe it’s love.  Your penis must be so hard right now under your skirt.  Does it hurt?  Is it cramped and sore down there in your chastity?  Would you like me to release it from its bondage?’


    He took a moment to stop sucking on Harold’s left nut to say that he did indeed desire to be freed from his torment.


    ‘Dream on, sissy.  It might not be a good idea to remove your chastity anyway.  Without it protecting your redundant man bits from me I might try and rip them off with my fingers.  So be thankful for the protection it gives you.  Keep making love to those balls.  It’s never coming off.  If I want to see your cream then it’s going to happen while you’re still in chastity.  I’m such a bitch.  Teasing you.  Making you horny but letting you do nothing about your own orgasm.  You’re not necessarily here to orgasm.  You having a satisfying time isn’t that important.  What’s significant is that I have a good time with an entertaining show; and these three gentlemen here have a nice time busting their loads into your mouth.  You’re an object for others to gain pleasure by using.  A fuck doll.  A blowjob machine.  Your pleasure is not what this is all about.  Now stop licking his ball sack and take him in your mouth.  Put your lips around his head.  Do it.  Make him feel your adoration and devotion.  Worship his cock.  You desire him, don’t you?  You want to suck an older man’s penis.  Because you’re a warped little sissy with deviant ideas in your perverted mind.  Act out your fantasy.  Suck on his penis.  Make him come in your mouth and love him with your tongue.  Keep sucking.  Suck on it.  Keep going.  Okay, now take it out.  You’re going to try to deep throat him this time.  First his head.  Good girl.  Now the first half.  That’s it.  Good girl.  Good slut.  Take some more.  Don’t rush.  A bit more.  Don’t gag.  Take a bit more.  And a bit more.  And a bit more.  Well done, Submissive Karen.  That’s very good.  You took it all.  All nine inches of it.  Okay, take it out now.  His whole dick was in your mouth for a few seconds.  I shouldn’t have doubted you.  A cock whore like you could of course take it all.  Take it again.  The whole way until his nuts are resting against your chin.  Suck.  Suck.  Suck.  Keep going.  In and out.  Up and down.  Lick.  Suck.  Lick.  Suck.  Keep going.  Be a good slut and suck him off.  Keep sucking.  Your performance skills are developing nicely.  Do you like being a cocksucker?  Of course you do.  It’s fun, isn’t it?  Is it as wonderful as you dreamed it would be when you were masturbating as a young girl?  Do you prefer cock to eating pussy?  Don’t lie, of course you do.’


    Harold said he was close to coming.


    ‘You hear that, Submissive Karen?  Harold’s going to squirt his cum all down your throat.  You’re the one doing it to him.  You’ll be the one responsible for making him ejaculate.  Remember, don’t swallow.  Savour the taste of his love.  That’s your reward.  Keep sucking.’


    It was so strange that I liked seeing him in tights so much.  There was something about stretched black nylons hugging his thighs, knees, shins, ankles and feet that made my pussy wet.  Combined with high heeled strappy shoes and a skirt, it created a potent image of compromised masculinity squeezed into the restrictions of female clothing.  He was so feminine.  Why him being feminine gave me so much pleasure I couldn’t say.  Maybe it was the sense of extreme power it gave me over him.  As a girl he was at my complete mercy.  He was weak and powerless as a woman.  As a man it could be argued that he had an advantage over me.  Equality between the sexes still had some way to go.  As a man he may have had a slight advantage over me but once I’d knocked him down into a submissive sissy he was utterly without power.  I liked having supremacy over him.  I got a thrill from directing him to do things he would never ordinarily consider doing.  Watching him suck off a roomful of men he’s never met before gave me the most peculiar thrill.  It was a delight I was keen to experience again and again.


    Harold spunked his love juice into Submissive Karen’s mouth and down her throat.  Harold stepped back.  ‘Fuck,’ he half-shouted.


    I said to Submissive Karen, ‘You were too good, he couldn’t resist you.  Your dick sucking skills were more than he could handle.  Enjoy the spunk.  You earned it.  Isn’t it a wonderful feeling to put a lot of effort into something and to be amply rewarded for that effort?  It’s such a good feeling.  Are you enjoying the taste?  Is it making your vagina hurt?  Swallow it.  Make it disappear.’


    Submissive Karen swallowed.


    Harold said, ‘You sexy bitch.  That’s so hot to see you eat my sperm.  I love to see my cum swallowed by a kinky brunette.’


    ‘Say thank you to Harold.  Say thank you for giving you the gift of his sperm.’


    ‘Thank you, Harold,’ he said with a surprising amount of boldness in his voice.  I guess he’d hit rock bottom and had nowhere else to go so he now no longer felt the need to hide away and talk at low volume.


    I stepped in front of my husband and said, ‘You did good work, Submissive Karen.  I’m very happy with your performance today.  You followed instructions with very little pushback and you gave my gentlemen friends decent to high quality orgasms.  But I need to know: whose cum tasted the best?’


    ‘I’m not falling for that again.  You made fun of me last time I answered that question.  Dominatrix Alisha,’ he added to make it seem less like he was arguing with me.


    ‘Don’t be such a sissy.  Come on, you must have a preference.  If you had to eat another load, whose would you choose?’


    He refused to answer.


    ‘I get it.  You don’t want to be rude and offend anyone in the room.  You can whisper it to me.’  I leaned in to his mouth to hear his answer.  He said nothing.  I leaned back to my full height and said, ‘Kinky.  He wants all of you again.  Now that, ladies and gentlemen, is a true slut.  You have to admire the ambition of that cum slut.’  I waved my left hand to dismiss the topic and to move things along.  ‘Enough about you.  Let’s talk about me.  It’s now my turn to have an orgasm.  If I still considered you my husband, and not my sissy bitch, I would describe this next act as cuckolding.  But I don’t think of you as my husband.  Not anymore.  Not after today’s shameful display of wanton sissy lust.  I’m not sure what you are.  Girlfriend?  Wife?  Lover?  Plaything to abuse?  Wife definitely doesn’t sound right.  There’s no way you’re my wife.  That implies some sort of equality.  Girlfriend doesn’t have the ring of truth to it either.  That would imply I had feelings for you.  Lover would imply girlfriend as it’s really just another word for it.  I think submissive plaything fits far better than all of those other alternatives.  Wouldn’t you agree?  You’re a doll to dress up and put in bondage.  To pimp out as I see fit.  Two holes to stick things in.  So this isn’t me cuckolding you.  This is just your mistress receiving pleasure from a real man with a better cock than yours.  And by “better” I mean bigger.  Since you’re not up to the job of putting your penis in girls anymore I’ll be using other men for my pleasure from now on.  It’s no longer your place in this household to put your dick in me.  You chose being Karen over being a man, remember, so you’ve only got yourself to blame.  If you don’t have a dick, and you don’t, then why would I want to fuck you?  I’m not a lesbian.  I like men.  Real men.  Guys who don’t dress up in tights and panties.  Men who’d rather die than wear a skirt and high heels.  I’m never going to let you put that vagina of yours in me ever again.  From now on it’s only going to be other men who get to put their dicks in me.  So, Submissive Karen, you have a choice to make.  Who do you want to fuck you in the ass?  And who do you want to fuck me in my cunt?  Don’t worry about leaving someone out.  Man number three can stick his dick back in your mouth while the other guy pounds your smooth, hairless arse.  So pick.’


    He refused to select our lovers.


    I curled my left thumb, index and middle finger around the thin shaft of my crop.  I rubbed those fingers up and down along it as I said, ‘Come on sissy, this is going to happen if you like it or not.  Who do you want to see me with?  You have to pick.  Who is going to fuck me?  Pick.’


    After a pause of several tense seconds he pointed to Craig.


    ‘And who do you want to make you come through your backdoor?’


    He pointed to Daniel.


    ‘Interesting.  You picked the smallest dick for yourself and the second smallest dick for me.  I feel your choices might be a little cynical.  But no matter.  A dick is a dick.  Personally I think you had the most chemistry with Harold.  You were definitely vibe-ing off of each other.  The two of you were making unmistakable goo-goo eyes at each other while you orally pleasured him.  But it’s up to you.  If that’s who you want for yourself then who am I to argue otherwise.’


    The salty musk of sex and sweat that filled the bedroom suddenly became very noticeable.  This must be what a brothel smells like, I thought, as I opened a bedside drawer.  I pulled out a packet of condoms and a bottle of lubricant.  I placed them on top of the nightstand.  Daniel took a clear condom.  He opened the packaging and dropped the wrapper in the bid beside the door.  He rolled the contraceptive down onto and around his erection.


    I made Submissive Karen climb onto the bed on all fours and present her bottom to the room.  


    Daniel lubed up his condom covered penis.


    I lifted up Submissive Karen’s skirt and pulled down her black sixty denier tights and her ‘I Love Boys’ pink panties.  They were left halfway down her thighs.  The end of the black butt plug was facing me.  I pulled it out with an embarrassingly loud plopping sound, followed by a pop sound as his gaping arsehole closing shut.  ‘Does that feel better?’ I asked.


    ‘Yes, Dominatrix Alisha.’


    ‘Well enjoy it while it lasts because other things are going up it.  Imminently.’


    I put the butt plug face upwards on the nightstand.


    Daniel took my place at the back of Submissive Karen’s arse and fingered around her butthole with lube.  He smeared it around before poking a finger inside the hole.  Submissive Karen whimpered.  Then a second finger joined the first inside the hole.  Soon Daniel was butt fucking Submissive Karen by pumping his fingers in and out.  He replaced the fingers with his dick.  With little ceremony or pre-warning he was penetrating my husband.  Even I was a little taken aback to realise that my heterosexual husband now had another man’s seven inch penis buried in his ass cavity.  For a moment I wondered if I’d gone too far.  It was all fun and games but at what point did it cross into something less fun and more disturbing.


    It was shocking how fast things had moved.  Instead of the tentative baby steps originally discussed I was doing this for only our second session.  It was more than a bit of a leap from what we were doing during the first session.  That seemed so quaint and innocent now.  I guess I’m just not one for half-arsing it.  I liked that first spank session and my mind ran away with me.  I was originally planning to just have a suck session with one guy but then the idea of a second guy entered my head, and then a third guy made the fantasy expand further.  Then once I’d had Submissive Karen sucking off the three guys I wanted to do more.  After she’d finished emptying their balls it seemed like a wasted opportunity if she didn’t fuck them.  If anything I should be given a medal for stopping at one guy fucking her.  That’s restraint.  I could so easily order all three of them to fuck her in the ass.


    The miniature padlock that locked his chastity device in place around the base of his cock clicked rhythmically against the plastic as they made love.


    Submissive Karen moaned with what sounded to my ears like pleasure.  He was being buggered and I don’t think he disliked it.  He could deny it afterwards, and I’d let him deny it as I’m a good wife, but he certainly looked and sounded like he was getting his rocks off.  It was a shame that I’d locked his dick away because I’d have loved to see it wobbling about fully erect as Daniel ploughed him.  Oh well, my conceptual thinking couldn’t be compromised so I had to keep him in the device.  It was a pity.  Chastity had served its purpose in the first half of the session but now it was just a hindrance to him having an orgasm.  I wanted to remove it and let him enjoy some direct dick pleasure of his own, but alas my hands were tied.


    I was supposed to be fucking Craig but I was too mesmerised by the sight of my husband taking it up the ass while dressed like a woman.  It took a minute but eventually I remembered my storyline and shook myself out of my fascination with what I was seeing.  I turned my attention to Craig.  ‘You ready to fuck?’ I asked him.  He nodded.


    I sat on the bed facing Craig with Submissive Karen to my immediate right.  We were going to fuck beside each other.  Husband and wife in a gangbang.  It was perfect.  I considered sucking Craig’s penis but it felt wrong for me to suck it.  Submissive Karen had already done that.  My mouth on it would be redundant.  That would just be me repeating a job already done to a fairly expert degree by my inferior.  Instead I’d have Craig lick me out.  I dropped the crop to the floor out the way.  I then pulled my latex skirt up to my waist.  Then I pulled my black sixty denier tights down to around my knees.  My black rubber panties soon followed the tights to my knees.  I laid back slightly more and said to Craig, ‘Eat me.’


    Craig was on his knees with his head between my legs in no time.  He lapped eagerly at my sopping wet cunt.  His tongue pushed apart the complex folds of my womanhood and he began to pleasure me.  ‘Karen, are you watching?  Look at this.  His head’s between my legs.  He’s licking me down there.  It feels so good.’  I moaned with pleasure.  My husband looked away, either too distraught to watch me being licked by another man, or too lost in his own world of pleasure and pain.  


    ‘That’s good, Craig.  Very good.  Much better than my husband ever did it.  He was a sloppy pussy eater.  Now I know why.  Because he was more into cock than he was pussy.  He was so precise and enthusiastic when he was sucking your cock.  He was never that meticulous and methodical when it came to eating my pussy.  You’re a much better rug muncher than he ever was.’


    Craig licked away at my clit and Daniel pounded away at Submissive Karen’s prostate.  Harold watched with his dick in his hands.


    I felt my orgasm start to build.  Before coming I pulled Craig up to my mouth and kissed him on the lips.  ‘Fuck me,’ I instructed.  I laid back as best I could on the limited space on the bed.  He got a condom from the nightstand and put it on his dick.  As he did that I repeatedly kissed Submissive Karen on the fabric covering her upper right arm.  


    Craig came back to me and put his sexy manly weight on top of me.  He slotted his erection into my hole.


    He fucked me.


    Did I want to sleep with other men?  Yes.  I did.  There’s no way I could pretend I hadn’t fantasised about having intimate moments with men other than my husband.  It’s only natural to want what you can’t ordinarily have.  This cuckolding idea was a convenient way to do that while keeping everything above board with Paul.  I didn’t want to have an affair.  I just wanted some dick that didn’t belong to him.  It was just sex.  Under the cover of S&M I could cuckold him and make it part of our fetish game.  We all win just as long as jealousy doesn’t raise its ugly head.  Was I a bitch?  Yes, probably, but that’s what he wanted.  He wanted a bitch to dominate and abuse him.  Cuckolding is a form of abuse.  So it was all fair game as far as I was concerned.


    Craig fucked me with his eight inch cock and I loved it.  It was quite a thing to take another man’s cock in my pussy while my husband took a seven inch cock beside me.  It’s an experience I would recommend.


    The four of us fucked like this while Harold stood watching.  He was jerking off his nine inch monster.  He didn’t try to interfere and touch us.


    Daniel came in Submissive Karen’s arsehole.


    Daniel was apologetic after he pulled his dick out of Submissive Karen.  His ejaculated cum load was contained within the condom still around his dick.  ‘I couldn’t help it.  It felt too good,’ he said while stepping backwards to the bedroom door.


    As Craig continued to fuck me I pulled Karen’s skirt out the way and checked to see if he’d had a climax.  He hadn’t.  ‘I don’t see any cum dripping out your pussy.’  That restraint I mentioned earlier about only having one guy fuck her in the arse – forget about that.  The bitch didn’t come.  I wanted to see her squeeze out a dripping cum load from anal stimulation through that tiny pee hole in her chastity.  I wanted to see it and I was going to – even if it meant all three guys banging her and then me finishing the job with a dildo.  ‘You didn’t come.  Bad girl.  Very bad girl.  Give me one reason why I shouldn’t hit you with my crop?  You deserve a thrashing for disappointing me.  I wanted to see you cream yourself.  I’m very disappointed.  I guess Harold will have to finish the job.  Harold, it’s your lucky day.  Your nine inch dick is needed.  Put it in Submissive Karen’s arse and finish the job Daniel was too excited to complete.  I don’t blame you Daniel: she’s a very sexy girl with a tight, near virginal arsehole.’


    Harold smirked and took a condom from the nightstand.  He ripped the packaging open and dropped it on the floor.  He rolled the clear latex protection down the length of his impressive pecker then smeared a dollop of lubricant onto his erection.  With menace in his voice he said to Karen, ‘I’m going to rip your arse wide open.’


    Harold put his hands on Submissive Karen’s hips and pulled her off the bed.  She stood with her skirt falling over her privates.  Harold sat on the bed in her place.  He was facing her with his erection pointed up and outwards in his lap.  He patted his knees.  Submissive Karen pulled up her skirt again.  Without further prompting she turned around to face away from Harold and lowered herself onto his lap.  The head of his cock touched her hole.  Karen used her hand to centre the cock before continuing.  She sat down with the rigid erection sliding up into her arsehole.  He lowered himself the whole way down until he was filled up with Harold’s great big dick.  Submissive Karen was now sitting with her arse cheeks on his thighs – full skin contact.  The full nine inches were inside Submissive Karen.  I was impressed.  I kept expecting him to scream out the safeword but not once did the word ‘tangerine’ leave his mouth.  It’s astonishing that he never even said ‘mercy’ to get a moment of respite to regroup and find his mental strength to continue.  He was not made of weak stuff.  Just because he was my submissive didn’t mean he was without steel.  If anything, being submissive required more steel and character than being the dominant one.  Being in control was the easy role.  Giving up control took courage.  It is so much easier to hit than it is to receive the blow.


    Submissive Karen started to bounce up and down on Harold’s dick.  He held his A-line skirt up out the way so we could all see his clit stick in its cruel bondage.  The padlock clicked and clacked against the plastic of the chastity device as he was sodomised.  Up and down his arsehole went around Harold’s nine inch dick.  Click, click, click, clack, click, click, clack.


    I got into doggy position and Craig entered me vaginally from behind.


    Daniel pulled the contraceptive off his wilted dick and fed its contents to Submissive Karen.  He placed the open end above her mouth and gravity did the rest.  ‘How do you like the taste of me in latex?’ he asked my husband.  Submissive Karen swallowed the condom load without answering the question.  Daniel threw the used condom in the rubbish bin beside the bedroom door.


    To Craig I shouted, ‘Fuck me harder.  I’m almost there.  Just a bit more dick.  Just a bit more.  Right there.  You’re in my spot.  It feels…  It feels…’  I couldn’t finish the thought.  I came with a lot of noise.


    ‘My husband will never fuck me like that ever again,’ was all I said about my orgasm before I orchestrated a change of positions.  I made Craig get off me and we both stood.  Craig sat back on the bed beside Harold.  I wanted to mirror my hubby so I sat on Craig’s dick just like how Submissive Karen was sitting on Harold’s, except I was being penetrated vaginally.  I fancied some anal of my own but it wasn’t very dignified for Dominatrix Alisha to take it up the pooper.  I was a lady, not a slut like Submissive Karen.  I had appearances to think about.  After the third session I’d relax the rules but for now I wanted to keep to my plan – and that didn’t involve classy Dominatrix Alisha taking a dick in the anus.  Dominatrix Alisha was a proper lady.


    We fucked.  Both of us riding up and down on our respective dicks.  The bow around his neck became crooked as he fucked Harold.  I reached out and tried to realign it.  I couldn’t get it straight but it was more horizontal than it was before my interference.


    Our sixty denier covered knees touched a few times.  It was thrilling to have my husband’s nylons rub up against my own.  It was so kinky and so wrong.


    To Submissive Karen I said, ‘Ride that cock.  Ride it, you whore.  Make him feel desired.  Fuck.  Bang.  Fuck like a whore.  Take his full length in your ass.  Make love to him.  Be a good girl and come on his dick.’


    At last I saw cum seeping out of the little urethra hole at the end of the clear plastic chastity device.  ‘Good girl.  Good girl.  You’re coming.  Very good girl.  That’s what I want to see.’  I reached out and put my right index finger on the end of his cock through the pee hole.  I took my hand away with my finger covered in his cum.  ‘Open,’ I instructed him.  He opened his mouth and I stuck my finger into it.  He sucked the cum off my finger.  ‘Does it taste good to eat your own pussy juice?’ I asked as I removed the digit from his mouth.


    ‘Yes, Dominatrix Alisha.’


    I put my finger back on his urethra opening.  I gathered up some more seepage with my fingertip.  I fed it to him.  I gathered up a third collection but this time I held my finger out of reach of his mouth.  ‘Beg me for it.  Embarrass yourself further in front of me, Daniel, Craig and Harold.  Beg to be allowed to taste yourself.’


    ‘Please, Dominatrix Alisha.  Please.  I want to taste my own pussy juice.’


    ‘Go on then, if you’re that big a slut.’  I moved my hand closer and he leaned in and took my finger into his mouth.  ‘What a slut.  No shame.  None at all.’  To Harold I said, ‘Keep fucking her until you come.  I don’t care how much it hurts Submissive Karen.  Keep pumping your massive cock into her arse.’  I cleaned up what remained of Submissive Karen’s cum and made him suck my finger for the fourth time.


    Daniel was hard again and beating off at the sight of the two of us girls fucking beside each other on the bed.  I told Daniel to stick his dick back in Submissive Karen’s mouth.  This he did.


    I could feel my orgasm growing inside me again.  Craig’s dick felt so good rubbing against my inner walls.  I placed my right hand on my privates and began rubbing at my clit.  I rubbed myself to climax while Craig reamed me from below.  I came loudly on Craig’s dick.  ‘Fuck.  Fuck.  That felt good.’  I took my hand away from my cunt and sniffed at my own fingers.  The smell of my sex was all over them.


    He kept fucking me as he still hadn’t reached his own orgasm.


    The sounds of our combined squelchy love making filled the room for a few more minutes until Harold started bucking with all the signs of starting to come.  Submissive Karen took Daniel out of his mouth.


    Harold grunted more loudly.  This was it.  Right now.  He was coming.  He was ejaculating his seed inside a condom deep in my husband’s asshole.  What a thought.  Harold gasped and I could sense him, rather than see him, go floppy with the sexual tension leaving his body.


    Harold pushed Submissive Karen off his spent dick.  Karen stood awkwardly on the spot, not knowing what to do.  I instructed Harold to pull his condom off but to keep a hold of it.  I had plans for it later.


    I ordered Karen to show me his abused red arsehole.  He bent over to show me his bum.  ‘Open it with your hands.’  He pulled apart his butt cheeks with his hands.  ‘Very pretty.  Do you feel like a real girl now?’


    ‘Yes, Dominatrix Alisha.’


    ‘Sit down.’


    He sat down on the bed beside me after Harold scooted further over.


    ‘Now watch me give Craig an orgasm.’


    Everyone watched as I noisily fucked Craig.  It was sexy putting on a show for the boys.  I did some generic dirty talk but it was banal in comparison to the filth I came up with when degrading my sissy husband.  Gender bending was such a rich area.  Straight male-female sex was pretty dull for dirty talk when put in direct comparison to transsexual taunting.


    After a few minutes Craig came in my cunt.


    I took him out of me and admired the white mess inside his condom.  I peeled the condom off his dick then told him to get up and stand elsewhere.  I got off Craig to allow him to get up.  I then sat back down on the bed.  To Submissive Karen I said, ‘Face me head on.’  He looked directly at me.  I dangled the used rubber from the open end before his eyes.  ‘You know what you’re going to do, don’t you?’


    ‘Eat the cum?’


    ‘Or you can feel my crop if you prefer.’


    He took the condom from my hand.  He tipped it back so Craig’s ejaculated jizz slid down the inside of the lubricated contraceptive and fell onto his tongue.  ‘That’s my lover’s,’ I said.  ‘That’s the physical proof of the orgasm I gave him.  He fucked me real good and hard in my tight snatch.  From now on only men of eight inches or bigger are getting in my fuck palace.  So that rules you out by two full inches.  And because you’re no longer a man.  Now be a good whore and drink the other one.  Harold’s condom contains the physical proof of the orgasm you gave him with your tight little ass.’


    Submissive Karen looked for somewhere to drop Craig’s now empty condom.  Daniel picked up on the problem and placed the bin from beside the door at Karen’s feet.  Karen dropped the rubber into the bin.  He then turned around to face Harold.  I imagine he had a sheepish look of pure humiliation on his face as he took the used rubber from Harold.  He turned back to face me again.  I said, ‘Eat it.  Gulp it all down.  It’s all for you.  I insist on my girl getting to eat her reward.’


    He took a moment before upending the condom into his mouth.  It dripped onto his tongue.  He slurped it down just like he did with the jizz from the previous contraceptive.  His face gave off a look of distaste.  He didn’t like that one so much.  Maybe it wasn’t fresh enough.


    ‘How disgusting,’ I said.  ‘Eating cum from a condom.  And you did it three times.  Shocking.  It’s shameful.  That’s not what a classy lady of breeding does.  Absolutely shameful.  Such a slut.’


    Submissive Karen dropped the condom in the bin.


    ‘Say thank you to the men,’ I insisted.


    ‘Thank you,’ he said to no one in particular with a voice barely above a whisper.


    Daniel said, ‘You’re welcome,’ as he patted my husband on the top of his brunette bob.


    I added, ‘Say goodbye.  It’s time for them to go.  No more dick for you tonight.  You’ve had your fill.  Anymore would just be greedy.’


    To the room he said in a slightly louder voice than before, ‘Goodbye.  And thank you for allowing me to eat your cum.’


    The men filed out the bedroom and headed towards the bathroom to clean up.


    It was now just us, Dominatrix Alisha and Submissive Karen.  ‘Did you enjoy yourself?’ I asked.


    ‘No comment.’


    ‘Well if you’re going to be an ungrateful little bitch you can stay locked up and dressed like that for the rest of the night.’


     


     


    We ate our late dinner at the dinner table.  He prepared it.  It wasn’t appropriate for Dominatrix Alisha to lift a finger and do housework.


    I had changed into stylish black trousers and a cream blouse.  


    He was still in drag and locked in chastity.  The session was over, and the men had gone, so we talked normally but that didn’t mean I couldn’t still take pleasure in dressing him up and keeping his dick under lock and key.  I was going to keep him like this until bedtime.  He wasn’t happy about it but that only made it all the more delicious.  I was kind enough not to insert the butt plug back into his abused anus.  He’d cleaned himself up but I refused to remove the device from around his dick.  I also reapplied his make-up so he could remain as girly as possible.  He was now dressed in a yellow pencil skirt and a peach blouse.  On his shaved legs he wore tan tights.  His legs looked good in tan.  On his feet he had nude coloured four inch heels.  I swapped the brunette bob for the blonde wig so I could see how it looked.  It wasn’t as good.  Dark colours suited him better.  Dark dresses, dark pantyhose, dark hair and dramatic eye make-up was more his look.  Other than that he looked pretty good for a girl.  Maybe I’d have to buy a corset to get his boxy man body into a more womanly shape.  There wasn’t much more I could do with his face using just make-up.  The silicon tits I’d stuffed in his bra could be bigger but it wasn’t worth replacing them.  A bit of subtlety in the chest department probably wasn’t a bad idea anyway.  He might not fool the man on the street but otherwise he passed well-enough for my needs.  


    I put my dear hubby through a bisexual gender twisting torment that tested his boundaries while leaving my own state of mind mostly untouched.  Would I look at my husband differently now?  Not really.  I hold none of it against my husband.  I didn’t mind him sleeping with other men as part of a sex game.  I liked the idea of having a transvestite bisexual husband.  That didn’t bother me.  As long as we were together and we were happy.  He just better not run off with someone else.  It was just fun.  Nothing more.  I did it as it was fun.  I had a fun time.  My traumatised husband had a fun time; more or less.  The boys, Daniel, Craig and Harold, had a good time.  It was fun.  That’s all it was.  I was proud of my husband.  I admired and respected him.  This did not demean him.  Not at all.  He only grew in stature after doing all of this for me.


    I said, ‘Being a girl is a fetish.  There’s something kind of inherently embarrassing and humiliating about the female sexual experience.  We receive the cock and have to put up with the spunk at the end of it.  That’s what you’re experiencing.  The female sexual experience.  You got to be the girl.  Admit it, you loved it.  You enjoyed wearing tights and a skirt and getting down on your knees.  You got a real thrill from taking those cocks in your mouth.  Did you say to yourself, “I’m a real girl now; this must be what it feels like to be a real girl”?  Did you feel like you were an actual girl?’


    He gave a non-committal answer by saying, ‘It’s…  Maybe I liked the thought of being a girl more than the actual reality of being in that feminine position.  It felt wrong and sort of right at the same time for being so wrong.  It’s fun to break a rule or shatter a taboo.  I get that.  But I felt bad and stupid.  I won’t deny there was a charge to it, but I can’t say it was enjoyable.  Not in the conventional sense.’


    ‘Let me ask you this question: did you get aroused?’


    ‘I got aroused.  If only you’d let me get hard.  Can I at least now take this cage off?’


    ‘I like having you in chastity.  It gives me control.  And I like having control over you.’


    ‘I noticed.’


    Changing the subject I asked, ‘Did you like being sodomised?’


    ‘No,’ he said emphatically.


    ‘I don’t believe you.  I know what I saw and heard.  You totally enjoyed sitting on Harold’s dick.  I know what I saw.  I know when you’re liking something.  And you liked both those dicks up your ass.’


    ‘I didn’t.’


    ‘You did.  Even if you didn’t, you will learn to love it.  In time.  Once we’ve opened that butt of yours up a few more times it won’t be so sore.’


    He gave me a look that suggested he wasn’t keen on that idea.


    I asked, ‘Did your orgasm with a man feel different to when you come with me?’


    ‘Obviously.  I was taking it in the arse.  I’ve never come from a prostate massage before.  It’s not a very satisfying ejaculation as it seeps out rather than explodes.  And the chastity didn’t help.’


    ‘Do you feel gay?’


    ‘I was “encouraged” into it.  It wasn’t a choice I made.  Maybe I chose to go along with it when I could have stopped what was happening.  I don’t know.  It’s confusing.  I’m not gay.’


    ‘I never said you were.’


    ‘I don’t feel gay.  I don’t want to have sex with a man again.  It was a onetime oddball occurrence.  I can put a tick beside the box that says “ever had a homosexual experience?”  One time does not make me queer.  It would have to become a habitual pattern of repeated behaviour to mean anything significant.  It wasn’t too bad.  I guess.  I think I can admit to that much.  It was more interesting than bad.  But I feel I’ve done my tour of duty.  I’ve served my country in that particular battlefield.  Wouldn’t you agree?’


    I ignored the question and said, ‘You really blew those gentlemen with gusto.  For a supposed non-fag you licked and sucked and pleasured them like a real slut.  I think you like being a girl.  Does it feel correct somehow to be on your knees in a pretty dress and heels in front of three men blowing them?  I bet it does.’


    ‘Maybe a little part of me got a kick out of it.  The sheer perversity of it can’t be ignored.  I got hard.  Painfully hard.  I was not un-aroused.’


    ‘So how do you feel now?’ I asked.


    ‘I feel stupid.  I look stupid.’


    ‘You look cute, but I’ll grant you that darker colours suit you better.’


    ‘I’m not comfortable with this.  Fucking other guys is not…  It’s too far in the wrong direction of what I want to do.  And wearing dresses isn’t my thing either.  I’m not…comfortable.’


    ‘You’re not meant to be comfortable.  And I think you got a lot more out of it than you’re willing to admit.  Didn’t you?  You cannot deny that was hot.  You got to be a girl.  That’s a whole shift in perspective.  The very act of playing the part of the girl, and to such extremes, has to have been a valuable experience that goes beyond a few good orgasms.  There must be something profound in having lived, as briefly as it may have been, as a girl in her most intimate of moments.  Karen is a part of you now.  You’ll always walk around with a part of her in you.  I don’t mean that in a pretentious way.  I mean you’ve seen and experienced the female side of sex in a way that few men have.  From now on you should be able to see the feminine side of things with a little more clarity.  On a very visceral level you’ve been a woman.  Or am I overrating it?’


    ‘Look, Sarah, it was interesting.  Very interesting.  But it was creepy and scary.  I’m a heterosexual man and you made me suck off three men and have intercourse with two of them.  I’ve had a gay experience.  It’s going to take awhile to process that.  It’s not something I intend…  And I can’t say I’m overly thrilled that you had sex with someone.’


    ‘Again, you’re not meant to be thrilled.  This is real S&M, dear.  Not the superficial whips and latex kind that doesn’t penetrate the mind beyond pain and fear.  What I’m doing has actual discomfort and unwanted things in it.  I’m playing with actual feelings.  This is real sadomasochism with genuine submission on your part and real sadism on mine.  I’m fucking with our brains here.  What I’m doing goes way beyond the pleasure of skin on leather.  There are depths to what I’m doing.  Bear with me for one more session.  Play out my game.  Then we can switch roles.  If we can.  You can dominate me.’


    ‘I don’t think I can.’


    ‘I know.  These are our natural roles.  It’s so obvious.  We’re both where we should be.  I couldn’t be dominated by you.  I just said that to make me sound more reasonable.  But it’s a lie.  We can’t change positions.  After the next session we can do something that you’d like.  You can design the scenario.  But I want to finish this as planned.’


    ‘This is not what I had in mind when I suggested we try BDSM.’


    ‘Clearly you wouldn’t choose this.  This isn’t your fantasy.  It’s not even necessarily strictly speaking my fantasy.  It’s not like I’ve ever masturbated to this idea before.  It’s just my research into sadomasochism opened this door and I saw the potential.’


    ‘I feel you dodged my question earlier.’


    ‘What question?’


    ‘You cuckolded me.  How did it feel to cuckold me?’


    ‘How did you feel when you took it up the ass?  It felt good to take another man’s penis in my cunt.  Of course it did.  I like sex.  I like the feel of being entered.  I’ve got a fully wanton pussy.  And as a general rule of thumb it feels really good when long things are put in it.  I’m not going to lie to you: I enjoyed fucking Craig.  He’s a good lover.  It’s not too late.  You could still make love with him yourself.’


    ‘No thanks.’


     


     


    After he’d cleared the dinner table and done the dishes I ordered him to come with me into the living room.  He wobbled awkwardly on his unfamiliar four inch heels as he followed me.  I made him lie face up on the sofa.  I then laid myself down on top of him.  I pushed my breasts onto his fake cleavage and rubbed my arms and legs against his.  I kissed him on various places on his face.  Our tongues touched.  Basically I teased the crap out of him.  ‘Don’t you just love the feel of our womanly bodies rubbing up against each other?  Isn’t that something special?’


    ‘Please stop.  I’m getting hard.’


    ‘Oh poor Submissive Karen, trying to use something she isn’t supposed to have between her legs.  There’s nowhere for her clit to go.  How sad.  How tragic.  How amusing.  Open up.’  He opened his mouth.  I spat in it.  ‘Swallow,’ I demanded.


    He swallowed my spit.  He complained, ‘Please, it hurts.’


    ‘Pleasure and pain, bitch.  Pleasure and pain.  You wanted sadomasochism.  Well that’s what this is.  Pleasure and pain coexisting at the same time.  If you don’t like it then you’ve only got yourself to blame.’


    ‘I’m getting really aroused.  It’s not funny.’


    ‘It’s funny depending on whose point of view you’re looking at it from.  To me it’s hilarious.’


    ‘It really hurts.  Let me take it off.’


    ‘No.  You don’t get another orgasm tonight.  I’m keeping you locked up until we wake in the morning.  Only then will I allow you to get released.  Think of all those hours you’ve still got to go until I allow your dick the freedom to get erect.  You’ll be so horny throughout the night because you can’t get a sexual release.  You’ll be constantly fighting your mind to stop thinking about sex.  Even if you do nod off you’ll probably be forced awake in pain as your morning wood presses against your bondage.  It’s so unreasonable of me.  I’m such a bitch.  You can borrow one of my nighties.  I’ve got a pretty silky chemise black one that would just look adorable on you.  Only after that will I open your cage and you can then masturbate in the shower.  Alone.  Pathetically.  What will you fantasise about as you at long last get to stroke what Submissive Karen can’t have?’


    He asked from below me, ‘Where does all this filth come from?  You used to be a nicer person.’


    ‘Will you think about wearing that dress with the ‘I Love Boys’ panties?  Or will you concentrate on the texture of your tights?  Or will you think about sucking Daniel, Craig and Harold?  Will you fixate on one boy in particular or all three of them?  Or maybe you’ll remember the sensations of getting butt fucked?  Or will it be this moment of me taunting you?  Teasing you.  Arousing you.  Will it be this moment you’ll be masturbating over tomorrow morning before going to work?  Will it be now that you’ll think about when you finally bust a nut?’


    After what seemed like half an hour of brutal physical and verbal teasing on the sofa I masturbated over him with my hand inside the waist of my trousers.  I announced myself to be fully sexually satisfied.


    

    


    
  


  
    My Husband Makes Love to Tanya’s Arsehole: ‘The shocking trouble a girl can get up to in a suburban bedroom.’


     


    In preparation for the third session I sent Paul to work with the chastity device attached around his crotch.  He also wore a pair of my knickers.  A white lacy pair.  He wore baggy trousers to hide the bulky plastic of the chastity device.  It took a bit of persuading to get him to leave the house in this state.  The only way I could get him to agree to it was by hinting strongly that he’d be rewarded when he got back home.


    When he returned from his office I changed him in the kitchen.  I squeezed him into a tight turquoise latex dress with over the shoulder spaghetti straps and a short skirt.  Over the top of the latex dress went a black corset, also made from latex.  It was zipped up at the front with five large buckles covering the zip to create a severe S&M look.  It was cinched painfully tight to try and give him the feminine hourglass figure he was previously missing.  Underneath the dress he wore suspenders with stockings attached.  His bra was filled with the silicon breasts and his panties stuffed with his imprisoned dick.  The panties were placed over the suspenders so they could be removed without having to unclip the stockings.  The bra, panties, suspender belt and the stockings were all made from shiny black latex.  On his legs he wore black gladiator knee high boots with five inch stiletto heels.  I briefly considered elbow length opera gloves but I wanted him to feel everything.  The desensitising distance that gloves would create was not adequately compensated for by their undeniable visual appeal.  Make-up, chunky bangles, a pearl necklace and the brunette bob were put on him.  I also took the time to paint his nails a gothic black.


    I myself was dressed in a blue cotton dress with quarter length sleeves and a short pencil skirt.  I had lingerie on underneath made from the finest black lace.  The suspenders held up ten denier black stockings with a black seam up the back.  On my feet I had black ankle boots with five inch block heels.


    I attached a thin leather collar around his neck.  The word ‘SLUT’ was written on it in four pieces of metal.  I attached a metal chain to the loop at the front.


    I gave him a large bottle of water and told him to drink it.  ‘This will be thirsty work.  I don’t want you conking out early due to dehydration or something.  All of it.  The whole bottle.  You’ll be thanking me later that I made you drink it.  Believe me, you’ll be very, very thankful.’


    As he drank from the bottle I said, ‘I guess you’d like to know who I’ve got lined up to play with you.  Is it a boy or a girl?  Do you dare dream it will be a fellow girl?  How many are there?  Could there be five guys waiting up there to ravish you?  Questions like that must be buzzing through your sissy mind.’  I pulled him closer using the leash in my hands.  ‘It’s a girl,’ I announced.  ‘I’m sure you’ll be relieved to hear.  Just the one.’  I gave him some slack on the leash.  ‘Drink up.’  He continued to drink from the bottle.  ‘I know I said I didn’t want my sissy to be a lesbian but in retrospect I feel I’ve been unreasonable.  You can be bisexual.  It’s your true nature.  Just because you’re having sex with women doesn’t mean you can’t be fucking guys as well.  We’ll just have to make sure you’re fucking more guys than girls.  If you want to have sex with girls, and they’re willing to have sex with you, then it’s not right for me to deny you that experience.  I’m sure I can develop a taste for watching lesbian sex.  I wouldn’t let you touch me but Tanya upstairs was interested when I got chatting to her online.  She’s a fan of my work.  Our work,’ I corrected myself.  ‘She was very intrigued to learn more.  I couldn’t give her enough details.  Between you and me, I suspect she was masturbating when I was talking to her.  Her spelling was suspiciously bad; suggesting a lack of focus on her typing.  Anyway I couldn’t feed her enough details.  After a point I was boring myself.  Frankly, Submissive Karen, you’re not that interesting.  Talking about you and your slutty ways was obviously arousing deep feelings in Tanya.  Rather boldly she suggested that she’d like to visit and have sex with you.  She wanted to help with your sissy training.  As you can imagine I was in two minds about it.  I really wanted to keep you straight but she revealed a little twist that had me very excited.  So I agreed.  She’s a lovely girl.  Makes a piss poor cup of coffee but gorgeous to look at.  She’s quite stunning with long blonde hair.  She’s not very tall.  Quite a compact little thing.  With a good “rack” as I believe the less enlightened of men might put it.  She was quite dynamite.  Very sexy.  I wondered if I was being too generous in allowing you to sleep with her.  It was a substantial dilemma.  I did wrestle with it for a few minutes.  Do you deserve such a peach of a girl?  But you know what, damned if I didn’t want to see her fuck.  I considered being cruel and inviting one of your gentlemen callers around to fuck her in front of you.  I did mention that possibility to her, but she wanted you.  She wanted to fuck a submissive sissy.  So you can thank her for what you’re about to receive.  I’m still not sure if I agree with you sleeping with another woman.  It feels like a compromise but I guess if you’ve got homosexual tendencies then I should let you explore them.  It’s not like I can beat them out of you.  Once a dyke always a dyke, right?  If your sissy brain’s wired that way then there’s nothing I can do to stop you thinking about another girl’s snatch.  Do you want to have sex with Tanya?’


    He was almost finished with the bottle of water.  He said, ‘Yes, Dominatrix Alisha.  Please and thank you.’


    ‘Are you sure?’


    ‘Yes, Dominatrix Alisha.’


    ‘Are you really sure?’


    ‘Yes, Dominatrix Alisha.  I would like to have sex with Tanya.’  He took a moment to think and then asked, ‘Is there a trick I’m not aware of?’


    ‘There is a limitation.  It’s good news and bad news.  The good news is: she’ll do anal.  I’m not sure, from your point of view, if this is good or bad news, but she wants to be the receiver, not the giver.  That leads to more good news.  She’s going to let you out of your cage.  That’s right.  You’re going to be allowed to have an erection while dressed in women’s clothing.  How lucky are you?  Can you imagine what that will be like?  You’ll be hard and you’ll get to use it by sticking it in Tanya’s arsehole.  Wouldn’t that be nice?  Are you excited and horny at that thought?  Is your pussy hurting under your skirt at the thought of it?  Are you interested in anal sex with Tanya?’


    ‘Yes, Dominatrix Alisha.’


    ‘Okay.  Good.  It still feels awfully generous of me.  She has the key to your bondage so in the end it’s up to her if she’ll release you or not.  If she doesn’t like the look of you she might not let you out to play.  Or maybe you won’t please her in some other way.  A lack of appropriate awe and reverence perhaps on your part.  It’s in your best interest to be very nice to her.’


    ‘Please, forgive me for speaking, Dominatrix Alisha, but what is the bad news?’


    ‘Oh that.  She won’t do vaginal intercourse.  That’s all.  So it’s more good news than bad.’


    I took a moment to add a bit more dramatic colour to his eye shadow.  One consequence of starting to paint his face had been an increased inclination to be more adventurous with my own war paint.  My eye shadow was getting incrementally more dramatic with each passing day.  I was putting more time and effort into applying my make-up as I wanted to be more exotic.  I wanted my outsides to match my insides.  When I was younger I would diligently paint my face with painstaking care.  Then my make-up got simpler and more pared down.  Now I’d rediscovered my zest for making a statement with my face.  Slutty eye make-up was not a crime.


    I finished his eye shadow and picked up my crop.  


    I gave him a few minutes in front of the hallway mirror to admire his own feminised reflection.  I stood behind him.  ‘Do you like what you see?’


    ‘Yes, Dominatrix Alisha.  I look and feel like a woman.  Thank you for making me your bitch and imposing your will and fantasies upon me.’


    ‘This is your fantasy.’  I hit him on the back with the crop.  ‘Don’t pretend it’s not.’  I hit him again.


    I took him up the stairs by the leash.  All the doors were closed on the first floor hallway.  At the door to our bedroom I told him to get on his hands and knees.  ‘There’s too much dignity in walking on hind legs.’  He got on all fours.  I opened the door.  Sitting on the bed with her legs crossed was Tanya.  She was a short blonde with olive skin.  She was wearing a bright pink sleeveless latex dress with a short pencil skirt.  The neckline of the dress was all the way up to her jaw line.  On her otherwise bare legs she wore over the knee black hooker boots with laces up the front.  The laces were mostly for aesthetic reasons, although technically they did work.  On the inner sides were zips.  The stiletto heels were six inches.  She looked down at Submissive Karen and said, ‘Well hello there.  You must be Submissive Karen.  I’m Tanya.  Please come in.  I’ve heard so much about you.’


    I walked him into the room.  He stopped on all fours at Tanya’s booted feet.  He looked up at her and said, ‘Thank you for agreeing to meet with me.’


    ‘I’m just thankful Alisha said yes to my request.  It was very brave of you to come out to your wife.  And it’s very impressive that she was so understanding of your needs and desires.  Not many wives would explore your fetish with such love and respect.  Many would laugh or be horrified that their husband was a sissy.  It’s not like she married you for your feminine qualities.  That she’s this open-minded is a remarkable stroke of luck.  If my husband came out as a sissy, knock on wood, then I’m not so sure I’d be so caring and understanding.  I want him to be a man.  I’m not saying I wouldn’t take advantage of him and watch him suck cock.  I’m a pervert.  I would totally watch him suck cock.  But I’m almost sure I’d still divorce him.  The man I’m married to has to be a real man.  But other men I’m not married to, such as yourself, I’m not so hard on.  I understand the appeal of women’s clothing.  I very much understand and sympathise with the sissy mindset.  Who wouldn’t want to wear these boots?’ she said as she patted the top of her right leather covered knee.  ‘Getting to wear boots as sexy as these has an obvious appeal.  You’re lucky you’ve got a wife who indulges you.  She’s so kind and loving.  She even supplied you the cock for your first time.  First three times to be more precise.  What wife would go out and find their husband three cocks to suck?  That’s love.  That’s devotion.  That’s a great marriage.  Of course the balance of power has tilted completely to her advantage.  A sissy cannot be an equal.  A sissy is not someone you can respect.  A submissive sissy is even less than a mere sissy.  Although when you think about it, aren’t all sissies submissive.  Trannies are a docile bunch, I believe.  I guess there’s usually the odd scary combative one fighting for gay rights and the like.  Sorry, I’m drifting off topic.  Your marriage isn’t broken.  You landed on your feet with this one.  Alisha is the best thing that ever happened to you.  Now she’s handing you over to me for the evening.  Her posts on the forum really had me excited.  Your story really spoke to me.  It touched me.  And I touched myself.  I could barely believe my luck when my offer to fuck you was taken up by your owner.  You’re quite good looking.  For a man in a dress.’


    I said, ‘She’s yours now.  Do as you please.’


    ‘Thank you Alisha.’


    I handed the leash to Tanya.  She took it and pulled him closer so his left cheek was mashed up against the bootlaces of her right hooker boot.  She remained cross-legged with the right boot over the left.  She said to him, ‘You’re mine now.  Understand?’  He nodded as best he could with his face pressed against her boot.  ‘Any issues with that?’  He shook his head.  To me she asked, ‘Do you mind if I change her name?’


    ‘What’s wrong with Submissive Karen?’


    ‘Nothing.  It’s just there was this girl she reminds me of.  Abigail.  Abigail Price.  Bitch stole a boyfriend from me.  Something about this one reminds me of her.  They’re both the sort of cocksuckers who would think nothing of stealing boys from me.  You can see it in her eyes.  She’ll suck anyone.  Anyone.  She’s like a tennis player: love means nothing to her.’


    ‘Go ahead.  She’s your slut for the night.’


    She asked him, ‘Do you like the name Abigail?’


    He looked up at her with his cheek still pressed against her boot as she kept the leash short in her hand.  He said, ‘Yes, Tanya.  I love the name Abigail.’


    ‘What name do you prefer?  Abigail or Karen?  It’s okay.  You can tell me.  You can talk and voice your own opinion.  I don’t have a whip.  I’m not here to dominate you.  That’s Alisha’s job.  Not mine.  I’m here to have sex with you.  What name do you prefer?’


    ‘I’m used to Karen.  I’ve grown fond of it.’


    ‘After I’m gone you can go back to it.  But for now you’ll be Abigail.’  She gave him some slack in the chain to let Abigail take his cheek off her boot.  ‘You’re a sexy girl.  Do you think I’m sexy?  Am I desirable?  Do you desire me?  Am I beautiful?’


    ‘Yes.  You’re very beautiful.’


    ‘Am I your sexual fantasy?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘You find me sexually attractive?  I appeal to you?’


    ‘Yes.  Very much so.’


    ‘You’re brave saying this in front of your wife.  What would you like to do to me?  Stick it in me?  In my mouth?  In my asshole?  In my cunt?  You want to fuck me?’


    ‘Yes.  I want to have you in all three holes.  Dominatrix Alisha said you’re not allowing vaginal intercourse but I want you in your pussy.  I want to feel your pussy wrapped around my dick.  If you’ll forgive me for being so crude?’


    ‘I’m not shocked by your candour.  I want you to feel me from the inside.’  She tapped the top of her right boot.  ‘Put your hands on my knee and lean in and give me a kiss.’


    Abigail placed his hands on the summit of her crossed legs and moved his face closer to hers.  Tanya leaned in the rest of the distance and kissed him on the lips.  The wet smacking sound of kissing filled the room.


    Tanya broke the kiss and asked, ‘Did that stir your cock?  Is it painful?  It must be.  Kiss,’ she instructed.  They kissed again.  


    ‘Now let’s try it with tongues,’ said Tanya before slipping hers beyond Abigail’s moistened lips.


    They played with their tongues in each other’s mouths.  His tongue slipped into her mouth and hers into his over and over, again and again.  Tanya licked his tongue one last time before leaning back into her original rigidly upright position on the bed.  Abigail got back on all fours.


    Tanya said, ‘That was most enjoyable.  Did you like that?’


    ‘Yes.  Thank you, Tanya.’


    ‘You’re welcome.  Kiss,’ she ordered again.  She couldn’t resist some more tonsil action.  They got back into their kissing stances and did some more heavy petting.  ‘You’re a very good kisser,’ complimented Tanya.  They broke the kiss and got back into their positions.  Tanya combed her left fingers through her long blonde hair.  She dropped the leash and took an orange scrunchy from around her left wrist.  She gathered her hair at the back of her head and used the scrunchy to put her hair into a ponytail.  She picked up the leash again.


    She allowed a still silence to fester for a moment before she said, ‘I’ve got something I want to show you.  It’s something very special.  Are you looking?’  Slowly Tanya uncrossed her legs.  She held her legs open wide so he could see up her pink latex skirt.  He stared in silence.


    The silence continued.


    He remained stock still on all fours looking up her latex skirt.  She calmly sat on the bed with her legs wide open before him.


    Tanya said, ‘Is something wrong, sunlight?  Something confusing you?  Is this not what you pictured when you thought about looking up my skirt?  Shocking, isn’t it.  No knickers.  Were you expecting to see panties?  Or a cunt?  Do you like what you see?  I guess you weren’t expecting to set your eyes upon a penis, were you?’


    Abigail spoke with notable understatement when he said, ‘I can honestly say this was unexpected.’


    What must he have thought when presented with an engorged dick pointed at his face from between the legs of a hot chick he’d just been making out with?  Was he surprised or had he suspected that she wasn’t all that she appeared to be?  Was I too clumsy and gave too much away with my talk about there being a twist and no vaginal sex?  Why did I pick this corner to stand in when the most important part of the action was best seen from the other side of the room over Tanya’s little shoulders?  My skills as a voyeur needed work.  It was too intrusive to change position now so I stayed put.  The best part had been missed anyway so it was all rather academic now if I change position for a better view.  Seeing his reaction via the back of his head was not the smartest decision I’ve ever made.  I have to assume he was suitably shocked.


    Tanya asked, ‘Good unexpected or bad unexpected?’


    He said, ‘I haven’t decided yet.’


    Tanya grabbed her breasts.  ‘These are real.’  She indicated the erection projecting out from between her legs.  ‘And one day I will have a hole down there.  I’ll be a real girl one day.  Culturally I’m a woman.  And soon, in time, my body will be as equally feminine as my mind.  They say even my gynaecologist won’t be able to tell the difference.  Until then I’ve got six inches of man meat under my skirt.  Just like yours.  We’ve both got six inches to play with.  We could be sisters.  I want to feel your dick in me.  I want you to make love to my arsehole.  Will you do that for me?’


    There was only a slight pause before Abigail said, ‘Yes.’


    ‘Thank you, Abigail.’  


    When I met Tanya to check her out and go over the details I didn’t see a giveaway Adam’s apple.  She was wearing a choker that day, and today her dress neckline covered her whole throat.  She was so convincing as a woman that I had to assume that if she was hiding her neck then it was more to do with her own unfounded paranoia than out of actual necessity.  I saw no sign of a lump under the choker or under that latex.  If she hadn’t identified herself as a transsexual before we met then I seriously doubt I would have suspected anything.  Her body was the correct shape, her features fully feminine, her voice was right and she acted like a lady.  She’d have fooled me just like she fooled my husband – and he got much closer and more intimate than I did.  Presumably if I’d been told to look closer because there was something off about her, I’d probably find something to fault, but even then, as long as she didn’t present a bulge in her crotch, I’d only be guessing that she was a transsexual.  Her natural features and body, along with her treatments and surgery, had combined to create a very convincing woman.


    I said to Abigail, ‘Doesn’t she have such a beautiful dick?  Compliment her for having such a gorgeous dick.  Never be afraid to compliment a woman.  If she’s showing you her genitals then you don’t need to worry about sexual harassment.’


    Tanya said to him, ‘I’ve shown you mine.  Now you show me yours.  Stand up and show me your dick.’


    Abigail stood up.  Tanya kept a hold of the leash in her right hand and stayed seated.  


    Abigail took hold of his turquoise latex skirt and pulled it up to be around his waist just below the black corset.  I put the crop on the floor and stepped forward.  I hooked my fingers into his black panties and pulled them down to his feet.  He stepped out of them.  I gathered up the panties and put them on the nightstand.  I picked up the crop and stood back in my previous spot.


    From her seated position Tanya put her left hand out and touched the clear plastic cock cage.  She rested her palm on its surface.  ‘Did you wear that all day?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Is it sweaty and smelly?’


    ‘Probably.’


    ‘Was it painful?’


    ‘Sometimes.’


    ‘Did you like wearing it to work?’


    ‘No.’


    ‘Would you like me to take it off and get some fresh air on it?’


    ‘Yes.’


    She took her hand off his chastity device and put her hand inside the top of her left boot.  ‘Have you been a good girl?  Do you deserve to be released from your prison?’


    ‘I’ve been good.  I’ve done everything I’ve been told to do.’


    After some rummaging around inside the boot she pulled her hand out.  She had the key to the chastity device in her fingers.  ‘Is that true?  You haven’t been sneakily sucking off your co-workers in the toilets?’


    ‘No.  I’ve been good.’


    ‘Are your dick sucking skills as good as Alisha claims they are?’


    ‘I don’t know.’


    ‘There’s no need to be modest.  This is not the time to undersell yourself.  If you’re a good dick sucker you can say you are.  You can tell me.’


    ‘I guess I was quite good.’


    ‘You don’t sound very convincing.  I think you’ll have to demonstrate your cock sucking abilities.  I happen to have a cock right here you can use.’  She briefly lifted her backside a few millimetres off the bed and pulled her skirt back using both hands while still holding the leash and the key.  She sat back down.  Her shaved cock and balls were now unencumbered by the skirt.  It jutted out into the air beside her legs.  Her dick wasn’t especially big but it had a particularly bulbous helmet.  ‘Get on your knees and suck.  You heard me.’  She yanked on the chain.  Abigail stumbled onto the floor and landed on all fours.  ‘Don’t just look at it.  Suck it.  Prove to me that Alisha wasn’t exaggerating when she boasted that she’d trained a good sissy cocksucker.  I’m a sissy cocksucker so I take my cock sucking very seriously.  It takes more than just putting on a dress and puckering your lips to impress me.  I know the difference between a good sissy and a mediocre sissy.  Put your lips around my dick.  Clamp it between those dick sucker blowjob lips and make me believe.  Make me consider keeping my dick because I’d miss your mouth on it too much to ever cut it off.’  She put the key to the padlock on the bed to her left.  She then snapped her left fingers and pointed at her protruding clit stick.  ‘Don’t just stare at it.  Do it.’


    Slowly but surely Abigail moved his head past Tanya’s knees.  


    His mouth was less than an inch from the end of Tanya’s proffered penis.  He stuck out his tongue and licked at the end of it.  He retracted his tongue and took a moment to think.  Then he licked it again.  Then he put his whole mouth around the large mushroom tip.  He started sucking on it.


    ‘That’s it.  That’s good.  I like that.  Maybe Alisha wasn’t overrating you.  That’s a nice feeling mouth you’ve got there.  A smooth tongue too.  I like it.  Just suck.  Don’t use your hands.  No hands.  Just mouth and tongue.’  To me she said, ‘You must be so proud of her progress.’


    I said, ‘I am.  I knew she wouldn’t disappoint.  I made no claims about her aptitude for dick sucking that I wasn’t confident she could deliver upon.  She’s a natural cocksucker.  She has a gift.’


    ‘You should cane her backside.  Give her some motivation to suck harder and better.’


    I swished the crop in the air to hear it whoosh.  ‘Ten should do it,’ I said.


    I stepped forward and smacked him on the bare arse.


    Tanya said, ‘Keep sucking, Abigail.  Keep sucking.’


    Crack.


    ‘It’s for your own good.  Alisha’s doing this to train you.  It’s not sadism for its own sake.  You’ll be a better cocksucker for her training.  I assure you.’


    I hit him again with a meaty crack.


    It looked great to see Abigail’s lips slip up and down and around that bulbous tip.


    ‘It’s a form of education.  She wants the best for you.  She hits you because she cares.’


    The fourth smack gave a weak sounding crack.  It was very disappointing; and yet he bucked all the same as though I’d landed a prize hit on his arse.  Was he faking it or did that blow just not have the audible punch I expected while still delivering the correct payload of pain.


    ‘If only more wives would take the time and effort to train their husbands in the art of dick sucking.’


    Crack.


    ‘It’s an art.  There’s a real fine art to a good, satisfying blowjob.  Those who practice it to a high standard can sell it for a decent wedge of cash.  Would you ever blow for cash?  Or maybe I should ask Alisha if she’d sell your artistic skills for money.’  She asked me, ‘Have you considered pimping her out?’


    ‘I would like to earn off her but the stupid bitch keeps giving it away for free.  I can’t keep her mouth off dicks long enough to charge anyone for it.’


    To Abigail she said, ‘I myself take a lot of pride in my dick sucking abilities.  When I suck a man I want him to remember me as the best he ever had.’


    I hit Abigail for the sixth time across the arse cheeks.


    ‘I don’t want to just be that shemale he once fucked.  I want him to remember me as more than that.  I want to give him the best blowjob he ever had.  The fact I had a dick will be an incidental detail to the fact I blew him better than all those other bitches.’


    Smack.  ‘That’s seven,’ I said.


    Abigail continued to suck on Tanya’s dick.


    Tanya said, ‘Speed up.  Really get my dick excited.  Get me wet.  Excite me.’  She pushed a lock of wig hair from Abigail’s eye.  ‘You’re really quite pretty.’


    I smacked the crop into Abigail’s arse for the eighth time.


    ‘Do you think you can make me come before the tenth corrective stroke?’


    He shook his head.  Tanya said, ‘Such modesty.’  To me she said, ‘You should thrash that out of her.  False modesty is an arrogance I can’t stand in my lovers.’


    I said, ‘I don’t think it’s so much modesty as it is embarrassment.  She’s quite shy and a little bashful about letting the world know how good she is at sucking dick.’


    ‘Still, I find this inability to own up to her talents to be tiresome.’  To Abigail she said, ‘You are good at sucking cock.  Don’t deny it.  Don’t let anyone tell you otherwise.  Own it.  You have a talent.  Tell me that you’re good at sucking cock.  Say it.’


    He took his mouth from her dick and said, ‘I’m good at sucking dick.  I’m very good at it.  I’m the best.’


    ‘Well let’s not get carried away, you arrogant bitch.  You’re good but you’re not quite there yet.  Back to work.  No rest for little sluts like you.’


    Abigail took Tanya’s shaft back into her mouth.


    The ninth blow to hit Abigail’s posterior gave the meatiest crack so far.  He cried out in pain but the six inch dick in his mouth gagged him from making too much noise in protest.


    I asked Abigail, ‘Are you enjoying yourself?’


    He shook his head.  To Tanya I said, ‘She just won’t let herself go and enjoy the moment.  It’s quite sad actually.  Afterwards she replays it in her mind and masturbates constantly.  But while it’s happening she blocks out all the pleasure she’s having and pretends not to like it.  What a queer little girl.  So shackled by what society tells her.  She’s spent her whole life being told her desires are deviant and so she can’t make that last leap and accept herself for who she really is.  It’s so sad that she can’t live in the moment and embrace the wonder of her situation.  It’s a real tragedy that she can’t let herself be happy as it happens.  I guess her mind rebels and tries to protect itself by creating a fiction that it’s not a good thing that’s going on.  Dignity, I think they call it.  It’s only later, when she’s alone playing with herself, that she can admit that it’s amazing.  Brace yourself, Abigail.  Here comes number ten.’


    I whacked him hard on the bottom.


    Tanya said to him, ‘Ten.  And I’ve still not come.  Maybe you’re not as talented as I first thought.’


    He said a muffled, ‘Sorry,’ with the dick deep in his mouth.


    ‘Do you enjoy sucking dick?  According to Alisha you do.  And judging from your cock sucking you certainly don’t hate it.  Do you prefer boy cock or girl cock?  Is mine more to your taste?  Apparently my dick’s smaller than the three men you had fun with last Wednesday.  My smaller size isn’t strictly speaking a bad thing.  Size isn’t half as important as unimaginative men think it is.  A nice petite dick is sometimes more satisfying to suck.  Too big or too small have their issues.  Just right is often better than too big or too small.  Sure, sometimes when I’m being a real cock whore, I want a big monster dick to tear me up inside.  But I’ve never turned down a guy just because he wasn’t packing a big one.  There was one guy with a four inch dick.  His cock was as good as any I’ve ever had.  I think, for me in my experience, seven to eight inches is the optimum size.  Seven being the best.  Seven inches is pretty close to perfect.  It’s big without being too big.  I wish I had no inches, but if I was stuck with this dick for the rest of my life, I’d like it to be an inch longer.’


    Abigail said nothing as she continued to suck on Tanya’s erection.


    ‘Keep sucking, you sissy cocksucker.  I’m feeling something coming on.  I’m very close to a climax.  I can feel it.  You’re making me feel good.  Just keep sucking like that.  Just like that.  Keep going.’  To me she said, ‘You should keep hitting her.  She deserves no better.  She hasn’t made me come yet.  Is that my fault or is there something wrong with her technique?  Better safe than sorry: keep correcting her with your crop.  If it’s an injustice for her to take an extra caning then I can live with that.  I’m sure it will all balance out in the end for some other wrong she got away with earlier or later.  Karma is a bitch.’


    I hit Abigail on the flesh below her bottom just above her latex stocking tops.


    Tanya said to him, ‘Suck, my little girl, suck.  That’s it.  I’m really feeling it now.  Your tongue is so silky.  It feels divine.’


    I hit Abigail again on the bottom with the crop.


    Tanya gripped the leash tightly and pulled Abigail an inch closer to her, thus impaling her dick deeper into Abigail’s mouth.  ‘That’s it.  You’re going to make me come.’


    I smacked Abigail’s bum once more.


    I said, ‘Suck.  Don’t stop.  That’s it.  That’s it.  Is this what you’ve been reduced to?  Sucking cock while dressed like a slut?  If the people in your office could see you now, do you think they’d be happy for you, now that you’ve found true happiness as a cocksucker?  Or would they call you names?  Would they be mean and spiteful and call you things like cocksucker?  Or sissy cocksucker?  Maybe they’ll call you Pauline.  Would it hurt your feelings if they called you by a girl’s name?’  I slapped my own left palm with the crop to admonish myself for such stupidity.  ‘What a stupid question.  Of course you’d love it.  Even if they meant it in a malicious way, you’d still get aroused by it.  You’d love to be called anything feminine.  Karen, Abigail, Pauline.  They’re all enough in and of themselves to get you hard.  You’re pathetic.  You’d love it if your co-workers started calling you Pauline.  You probably loved it as a child when boys bullied other boys by calling them by girls’ names.  Were you ever bullied?  Did you love it when the bully called you Pauline?  Did anyone ever call you Pauline?  Do you like that name?’  I recited the name in a vaguely singsong way.  ‘Pauline, Pauline, Pauline, Pauline.’  I sighed.  ‘You’ll never be Pauline to me.  You’ll always be Submissive Karen.  Even though I’m calling you Abigail, at Tanya’s request, you’re still Submissive Karen to me.  Even when in men’s clothing you’re still Submissive Karen.  To me, that is who you are at all times.  You simply don’t exist as whatever your name used to be.  You are Submissive Karen.  You comprehend?  You are always Submissive Karen.’


    Tanya grunted and her legs went into a shaky spasm.  She was coming.  Coming right into Abigail’s pretty mouth.


    Abigail made sure not to spill any of the precious fluid.


    Tanya released her tight grip on the leash allowing Abigail to sit back on her heels instead of forward on all fours.


    Tanya said, ‘That was good.  I liked that.  Most enjoyable.  Did you swallow?’


    Abigail shook her head.


    Tanya slid off the bed to be on her knees before Abigail.  She still had the leash in her right hand.  ‘Don’t be greedy.  Share the wealth.  Kiss it back to me.  Ever cum swapped before?’


    Abigail shook her head again.


    ‘I suppose it’s an odd concept to a prolific cum guzzler like you.  It’s when two lovers kiss the cum back and forth.  It’s very kinky.  You’ll like it.  I promise you can get to swallow most of it.  Let’s put our lips together.  Then you pass it to me.  Then I pass it back to you.  And so on.  Ready?’


    Abigail nodded.


    Tanya leaned in to kiss Abigail on the lips.  Their lipstick painted lips met.  It took a good second or two before Abigail opened her lips to let Tanya’s tongue into her mouth.


    I got on my knees to be with them.  The crop rested on the floor before my nylon covered knees.  I watched up close as they French kissed with the white cum between their tongues.  I was jealous.  I wanted in on the fun.  I put my left hand on Tanya’s jaw and gently turned her from Abigail to face in my direction.  A thread of cum and spittle stretched between the two girls for a moment before it broke.  I leaned in and kissed Tanya.  She kissed me back.  My lips parted and she pushed her tongue into my mouth.  Along with her tongue I tasted the cum.  My tongue licked at hers.  I pushed my tongue into her mouth.


    I disconnected the kiss and turned to my husband.  I leaned in and kissed him.  My tongue made the first move and slipped beyond his painted lips.  Our tongues touched and rubbed together.  Our saliva and the ejaculated jizz from Tanya’s cock was squished and displaced between our tongues.


    We kissed and kissed.


    He took his lips from mine and kissed Tanya again.  It’s such a horribly clichéd phrase but it’s too appropriate not to use it: their tongues danced together.


    Tanya broke the clinch with Abigail.  She put her left hand on my right shoulder to signal me to come forward.  I leaned in and we kissed again.  More tongue action.  Cum dribbled out of Tanya’s mouth onto her chin.  I licked it up.


    Tanya turned to Abigail and deliberately dribbled some cum out of her mouth onto the knee of her right boot.  ‘Lick it up.’


    Abigail leaned her head towards the boot and put her own spunk covered tongue on the saliva and cum.  She tried to lick it up.  She wasn’t too successful.  She was just making a mess.  Some cum started to dribble down the length of Tanya’s boot.  Abigail used her fingers to stop it and gather it up.  She stuck her fingers into her mouth and licked them clean.  She put her lips back on Tanya’s knee.  She put her lips around the ejaculated goo to make a seal and sucked it up.  


    ‘Kiss,’ ordered Tanya once the cum was mostly off her boot.  Abigail kissed Tanya.  As they kissed Tanya wiped the remaining mess from the top of her boot using her hand.  She broke the kiss and said to Abigail, ‘Swallow.’


    Abigail swallowed.  She opened her mouth to show us the absence of spunk on her tongue.


    Tanya turned to me.  She instructed me to swallow.  I gulped it down.  The mixture of cum and saliva slid down my throat.  I made the universal ‘ah’ sound of satisfaction and opened my mouth for her to inspect it.


    Tanya swallowed her own load and said, ‘All gone.’  She opened her mouth wide to prove that it was consumed.  ‘Did you all enjoy that?’ she asked us.


    ‘Yes, Mistress Tanya,’ said Abigail.


    Tanya said, ‘Mistress?  Interesting.  I guess I am a mistress in that you’re married and we’re sleeping together.  I suppose that technically makes me the mistress.  If the wife knows and approves, is mistress still the right word?’


    I said, ‘Girlfriend would only apply if you had a long-term relationship.  So far it’s not even a one night stand.  Mistress seems as appropriate as any other word.’


    ‘I like it.  Mistress Tanya,’ she said to sound it out loud.  She got onto her feet and stood over us.  I wouldn’t use the word ‘towered’ as she was too small.  Even the six inch heels on her sexy over the knee sex boots didn’t give her enough height to tower over two kneeling people.  She said to me, ‘That was unexpected, you joining us.  Will you be joining us for more?’


    ‘I don’t know,’ I said with genuine uncertainty.  It wasn’t part of the plan.  My participation with the cum swapping was spontaneous.  I was overcome with lust.  The truth was: I was really attracted to Tanya.  A chick with a dick wasn’t my thing.  Or at least until now I didn’t think it was.  Liking my husband in a dress was one thing.  He was still unambiguously a man.  My attraction still made sense within my conventional heterosexual thinking.  A transsexual man in the advanced process of becoming a woman, and very successfully I might add, was a whole other thing.  For me to be this attracted to her meant I was straying into very odd sexual territory.  It was a confusing desire that treaded uncomfortably into the general area marked lesbian, but with a side order of weird.  The fact she still had a dick was a very important part of why I was attracted to her.  If she was post-op with a vagina I wouldn’t be interested.  That was clear to me.  It was very confusing.  As much as I liked the dick part of her, I couldn’t ignore the chick attached to the dick.  I wasn’t attracted exclusively to her penis.  I was attracted to the whole package.  Her hair.  Her eyes.  Her smile.  Her breasts.  Her hips.  Her legs.  Her fingers.  Everything.  I didn’t know what I wanted to do.  Did I want to get some threesome action going?  I really didn’t know.  If I was totally honest with myself I would admit to this: I did want to make love with her.


    Abigail interrupted my reverie by saying, ‘She has an eight inch dick rule.  She said she wouldn’t let anything less than eight inches into her pussy anymore.’


    Tanya asked me if this was true.  I said, ‘It’s not a hard and fast rule.  I can do whatever I want.  You know what, just for that rudeness on Abigail’s part, I want you to fuck me.  She thinks she can cock-block me by throwing one of my own idiotic declarations in my face.  Well fuck you, Abigail.  I’m going to fuck your new friend.  At the end.  After we’ve finished what we’ve arranged.  Is that okay with you, Tanya?’


    ‘I don’t on the whole sleep with women all that often, but I’ll make an exception for you.’  She blew me a kiss.  She turned to Abigail and said, ‘Abigail, stand up.’


    Abigail stood.  I didn’t want to be the only one in a submissive position on the floor so I picked up the crop at my knees and stood.


    Tanya took the key from the bed and leaned in closer to Abigail.  ‘I know you didn’t believe this would ever happen.  But it’s going to happen.  I’m going to release you.  That promise of anal sex was not an idle story with no basis in reality.  I want your cock in my hole.  You passed the test.  Your cock sucking abilities were not oversold by Alisha.  You deserve to be released from chastity.  Isn’t that unbelievably kind of me?’


    She let go of the leash to let it dangle from Abigail’s leather collar.  She slotted the key into the miniature padlock on top of the plastic cock cage.  She turned the key and removed the padlock.  The cock cage at the front was pulled away from the back section.  ‘That must feel better,’ she said as the dick contained within spilled out into the space previously denied to it.  She put the padlock and key behind her on the bed along with the cock cage.  The back section of the chastity device was still around the base of his cock.


    ‘Thank you, Mistress Tanya.  Thank you.  It feels great to be out of it.’


    ‘You poor girl.  Locked up and denied not only orgasms but even the simple pleasure of an erection.  A human right very few are denied.  It’s such a cruel and unusual punishment.’


    I protested.  ‘It was for her own good.  You know what these sissies are like.  They’ll sleep with any man who’ll have them.  They have no standards.  If it wasn’t for me keeping her standards high she’d be fucking who knows who.  I’m keeping her clean and safe.  I’m protecting her dignity.  And she wanted to be a girl.  If she wants to be a girl then she can’t have the best of both worlds and get to enjoy the benefits of having a penis.  Girls don’t have dicks.’


    Tanya put her right palm over the top of Abigail’s growing erection and rubbed it gently.  ‘I understand your point of view but she has what she has.  There’s no upside to denying what equipment she has.  The dream for me is to lose this damn dick and get a hole.  But I’ll still have a prostate.  I’m not getting rid of that.  It’s not girly to have a prostate but there’s no upside to chucking it.  I’ll be a girl with a more fun than average anus.  I think her erection should be free.  And in my ass.’  She grabbed hold of the erection and gripped it tightly in her right fist.  ‘Is that sore?’ she asked him.  She loosened her grip and rubbed it gently back and forth.  ‘Is it painful to be aroused and touched after all those hours in chastity?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress Tanya.  But it’s starting to feel better.’


    ‘Good.  Are you horny?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress Tanya.’


    ‘Tell me that you’re horny.’


    ‘I’m very aroused.’


    ‘I want you to fuck me.  Can you do that?  Is your dick working?  Can you fuck me in my snug little asshole?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress Tanya.  I’d be glad to fuck you.’


    She wanked him faster and harder.  He was now fully erect.  ‘Do you like my hand on your cock?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress Tanya.  It feels very nice.’


    ‘Merely nice?’


    ‘It feels great.  Really great.’


    She cranked his shaft with more vigour.


    ‘Don’t come.  I’m not here to masturbate you.  You can do that on your own time.’


    Tanya took her hand from his penis.  She used both hands to remove the circular backing piece of the chastity device from around the base of his dick.  She put it on the bed along with the other parts.  She put her right hand back on his penis and resumed performing a handjob.  Her left hand drifted from his bare hip to his corset covered belly.


    ‘You called me Mistress.  I like it.  But I suppose you mean it in a master and servant sort of way.  That’s not quite right.  I’m not your master and you’re not my slave.  But then again, we’re obviously not equals.  You’re a sissy and I’m definitely in control.  So yes, maybe I am your Mistress.  But I’m also perverse.  I’ve got a masochistic side as well.  I’m probably more masochistic than sadistic.  I like to be the bottom.  I prefer to receive than to give.  When it comes to anal I’m always first to offer my hole as I prefer to take it than to give it.  I like the more passive role women play in society.  I also like a little pain.’


    She let go of Abigail’s dick.  She turned around and picked up the back section of the chastity device from the bed.  With the chastity ring in her left hand she forced it down her half erect shaft and pulled her balls through it.  She turned back to face us and asked, ‘You see what I’m doing?  I’m going to be your sissy.’  She turned to the bed and picked up the cock cage.  She turned back to us and put it up to her nose.  She breathed in deeply.  ‘Such an aroma.  Hours of sweaty, cramped dick.’  She took the three inch clear tube from her nose and forced her own penis into it.  There was a bit of a struggle to get it to touch the backing plastic as her dick was too hard.  She forced it down and quickly secured it in place using the padlock.  I don’t think sanitary issues were high on her mind when she put the device on her penis.  ‘That’s it,’ she announced.  ‘I’m securely put in my place.’


    Abigail asked with bewilderment, ‘Why?’


    Tanya answered, ‘Because it’s kinky.  I want you to make love to me.  And I want you to come in my ass.’


    She picked up the leash and ordered Abigail onto her knees.  ‘Kneel before me.  Now.’  Abigail got down onto her knees.  Tanya pulled on the leash so Abigail’s face was crushed up hard against the plastic of the chastity device.  ‘Look at it.  Isn’t it pretty all locked up and out the way?  Now your dick is free and I’m currently the one in torment.  Quite the reversal.  I think you should be kind to me and help me get off.  Here,’ she said as she pulled the key from the padlock.  ‘Take this.  You control my dick now.  Put it in your stocking top for safe keeping.’  Abigail took the key and put it in the top of her right stocking.  ‘Do you like the look and feel of black latex on your legs?’


    ‘Yes, Tanya.’


    ‘As much as the tights Alisha put on you last week?’


    ‘I think I preferred the material that breathes.’


    ‘That’s the problem with latex.  It’s sexy as fuck but it’s also not overly comfortable.  Now, be a doll and fuck me.’


    Tanya turned on the spot to point her behind in Abigail’s face.  The leash was curled around her hip as she held Abigail in place about an inch from her buttocks.  She pulled her pink latex skirt further up out the way to fully expose her butt.  ‘Lick my asshole.’


    There was hesitation.


    ‘Did I stutter?  Rim me.’  She yanked hard on the chain.  He gingerly put his hands up and held the lower orbs of her butt cheeks.  ‘Put your tongue in and go to town.’


    He still didn’t do it.


    ‘I’m clean.  If you ignore the sweat caused by wearing latex for so long.  I’ve been told I taste like strawberries and cream.  I want my hole licked.  Do it.’  


    He didn’t move.  I said to him, ‘I thought you wanted to explore your sexuality.  I give you a chance to try lesbian sex for the first time and you refuse to go through with running your tongue along a beautiful girl’s arsehole.  I suspected you weren’t really bisexual.  It’s men you like.  This gorgeous woman couldn’t be any more desirable if she tried to be, and yet you can’t bring yourself to perform with her.  If you can’t lick her out then clearly you won’t be able to lick out any other women.  It’s the definitive proof that you’re straight.’


    Tanya said, ‘I don’t give a fuck if she’s straight or not.  I want her to lick the inside of my arsehole.  I demand she do it.’  She yanked on the leash again and pointed her bum out further so it was right in his face.  She smothered him between her butt cheeks.


    I stepped forward and smacked Abigail on the bottom with my crop.  Tanya’s arse muffled his cry of pain.  I followed it with several more blows on his back and bum while Tanya continued to smother him.


    ‘Ah, that’s it.  She’s licking now.  She got the message.’


    I stopped hitting him with the crop.


    Tanya said to Abigail, ‘Around the hole.  That’s right.  That’s good.  How does it taste?  Is the smell to your liking?  Now in the hole.  Lick inside my arsehole.  That’s the good part.  All the way in.  Put your tongue all the way down to the bottom of that deep, dark well.  Stretch your tongue out and make it rigid.  Fuck me like it’s a dick.  Keep doing that.’  She said to me, ‘Lube.’


    I went to the nightstand and took out the bottle of lubricant and the packet of condoms.  I ripped open a condom packet and handed it to my husband.  He slipped it onto the end of his erection and rolled it down to the base.  I binned the wrapper.


    ‘Do you like licking my ass?  It’s not as bad as you thought, is it?  I told you I tasted good.  Now you can lick that space between my hole and my balls.  Lick it.’  This he did.


    She turned around to present her caged cock to Abigail’s face.  ‘Lick it.’  He put his tongue against the clear plastic and licked along the smooth top side.  Then he put his tongue inside the cut out pee hole and licked at her urethra.


    I handed the bottle of lubricant to Tanya.  She gave me the leash to hold.  She squirted a glob of the oily clear lube into her right palm.  She sat down on the bed to be more level with him and put her right hand on his erection.  She masturbated his shaft with the lube.  The dick rubbing lasted for about a minute.  The bottle of lubricant was in her left hand as she wanked my husband.  She leaned in and kissed him on the lips.  His mouth opened and they played with each other’s tongues.  Her hand let go of his penis as they smooched.  I could tell she was really enjoying the kissing action she had going on with him.  Tanya really liked kissing my husband.  She moaned with pleasure.


    Tanya broke the kiss and complained, ‘My dick’s getting so hard.  Why did I have to be such a masochist?’  She squirted more lubricant into her right hand.  She placed the hand back on his six inch pecker and rubbed it.  ‘You want to fuck me?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress Tanya.  More than anything.’


    ‘Have you been a good girl who deserves to feel me from the inside?’


    ‘I think so.’


    ‘What about that hesitation to eat my arse?  Was that the work of a good girl?  Would a good girl refuse to lick an arsehole?’


    ‘No.  But I did.  With a little encouragement.  I did it.  I think a reward wouldn’t be out of line.’


    ‘Oh you do, do you?’  She stopped wanking his shaft and sharply pulled her hand away from him so it was beside her own tit.  Her bracelets made a lovely little tinkling sound on her lower arm as they fell.  She stood up.  ‘All that matters is that I want it in my ass.  And luckily for you I really want it in my ass.  How could I not let you stick it in?’  She turned around and without instruction he started licking her arsehole again.  ‘Calm down, girl,’ she said as she pushed him away.  ‘I was just getting into position.  But I appreciate the enthusiasm.  It makes up for the lacklustre start to the butt licking.  You’ve scored yourself some brownie points.’  She climbed onto all fours on the bed with her backside presented to Abigail.  She squirted some more lube into her hand and started to finger bang her own hole.  ‘Is this what you want?  A pretty girl with a tight hole to fuck?  Is this what you desire?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress Tanya.  I want you.’


    ‘Then have me.’


    He got to his feet and climbed onto the bed.  He was on his knees behind Tanya.  I was holding the leash but I gave him as much length of the chain as I could.  Tanya removed her fingers from her own anus and dropped the bottle of lubricant off the bed so it fell onto the floor on the far side.  ‘Enter me.  Make love to my arsehole.  Milk your dick with my hole.’


    Abigail put the tip of his cock onto the opening of her back passage.  Tanya said, ‘Slide it in.  But be gentle.  I’m a delicate flower.’  He slowly pushed the head into the hole.  ‘That’s good.  Keep going.’  He slid another two inches into the hole.  ‘More.  I want more.’  He pushed a further inch inside.  ‘I can take it.  Put your balls on my cheeks.  Go balls deep.’  He pushed in the last of his inches.  He was indeed balls deep.  ‘Good.  You’re doing good.  Does it feel good?’


    ‘It feels tight.’


    ‘I’m glad to hear you say that.  I’m a little paranoid about my tightness.  I do fuck with it an awful lot.  There’s been a bit too much abuse and stretching for me to be confident all my lovers will find it tight.  But thanks for saying that.  A girl can never get enough compliments.  Now fuck me.  Slap your balls against my butt.’


    He pulled back and then pushed back in very abruptly with a violent sharpness.


    Tanya jumped on the end of his dick and moaned in pain.  ‘Fuck me gently.  We’ll work up to the hard reaming as we go.  For now be a bit more gentle.’


    Slowly and gently Abigail started to ream Tanya up the arse.


    I put the crop against the side of the nightstand where it met the wall.  I then coiled the links of the chain around my fingers until the leash was at its shortest and I was standing immediately behind Abigail.  His arsehole was right there before me.  It made no sense for it to be empty.  Something had to go up it.


    Tanya said, ‘Fuck me harder.’  Abigail’s anal fucking speeded up and became increasingly aggressive and far less dainty.


    I unravelled the leash and handed it to Tanya.  She took it and held onto it with her right hand.  I walked around the bed and picked up the discarded bottle of lube.  I squirted a dollop onto my right fingers.  I walked back to stand behind Abigail and Tanya’s arses.  I placed the bottle on the nightstand beside the condoms and Abigail’s discarded latex panties.  My index finger glided easily without resistance up Abigail’s bottom.  I fucked him with my digit as he fucked Tanya with his dick.  My middle finger joined my index finger.  Then my ring finger.  ‘Do you like that, you slut?’


    ‘Yes, Dominatrix Alisha.’


    Tanya asked him, ‘Am I your whore?  Do you think of me as your girl?  Am I yours?  Does me giving you my ass make me your slut?’


    ‘No.  I’m your property following orders.  I’m your slut.’


    ‘Good answer.  It feels so good in my ass.  You’re a talented girl.  Alisha locked that cock up?  Madness.’


    I said in my own defence as I continued to finger fuck Abigail’s arse, ‘He wanted to be a girl.  I’ll bend to your superior understanding of gender fluidity, but from my layman’s point of view I came to the logical conclusion that girls don’t have cocks.  They just don’t have them.  A girl with a cock is incorrect.  No offense, Tanya.  But as a general rule of thumb not having a cock is one of the defining features of a female.  I would in fact go as far as saying that the lack of a cock defines the traditional female as much as anything else does.  When you think of a girl in a sexual context you think about vaginas.  You don’t think of dicks between their legs.  So I thought it was wise and appropriate to lock Submissive Karen’s little dick away so she could get closer to the experience of being a woman.  I thought a dick was inauthentic.  And to be honest, it just turned me on to make her suffer.’


    ‘Suffering is good.  I’m “enjoying”, if that’s the right word, Abigail’s chastity cage.  But you’ve got to have pleasure to go with the pain.  To keep it locked up all the time is too much and unfair for everyone.  Her dick should at least be freed for special occasions.’


    ‘I permitted her to get fucked up the behind.  She can orgasm.  Trust me, she had pleasure during our last session.  And she got to dress up like a girl and suck off three men.  There was not one part of that experience that was anything less than utterly pleasurable.  Even the cock cage she grew to love.  Didn’t you?’ I asked Abigail.


    ‘Sorry, Dominatrix Alisha, but I have to disagree.’


    ‘You’re lucky I’m not holding my crop.  I don’t like being contradicted.  It would be wise for you to remember that.’  I pushed into his anus extra hard with my fingers.  He moaned with pain.  ‘I don’t like it at all.  Don’t contradict me again.’  I pulled my fingers out of his arsehole and picked up the crop from where I left it against the wall and the nightstand.  ‘You brought this on yourself.  Five whacks.  It’s the least you can do to make amends for talking back to me.  Ready, Abigail?’


    ‘Yes, Dominatrix Alisha.’


    I swished the crop through the air and smacked him on his rutting bum.  ‘Say thank you, like a proper girl with manners.’


    ‘Thank you, Dominatrix Alisha.  I deserved that.’


    ‘Obviously.’  I hit him again across the arse cheeks.


    ‘Thank you, Dominatrix Alisha.’


    ‘Did you enjoy your chastity?’


    ‘Yes, Dominatrix Alisha.  Very, very much.’


    I whacked him on the back of his right thigh.


    ‘Thank you, Dominatrix Alisha.’


    ‘Two more to go.’  This time I hit him on the small of his back.


    ‘Ouch.  Thank you, Dominatrix Alisha.’


    ‘One last punishment stroke.  Did you learn your lesson?’


    ‘Yes, Dominatrix Alisha.  Never contradict anything you say.’


    My crop smacked him on the buttocks with more force than the previous four whacks.  Already I could see red lines on his body.  Nothing that wouldn’t fade away.


    ‘Thank you, Dominatrix Alisha.’


    ‘You’re most welcome.  Do you love fucking Tanya’s pussy hole?’


    ‘Yes, Dominatrix Alisha.  I like it a lot.’


    Tanya said, ‘Change position.  I want you to spoon me.’


    Abigail pulled his penis from Tanya’s behind.  Tanya laid down on her left side facing me.  Abigail laid close up behind her.  Tanya guided Abigail’s dick back into her hole.  They were spooning.  Abigail was the big spoon.  Tanya the small spoon.  Abigail’s balls slapped at Tanya’s arse as he fucked her.  Tanya looked back and kissed Abigail.  Tongues touched.  The padlock clanked against the plastic of the self-imposed chastity.  Tanya moaned with pleasure.  She said between kisses, ‘You come.  It’s all about you.  You come.  I’ve already squirted.  It’s time for you to squirt.’


    They fucked while I watched them.  A bunch of fornicating sluts.  It was a disgraceful display of outrageous exhibitionism.  Where was the shame?


    Eventually Tanya told him to change position again.  Abigail lay on his back looking up at the ceiling.  Tanya, facing away from Abigail, squatted down over Abigail’s crotch and used her free left hand to point Abigail’s dick directly upwards.  She sat down on the dick and slowly took each inch of it up her ass.  Once the shaft was fully inside her hole she leaned back.  Her ponytail fell onto Abigail’s face.  She put her arms out behind herself for support with her hands on the bed on either side of Abigail.  She then started rocking up and down on the erection, taking it in and out of her hole.  Abigail’s cock made sweet love to Tanya’s anus.  She kept a hold of the leash in her right hand.  This position made the padlock bounce up and down on the chastity device much quicker and louder than the previous spooning position.


    I leaned in over Tanya’s pink latex covered upper body and planted my lips on hers.  If she liked kissing so much then I was only too happy to kiss her.  Her tongue darted out and I met it with my own.  We rubbed our tongues together while Abigail reamed her anus from below.  Using my left hand I groped Tanya’s right breast.  We retracted our tongues and kissed on the lips before I stepped back.  I hit Tanya on the inner left thigh with the crop.


    She shouted, ‘Ouch.’  In a lower peeved tone she asked, ‘What was that for?’


    ‘You self-described yourself as masochistic.  I’m just giving you what all good masochists want.’  I hit her again in the same place with the tip of the crop.  ‘Pain.’


    I tapped the crop on the plastic chastity device as a warning.  ‘Would you like me to hit it?’  Before she could respond I whacked it hard.  She howled along with the resulting cracking sound of the crop hitting the plastic.  Her penis unquestionably felt that through the protective layer of plastic.  ‘I guess you didn’t like that?’ I asked.


    She groaned with further pain and responded, ‘I didn’t.’


    I gently tapped the crop against the chastity device a few more times in a menacing gesture.


    ‘Please don’t,’ she pleaded.  ‘I’ve been a good girl.  I don’t deserve it.  More punishment than this would be too cruel.  Have mercy.  I’m a sweet girl.  I won’t cause you any trouble.’


    ‘The shocking trouble a girl can get up to in a suburban bedroom,’ I said before whacking the cock cage with the tip of my crop.


    ‘Ah, ah, ah.  Please.  No more.’


    I whacked it again after saying, ‘The terrible things that can happen to a girl in a suburban bedroom.’


    ‘Please.  Mercy.  Mercy.  No more dick punishment.  Please.  Have mercy.  It’s already locked up.  And I’ve taken three hits.  That’s punishment enough.’


    ‘I suppose it is.  Change position.  I’m bored of this view.  If I look at it any longer I’ll feel compelled to keep playing with your chastity.  I enjoy the cracking sound it makes when I hit it.  And your cries of pain and mercy make me wet.  I like it too much to trust myself not to take another whack at it.  Then maybe I’ll move on to beating your balls.  They aren’t so well protected.  Would you like that?  Would you?’


    ‘No.’


    ‘Get into doggy-style.  It’s for your own protection.  That way if I get tempted to hit anyone it’s more likely to be Abigail.  She’ll be your human shield.  Of course I could always change where I stand.’


    They returned to the original doggy style position, except this time Abigail was standing on the floor instead of kneeling on the bed.  I put more lubrication on my fingers and returned them to the deep depths of Abigail’s anus now I had access to it again.  I had four fingers in her arse.


    ‘Give Tanya long strokes of your clit stick.  Make her feel her ass being used.  Use her like the jizz queen she is.  She might be a beautiful woman but that doesn’t mean she isn’t an anal whore.  She’s had a lot of dick up there.  Bigger dicks than yours.  So you’ve really got to push in hard and long to make sure she can really feel it.  She’s no virgin so she’s not as tight as she once was.  Don’t get complacent.  Make every inch of every stroke count.  In and out.  No mercy.  Make sure she can feel your dick.  No lazy strokes.  Give it to her hard.  Make her moan.  Doesn’t she look gorgeous taking it up the butt?  She’s maybe stunning on the outside but she’s dirty with filthy perverted corruption on the inside.’  I asked Tanya what her favourite position was so far.


    ‘This one,’ she replied.  ‘Abigail’s really giving it to me good.  She’s got a way with my ass that penetrates me as deeply as the biggest cocks ever have.  It’s like she has a ten inch dick.’


    Abigail interrupted to inform us that she was going to come.


    I chided Abigail for her manners.  ‘Don’t be rude.  Ask Tanya for permission.  It’s in her asshole.  Maybe she doesn’t want you squirting your feminine fluids while up there.  Maybe she wants it on her face instead.’


    ‘That sounds good,’ panted Tanya.  ‘Take it out my ass and come on my face like it’s a porno.’


    ‘You heard the girl.  Take it out and wank it onto her face.’  


    I withdrew my four fingers from Abigail’s anus.  Then Abigail pulled out his dick from Tanya’s arsehole.  He removed the condom covering his dick and dropped it to the floor.  He continued to beat it with his right hand.  Tanya turned around and sat on the edge of the bed.  Abigail’s shaft was before her face.  Abigail furiously wanked it.


    Tanya transferred the leash to her left hand and took hold of the penis before her face in her right hand.  Abigail took his own hand away.  Tanya’s fingers wrapped around the shaft and gripped a hold of it tightly.  She took over the job of wanking his dick to orgasm.  She deftly manipulated his penis with her ring covered fingers.  She moved her face to be an inch from his purple helmet and opened her mouth to receive his love and appreciation.  She said, ‘I want a gusher.  Don’t disappoint me.’


    She masturbated him until he ejaculated his creamy white load.  The first spurt landed on her nose and top lip.  The second explosion of spunk hit the target and landed on her tongue inside her mouth.  The third spurt followed the second into her mouth.


    She stopped wanking Abigail after the cum stopped oozing out the end of his dick.


    I asked him, ‘Satisfied now?’


    ‘Yes, Dominatrix Alisha.  Very satisfied.’


    Tanya licked the end of his nob so she could gather up the last of the spunk onto her tongue.


    After she leaned back into her upright seated position I said to him, ‘Kiss your girlfriend.’


    He didn’t need any further prompting to lean down and start kissing Tanya on the lips.  Tanya craned her face upwards to receive his kisses.  They kissed for a moment on the lips before Abigail slurped the first spurt of cum from Tanya’s nose and upper lip.  Then they kissed with their tongues.  Cum was being transferred between them.


    I wanted in on the action so I sat on the bed beside Tanya with the crop across my knees.  Using my right hand I reached out and angled her head to face me.  I kissed her.  Tanya slipped her saliva and cum covered tongue into my mouth.  I broke the kiss and indicated for Abigail to kiss me.  He leaned down and we pressed our lipstick decorated lips together.  The kissing turned to French kissing.  More cum entered my mouth.  I pushed the cum back into his mouth.  


    Like a bunch of sluts we played with Abigail’s cum load between us like this for several thrilling minutes.  We passed it back and forth in silence.


    While we were kissing, Tanya was still stroking Abigail’s cock to keep it stiff.


    Tanya was the first to swallow.  She was quite the cum eater.  We took our cue from her and ate the cum.  Abigail and I swallowed our portions of the jizz together at the same time.


    Tanya said, ‘I’m so hard in my cage.  I’m going to be kind to myself and free my dick.  And you, Abigail, you are going to give me an orgasm.  But there’s something I want to do first before I free myself.  I’m afraid you won’t appreciate it at the time, but later you’ll be masturbating about it and trying to recreate it with all your lovers.’  She nodded to me while still rubbing Abigail’s erection.


    I got up and put the crop on the vanity desk at the bottom of the bed.  I picked up the bin beside the door and held it up for Abigail to dispose of her used condom.  She bent down and picked it up.  She dropped it into the bin.  Tanya kept her hand on his dick the whole time.  I then put the bin down beside the door.  I left the room and went to the bathroom next door.  On the tiled floor was a black rubber sheet.  It looked ominous.  From the bathtub I picked up the tube.  On one end there was a funnel.  On the other end there was a mouthpiece.  The mouthpiece was made from black rubber that could be wrapped around a person’s head and secured in place with sturdy metal buttons.  A good inch of tube protruded into the wearer’s mouth.  Liquids went in one end and out the other.  Both the tube and the funnel were made from clear plastic.  The tube was bendy and shorter than the length of my leg.


    A minute later Tanya walked into the bathroom.  Her pink latex skirt had been pulled back down around her thighs.  She was holding Abigail’s leash in her left hand.  Abigail’s turquoise skirt was also back down around her thighs.  Abigail looked apprehensive at the sight of the black rubber sheet and me holding the strange tubular device.


    I held the tube up and asked him, ‘Any questions?’


    He shook his head.  ‘It’s pretty self-explanatory, I would think, Dominatrix Alisha.’


    ‘Care to elaborate on that and tell us what we’re planning to do?’


    ‘You plan to piss down that tube into my mouth.’


    ‘And do we expect you to drink it or just gargle with it?’


    ‘You expect me to drink it.  You’re far too cruel to let me spit it out.’


    ‘You know me all too well.  But remember, this is what you wanted.  You asked for cruelty.  Cruelty is what you’re getting.  You have no one else to blame apart from yourself.  You begged me to be a cruel woman.  I’m merely dong what you pleaded me to do.  You wanted me to enslave you and enrapture you with malice and spite.  Unkindness.  Meanness.  Nastiness.  Brutality.  Spitefulness.  Vindictiveness.  Mercilessness.  Viciousness.  Heartlessness.  Harshness.  These are all things you asked for.  You didn’t want kindness.  For that you were stupid.  Very stupid.  You desired perversion.  I will deliver you the perversion you asked for.  Now come closer.  I’ve got a mouth I want to piss into.’


    The five inch stiletto heels on the gladiator knee high boots he wore clicked on the tiles as walked around the sheet to be closer to me.  Tanya let go of the leash so it hung loose from his collar.  ‘Turn around and face Tanya.’  He turned.  ‘Put your hands together behind your back.’  He put his hands together at the small of his back.  From the bathtub I picked up a pair of shiny metal handcuffs.  I slapped them onto his wrists and locked them in place.  I turned him back around to face me.  ‘I expected more resistance.  It’s good that you’re not fighting your destiny.  Obedience is always a good thing.  As a reward I’ll give you the option of choosing whose piss you want to taste first.  Tanya’s or mine?’


    ‘Yours, Dominatrix Alisha.  Please.’


    ‘Are you sure?’


    ‘Yes, Dominatrix Alisha.’


    ‘Very well.  I’m honoured to be your very first.  Take this.’  I put the end piece with the inch of tube into Abigail’s mouth.  He took it without complaint.  I made him hold the funnel end while I wrapped the strap around the back of his head and secured it in place using the buttons.  It was on tight.  Whatever liquid left the end of that tube would go in his mouth.  He was going to take whatever we gave him.  I took the funnel from him and said, ‘Now lie face up on the sheet.’


    I walked with him onto the middle of the rubber sheet.  He awkwardly sat down on the spot.  It was not a graceful motion since he had his hands handcuffed behind his back and he was wearing five inch heels.  He laid down with his head to me and his feet to Tanya.  His leash was lying loose on the rubber beside him.  Tanya kicked his legs open wider.  There was a bulge rising from behind his latex skirt.  His turquoise dress looked good when contrasted with the expanse of black rubber that surrounded him.


    I stood over his face with my feet on either side of his head.  He could look up my skirt and enjoy the view of my black lace panties.  ‘Like what you see?’


    The mouthpiece muffled his reply.


    Using my left hand I pulled up my skirt to get it out the way.  Then I pulled my panties aside to expose my vagina.  I’d have preferred to take the panties off but I was wearing suspenders.  I positioned the funnel end of the tube under my cunt.  ‘You ready for this?  Just think, dear Abigail, in a moment you’ll be drinking my piss.  You’ll be drowning in it.  My piss.  Your mistress’s urine.  In your mouth.  Swirling around your tongue, teeth and tonsils.  How do you feel about that?’


    He gave a muffled reply of no consequence.


    ‘That’s right.  You’ll be drinking my golden nectar.  And then Tanya’s.  You’ll be drinking from both our bladders.  Imagine the cascading piss coming out of our urethras.  How sexy.  How kinky.  You’ll enjoy it.  I know I’ll enjoy watching you drink my piss.  What do you think my piss tastes like?  What a fascinating question.  And soon you’ll have the definitive answer.  You’ll know.  I wonder if Tanya and I taste alike.’


    Tanya said, ‘Cover her nose when you piss.  That way she’ll have to drink it or she won’t be able to breathe.’


    ‘Kinky,’ I said.  I gave her a nod of approval.  Tanya walked onto the rubber and crouched down beside his head to his right.  She kept her knees together to the one side like a girl practised in the art of making sure no one looked up her skirt.  I felt a weird charge of sexual attraction for her just because of that little detail.  She held Abigail’s nostrils shut with her left hand.


    I started to tinkle into the funnel.  We watched as the clear urine fell down the length of the plastic tube and disappeared into Abigail’s mouth.  He had my urine in his mouth.  His eyes didn’t look panicked but who knew what he was feeling as his own wife used him as a toilet.  More piss gushed from my pee hole.  It hit the sides of the funnel, briefly gathered above the hole and then fell into the tube.  Down the tube it went and into his mouth.  My piss flooded his mouth and there was nothing he could do about it.  We watched his throat move up and down as he chugged on my intimate waters.  He was drinking it.  I didn’t feel revulsion.  I was too lost in fascinated curiosity to be disgusted.  Instead I was aroused.  


    My gush became a trickle.  My trickle became drips.


    ‘What a pervert,’ I said as he drank the remaining piss still backlogged at the bottom of the tube.  Tanya wrapped her right hand around the bottom of the piss filled tube and rubbed it up and down as though masturbating a penis.  She stopped and held it in place at his mouth while the last of my piss disappeared.  She said, ‘She’s a real toilet.  I think she likes being used as a public convenience.’


    I said, ‘I think you might be right.  Abigail glugged it down like it was a refreshing cool glass of water.  That wasn’t water, you stupid bitch.  That was piss.  You drank piss.’


    ‘Have you got any more?’ asked Tanya.


    ‘A little bit.  Give me a second.’  I spat into the funnel.  ‘A little something extra for you because you’ve been a good girl for letting me use you as a toilet.’  I squeezed out another brief jet of piss until my bladder was completely empty.  The sputum slid down the tube along with the new wave of urine.  At the bottom of the tube my piss gathered as he couldn’t drink it fast enough.


    Tanya said to him, ‘You better hurry up and drink it all down if you want to breathe again.  I’m not taking my hand off your nose.  Hurry, hurry, hurry.’  She put her right palm across his throat and felt the sensation of his Adam’s apple moving as he swallowed my urine.  ‘That is sexy,’ she said.  ‘I can’t wait to piss in this toilet.  To know that my piss is in her stomach.  Oh my.  My dick’s getting sore just thinking about it.’


    Abigail finished his piss drink.  Tanya removed her fingers from his nose.


    I said to Abigail, ‘Was it a good drink?  Did you like my piss?  Of course you did.  It’s from me.  How could my piss taste anything other than celestial?  Do you feel demeaned by being made to drink piss?  Good.  You should feel like nothing.  You’re just a toilet for me to piss into.  You are nothing more than that.  Bask in your worthlessness.  Thirsty for more?  I’m sure Tanya has a full bladder bursting with wet goodness for you to quench your thirst.’


    Tanya asked me, ‘Is this cruel what we’re doing?  We didn’t let her savour your taste.  It was either drink fast or run out of air.  Maybe she’d like to take her time.’


    ‘I’m happy with this arrangement.  If you feel like taking pity on her when it’s your turn, then that’s your choice.’


    I wiped my vagina with my hand to get the urine drops off my pussy lips.  I then wiped my wet hand on Abigail’s forehead.  Tanya stood up.  I handed her the funnel.  I put my panties back in place over my privates and pulled my skirt down.  I stepped aside to allow Tanya to take my place with both her boots on either side of his head.  I took her previous position and copied the way she kept her legs together to the one side.  I picked up the leash from the rubber sheet and held it in my left hand.  I looked up at Tanya and asked, ‘Breathing or non-breathing?’


    ‘I think breathing.  Let the piss slut really taste my nectar.  She deserves to be allowed to take her time and enjoy the piss in her mouth.  Of course, if she then refuses to swallow we can then close her air holes and make her drink.’


    Tanya pulled her latex skirt up again to expose her imprisoned genitals.  She positioned the funnel just below her penis.  ‘Abigail, this is all for you.  Take pleasure in your toilet duties.  Hold it in your mouth.  Taste it.  Swirl it around and really get to know it.  Don’t rush to flush it away.’  She started to urinate.  A stream of clear piss fell from the urethra hole at the end of the three inch cock cage into the funnel.  From the funnel it fell into the tube and out the opening at the bottom end, one inch inside Abigail’s mouth.  As Abigail wasn’t swallowing the piss, it started to backlog at the bottom of the tube.  By the time Tanya finished pissing the urine was up to just over the halfway point in the tube.


    Tanya told him, ‘Relish it while it lasts.  Indulge yourself.  Enjoy the taste of me.  Do I taste good?  Give me a thumbs up if you like it.’


    He didn’t move.  Tanya kicked him on the side of the head and I followed up with a slap on his chest above his silicon tits using my right hand.  The piss in the tube bubbled as he pushed air into it.  He gave Tanya a thumbs up.


    I told him to gargle it.  He did.  He began to choke but managed to stop himself before it became unattractive.  We laughed at him.


    Tanya spat in the funnel and pissed a little more to wash it down the tube so it met the remaining backlogged urine.  ‘Now you may flush it away.  Swallow.’


    I put my right palm on his neck and felt his throat as he gulped down the transsexual piss and spit.  It’s funny how something can be both so revolting and sexy at the same time.


    Once he’d cleared the piss Tanya urinated again through the pee hole in the chastity device.  It was just the dregs of her bladder.  The urine fell down the clear tube and into Abigail’s mouth.


    I told him to hold it in his mouth.  ‘I’m going to give you a countdown from one-hundred.  And then I’ll allow you to drink it.’  I stood up and put my right hand on Tanya’s chastity device.  I shook it.  A few droplets of piss threw off and landed on the rubber sheet, Abigail’s face, Tanya’s boots and my nylon stockings.  This didn’t bother me.  Little beads of piss had lost their ability to make me squeamish after witnessing what we’d just done.  I asked Tanya, ‘Is that it?  No more to give to the poor slut?’


    ‘I’m afraid not.’  To Abigail she said, ‘So you better really enjoy that drink as it’s the last one from me.  But don’t worry, you’ll get to wash it down with a drink from your own bladder.’  Tanya said to me, ‘We should make Abigail drink her own piss.’


    ‘You think so?’ I asked as though this wasn’t planned in advance.  Hence the entire water bottle I made him drink when he first arrived home.


    ‘It’s a short tube but it’s long enough.  It will reach her crotch.  It will work.  And it’ll be very funny.’


    ‘Okay.  Excellent idea.  You’re so kind to her.  That was so thoughtful.  I’d never have thought about her welfare like that.  You are a much better person than me.  You’re a saint.  I’m a sadistic piece of shit in comparison to you.’  I leaned down and spat into the funnel.  Tanya spat into it as well.  Gradually the saliva globs slid down the wet sides of the funnel and entered the clear tunnel to his mouth.  It slowly slid its way down the piss covered inner tube walls as we counted down to his swallowing the piss currently sitting in his mouth.  We alternated the counting so I was doing the even numbers and Tanya the odd numbers.


    Disappointingly the spit we’d lovingly sent down the tube stalled at about the last third of the way down.


    Eventually we got to the end of the countdown.  


    ‘Three.’


    ‘Two.’


    ‘One.  Drink my piss.  Chug it like the piss slave you are.’


    He started to swallow it.


    We laughed at him.


    He finished his drink.


    I said, ‘Good girl.’


    Tanya added, ‘Very impressive submissive tendencies you’ve got there, Abigail.  Did you like that?’


    From the floor he gave her a thumbs up.  Something tells me that was a simplification of his real opinion.


    I asked Tanya, ‘So how do we do this?  Do we get her to sit on her head so her dick is above the funnel?’


    ‘That’s probably the easiest way to do it.’


    I asked him, ‘Are you ready to piss?’


    He gave me a thumbs up.


    I dropped the leash to the ground and walked over to his feet.  I took a hold of his ankles.  I lifted them up and made him sit on his neck with his body angled over his head.  It wasn’t comfortable, I’m sure, but it did the job.


    Tanya crouched down with her leather covered knees kept together to her right.  She pulled the turquoise latex skirt down to his waist.  She then placed the funnel under his half-erect cock.


    We waited.


    Tanya said to him, ‘We’re not letting you go until you pee.  So don’t hold back.  You’re going to drink your own filthy piss.  It’s going to happen.  There’s no point trying to wait us out.  We want to see you drink your own piss.  So do it.  Piss into the tube.’  She reached out her right hand and took hold of his penis.  She gently stroked it a few times before stopping.  She held it in place over the funnel.  ‘Do it.  Do it, Abigail.  Be a good girl and piss.  We want to see you urinate in your own mouth.  Your dominatrix and your mistress demand it.  Do it.  Piss into the tube and drink it.’


    With that his waters started to flow into the funnel.  From the end of the dick in Tanya’s hand came a cascade of urine.  The bottle of water he drank in advance diluted the piss and made it more clear and tasteless than if he’d been less hydrated.  If he’d pissed dark golden water I’d still have made him drink it, but we were at least kind enough to try and make his urine clear.  It was the little considerate things like this that made me such a good wife.


    ‘Hold it in your mouth.  Don’t swallow,’ I commanded.


    He kept pissing.


    I said, ‘That’s a big one.  One long continuous stream.  That bottle of water must have really filled you up.  Does it feel good to empty that bladder?  Or does it feel even better in your mouth?  Does it turn you on to drink your own pee?’


    His torrent of urine ceased.


    ‘Oh look, it’s dried up.  I spoke too soon about it being such a big one.  Does it taste as good as my piss?  Is it as tasty as Tanya’s?  Who’s got the best tasting piss?  Hmm?  Whose nectar is truly golden?  I’ll say each of our names and you give us a thumbs up when I say it.  There will be no reprisals so be honest.  I’m really curious to know.  Is it me?’


    He gave me a thumbs up.


    ‘Really?  It’s me?  Or are you just humouring me?  Well either way, I’m honoured.  I’m weirdly proud of that.’


    Tanya took her right hand from his penis and rubbed her palm on his puffed out cheek.  ‘Hold it in your mouth for as long as possible.’  She then covered his nostrils with her left hand.  She continued to caress his cheek with the right hand.


    As we waited I put his legs back down so he was lying flat on the almost dry rubber sheet.  The handcuffs were still behind his back.  


    He held the urine in his mouth for about half a minute before starting to swallow it.  ‘That’s pathetic,’ complained Tanya.  ‘That was like twenty seconds or less.’  I wondered if she was deliberately under-timing how long he’d held it.  ‘Have some dignity, Abigail.  Self-respect is not just for other people.’  He didn’t stop swallowing.  She slapped his cheek four times with her right hand until the urine was gone.


    Tanya said, ‘Good girl.  That’s what I like to see.  It disappeared down your throat just like the other two.  You drank three bladders full of piss.  You know what that makes you?  That’s right: a toilet.  You’re a toilet.  Only a toilet consumes piss.  So that makes you a toilet.  Do you like being a toilet piss slave?  Do you, Abigail?’


    He gave her a thumbs up.


    She said to him, ‘You’re one fucked up girl.’  She tapped the tube to get any remaining droplets of urine to fall off the inner walls.  She put the funnel down on the rubber sheet and stood.  


    Tanya and me rehydrated ourselves using water bottles kept in the bathtub.  Abigail, for obvious reasons, didn’t need a drink as she was quite adequately watered.  The sweat was dripping off our bodies.  We wiped ourselves down using towels.


    I said to Tanya, ‘We should fuck.’


    Tanya nodded.  She looked down at Abigail and said, ‘Now for the encore.  Yes, that’s right, missy, there’s more to come.  Now I’ve had you I’m going to have your wife.  I might as well complete the set.  I’m going to fuck her in her cunt.  Of course, in order to do that I need to have an erection.  So this will have to come off,’ she said as she tapped the chastity device with her finger.  ‘I’ll need the key back.’  She squatted to be closer to him.  She put her left hand out and slipped it under Abigail’s right black latex stocking top.  She had a bit of a grope of his shaved upper leg as she took hold of the key.  She trapped the key underneath her facedown palm and slowly dragged it out of the stocking.  She made as much skin on skin contact as possible.  Once she had the key she stood up and unlocked the device and removed it from her dick.  She put it in the sink.  ‘Oh that feels good.  It’s lovely to get my dick out of that contraption.  It was so cramped.  That was so stupid putting that on.  Why I thought putting my dick in a cage was a fun idea I’ll never know.  I guess it seemed like a sexy idea at the time.  The reality was not so much fun.  It was really sore because you two bitches kept turning me on.  That’s so much better now.  Now I can get hard.  But unfortunately for you, my dear Abigail, there’s a price you have to pay for my freedom.  Not only am I going to fuck your wife, I’m going to put you back in the cage.’


    Abigail said something unintelligible from the floor.


    Tanya picked up the chastity device from the sink.  ‘I’m sorry, but someone needs to be in chastity.  Otherwise it’s just a waste of a perfectly good sex toy.  So stop complaining.  It’s a bit sweaty and unclean but hey-ho.’  She squatted down again and reached over to his crotch.  She started to affix the torturous device in place over and around Abigail’s half-erect dick.  She took hold of his penis and slipped the back part into place.  The cock cage section was then slotted into position.  His lack of a fully hard erection meant the cage met minimal resistance.  After that the padlock was clicked into place.  He was now back in cock bondage.


    Tanya got to her feet and put the key on the sink in the shallow porcelain soap dish.  She massaged her aching penis with her right hand while rubbing her ball sack with her left.  The light massaging turned to stronger stroking as the kinks and knots of pain were eased out of her enlarging dick.  As she masturbated she asked me, ‘Should we let Abigail watch?  Or should we go next door and leave her in the bathroom to listen to us?  We can let her imagination run wild to the sounds of our love making?’


    ‘Let the slut watch.  I don’t see why not.  It’s good to let her see the cunt she can’t have anymore get fucked.  It keeps her in her place, and reminds her of what she’s lost.  Being a sissy cannot be rewarded with my pussy.’


    ‘You want to do it here?’  She meant the bathroom.


    ‘I have a nice bed next door.  There’s no need to try contorting into weird angles around the sink or on the thin rubber sheet.  I think we should be kind to ourselves and enjoy the soft mattress.’  I looked down at Abigail on the floor and explained the situation to her as I understood it.  ‘This wasn’t planned.  I guess I’m a little queer myself.  Originally we were going to piss down your throat and that was it.  I didn’t count on Tanya being so irresistible in her latex and hooker boots.  I don’t consider myself to be a lesbian.  And I’m not sure if it’s gay what I’m doing.  It’s a bit of a grey area.  But apparently my sexuality has a grey area that finds Tanya attractive.  So this is happening.  It’s an improvised moment.’  


    We helped Abigail get onto her feet and walked her back to the bedroom.  The tube was still in her mouth.  Tanya carried the funnel.  We also kept the handcuffs locked around her wrists.  In the bedroom we made her kneel beside my vanity at the end of the bed.  The funnel rested on the vanity beside my crop.  The leash was tied around one of the table legs.


    I laid my body face up on the bed.  I kept my shoes on.  I pulled up my blue skirt just a little bit to reveal my suspenders and stocking tops.  ‘Do you like?’ I asked Tanya as she stood beside Abigail and the vanity.


    She said, ‘I like.’


    I pulled the cotton skirt up further to show her my black lace panties.  ‘Do you like this even more?’


    ‘I like that even more.’


    I pushed my panties aside to expose my cunt.  ‘Do you like it more now you can see my goods?’


    ‘Yes.  It’s exquisite.’


    ‘Would you like one of these of your very own?’


    ‘Yes.  That’s the dream.’


    ‘They’re good things to have.  I do recommend them.  I’d give mine five stars out of five.  My user experience has been very positive.  Although there’s a lot of maintenance and they can get a bit messy from time to time.  But overall my review is extremely positive.  The good outweighs the bad.  And I know others have enjoyed my pussy about as much as I have.  It’s quite a cute labia, isn’t it?’


    ‘Yes.  Very cute.  Very pretty.  Very attractive.  Like a flower.’


    I stuck my right index and middle finger in between my pussy folds.  ‘It feels good on the inside.’  I took my fingers out and rubbed my clit.  ‘And this always feels good.  It’s definitely one of the best parts of my vagina.’  I took my fingers from my bean and put them before my lips.  I licked my fingers.  ‘And it tastes good.  All that goodness in one attractive, tight little package.  But don’t just take my word for it.  Come here and enjoy it for yourself.’


    As Tanya advanced towards me I pulled my underwear even further to the side out the way.  I hadn’t planned to participate in the fucking, and I’d overlooked the mechanics of pissing at the end of the session, so I’d put the panties on under my suspenders.  I didn’t want to take off my stockings because we all enjoyed the look of them too much.  I’d have to keep my panties on while she entered me.  I guess it was kind of sexier this way to fuck while fully clothed.


    Tanya stood to my right on the floor beside the bed.  


    I asked her, ‘Do you want me?’


    ‘I need you.’


    ‘Then fuck me.’


    She put her right hand on my left knee and her left hand on my neck.  She leaned her upper body over me.  She kissed me on the lips.  She was a good kisser so we indulged in a few minutes of heavy petting and tongue touching.  Slowly my hand drifted down to her erection.  I took hold of it in my left hand and started rubbing it.  ‘You like that?’ I asked.


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Would you like me to suck it?’


    ‘Yes.’  She leaned her upper body back to its full height.  I pulled her cock closer to me and I licked the end of it.  I licked and then sucked on her bulbous helmet.  I took the rest of it into my mouth.  I sucked on her erection.


    I caught sight of Abigail watching me.  I removed the stiff member from between my lips and asked, ‘Is this what you like to see, sissy?  You like to see me suck dick?  Do you wish you could suck on it again?’  I put the dick back in my mouth.


    Tanya’s fingers found their way from my knee to my cunt.  She rubbed my clit. 


    Tanya asked me, ‘Do you want me to fuck you in the pussy or in the ass?  Both are good with me.’


    I took the erection from between my lips and considered saying, ‘How about both.’  This was the last session of Paul’s sissy transformation.  I didn’t know what the future held.  Presumably no more Submissive Karen.  At least not for awhile.  If I gave him what he wanted for a few BDSM Wednesday sessions I’d probably be able to get him to dress up as Submissive Karen again.  As it was the last of the current sessions I decided it was best to keep to the plan and not do any anal.  I’d probably retire Dominatrix Alisha and take on a new persona.  This new identity could be more slutty than Dominatrix Alisha.  She could take it up the arse.  She could even be submissive.  As Dominatrix Alisha I felt an obligation to keep her dignity.  So sodomy was out of the question.  Rather blandly I answered, ‘In my wet cunt.’  I kept the integrity of the character but did anyone appreciate my sacrifice?  Did anyone notice?  I highly doubted it.  I put the dick in my mouth and sucked.


    I sucked and sucked.


    Tanya took her penis from my mouth.  She climbed onto the bed and kneeled before my sopping wet cunt.  She kissed my pussy.  Then she licked my folds.


    ‘Don’t forget my clit.’


    She used her fingers to bring my clit front and centre for her to give it the proper attention it deserved.


    I ran my fingers through Tanya’s ponytail as she licked my clit.  I asked, ‘You like eating pussy?’


    She took her mouth from my genitals and said, ‘I like pussy but I’m more comfortable with dick.  But this is a very good pussy.  I’ve no complaints.’  She returned to poking her tongue into my hole.


    ‘Get my juices all over your face.  Get my scent all over you and in your nose.  Smell my cunt.  Taste it.  Worship what the two of you can only dream of having.  Appreciate my aesthetically pleasing lady’s genitals.  Admire my beauty.  Lick my clit.  Lick my insides.’


    I climaxed after about a minute or two of licking and sucking on my lips and on my love bud.  ‘Damn that was good.  You know how to work a pussy.’  I suggested we move on to penetration.


    From the nightstand Tanya took a condom and rolled it down her erection.  She dropped the condom wrapper into the bin.  She blew Abigail a kiss and then laid on top of me.  She put her shaft into my slot and fucked me in my tight cunt.  The bed rattled as we screwed.


    Abigail watched as we fucked.  Our breasts, faces, mouths, tongues, legs, knees, high heels and genitals mashed together and touched on the bed.


    ‘You’re right, Tanya, six inches us big enough if the owner knows what they’re doing.  I suppose that was my husband’s problem.  He had no technique and didn’t know what to do.’


    ‘Maybe now she’s in women’s clothing she’ll be more enthusiastic.  If she’s more turned on you might find her ability to please might be enhanced.’


    ‘It’s too late,’ I panted.  ‘Submissive Karen will never be in Dominatrix Alisha’s pussy.  Never.’


    Tanya asked me, ‘Do you think Abigail likes watching us screw?’


    ‘It’s hard to tell.  You cruelly enslaved her dick so we can’t check that for obvious signs of arousal.  I’d never do something as cruel as that,’ I said without any hint that I was aware that I’d dropped a blatant lie into the conversation.


    ‘If we can’t check her dick for hardness then maybe we could check her face for wincing caused by her stifled hardness.’


    I asked Abigail, ‘Do you like what you see?  Is this turning you on?  Does it make you hard and horny to see me and Tanya together?  You want to see her dick in my pussy?  Can you see it from over there?  Can you see her dick buried in my hole?  Her shaft is in my shaft.  You see that?’  I pushed Tanya bodily away from me in an attempt to make sure Abigail could see the end of Tanya’s erection in my cunt.  ‘You see it?  You’ll never get to do that.  Never again will you get to feel the warm, wet folds of my labia around your cock.  You’ll never feel my sex ever again.’


    Tanya plunged back down into me and eliminated what little space there was between our bodies.  Tit on tit, genital on genital, full contact fucking.


    Tanya kissed me and groped me as she fucked my pussy.


    We changed position to doggy style.  We were facing away from Abigail so she was watching our backs.  Tanya had her feet on the bed on either side of me as she stuck her dick in me.  I rubbed at myself as she ploughed the full length of her dick into me time and time again.


    To Abigail, somewhere behind me, I said, ‘Are you jealous that I’m getting her dick in my cunt?  Do you wish she’d penetrated you?  Do you wish your hole was getting pounded instead of mine?’  I rubbed it in his face by saying to Tanya, ‘That’s it.  You’re hitting my spot.  Keep doing that.  You feel so good and so big.  Fuck me harder.  I love having your dick inside me.  Tanya, keep fucking me.’


    She continued to fuck me.


    There wasn’t much point in me sitting on the sidelines merely watching.  As much as I got wet abusing my poor husband, I also had to risk something more than ruining my panties with too much excitement.  I was here to explore my sexuality as well.  It wasn’t all about him and his boundaries.  I wanted to push mine too.  Transsexuals were a fetish we could both share.  I was enjoying being fucked by Tanya.  I wasn’t repulsed at all.  Transsexual flesh was something I clearly had a taste for.  I was attracted to her and more than willing to touch.  Was I always into men in dresses?  Not that I could recall.  Men in drag never inspired much of anything in me.  So why did that fetish bubble to the surface so much stronger than the other ones I researched?  What was it about feminising men that turned me on so much?  Was it the clothes themselves?  Was I sexually attracted to dresses and shoes, and I wasn’t aware of this fetish because they were often wrapped around female flesh; a flesh I had no desire to touch.  Plus a woman being into dresses and shoes doesn’t look odd.  This seemed as convincing an explanation as any other I could come up with.  Or maybe I just loved how much it humiliated a man to be transformed into a woman.  That explanation didn’t hold as much water because Tanya felt no shame in being feminine.  So whatever attraction I had for her had nothing to do with her being humiliated.  That grey area between man and woman did not disgust me.  There was no kneejerk rejection against it.  When I contemplated it I was far more aroused than disgusted.  Why were men in dresses my thing?  It’s such a weird fetish.  If that made me odd then so be it.  At least I was only one-tenth as weird, in the eyes of the always critical community, as the transvestites and transsexuals who populated that grey area of blurred gender roles.  As I wasn’t crossing the gender lines myself in what I wore, I would be considered merely a curious bystander and not particularly perverted myself.  If only they knew.  I was at least as perverted as the men doing the dressing up.  After all I was the one who prodded Paul into it.  I wasn’t facilitating his fetish.  I was imposing my own upon him.  So who was the real pervert here?  Him for going along with it and enjoying it?  Or me for dreaming it up and encouraging him to wear the wrong clothes and suck dicks.  If it was my fantasy, and not his, then it was my perversion.  Clearly I was the real pervert here.  Whatever the explanation was, if there even was any reason behind it, this had been a good fetish to play with.  I picked our perversion wisely.


    Still, it puzzled me that I’d never previously fantasised about putting him in my shoes or having him swish around in a skirt.  I’d certainly never contemplated the notion of him performing oral or anal with other men.  Even when I pictured a threesome or an orgy in my imagination, he stayed on the straight and narrow.  I’d picture him with other women and me with other men.  Homosexuality never entered into it.  For me, I didn’t want to kiss girls or have lesbian sex with them.  It just wasn’t for me.  Their bodies didn’t arouse me.  I could only admire female flesh as a sexless object, like how I could admire a building or a car without having any desire to stick a part of it in my pussy.  The idea of rubbing my body against another woman inspired about the same sexual desire as the thought of rubbing a packet of biscuits against myself.  I’m not saying skin on skin contact wouldn’t stimulate me, but it would probably feel creepy and unpleasant in a way that Tanya’s body didn’t.  The man in her made a lot of difference.


    I panted, ‘I’m going to come.  I’m coming.  I’m coming.’


    I came on Tanya’s cock.


    She continued to fuck me as I shuddered on the end of her penis.


    I had a second orgasm.


    She continued to fuck me without any slowdown.


    Tanya said, ‘I’m ready to come.  I can feel it.  I can feel it coming.  I feel funny and all tingly.  I’m going to come.’  She groaned and slumped over my back.  She pushed her cock into me a few more times and was done.  She pulled out of my wet vagina and dismounted me.  She stood by the side of the bed.  From my position on all fours I turned around and sat on my bottom facing Abigail.  I moved my panties back over to cover my cunt and I pulled my skirt back down into place.  Dominatrix Alisha wouldn’t leave herself exposed for too long after achieving sexual fulfilment with a transsexual.  It was good sex.  It was good that I’d been prodded out of my own comfort zone so it wasn’t just Abigail who was exploring her gender issues.  It showed a bit more commitment on my part.


    Tanya looked down at the spunk filled latex contraceptive around her fading erection and said, ‘You made me fill my condom.’


    I said to Tanya while looking at Abigail, ‘Feed it to the gimp.  Pour the cum into the funnel and let the whore taste your orgasm.  The orgasm you got from fucking the gimp’s wife.’


    Tanya pulled the condom off the end of her dick.  ‘You want this?’ she asked him.


    Abigail nodded.


    ‘You sure this is what you want?’


    He nodded again.


    ‘Okay, if you’re that big a slut.’  She walked over to him and lifted the funnel from the vanity.  She held the funnel in her right hand and the used contraceptive in her left.  The open end of the condom was hovering over the funnel.  The spunk trapped within the latex contraceptive dripped slowly out and onto the sloped walls of the funnel.  ‘Bon appétit,’ said Tanya before lifting the funnel as high as it would go.  The two of us watched as the ejaculated fluid slid down the funnel and into the tube.  I watched from the bed with a smirk of cruel delight on my face.  We watched as the cum made its slow progress down the clear tube and past the mouth piece into Abigail’s mouth.


    Tanya said, ‘Swallow.’


    Abigail swallowed.


    She put the funnel on the vanity and asked, ‘Did that taste good?’


    He nodded.


    She walked over to the bin and dropped the condom in it.  She walked back over to him and kneeled down directly in front of him.  She kept her knees together, they were pointed at him.  ‘Did you have a good time tonight?’ she asked.


    He nodded again.


    ‘Will you masturbate about me?’


    He nodded.


    She flicked her right index finger against the chastity device attached to Abigail’s crotch.  It was a weirdly snotty and aggressive thing to do with a charge of contempt to it far out of proportion to the size of the act itself.  ‘You know who I blame?  Angela Croy.  What was her book called?’


    I said over her shoulder, ‘I Turned My Wife Into a Dominatrix and I’ve Only Myself to Blame.’


    Tanya didn’t look back at me.  Instead she kept her focus on Abigail.  ‘That’s right.  Sounds like an interesting book.  Can I borrow it?’


    She was more asking him than she was asking me so I paused to give him time to give a thumbs up.  He didn’t respond so I said she could borrow it.


    She asked him, ‘Are the pages stuck together with your feminine juices?  Could you not hold it in?  Did you not have the restraint to stop yourself from playing with your cock when reading it?  Did you shoot a load onto the pages?’


    I said, ‘I perused it myself.  I wouldn’t have touched it if she’d spunked all over the pages and made a sticky mess.’


    Tanya said to me while still looking ahead, ‘That probably just means she was clever and had a posh wank.’


    Innocently I asked, ‘What’s a posh wank?’


    ‘It’s when a man masturbates while wearing a condom.’


    ‘You learn something new every day.’


    Tanya said to Abigail, ‘That’s a very bad book.  It’s responsible for all of this.’  She dinged his chastity device again with a flick of her index finger.  ‘It put evil thoughts into your head.  Perverted thoughts you shouldn’t have acted upon.  But I guess it didn’t pervert you.  Not really.  You were already a pervert.  But it inspired you to pervert your beautiful wife.  It’s responsible for all of this.  If you hadn’t read Angela Croy’s perverted book this would never have happened.  You wouldn’t be a sissy wearing dresses and ladies underwear and make-up.  You wouldn’t have sucked four cocks and swallowed who knows how many cum loads.  You wouldn’t have drank three full bladders of fresh piss.  You wouldn’t be kneeling here with your cock locked away in painful chastity with a chick with a dick flicking it with contempt.’  She flicked the cock cage again.  ‘That Angela Croy put bad thoughts into your head.  And then you put your deviant ideas into Alisha’s head.  And she transmitted your ideas into my head.  Who do we blame overall for this perversion?’  She flicked her fingernail against the plastic cage once again.  ‘You or Angela?  I vote for you.  She had an idea.  But you put it into action.  Is it Alisha’s fault that your ideas developed in this direction?  No.  You’re responsible for all that’s happened to you.  Good or bad, this is all your fault.  In its entirety.  You’re the author of your own torment.  Tell me, sunshine, was it a good thing or a bad thing that your wife didn’t laugh in your face?  Was it a good thing that she took your perverted sadomasochistic desires seriously?  Are you glad this happened?  Was it a good thing?  Any regrets?’


    He put his right hand horizontally in the air and shook it to indicate more of an in between state of mind.


    ‘In a day or two that ambivalence will turn to a hard rock erection that in your darkest, horniest moments you won’t be able to deny.  That shaky wave of so-so is mere days away from being a big thumbs up.  There’s something heartening when a pervert gets to satisfy his or her sexual desires.  Now I think we should take this tube out your mouth and have you worship my boots for a bit before you clean up our mess.’


    Tanya unbuttoned the mouthpiece and pulled out the inch of tube from inside his mouth.  She took the tube into the bathroom and put it on the rubber mat.  She came back into the bedroom with our two water bottles.  She handed me a bottle then walked up to him at the vanity.  She pointed at her right boot.  ‘Abigail, start here and work your way up.  No rush.  I want a good shine, so quality of work is more important than speed.  Start polishing.’  


    We drank from the water bottles as Abigail licked up the length of Tanya’s right boot.  I collected the crop from the vanity and stood beside Tanya.


    He licked at her leather with diligence.


    I leaned over and kissed Tanya on the lips.  It was just a fleeting kiss.


    I looked down at Abigail and asked, in my true voice as a loving wife, if he wanted to do this again.  It’s hard to say how my tone of voice was so different but somehow it was abundantly clear that I was asking as Sarah and not as Dominatrix Alisha.


    He took his tongue from the polished black leather and said, ‘Yes.’  He didn’t add the honorific ‘Dominatrix Alisha’ to the end of the sentence.  He understood.


    I asked, ‘To be more clear, do you want to do more sadomasochism in general?  Or do you mean you want to continue as Submissive Karen and do sessions four, five, six and so on?’


    I read a world of shame into the pause that followed my question.  He finally said, ‘I want to be Submissive Karen.’


    ‘So you’re saying, actually admitting, that you enjoy dressing up like a girl and you like sucking dick.  Is that what you’re saying?  Are you admitting to that without any ambiguity?’


    There was another pause.  ‘Yes.’


    ‘So you finally admit it without any buts or qualifications?’


    ‘Yes.  I admit it.’


    ‘Say it.  Spell it out.  Leave no room for misinterpretation.’


    Reluctantly he said, ‘I like dressing up like a woman and having sex with men.  I’m a sissy.’


    Tanya raised her eyebrows at me.  She asked me, ‘Is that a good thing for you?  Do you really want a sissy as a husband?’


    ‘Honestly, I don’t mind it.  I don’t think our marriage is any weaker for it.  It might not measure up to clichéd ideals but I love my husband.  And I like dressing up in pretty clothes.  Now I get to dress him up too.  So now I get to combine my love for my husband with my love of wearing women’s clothes.  My husband in pretty clothes is something I want to explore further.’


    Tanya asked, ‘Can I…?  Is it okay if I come back?’  She was very cute when shyly asking a question she wasn’t sure the answer to.


    ‘Tanya, of course you can come back.  I’ve got three gentlemen I want you to meet.’  Her face lit up at the thought of future kinky S&M sessions with Daniel, Craig and Harold.  I added, ‘But I’ve got to warn you.  I will expect complete submission from you.  You are well above Submissive Karen in the pecking order but below the boys.  So you must be prepared to take a mouthful of piss.  Are you willing to submit?’


    ‘I am,’ she said with confidence.  She was clearly no stranger to drinking other peoples piss.


    ‘Good.  Then you are officially invited to session number four.  Next Wednesday.’  Tanya smiled.  She had a wide smile.  ‘But until then, Abigail, keep licking Tanya’s boots.  They’re not going to clean themselves.  I want them extra shiny with your wet piss soaked saliva.’


    He put his tongue back on the boot.


    I took a swig from my water bottle and then said to him, ‘We’re going to marinate your mouth in our piss again.  Aren’t you a lucky girl?’


    ‘Yes, Dominatrix Alisha.’  He instinctively understood that I’d switch back into character.


    ‘Do you like drinking piss?’


    ‘Within reason.’


    ‘Reason?  There’s no reason here.  There’s no space for concepts like reason and proportion in these sessions.  We’re long past the point of reasonable behaviour.  If you didn’t notice, probably sometime around the point you licked Daniel’s mushroom tip, all reason left the sessions.  BDSM Wednesday should probably be renamed Sissy Wednesday.  That’s what you can expect to look forward to every Wednesday from now on.  Unrelenting sadomasochistic feminisation.  You’re going to wear so many dresses and panties and stockings and tights and wigs and bracelets and necklaces and lots of make-up.  And you’re going to wear high heels and nail polish and all the other stuff that makes a girly girl so attractive.  And you’re going to suck dick.  Lots of it.  You’re going to suck so much dick.  And not just Daniel’s, Craig’s, Harold’s and Tanya’s and my strap on.  I’m going to take you in full drag as Submissive Karen to a sex club.  In the dungeon I’m going to have you participate in an orgy.  You’re going to be sucking off so many men they’ll need to pump your stomach; like in that urban legend about the rock star sucking off a whole football team.  I’m going to pass you around and everyone will get a taste of my Submissive Karen.  Would you like that?  Would you like to be used like the resident slut?’


    ‘Yes, Dominatrix Alisha,’ he said between boot licks.


    ‘Good.  Good.  Then I’d take you to another sex club and I’ll make you wear a tiara.  I’m going to turn you into a little pink princess.  You’d like that.  A pink dress with lots of fluffy petticoats and pink opera gloves.  And lots of rattling jewellery.  And blonde hair.  And white stockings and pink suspenders.  I can tell that idea gets you going.  You’re such a slut.  We’ll call you Princess Karen and all the boys will be groping you and coming on your face.  And you’ll be licking it all up.  You’re a filthy slut.’


    Tanya said, ‘That’s enough of the right boot.  Now do the other one.’  He switched his boot licking to the left heel.


    I said to him, ‘Now tell me again, who are you?’


    He took his tongue from the stiletto heel and said to me, ‘I’m Submissive Karen.’


    ‘And what do you do?’


    ‘Whatever you tell me to do.’


    ‘Who is your master?’


    ‘Dominatrix Alisha.’


    ‘So we’ll hear no more silly talk about toying with other fantasies on Wednesdays?’


    ‘No, Dominatrix Alisha.  You are my supreme mistress.  You are Dominatrix Alisha.  I am Submissive Karen.  I know my place.  It’s on my knees in stockings licking boots or sucking dick.’


    ‘Good.  You understand your place all too well.  You’re not normal.  Although I don’t suppose any of us can make any great claims to being normal anymore.  Clearly we’d all be branded perverts for indulging our appalling desires.  Abigail, are you a lesbian?’


    ‘Yes, Dominatrix Alisha.’


    ‘Say it out loud.  Say, “I’m a lesbian.”’


    ‘I’m a lesbian.’


    ‘Say, “I’m a homosexual.”’


    ‘I’m a homosexual.’


    ‘Say, “My name is Abigail and I’m a homosexual.”’


    ‘My name is Abigail and I’m a homosexual.’


    ‘Say, “My name is Submissive Karen and I’m a homosexual.”’


    ‘My name is Submissive Karen and I’m a homosexual.’


    ‘Say, “My name is Pauline and I’m a homosexual.”’


    ‘My name is Pauline and I’m a homosexual.’


    ‘Say, “My name is Paul and I’m a homosexual.”’


    ‘My name is Paul and I’m…  I’m a homosexual.’


    ‘Say, “I’m a sissy.”’


    ‘I’m a sissy.’


    Say, “I’m a cocksucker.”’


    ‘I’m a cocksucker.’


    ‘Say, “I’m bisexual.”’


    ‘I’m bisexual.’


    ‘Say, “I’m a submissive bisexual sissy cocksucker.”’


    ‘I’m a submissive bisexual sissy cocksucker.’


    ‘Say, “I enjoy sucking cock.”’


    ‘I enjoy sucking cock.’


    ‘Say, “I’m a pervert.”’


    ‘I’m a pervert.’


    ‘You know exactly what you are.  A pervert.  A kinky pervert.  Say, “I’m a kinky pervert.”’


    ‘I’m a kinky pervert.’


    ‘You’re not normal, are you?’


    ‘No, Dominatrix Alisha.’


    ‘Normal men don’t dress up in tights and panties and high heels and dresses.  Normal men don’t wear make-up and jewellery and wigs.  You’re very weak, aren’t you?’


    ‘Yes, Dominatrix Alisha.’


    ‘Once you’ve finished licking Tanya’s boots your mouth will be very dry.  We can rectify that.  We’ll go back into the bathroom and put that tube back in.  Then we’ll try pissing in your mouth again.’  I took another drink from my water bottle.  ‘Would you like that, Abigail?’


    ‘Yes, Dominatrix Alisha.’


     


     


    We were too tired to discuss things further that night.


    In the morning we ate our breakfast in near silence with only the most banal pleasantries passed between us.  It wasn’t an awkward hush full of accusatory implications.  There was no coldness.  No simmering anger or disappointment.  It was a silence generated due to a lack of time and the appropriate words to discuss such massive events.  It was a conversation deferred for a later date when we could have the time and space to get into it.  He needed more hours to churn it over in his mind and articulate a response.


     


     


    I prepared the Thursday dinner.  Only as we nearly finished the meal did I bring up the missing topic of conversation.  ‘So, last night.  That happened.’


    ‘Yeah,’ he agreed.  ‘Things happened.’


    ‘Things were said at the end.  In the heat of the moment things were admitted to and future plans agreed upon.  I’m curious to know if you’ve thought about it.  And if you’ve changed your mind about it.’


    He took a moment to answer.  ‘We’re often our true selves in the heat of the moment when we don’t have time to put on our social masks.  Under pressure our civilised surfaces crack and we see what’s really going on underneath.  I stand by what I said.’


    ‘So you want to continue on this course?’


    ‘I’ve thought about it.  It’s hard for me to admit it, but you’ve opened me up.  I’m a transvestite.  And a homosexual.  I’m a bisexual sissy cocksucker.  I like being a girl giving blowjobs to men.  It’s not the easiest thing to admit to myself or to others.  It doesn’t make my life easier.  You’ve opened me up to things I had no idea I was into.  I want to continue.  I want to be Submissive Karen.’


    I patted his hand and said, ‘Good girl.  That’s what I like to hear: sissies embracing their true natures.  What did you think of Tanya?’


    ‘How does she, forgive the phrase, have the balls for this?  I can’t imagine changing gender is an easy path through life.  That’s got to be a tough road to travel.  I guess she feels she doesn’t have a choice.  It’s something she has to do.  I thought she was great.  And you obviously did too.’


    ‘It really wasn’t part of the plan.  I wasn’t just saying that.  She just looked too good not to fuck.  She was gorgeous.  Is it just me or was she weirdly glamorous?  I don’t mean exotic because she had a dick.  I mean there was something a bit more…  She was a bit more glamorous than her surroundings.  It was a bit like having a movie star round to our suburban house in the middle of nowhere.  It was incongruous.’


    ‘We both banged a transsexual.’


    ‘I don’t know how to explain it.  I’m not gay but her femininity aroused me.  I’ve never felt that sort of lust for a woman before.  I suppose she had a unique kind of masculine meets feminine quality to her.  Whatever it was, I wanted her.  Before she revealed her dick to you, did you suspect?’


     ‘No.  When she opened her legs I was taken totally by surprise.  I truly didn’t expect to see a dick.’


    ‘What did you think when you saw it?  Did you feel duped?  Did you think, “Oh, that’s not supposed to be there, there must be a mistake”?’


    ‘Obviously I was shocked.  But it only lasted a fraction of a second.  Almost instantly I moved on from shocked to accepting the situation.  I was oddly okay with it.  It wasn’t a big issue.  So pretty much instantly I accepted the concept that I was going to have sex with a transsexual.  It didn’t freak me out.  I guess the second session raised the bar too high on what I consider traumatic for it to affect me too much.  She was at least very feminine.  It could be argued, perhaps, that having sex with a chick with a dick is less of a big deal than having homosexual sex with a man.  I think most men, if they had to have sex with either a man or a female transsexual, would choose the shemale.  I think ninety-nine out of one-hundred would make that choice.  The energy of kissing her was very feminine.  She wasn’t manly at all.  I didn’t get a masculine vibe from her.  For all intents and purposes I had sex with a woman.  She just happened to have a dick.’


    ‘Yeah,’ I agreed.  ‘It didn’t feel like I was kissing a guy.  It was definitely different feeling to when I kiss you.’


    ‘And I drank piss.’


    ‘How was that?’


    ‘Not too bad.’


    ‘What did it taste like?  I read that it tastes a bit like stale beer.’


    ‘That’s about right.  It wasn’t too unpleasant.  Urine is sterile, right?  I assume you researched it to make sure it was safe to drink?’


    ‘It’s safe.  That’s what they say anyway.  Some people even think there’s a health benefit to drinking it.  If you could change one thing, what would it be?  No more chastity, perhaps?’ I said to lead him in that specific direction.


    ‘Yes.  Please.  The chastity’s no fun.’


    ‘I’ll think about it.’  This gave me an excellent excuse to drop the chastity from our games.  It had served its purpose.  The point had been made.  Now it would just get in the way of satisfying sex.


    ‘So what do you have planned for BDSM Wednesday: Session Four?’


    ‘It’s a secret.  Submissive sluts like you aren’t privy to the plans of the mistress.  What I will say is this: I think the theme of the next session should be handjobs.  The giving and receiving of them.  We’ve got five dicks to play with so there’s a lot of combinations.’


    

    


    
  


  
    11.  Drinking Kate’s Pee from a Dog Bowl [Novella]


     


    Keith has a fetish.  He likes to drink the pee of beautiful women.  For added humiliation he prefers to drink it from a stainless steel dog bowl.  Kate is next in line to use his bowl.


     


    ‘You’re as big a drama queen as she is.  Take a good long, hard look at your own behaviour, dear.  Your sister tells you I’ve been cheating on you.  And what is your reaction?  What did you do?  You put on a latex dress and try to seduce me.  And then try and make me kiss a f*****g dog bowl.  What the f**k, Kate?  Do you think this is normal?  Is this normal behaviour?  Is this an ordinary reaction to news like that?  I’ll give you a hint: it’s not.  It’s weird.  It’s f****d up.  Who jumps to creepy sadomasochistic nonsense as a reaction to an upsetting revelation?  A totally bogus accusation, by the way.  It’s the drama queen move.  And where did the latex dress come from anyway?  What was your thinking?  I can’t follow your line of thought here.  I suspect because there isn’t much logic to it.  I just can’t see how you got from there to here.’


    

    


    
  


  
    Beating a Worthless Slave


     


    We were in the basement office where the deals were made for sessions in the dungeon rooms.  Frank was a tall but pleasingly slim man.  His head was balding but that was not unexpected for a middle-aged man.  I was in a simple dark blue dress with naked legs and three inch black shoes.  I was dressed to look attractive and poised.  I wasn’t dressed specifically for sex.  I rarely performed my duties in conventional clothing like this.  Most of my work was conducted either in latex or in various states of undress.  I asked him, ‘So what is it you want from me?’


    ‘Humiliation.  And pain.  I want to be tied up and beaten.’


    ‘So nothing original then.  Just the usual.’


    ‘Sorry but my imagination doesn’t stretch much further than the basics.’


    ‘It’s not a problem.  On a scale of one to ten how much humiliation do you want?’


    ‘Can you define the ends of the sliding scale?’


    ‘No.’


    ‘Seven.  Seven sounds about right.  I want to be uncomfortable and…well, humiliated.  Nothing in public.  Nothing that goes too far.’


    ‘And how much pain?’


    ‘Six.  Maybe a seven.  As long as I have a safeword then you can hurt me enough to make me scream but not enough to leave marks.’


    ‘I can work with that.  The house safeword is “ventriloquist”.  As you can imagine it’s not a word that pops up too often by accident in the middle of a session.’


    ‘Yes, Mistress Judy.’


    ‘What would you like me to wear?  Anything specific?’


    ‘Nothing too precise comes to mind.  Just the usual S&M stuff.  You know me: no imagination worth talking about.  I’m all about the clichés.  Latex.  Stockings.  High heels.  I like the goth look.  If you can do that.’


    ‘That can be arranged.’


    ‘Thank you, Mistress Judy.’


    ‘Okay.  I think I have a scenario in mind.  You came to me for humiliation.  You came to the right girl.  Stand up and take off your clothes.  Get out of them.  Take them all off.’


    ‘Right now?’ he asked but before I could nod confirmation he seemed to give in to the order.  Frank stood up from the desk and began to pull his jumper off.  As I watched him I said, ‘I think seven-hundred should cover the session.  Leave the money and your clothes on the table.  Then come to room four.’


    ‘You want me to walk naked down the corridor?’ he asked without haggling over the price.


    ‘You wanted humiliation.  Is there a problem?  Humiliation: that’s what you said you wanted.  And now you’re going to question the simple act of getting naked in a brothel.  Are you sure this is what you want?’


    ‘No.  I’m sorry.  I just thought…  I didn’t want public humiliation.’


    ‘This isn’t public.  You’re in a sex dungeon in the basement of a brothel.  No one will be surprised to see a naked man walking down a communal corridor to a room.  Now stop stalling and get naked.’


    ‘Yes, Mistress Judy.’  He folded the jumper on the table before me.  Next he pulled his trainers off.


    ‘Give me your shoes,’ I ordered.


    ‘On the table?  They’re dirty.’


    ‘Just hand one of them to me.’


    He handed me a trainer.  I looked at the faded shoe size number printed on the inside sole.  I returned the shoe to him.  ‘Finish here and go to room four and wait for me.  I’ll be a few minutes behind you.’


    I walked out the office before he could ask any questions.


     


     


    I entered room four.  I was wearing a black off-the-shoulder latex dress with a short skirt that terminated above my knees.  Underneath the latex I was wearing black lace lingerie comprising of sheer panties, a suspender belt and fishnet stockings.  I didn’t bother with a bra.  On my feet were four inch open-toed black heels with a large strap and buckle across my ankles.  On my arms I wore elbow length gloves.  My make-up was touched-up to be a bit more goth with paler looking skin and darker red lipstick.


    Frank was naked, as expected and instructed.  His hands were covering his genitals.  He was standing by the bed opposite the door.  ‘Okay, faggot, take your hands away from your pathetic dick and stand in the centre of the room.’  He stepped forward.  ‘Lift your hands.’  He put his arms in the air.


    I walked over to the side table where the various whips, canes, crops, dildos and other sex toys were kept.  I took two handcuffs from the table and a stool that was against the wall.  I stood on the stool before him and slapped the handcuffs onto each of his wrists.  I then attached the cuffs to the metal rings on the ceiling.  I got down from the stool and moved it aside back to where I found it.  ‘Okay, now that’s done and you’re totally under my control we can get real.  I’ve got a present for you.’


    I walked out the room.  I returned with a pair of knee high black boots with five inch heels.  ‘You’re going to wear these.’


    ‘But they’re girls’ boots.’


    ‘No shit.  What a genius.  Are you going to be like this all the way throughout the session?  Are you going to be pointing out the obvious?  Because if that’s your plan I can gag you.  It’s no skin off my nose.  I have no need to hear you.’


    ‘I’m sorry, Mistress Judy.’


    ‘You wanted humiliation.  I think being made to wear high heeled boots is pretty embarrassing.  Yes?  Correct?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress Judy.’


    ‘So stop questioning me.  If I wanted to be questioned it certainly wouldn’t be from a faggot like you.  Understand?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress Judy.  Sorry, Mistress Judy.’


    ‘You will be.  You’ll be very sorry.’  I crouched down and I made him step into the boots.  I zipped them up against his inner shins to encase his lower legs in the unmistakably feminine patent leather.  They came to just below his knees.  I stood up and stepped back to take a look at him.  Yip, he was a balding middle-aged man standing with his arms outstretched above his head in a pair of five inch women’s boots.  It was quite a visual.  ‘You look so cute.  You might not be much of a man but maybe there’s hope for you as a girl if this manhood thing doesn’t work out.  Shave your hair and tuck your dick away, and put on a wig over that bald dome of yours, and maybe you might make a decent girl for some undemanding loser who can’t get a real girl.’


    ‘Yes, Mistress Judy,’ was all he had to say to my taunt.


    ‘Yes, a real loser could use you as a substitute girl if he gets tired of fucking his blow-up doll.  You’d be better than nothing.’  I changed the subject.  ‘Also I thought it would be fun if I invited some friends to watch me beat you.’  I turned around and opened the door.  I called out through the door, ‘He’s ready.’


    In came two of my fellow mistresses.  Mistress Clea and Mistress Maxine.  Both were dressed in more conventional office attire, although Mistress Clea favoured sheer black stockings and suspenders while Mistress Maxine was dressed in tan tights.  ‘So this is the fag-boy you were talking about,’ said Mistress Clea.  Mistress Maxine added, ‘I see what you mean about him being unimpressive.’


    ‘Cool boots,’ mocked Mistress Clea.  ‘I’ve got a pair just like them.’


    Mistress Maxine added, ‘How pathetic.  He’s naked and tied up in women’s boots.  This is so sad.  Really not a good look, Frank.’


    I said, ‘The name Frank seems a bit too manly for such a girly sissy.  We should call him something else.  Something feminine like Lesley.  But that has a masculine side to it.  No, we need something totally without masculine qualities.  Something like Sally.’  I asked him, ‘How would you like to be called Sally?’


    ‘I wouldn’t,’ he complained.


    ‘No, I like it.  Sally fits you.  Sally sounds about right.  You’re such a Sally.  Isn’t he such a Sally, girls?  Doesn’t that name just fit him to a tee?  Isn’t he such a Sally?’


    They both agreed and laughed.


    To him I said, ‘They will expect a tip for you wasting their time.  They both obviously have other bigger and better things to do with their time other than watch you get your ass handed to you.  I think fifty each should cover their time.  Don’t you think?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress Judy,’ he said without any signs of being annoyed at my financial shakedown.  Financial domination was a recognised fetish so renegotiating deals wasn’t frowned upon too much.


    ‘Girls, take a seat at the front.  I’m going to beat him now.  Make sure you don’t get too close in case his sweat splashes you.  Or even worse, he discharges his penis on you because he’s such a pervert he gets off to the point of orgasm when being abused by my crop.’


    The two mistresses took chairs from the side of the room and planted them in front of Sally.  They sat down and crossed their legs to enjoy the show.  Mistress Clea crossed her legs at the ankles while Mistress Maxine crossed hers at the knees.


    I went over to the side table and selected a crop from the wall.  I turned to face him and said, ‘This will be my instrument of torture.  Do you want to hear it?’


    He looked away from me to face the front and answered, ‘Yes, Mistress Judy.’


    I swished it through the air.  The sound of it slicing through the air was loud and scary.  ‘Sexy,’ I muttered to myself with enough volume for him to overhear me.


    I walked in front of him so I was between him and the girls.  ‘You wanted this.  You’re one strange little girl, Sally.  There’s something not right about you.  Sally, you filthy little bitch.  You keep finding yourself in these weird situations, don’t you?  There’s something wrong with you.  It’s not normal.  It’s very abnormal.  Are you abnormal?  Are you defective in the head?  Because this isn’t right.  Normal men don’t wear high heeled women’s boots and allow themselves to be handcuffed to ceilings in sex dungeons.  That’s just not what normal people do.  Somehow it just doesn’t happen in the normal course of events.  Men can go whole lives without once putting on a pair of women’s boots.  Not once finding themselves in bondage.  But for you it’s just like any other day to find yourself bound to a ceiling with three dominatrix bitches observing your pathetic skin.  You’re a pervert.  A whore.  It’s not normal or correct.  There’s something wrong with you if you enjoy this.’


    ‘Yes, Mistress Judy.’


    ‘“Yes, Mistress Judy.”  Is that all you’ve got to say for yourself?  You’re so feeble.  I’m going to enjoy beating you.  You deserve this.  You really do.  You deserve no better.  If anything, you deserve far worse than what even I’m going to do to you.’  I looked down at his half-erect cock.  ‘Are we boring you?’  I looked up into his eyes.  ‘You better get that thing all the way up.  A girl doesn’t like to see her man only half-excited.  This is an honour we’ve given you.  You have our attention.  Okay, you had to pay for it, but still, you’ve got it.  Three beautiful women are looking at you.  You are the centre of attention.  Our eyes are on you.  The very least you could do is look interested.  Get it hard.  All the way.  Anything less is an insult.  You got that?  Get it up.  Now.  If you don’t I’ll beat you extra hard for insulting us.’


    Mistress Maxine said, ‘Maybe he needs a little extra stimulation.’  She opened her legs.  I stepped aside to let him see up her skirt.  It turned out she was wearing bright pink underwear beneath the gusset of her tan tights.


    Not to be outgunned Mistress Clea uncrossed her legs as well and gave us a view of her black panties and her stocking tops.


    I asked him, ‘Do they make you hard?  Do they?  Sally, do you think they’re beautiful?’


    I looked down at his cock.  His dick was swelling to a fully engorged state as he said, ‘Yes, Mistress Judy.’


    ‘That’s better,’ I said.  ‘Now it looks like you’re happy to be here.’  I looked him in the eyes and asked, ‘Sally, are you happy to be here?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress Judy.’


    ‘Really?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress Judy.’


    ‘Well you probably won’t be after twenty lashes of the crop.’


    I walked behind him and stood to his left so I could strike him on the bottom.  I held the crop in my dominant right hand.  ‘Do you like looking up their skirts?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress Judy.’


    ‘Pick one.’


    ‘Mistress Judy?’


    ‘Pick either Mistress Clea or Mistress Maxine.’


    ‘For what?’


    ‘Why all the questions?  Just pick one.’


    ‘Mistress Judy, I pick Mistress Clea.’


    ‘That means Mistress Maxine will have the dubious pleasure of performing oral on you.  For a price.  I think an extra two-hundred should cover it.’  To Maxine I asked, ‘Does that sound about right?’


    ‘Yes.  Two-hundred.  But I’m not swallowing.  Not for any amount of money.’


    To Frank I asked, ‘What do you think?  Are you willing to open your purse and pony up for a blowjob from our beautiful Mistress Maxine?’


    ‘Yes.  Yes, Mistress Judy.’


    ‘Maxine, please stand up.’  Maxine stood.  Mistress Clea kept her legs open for Frank to see up her skirt.  I said to Maxine, ‘Your job is not to make him come.  I’m not interested in him receiving that kind of pleasure.  I don’t care about his orgasm.  That’s something for someone else to deal with.  No, I’m only interested in keeping his dick erect throughout his beating.  So put him in your mouth and tease him so he stays hard.  But make sure he doesn’t come.  Just give him enough pleasure to keep his erection.  Anything more is pointless.’


    ‘Okay,’ she replied.  She got to her knees but didn’t take him in her mouth.


    To him I loudly stage whispered, ‘You made a good choice with Mistress Maxine.  She has a tongue piercing.  You know why?’


    ‘For enhanced oral pleasure?’


    ‘That’s right.  That’s one of many reasons.’  I leaned back away from his ear.  ‘How do you like your boots, Sally?’


    ‘I feel funny wearing them, Mistress Judy.  And my feet hurt.  They’re not comfortable.’


    ‘As a girl you’ll have to suffer for beauty.  And suffering is something you will soon learn all about.’


    I spanked him on his bare left arse cheek with my empty right hand.  He jolted against his restraints in surprise at my unexpected contact.  I spanked him ten times in total over both butt cheeks to get his blood flowing.  ‘That was just a warm up.  Get ready for something much worse.’  To Maxine I said, ‘You may want to put his pathetic few inches in your mouth now.’  She opened her mouth and took half of his length between her lips.  She didn’t suck on it.  She just kept it in a warm place where it felt good for the both of them.


    Mistress Clea continued to keep her legs wide open to stimulate his sexual appetite.


    ‘Now it begins,’ I announced.  I swatted the crop towards his buttocks.  It landed with a crack.  He juddered.  ‘Did that feel good?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress Judy.’


    ‘Liar.’  I hit him again.


    He made the standard ‘uh’ sound of the momentarily physically distressed.


    ‘Sally, since you’re not doing anything worthwhile you might as well keep track of how many times I hit you.  Can you do that for me?  Is that within your realm of competence?  Can you verbally count my blows?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress Judy.  I can keep count.’


    ‘How many times have I hit you?’


    ‘Twice.’


    ‘Incorrect.’


    I hit him once again forcefully across the buttocks.  The crop connected with a percussive thud.


    ‘Three times, Mistress Judy.’


    ‘No.  How could you forget the ten slaps I gave your bottom before I started with the crop?  Was it not memorable enough?  Do I need to hit you harder before you remember being struck?’


    I hit him again with the crop.


    ‘Ten times with your hand and four times with the crop, Mistress Judy.’


    ‘Good girl.  That’s much better.  Okay, now here comes number five.’


    I smacked him with the crop.


    ‘Five, Mistress Judy.’


    Mistress Maxine began slowly sucking on his penis to keep it erect while I beat his worthless hide with my crop.  Whack.  Whack.  Whack.  ‘Ten times with your hand and eight times with the crop, Mistress Judy.’


    ‘I’m going to hit you two more times.  Then we’re going to try something a little different.  I’m going to insert a butt plug into that cute little arsehole of yours.  And then I’m going to try and knock it out.  It will be your task to resist me and to keep your ass muscles clenched so tight that it won’t slide out.  So with that in mind you’ll have to decide how much lubrication you want.  Less will result in a more painful insertion.  But then the more you use on the butt plug the more slippery it will become.  If it falls out your ass the repercussions will be extensive.  If you can keep it in there for a total of twenty-five lashes then you’ll be fine.  But if you don’t, if it falls out, I’ll piss on your face.  I’ll literally piss on you.  You wouldn’t want that, now would you?’


    ‘No, Mistress Judy.’


    ‘You get what I’m saying?  The repercussions will be severe.  You wouldn’t want me to piss on your face while Mistress Clea and Mistress Maxine are in the room.  Think of the humiliation.  Think about it.  Are you ready to play?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress Judy.’


    I hit his bottom with the crop.


    ‘Ten and nine, Mistress Judy.’


    I hit him again.


    ‘Ten and ten, Mistress Judy.’


    ‘Okay faggot, stay there.’  I walked over to the table and picked up the middle sized butt plug of the three out on display on the counter.  More were in the drawers.  I collected a bottle of lubricant to go with it.  I returned to him and stood to Mistress Maxine’s right.  She was still slowly sucking on his penis.  I showed him the black butt plug.  Just because it was the middle option didn’t mean it was unimpressive in size.  ‘Look at the size of it.  This is going up your bum.  Do you think you can handle it?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress Judy.’


    ‘How much lubricant do you want?  On a scale of one to ten.’


    ‘Eight, Mistress Judy.’


    ‘Really?  What a pussy.  It’s almost like you haven’t had a butt plug up there many, many, many times before.  Oh well, if you’re that weak.’  I put the crop under my left armpit.  I then held the butt plug upright in my left hand and the bottle of lube upside down above it.  I squeezed the clear liquid onto the plug.  A lot came out.  ‘Is that enough for you, Sally?’ I asked as I stopped pouring.


    ‘A little but more.  Please.’


    ‘More!  That’s like a ten instead of an eight.’


    ‘Please.’


    ‘No.  Fuck you, Sally.  You’ll take it as it is.’


    ‘Please, Mistress Judy.’


    ‘No.  Stop begging.  It’s most unbecoming.’  I put the lube out the way on the floor at the foot of Maxine’s vacant chair.  I then rubbed the lube around the plug.  My right glove got covered in the stuff but that was okay.  I planned to probe his anus anyway with my finger before inserting the butt plug where the sun doesn’t shine.


    I walked around him to be at his backside.  I nuzzled the wet tip of my right index finger to his anal opening.  ‘Are you prepared for this?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress Judy.’


    I pushed my finger in and felt him from the inside.  I slowly finger fucked him.  ‘Do you like that?  Do you like it when Mistress Judy fingerbangs you in the asshole?  Is it good?  Is this what you like, my little slut?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress Judy.  I like it.’


    ‘This will seem like a pleasant dream in a few moments.  This is the one bit of pleasure you get from me.  After this it’s all downhill.’  I withdrew the finger.  ‘Now comes the butt plug.’  I put the tip of it to his hole.  I pushed it in.  It found resistance soon after the tip went in.  I pulled it back a little bit and tried again.  There was still resistance.  I rocked it back and forth.  Eventually his flesh gave way and it was going in.  I pushed it with a little force and his asshole opened up and sucked it in.  It was buried in his anus with only the base failing to gain entry.  ‘It’s in.  Good girl.  How does it feel?’


    ‘Full.’


    ‘Does it feel good?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress Judy.’


    ‘I’m going to start hitting you again.  Ready, Sally?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress Judy.’


    I took the crop from under my armpit and held it in my right hand.  I swished it three times in the air to create a few scary noises behind his back.  There was an unhurried pause to let his mind contemplate the torture I was about to continue delivering upon his flesh.  I then smashed the crop into his backside.  I deliberately aimed to strike the base of the butt plug.  He must have felt it deep inside his body.


    ‘Ouch.  Ten and eleven, Mistress Judy.’


    I hit him again.


    ‘Ten and twelve, Mistress Judy.’


    I asked Maxine, ‘Is his dick still hard?’


    Mistress Maxine pulled his cock from her mouth and said, ‘Yes.  So far.  Do you want me to continue?  I feel he’s had more than enough pleasure.’


    ‘I agree.  He’s had way more than enough.  But stay on your knees and be ready to fluff him.  I want him to remain hard, but if he’s already rock hard then there’s no point continuing to suck on his dick.  Unless he’s losing his erection don’t suck his penis.  Only put him in your mouth if he starts to wilt.’


    I smacked him with the crop.


    ‘Ten and thirteen, Mistress Judy.’


    I whacked him hard and accurately five times without pause.  After he’d battened down the pain enough to talk he said, ‘Ten and eighteen, Mistress Judy.’


    Just to add more pain to the session I stopped using the crop and instead slapped him on the butt using my bare left hand.  I smacked him six times.


    ‘Fifteen and eighteen, Mistress Judy.’


    ‘Wrong.  That was six hits.  Not five.’


    ‘Sorry, Mistress Judy.  Sixteen and eighteen, Mistress Judy.’


    ‘Seven more hits with the crop.  Do you think your arsehole can keep a clamp on it for that long?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress Judy.’


    ‘Your asshole that tight, huh?  We’ll see.’  I smacked his arse cheeks once again with my bare left hand.  Six on the left cheek followed by six on the right.  ‘Did you count that?’


    ‘Sorry, Mistress Judy.  I didn’t.  I think…  I think it was…twenty-five and eighteen?’


    ‘Wrong, you stupid bitch.  It was six on the left and six on the right.  So do the maths in your head.  What does that make it?’


    He struggled to do the maths while under pressure.  He couldn’t give me an answer.  Instead all he gave me was silence.  To punish him for his failure I smacked him another four times, twice on each cheek with my bare hand.  ‘Now what’s the count?’


    ‘I don’t know.’


    ‘I gave you two jobs to do.  One was to count how many times I hit you.  Second was to hold that butt plug in your asshole.  If you can’t do task number one then your chances of succeeding at task number two is looking pretty damn bleak.  Fucking loser can’t do anything right.’  I stepped back and hit him with the crop.  It gave a satisfying crack on his abused rump.  ‘Do you know the count?’


    ‘No.  I’m very sorry.  I lost count, Mistress Judy.  I’m sorry.’


    ‘It’s now thirty-two slaps and eighteen whacks.’  I wasn’t actually sure myself but that seemed about right.


    ‘Sorry, Mistress Judy, but I think you miscounted.  You’ve hit me nineteen times with the crop.  Not eighteen.’


    ‘What?  You have the temerity to question me?  Who do you think you are, Sally?’


    ‘I’m sorry.  Truly I am.  I think it’s been thirty-two bare handed spanks and nineteen hits with the crop.’


    ‘Oh is it now?  Well for that display of arrogance it’s going back to thirty-two and fifteen.  Bitch.’  I swatted him very, very hard on the back of his torso.  I hit him again and again.  ‘Those blows didn’t count.  They were on your back.  Only hits to the arse count.  Is that unreasonable of me?’


    ‘No, Mistress Judy.’


    Mistress Maxine piped up and said, ‘He’s not hard anymore.’  She gobbled his penis into her mouth and began sucking on him to get him fully erect once again.


    I said to him, ‘Aw, is the bad Mistress Judy making Sally’s dick shrivel because Sally is a scared little girl?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress Judy.’


    I hit him twice on the bottom with the crop.  He jerked in pain but the bondage kept him in place along with Maxine holding his legs in position with her hands.  She managed to keep his penis in her mouth despite his bucking about.


    ‘Thirty-two and twenty-one,’ he counted.


    ‘No, thirty-two and seventeen.  Remember, the count went back to fifteen because you questioned your mistress.  Never question your mistress if you know what’s good for you.’


    ‘Sorry, Mistress Judy.  Thirty-two and seventeen.’


    ‘Ready for number eighteen?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress Judy.’


    I hammered his red lined buttocks.


    He wobbled in his high heeled boots before regaining his balance.  He said, ‘Thank you, Mistress Judy.  Thirty-two and eighteen.’


    Mistress Maxine took the dick out her mouth.  ‘He’s hard again.’


    ‘Good work, Maxine.  I appreciate that it’s not exactly how you want to be spending your time, sucking on this loser’s penis.’  To Frank I asked, ‘Does it feel like it’s slipping out your butt?’


    ‘No, Mistress Judy.  It’s quite secure.  For now.’


    ‘Really, you don’t feel like shitting it out like a turd?  Or are you too embarrassed to shit it out in front of Mistress Clea and Mistress Maxine?  Are you clutching a hold of it like it’s a golden nugget?  Is it slipping and you’re holding onto it with all your might?’


    ‘Not at the moment, Mistress Judy.’


    Mistress Clea crossed her legs thus cutting off Frank’s view of her panties.


    I hit him again on the arse.


    ‘Thirty-two and nineteen.’


    I said, ‘Okay, I’m going to make a run for it.  Glory will be mine.  I’m going to hit you six times on the trot without a pause to try and dislodge this butt plug.  Mistress Maxine, you can sit back down with Mistress Clea.  I don’t care if he’s hard anymore.’


    Mistress Maxine stood up and repositioned her skirt and tan tights before sitting down on her chair.  She kept her knees together so he didn’t get another pervy look up her skirt.


    ‘Okay,’ I said.  ‘Here goes.’


    Whack.


    Smack.


    Crack.


    Wallop.


    Thud.


    Thump.


    He bucked against his bondage.  I stopped the assault and he ceased dancing around on the spot.  The plug was still in position between his butt cheeks.  ‘Fuck him,’ I said to the girls.  I kept whacking his arse.  I hit him another seven times.  Still the plug didn’t fall.  It really was jammed up there.  I stopped hitting him.  He screamed and panted in pain but he didn’t break the session with the safeword.


    I gave in and used my left hand to yank the butt plug out of his bottom.  It plopped to the floor covered in the lubricant.  ‘Oh look.  It fell.  Now I won’t deny that there might have been some foul play involved, but it’s the end result that matters, not the specific details.  And what I see is a butt plug on the floor.  And you know what that means.  It means I get to piss on your face.  Say thank you.’


    ‘Thank you, Mistress Judy.’


    I put the crop on the side table and got the stool.  The butt plug was left on the floor untouched.  Using the stool I gained enough height to detach the handcuffs from the ceiling hooks and from around his wrists.  I handed them to Mistress Clea.  Frank rubbed his wrists but before he could get comfortable Mistress Clea used one of the cuffs to bind Frank’s hands together in front of him.  The other cuff she dropped on her chair.


    ‘Lie down,’ she instructed our slave.


    He got down on the wooden floorboards.  He was face upwards.


    ‘Love those boots,’ I said to taunt him for his effeminate ways.  ‘Because you didn’t lose the butt plug without a little bit of cheating on my part; I’ll be kind and allow you to choose if you want your mouth open or closed when I piss on you.’


    ‘Closed.  If you don’t mind.’


    ‘Whatever.  Shut up and prepare yourself for the humiliation of a lifetime.  Gather round girls.  Make sure you get a good view.’  I stood over him facing away from his booted feet with my own high heels on either side of his head.  Mistress Clea and Mistress Maxine stood on either side of me.  They were looking straight down onto him so there was plenty of humiliating direct eye contact between him and the three of us.  I pulled my skirt up to exhibit my fishnet stocking tops and sheer panties.  I moved my underwear aside.  ‘Don’t look at my cunt.  Look at us.  Look us right in the eyes.  Don’t look away.  Even when I’m pissing on your face I want you to try and keep your eyes on us.’


    I bent my knees to lower my pussy closer to his face.  There was an awkward pause as nothing came out at first.  The look on his face seemed to be a solemn combination of dread and desire.  I hovered my cunt above his face for what felt like several minutes before finally I could feel my waters starting to flow.  An elegant line of piss spouted from my urethra and cascaded over his closed mouth.  His chin, nose and eyes got splattered with my intimate waters as well.  Obviously he had his eyes closed and was making no attempt to adhere to my request for him to keep watching us.  


    Mistress Clea said, ‘Look at that.  He’s totally getting soaked.  How pathetic.  Taking a face full of warm piss.  That’s so weak and pathetic.’


    Urine was pooling under his head where it had run off his face onto the floorboards below.


    Mistress Maxine added, ‘Sally’s a human toilet.  That’s what she is.  I’m not at all surprised that it’s come to this.  It was never going to end any other way.’


    I kept pissing until my waters stopped pouring.  I was spent.  He blinked his eyes open now that the pissing had ceased.  I cleaned what I could from my cunt using my hand and wiped my wet fingers on his naked chest.  I pulled my panties back into place, stood up and then pulled my skirt back down to above my knees.  His eyes looked up at me.  I asked if he enjoyed receiving a golden shower from my bladder.


    ‘Yes, Mistress Judy.’


    ‘Somehow I doubt that.  Or if you did then you’re an even bigger loser than I thought you were.  And I think you’re a really big one.’  I stepped away from him and turned around to look down at his pee drenched face.  ‘Sally, you may give yourself an orgasm.  You have my permission to masturbate.  In front of us.  Jerk it.  Let us see what a loser you are.  Come on your own belly.  Put a show on for us.  Give us a laugh.  Try and prove that having a cock automatically makes you a man.  And look at us the whole time as you masturbate.  Make eye contact with all of us.  Don’t look away from us in shame.  We want to feel your shame.’


    He wrapped his fist around his erection and began to pump it up and down.


    The three of us stood looking down at him as he wanked his cock while handcuffed, wearing women’s boots and covered in piss.  It was not a dignified sight.  ‘And Sally, it should go without saying that I expect you to eat your own filth.’


    ‘Yes, Mistress Judy.’


    We watched in silence as he cranked his dick.  I made sure to keep a look of smirking disdain on my face.


    Up and down his fist went on his erection.


    It didn’t take long for him to come.  He ejaculated his load of white cum all over his belly.  ‘I wouldn’t do this if I wasn’t wearing gloves,’ I said as I reached down and gathered up his discharged sexual fluid onto my fingers.  I stuck my right index finger into his mouth.  ‘Suck like a good girl.’  He sucked the cum off my gloved finger.  ‘Now the next one.’  I removed my index finger and put my middle finger into his mouth.  He sucked that dry as well.  ‘And the next one.’  I replaced my middle finger with my ring finger.  He sucked on it.  My pinkie didn’t have any cum on it but I put it in his mouth anyway, more for appearance than for any practical purpose.  I stood up to my full height and said, ‘Sally, you’re the biggest loser I’ve ever met.  And as you can imagine, as a dominatrix, I see one massive loser after another.  What happened to real men?’  I spat on his face.  My phlegm landed on his left cheek.  The three of us laughed at him.  ‘Come on girls; let’s leave this loser to contemplate how awful and disappointing his life is now that it’s come to this.  Being pissed on and made to eat his own cum while wearing high heeled ladies boots.  What a fucking loser.’


    Mistress Maxine reminded me that Sally owed both her and Mistress Clea money.


    I said to him, ‘Remember to pay us the money you owe.  We’ll be in the office waiting for you, once you’ve worked up the gall to show your piss covered face again.  If you had any dignity you’d run out of here naked in your big girl boots.  That would at least show some backbone.  But instead you’ll take the long piss soaked walk down that corridor to the office.  Where you’ll hand over cash to the women who abused you and mocked you.  What a pathetic loser.  And don’t you dare think about taking off those boots until after the session is over.  And it’s not over until you’ve paid Mistress Clea and Mistress Maxine in the office.  Do you understand me, Sally?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress Judy.’


    ‘Are you my little piss slut?’


    ‘Yes, Mistress Judy.’


    ‘You’re too pathetic for words.’


    ‘Yes, Mistress Judy.’


    The three of us laughed at him.  We left the room loudly chortling at what an embarrassing spectacle he’d made of himself.


    

    


    
  


  
    Arranging to Drink My Piss


     


    I was conducting this phone call in a pair of blue jeans and a black T-shirt.  My self-designed T-shirt read, ‘I like some of their stuff but really they are not the greatest band ever, if you know other bands.’  There was no picture so it didn’t pertain to a specific group.  Men used this jumble of white text as an excuse to look in the general direction of my chest for a second or two longer than their usual brief glance.  I was sitting on my living room sofa with my paper day planner open beside me.  ‘So what would be your pleasure?’ I asked the man on the other end of the phone line.  He was going by the name Keith.  I was arranging a session with him.


    He replied, ‘Do you do watersports?’


    ‘I love watersports.  There’s nothing I like more than pissing in some unfortunate’s mouth.  Especially girls.  There’s something especially satisfying about filling a fellow woman’s mouth with my pee.  It gives me an indescribable feeling of power to subjugate a girl with my piss.  It’s the same with men but different.  With a girl it’s usually not her paying me directly.  If there’s money involved it will be because a pornographer’s paid us or we’re acting out someone else’s fantasy.  With men though, usually he’s paying me directly to piss in his mouth.  That brings with it a whole other feeling of power.  My domination over him involves him willingly giving himself over to me with the extra big, red cherry on top that he’s paying for it.  The money adds an extra layer of perversion to my power and his hopelessness.  So yes, the answer to your question was, “Yes, I do watersports.”  But just because I like it doesn’t mean I’ll do it cheap.  If I’m going to piss on someone I want a fair price.  I know the value of my nectar.  I know the boys want it.  So it’s worth a lot if you want to taste it.  Are you willing to pay a lot to drink my piss?’


    ‘If the price is not too fantastical and within the realm of reason.’


    ‘It’s not going to be reasonable.  I charge four-hundred extra just for the urination.  Is that a price you’re willing to pay?’


    There was hesitation on the phone before he agreed to my price.  ‘What about other things?  Like a blowjob or penetration.’


    ‘My prices are in line with others who do that work.’


    ‘Okay.  Good.  Can I tell you my fantasy?’


    ‘Of course.  I aim to please.’


    ‘It’s not too ambitious.  There are very few props or any complex dungeon equipment needed.  I just need a girl in a latex dress, that will hopefully be you, and a dog bowl.  Which I have so I’ll provide the bowl.  It’s a fancy one made from stainless steel.  And a collar and leash.  Do you have a latex dress?’


    I stifled my snort of derision.  ‘I’m a professional dominatrix.  I’ve worn more latex dresses than I’ve rubbed cocks to fruition.  Believe me, I’m an old pro when it comes to wearing latex that flatters my curves.  I can supply a latex dress.  I’ve got plenty of choices.  If you describe what you prefer I might be able to get close to your fantasy.  Specify what colour, neckline and hemline you want and I might have something appropriate.’


    ‘I like simple black.  And I like to look at a woman’s legs.’


    ‘Who doesn’t?’


    ‘I don’t want you to wear stockings.  I like bare legs.  You know, curiously I seem to be one of the few men who doesn’t get aroused by stockings and suspenders.  I’m not bothered by the neckline.  I’m far more interested in your lower half from the waist down.’


    ‘Would you favour an A-line or a pencil skirt?’


    ‘A tight pencil skirt.’


    ‘I have plenty of those.  So what do you want me to do with this dog bowl?’


    ‘It’s a simple fantasy.  I want you to put a collar and leash on me.  Verbally abuse me.  Call me a worthless panty sniffing cunt.  Things like that.  Mean, spiteful, derogatory things.  It would be great if you really try and hurt my feelings for real.  Go for the jugular.  Say really bad things about me.  Be truthful.  If I smell, which I don’t as far as I know, then take me to pieces over it.  Flay me alive.  Make me cry.  Then I want you to put the bowl on the floor and piss into it.’


    I interrupted him to ask, ‘You’re not an actual dog, right?’


    ‘Not literally.  I have less than zero interest in puppy play.  That’s not my fetish.  I’m a man you’re belittling, that’s all.  You don’t make me bark like a dog.  That’s not sexy.  The leash and the bowl are purely about degradation’


    ‘Okay.  So I piss into the bowl.’  I could have articulated the rest as it was obvious where this was going but it was polite to let the potential client say it in his own words.  You never know, he might surprise me by throwing a unique kink into the mix.


    He continued.  ‘You piss into the bowl with my head right up close so I get a good view of your piss gushing out your pee-hole and the water filling up the bowl.  Once it gets to the brim you stop.  Can you clench your muscles to stop peeing on cue?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘It might seem like a strange question but I’m just checking.  We’ll need more piss for later.  If you can’t hold it you could always piss into a wine glass or a bottle and top the bowl up later from the container.’


    ‘Go on with your story,’ I prompted.  I had to admit having a man tell me his kinky fantasy over the phone, like it was a dirty call, was turning me on.  My sex was getting wet under my jeans.  That I was getting aroused was a good sign for the session.  If I was wearing lighter trousers I might have been tempted to touch myself through them while we talked.  I don’t deny I’m a pervert.  I am a professional dominatrix after all.  I decided if I was still aroused after this call ended I’d masturbate to it.  That he was getting me sexually excited by describing it suggested that the session was going to be good.  Keith seemed good natured and easygoing.  I could imagine the session being a fun breeze with a man like that.  Hopefully his light personality wasn’t confined to phone calls.  The problem with being a professional sex worker was that you had only so much choice in who you ‘worked’ with.  More than a few times I’ve had to grin and bear it.  At least as a dominatrix I could use my disgust and not have to hide it.  With enough venom I could turn an agreed upon sex scene into a mere handjob without any complaint.  More than once I got away without even making skin on skin contact as I made my revulsion plain.


    He continued his story.  ‘You make me lap it up and drink it.  I don’t want to but you force me to do it no matter how much I beg.  I’m probably going to beg really hard but you won’t let me off the hook.  You’re going to make me drink it all up no matter what.  I might be convincing.  As much as I like piss I’ve still got some natural aversion to it.  I’m not unaware that it’s weird to drink someone else’s piss.  I haven’t completely overcome my revulsion for it.  I guess if the day ever comes that I don’t mind it I’ll probably lose that fetish and have to move on to another one.  Hopefully not to number two.  That’s a joke.  I’m definitely not getting into that.  I’m going to act repulsed by your piss.  Some of that will be acting.  Some of it reality.  Does that offend you?’


    ‘No.  It wouldn’t make any difference anyway.  If you want to pay me to drink my piss then it’s ultimately up to you.  If you can’t go through with it then it’s your money to waste.  There’s no refund if you have buyer’s remorse.  I wouldn’t personally pay to drink someone else’s piss, but hey, I’m a top.  My idea of entertainment is a bit different to yours.’


    ‘If you have any human compassion in you, my begging might make you think I don’t really want to do it.  Don’t relent.  Don’t listen to my shit.  Even if I’m crying, don’t stop.  The session only ends with the safeword passing my lips.  You can slap me if you want.  I don’t mind getting slapped about.  Wear gloves.  I like gloves.  Those long ones that go all the way up the arms to beyond the elbows.  They’re kinky.’


    ‘I love gloves like that.’


    ‘I don’t want to be hit by a cane or a whip.  That doesn’t do anything for me.  I’m not into physical pain like that.  And no bondage.’


    ‘Apart from the leash.’


    ‘I wouldn’t class that as bondage.’


    ‘Are you wearing clothes through all of this?’ I asked.


    ‘I’d prefer to be naked.  There’s something I enjoy about being naked in the same room as a fully dressed woman.  It adds a little naughty electricity to the room.  If that’s okay with you, Mistress Judy?’


    ‘How much can I slap you around?  I assume you don’t want too much pain.’


    ‘Just be reasonable.  There’s no point being too gentle.  And I won’t mind a few hard blows.  But overall I’d prefer medium strength hits.’


    ‘Can I hit you often?’


    ‘Yes.  But I don’t want you to rely on it.  The verbal humiliation and the piss drinking are what it’s all about.  The slaps should support that, not replace it and become the main event.’


    ‘We could have a second set of safewords just to up or decrease the slapping.  If you say one codeword I can go harder and more.  Say another codeword and I back off.’


    ‘I think we’re concentrating too much on something I’m not that excited about.  So I eventually give in and lap up your piss from the bowl.  You make me drink it all.  Then you piss into it again.  It’s not that big or deep a bowl so there shouldn’t be any problem filling it twice.  Now the twist this time is: you take my cock in your hand and you masturbate me until I come.  You aim the tip of my penis at the bowl and you make me ejaculate into it.  Then you make me drink the piss with the cum floating on the surface.’


    ‘Whatever gets you off,’ I said.  These words might sound scornful but I said them flatly without judgement.  I’d heard much weirder sexual fantasies, believe me.  This was fairly vanilla in many ways.  


    ‘And that’s it.  You laugh at me and leave the room.’


    If that was his fantasy then so be it.  It was odd and kind of extreme by most people’s standards but it obviously brought him a lot of pleasure.  There was nothing about it that I objected to.  It required little from me.  I had no issues with acting out this perversion.


    He asked, ‘So how much for the whole thing?  That’s one handjob and watersports.’


    ‘I think four-hundred for the pissing, one-hundred for the handjob and two-hundred for other expenses.  The two-hundred covers things like my time, cleaning bills and travel costs.  I’ll do it for seven-hundred all-in.’  I was turned on and very keen to experience his subjugation so I hoped I didn’t price it too high.  I wanted to do this session.  If he dithered I was willing to forgo my expenses to reduce it to five-hundred.  ‘Does that sound good?’ I asked.


    After a two second pause he agreed to my price.


    ‘Can I make a booking?’


    ‘Yes.’


    My day planner was open on Thursday as it was the first day I was free.  The page was blank.  It was the preferred slot for his session so I pitched it.  ‘How does Thursday sound?  That’s three days from now.  I have sessions booked for Tuesday and Wednesday.  I try to only do one session a day.  If you want me at my best, and mentally concentrated just on you, then you don’t want my mind split between two jobs I’m doing.  Does that sound good to you?’


    ‘Yes.  Can I pay in cash on the day?’


    ‘Yes.’  I didn’t know him but he’d been vouched for by Mistress Clea.  She gave me his number and said he was a good client without discussing any details beyond that.  She did mention that he was fairly good-looking.  I asked him, ‘Have you done this before?  I mean this particular fantasy with the dog bowl.’


    ‘Yes.  I’ve done it with five other mistresses.’


    ‘With Mistress Clea?’


    ‘No.  I do other things with her.’


    ‘Did you enjoy it all five times?’


    There was a pause as he considered this.  ‘Yes.’


    ‘Since you have prior practical experience of this fantasy, you can tell me what went right and what didn’t work.’


    ‘What went right and what went wrong?’ he echoed down the phone line.  ‘I don’t really think of it in those terms.  You see, it might sound like a repetitive scenario but it isn’t really.  Because I use a different dominatrix each time, she can put her own stamp on it.  It’s up to her to fill in the many blanks in my storyline.  That way her personality infects it and transforms it.  No two sessions are overly alike.  Each woman has performed differently so there’s not that much repeating.  It keeps it fresh and exciting for me.  I could perform in this experimental improvised play a hundred times without varying the framework and still I wouldn’t get the same performance.  As long as I used a new leading actress each time.  In theory at least.  And no, before you ask, I’m not going to tell you how the other five did it.  The less you know about them the better.  You can colour in the details as wildly and as inventively as you want as long as you keep within the lines.  If you do it blandly without quirks and variations of your own then that’s fine too.  The perversity of the act, and the presence of a beautiful woman, are more than enough.’  There was a pause.  Before I could fill it he started talking again.  ‘Actually I’m kind of annoyed I mentioned it.  I should have said it was my first time doing it.’


    ‘Maybe it’s a good thing.  Now I know I’ve got competition, and you’ll be comparing me to others, I’ll bring my A-game.  I want to be your number one.  Not that I was going to half-arse it anyway, I should add.’


    ‘I never suspected you would.  So is it agreed and arranged for Thursday?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘What time and where?’ he asked.


    ‘Do you want a domestic setting?’


    ‘Um, yeah, that’s fine with me.’


    ‘It’s just I don’t picture it in a sex dungeon.  Despite the latex and S&M I’m seeing it in a kitchen during bright daylight.  Early morning, to be more precise.’


    ‘See, this is why I like to use different women.  Already you’ve transformed it by taking it out the dungeon.  I like the idea of a kitchen.  That’s very interesting.’


    ‘If you want to spend an extra hundred or so I can arrange to do it in a nice, spacious, white walled kitchen.  Or we could do it at your place for free.’


    ‘Are you saying you can hire someone’s house and they’ll let you perform sadomasochistic sex there?  You are aware that your aim might not be perfect and your piss might end up all over the floor.’


    ‘It’s not a problem.  It’s a country house where they shoot pornos and have orgies.  It’s a nice place.  Really nice.  You might even recognise it if you watch a lot of pornography.  I can hire it for a few hours.  No one will be around if we want privacy.  It’s about one-hundred an hour.  It’ll be comfortable.  I’ve been there many times before.  I vouch for it.’


    He hesitated.  He was unsure.


    I added, ‘We won’t have to pay for set up time.  As we have so few props we can prepare in some unused bedrooms and just pay to use the kitchen for an hour.  The session you described should be doable within an hour.  If you agree to let them film it they’ll even pay you.  You could wear a mask.’


    ‘No.  That’s not something I want to do.  Not only do I not want to star in pornography, I don’t want to be filmed drinking piss.  This scenario is my own private fantasy.  It’s for me.  Exposing it to other people who aren’t participating does nothing for me.  It’s private.  Deeply private.  In a significant way this is between me and my dominatrix ladies.  We’re exploring this together for our own enjoyment and enlightenment.  It’s got nothing to do with anyone else.  I’m not putting on a show for others to gawp at.’


    ‘I wasn’t serious about the porn.  It was just an idle thought.  I knew you weren’t interested in it.’


    ‘Okay.  I know.  I’m just explaining how seriously I take this.  This is my fantasy.  It’s not entertainment for others.  Nothing about this is designed for public consumption.’


    ‘So should I book the house?  I can’t guarantee it’s available but I can try.  It’s not a full-time film set or orgy palace so it’s empty half the time.  Do you want me to try?’


    With hesitation he agreed to hire the location.


    ‘I’ll phone back in half an hour with more details after I’ve spoken to the housekeeper.  Okay, Keith?’


    ‘Yes.  I’ll talk to you soon.  I look forward to finding out what you have in store for me.  Bye.’


    ‘Bye.’


    He hung up.


    Before making my business call I unbuttoned my jeans and slid a hand into my panties.  I masturbated over the scenario as I played it in my head.  This was not self-indulgence.  This was work.  As I fantasised I was planning his session.  The things I was thinking about as I touched myself were the things I was going to do and say to him on Thursday.


    

    


    
  


  
    Drinking My Piss from a Dog Bowl


     


    Keith turned out to be a conventionally good-looking man of about mid-thirty.  His genial personality on the phone survived contact with him in real life.  He was wearing business trousers and a white shirt without a tie as he stood washing the dishes in the sink.  I strode into the kitchen.  He turned his head to look at me and did a double-take.  I was in a black latex dress with a pencil skirt that ended a good couple of inches above my bare knees.  The neckline was a fairly modest square cut.  Cinched across my waist was a wide black belt with two thick lines of red along the top and bottom.  Black latex opera gloves were on my arms and black four inch open-toed high heels were on my feet.  Underneath the tightly constricting latex I was wearing a pair of conventional black lace panties.  I was wearing adhesive bra cups so I had no straps over my shoulders.  In my hand was a handbag.


    He took his gloved hands out the water and turned his whole body to face me.  ‘What’s the occasion?’ he asked.


    I didn’t respond.  I walked over to the dishwasher and opened the door.


    ‘Kate?’ he asked.  I chose the name Kate for my character.  Not Mistress Judy or Mistress Kate or any other S&M-style nomenclature.  This story didn’t require honorific titles.  This was going to work on a purer level than that.  I wanted it nice and simple.  I was just Kate.


    I placed my handbag on the tiled floor then reached into the dishwasher.  I grabbed hold of the stainless steel dog bowl at the back of the bottom tray and took it out the washer.  I closed the door and turned to him.  I held the bowl in front of my face so it was between us.  I licked my peach painted lips.  I couldn’t tell if the same bowl had been used by the five previous mistresses or if it was brand new.  It was a plain bowl with no dog name or any other markings of any kind.  It was clean and polished.  It would surely be kinkier if he was drinking from the same bowl time after time.  It could only add to its fetish value if he only used the one bowl, but then maybe he collected a used bowl from each woman as a memento.


    ‘Kate, what’s going on?’


    I briefly crouched down and placed the bowl on the floor at my feet.  I scraped it along the tiles to be closer to him.  It was now between us.


    As he was removing the rubber washing up gloves he said, ‘You’re acting weird.  Real weird.  What’s got into you?  Where did you get that dress?’


    I still didn’t respond.


    ‘It’s kinky,’ he said about the dress in a disapproving voice.  He put the gloves on the rack with the drying dishes.


    At last I spoke.  ‘Take off your clothes.’


    ‘I appreciate the sentiment but this isn’t the time and pl…’


    I stepped forward and slapped him before he could finish his sentence.  It was a hard slap.  My right palm slammed into his left cheek and instantly it turned bright red as the blood shot towards the surface.


    ‘Kate!’ he exclaimed with a bad tempered inflection.  ‘That’s totally inappropriate…’  He didn’t get to finish his sentence as I gave him my backhand using my right once again.  That shut him up.  He stood motionless looking at me.  I stepped back and pointed down to the dog bowl on the floor.  His eyes took a second before descending from me to the bowl.  He looked back up at me.  ‘What about it?’ he asked.


    Immediately I stepped forward and slapped him again.  This time with my left hand.  With my right index finger I pointed down again at the bowl between my feet.


    ‘You want me to pick it up?’ he asked.


    That caused him to take another slap to the face from my left palm.  He rubbed his cheek and gave me a look of extreme peevishness.  ‘Look Kate, I’ve had just about enough of this.’


    ‘On your knees and put your nose up to the bowl.’


    He froze with a look of confusion on his face as to what to do.  ‘I don’t know how to respond to that.  You’re being silly.  I’ve never done this kind of thing before.’  That old phrase people use when they’re ashamed of their unusual desires.


    ‘You respond by doing what I say.  You do it straightaway and without a word.’  I slapped him again.  ‘Do I need to beat that into you?’


    ‘No.  I get it,’ he said testily.


    ‘And lose the attitude, dear.’  I said ‘dear’ with a nasty emphasis that dripped with contempt.


    I stepped back to give him room.  With exaggerated annoyance he got onto his knees.


    ‘All the way.  On all fours like a dog.’


    He leaned forward onto his elbows.


    ‘Put your nose up to the bowl so it’s almost touching it.’


    He moved his head closer to the rim.


    ‘Now be a good boy and kiss it.’


    He looked up at me sharply and said, ‘What?’


    ‘Do I have a speech impediment?’


    ‘No.’


    ‘Do you have hearing difficulties?’


    ‘No.’


    ‘So what did I say?’


    ‘“Kiss it.”’


    ‘So what’s the problem?’


    ‘I’m not kissing it.’


    ‘Is that a fact?’


    ‘Yes, Kate.  I’m not going to kiss the dog bowl.  Your charms might be considerable in that tight latex dress, but they’re not enough to get me to kiss the bowl.’


    ‘Charms?  You think this has anything to do with charms?  This will not be a charming experience.  Trust me on that.  What I have in store for you is far from quaint and charming.  I can be quite charmless when I want to be.  And I’m not in a good mood.  Do you want to know why I’m not in a good mood?’


    ‘Not really, but I feel a speech coming on.’


    I could have powered on to my monologue but his mocking of my intentions stumped me for a moment.  There was an awkward pause.  Thinking fast I decided to re-jig the order of my ideas so I could introduce a non-verbal moment.  By the time that was done I could return to my monologue when the atmosphere was friendlier towards it.  I crouched down with my knees held together to the one side and said, ‘Look at me.’  He looked up.  I slapped him across his right cheek.  Then I hit him on the left.  Then the right again.  I stood up.  ‘If you won’t kiss it then stand up and take your clothes off.’


    Without complaint he followed me to his feet.  He gave me a little smirk of triumph, as though he’d beaten me and I’d compromised.  ‘Take it all off,’ I ordered.  He began to remove his clothes.  He folded them neatly on the worktop.


    Once he was completely naked and vulnerable with his erection out and proud I said, ‘You want to know why I’m not in a good mood with you?’


    ‘Why?’


    ‘Because I found out this morning that you slept with my sister.’


    His eyes widened and he spluttered, ‘That’s not…’  This was a new variation that he hadn’t expected.  He didn’t know what to do with it.  Before we started today he told me that the trick to improvising was to always say ‘yes’ as ‘no’ would shut down the riff quicker than a ‘yes’.  He narrowed his eyes at me and said, ‘It’s not what you think.  She invited me over to help fix a broken window.’


    I slapped him.  It was a quick and vicious slap.  He stopped explaining himself.  I said, ‘She told me everything.  She phoned me not more than an hour ago and confessed everything.’


    ‘You’re delusional if you believe her.’


    ‘My own sister?  You’re saying I’d be delusional to believe a tear stained confession of adultery between my younger sister and my husband?  The husband who I’ve not had sex with in months.  Really?  You’re going to try and say she’s making this up?  For what purpose?  Why would she lie?  What would she gain?’ 


    ‘It’s attention seeking.  She’s a drama queen.’


    ‘She isn’t.’


    ‘Look,’ he said indicating me with his hands.  ‘It runs in the family.  You’re as big a drama queen as she is.  Take a good long, hard look at your own behaviour, dear.’  He said ‘dear’ with the same contempt as when I used it.  ‘Your sister tells you I’ve been cheating on you.  And what is your reaction?  What did you do?  You put on a latex dress and try to seduce me.  And then try and make me kiss a fucking dog bowl.  What the fuck, Kate?  Do you think this is normal?  Is this normal behaviour?  Is this an ordinary reaction to news like that?  I’ll give you a hint: it’s not.  It’s weird.  It’s fucked up.  Who jumps to creepy sadomasochistic nonsense as a reaction to an upsetting revelation?  A totally bogus accusation, by the way.  It’s the drama queen move.  And where did the latex dress come from anyway?  What was your thinking?  I can’t follow your line of thought here.  I suspect because there isn’t much logic to it.  I just can’t see how you got from there to here.’


    I slapped him.


    ‘That’s not going to work.’


    I slapped him again.


    ‘This is getting old.’


    I gave him another slap across the face.


    ‘Didn’t your mother ever tell you that violence solves nothing?’


    I hit him twice in quick succession.


    ‘Use your words if you’re trying to communicate something.  Or are you not talking because you’ve lost the argument?’


    I slapped him another two times.


    ‘Stop it.’


    My gloved hand slapped into his face.


    ‘I’m not going to hit you back but don’t push me.’


    He took another slap.


    ‘Real mature, Kate.  Hitting me isn’t going to prove you right and me wrong.’


    ‘You’re right,’ I said after pulling another slap that I was ready to launch at his face.  I picked up the handbag from the tiled floor and walked around him.  He began to turn to face me but I put a hand out onto his naked shoulder to stop him.  He didn’t fight it and remained facing forward.  From behind him I asked, ‘You want to know my line of thought?’


    ‘More than anything.  Please enlighten me.  I want to know what you thought you’d achieve by doing S&M in a latex dress.  Was it just an excuse to hit me and inflict some pain?  Or were you trying to win me back with kinky sex?’


    ‘I wanted to forgive you.’


    ‘You’ll have to explain that one,’ he said as he began to turn around.


    ‘Eyes front,’ I ordered.  He complied.


    ‘This is stupid,’ he muttered.  ‘I didn’t do it.  I’m naked and I’m getting cold.’


    ‘Oh, you did it,’ I said, pointedly ignoring the complaint about being naked.  ‘It was a full confession.  The details were plentiful.  Either it’s the truth or my sister has developed a talent for storytelling she’s never shown before.’


    ‘It’s a fantasy.  She took something small and fairly innocent and blew it up.  I’m not saying literally nothing happened but it might as well be nothing.  It was a little kiss and a grope.  Of each other.  That’s all.  She’s as guilty as me.’


    ‘It was a lot more than a little bit of groping.’


    ‘This is pointless.  You obviously believe her and not me so there’s really no use in me defending myself.  You’ve taken her side as gospel and I can’t definitively prove what did or did not happen so I’m stumped.  I’ve nowhere to go with my defence if the judge, jury and executioner are prejudiced against me.’  He reached over towards his clothes on the worktop.  I batted his hand away.  He returned it to his side.  I said, ‘Where do you think you’re going?  Do you think this is over?’


    ‘Kate, this is the weirdest domestic dispute.  Can’t we just put our normal clothes on, take a breather and then discuss this when we’re calmer?’


    ‘No.’


    He rudely said, ‘You’re being a weird bitch.’


    I smacked the back of his head.  He turned around and angrily said, ‘Will you stop doing that and grow up?’


    I ignored that and said, ‘I wanted to forgive you.  Will you shut up and let me explain?’


    He sighed.  ‘Sure, go ahead.’


    ‘You don’t have to sound too enthusiastic,’ I complained sarcastically.


    ‘Get on with it; I ran out of humour a long time ago.’


    ‘I thought a little ritual of repentance would be in order.  If you’d admit to it, apologise and then show your apology in a physical act of contrition, then I might be able to forgive you.’


    ‘What does that mean to those of us who don’t speak fluent “crazy girl out for revenge”?’


    I tried to slap him but he put his hand out and caught mine.  ‘Don’t,’ he said.  If I wasn’t holding the handbag in my left hand I might have tried attacking him with that one.  As it was, it seemed like we’d reached the end of the line as far as slapping was concerned.  He let my arm go and I dropped it to my side.


    I scowled and said, ‘I was going to have you kiss the dog bowl.  Then I’d explain the situation.  Then I’d make you do something…difficult.  As a sign of your commitment to me and as a form of punishment.  The latex dress isn’t for you.  It’s for me.  A way to pick me up and make myself feel good.  A bit of latex and high heels would do wonders for my mood.  I thought they’d make me feel powerful and desirable.  Which it did despite your lack of appreciation.  I guess I didn’t reckon on you being such a stubborn, joyless lump of self-interest.  You really disappointed me.  I married poorly.’  That was the first time I’d suggested we were married.  Presumably he assumed we were an unmarried couple.  None of this detail was discussed in advance.  ‘If you’d just fallen on your sword with a little humility and acceptance of your failings as a husband.  If you’d just said, “Yes, I did it and I’m so sorry.”  But no.  You had to be a total dick about all of it.  You wouldn’t kiss the dog bowl.  You didn’t own up to your mistakes and weaknesses.  I’m truly disappointed in you.  Truly.’


    ‘I didn’t sleep with her.’


    ‘Still you deny it.’


    ‘Because it’s not true.’


    I shook my head with sadness and walked around him to be behind him again.  I stood with the dog bowl between us.  The handbag was still in my left hand.  He didn’t turn around to face me.  To the back of his head I said, ‘One last time.  And think very carefully before you answer.  Really think about it.  Take a minute and gather your thoughts.  It’s not a race to answer.  I can wait.  I won’t lose interest if you take a minute to respond.  Ready?  Did you.  Or did you not.  Sleep.  With.  My sister?’


    He drew a breath.  Then he drew breath a second time.  It took him about ten seconds, by my timing, to answer.  ‘Yes.’  Pause.  ‘I slept with Angie.’


    Apparently my little sister’s name was Angie.  Nice touch.  It brought to mind the song by The Rolling Stones.  Didn’t that album have a song called Little Sister on it?  Or was that my imagination?  Either way I’m sure the Stones have a song called Little Sister even if I can’t recall any of the lyrics or hum the melody.  I’d picked the name Madelyn for my sister but Angie was fine with me.  It served me right for not saying her name earlier so he was within his rights to gazump me.


    I let a silence envelop us for about half a minute.  Then I spoke in a calm voice lacking in any bitterness or satisfaction.  ‘Was that so hard?’


    He responded with equal neutral flatness.  ‘Yes.’


    ‘Do you feel better now?’


    ‘Not really.  What was this act of contrition you wanted me to perform?’ he asked while still looking away from me.


    ‘You won’t like it.’


    ‘That’s the point, isn’t it?  If I liked it then it wouldn’t be punishment.  What do you want me to do?’


    ‘Are you willing to do it?’


    ‘I’ll consider it.  If it’s not too unreasonable.’


    ‘I don’t think you’d consider it to be reasonable.  Hold still.’  I moved the handbag from my left hand to the crook of my elbow and unzipped it.  In response to the noise of the unzipping he said, ‘What’s that?’


    ‘Just my handbag.  Now hold still.’  From the bag I took out a red collar made of leather.  It was a plain band without metal studs or any other writing or markings of any kind.  I put it around his neck.  Keith didn’t stir to respond.  He was a beaten man.  He just let it happen.  If his wife wanted to put a collar on him then that was his fate.  No point in resisting it.  I buckled it in place at the back of his neck.  I then took out a matching red leather leash from the handbag.  I put my handbag out the way on the worktop beside his folded clothes.  I snapped one end of the leash onto the collar’s metal ring.  With gloves on it was awkward to get the lobster clip to open.  Again he didn’t say anything.  I put my left fingers through the handle loop at the other end of the leash.  


    With my right foot I pushed the dog bowl between his open legs.  It made quite a din on the tiles as I continued to push it past his legs and in front of him.  I walked before him.  With my left shoe I moved the bowl until it was below my open legs.  ‘Let’s do this again, shall we.’  I pointed down at the bowl with my free right hand.


    He asked me, ‘You want me to kiss the bowl?’


    ‘Obviously.’


    There was still an air of reluctance to his movements but he did get on all fours and put his nose right up to the rim of the polished steel dog bowl.


    ‘What are you waiting for?  An invitation?  Kiss it.’


    He pursed his lips and put them against the steel.  He kissed it once then retracted his lips.


    ‘Is that it?’ I asked in exasperation.


    His sigh was quiet but lacking in subtlety.


    ‘You’re not taking this seriously.  And by extension you’re not taking me seriously.  Or our marriage.’


    He leaned in again and landed a sequence of little kisses on the bowl.  Now I was satisfied.  ‘Give it a little lick,’ I suggested.  There was a pause as he considered telling me where to shove it but he relented and put his tongue on the rim and licked along the top edge.  ‘That’s right, my little pet.  Rim it.  Give it a rim job like a good boy.’


    He stopped and pulled his head away a good few inches.  He looked up at me and asked, ‘Now what?’


    Without a word of explanation I hiked up my latex pencil skirt and yanked my lace panties aside to expose my cunt to the air.  I crouched down over the bowl.  My pussy was only about three inches from the target so there wouldn’t be too much splashing when I peed.  ‘Watch closely.  I wouldn’t want you to miss a thing.’


    I urinated.  Piss streamed out my pee-hole and into the bowl below.  A look of fascination covered his face.  I sensed no disgust.  The piss noisily filled the steel bowl and rose quickly towards the rim.  


    The urine looked clear as it whizzed through my pee-hole but when gathered in volume within the walls of the bowl it looked a light yellow.  I’d hydrated myself as best I could to make the piss as clear as possible but in the end pee is pee.  There’s only so much I could do to dilute it.


    I clenched down on my muscles and killed the flow.  It wasn’t comfortable and my bladder complained, but I could hold it without distress.  After a few seconds my body seemed to get the message and the urine flowed back into my bladder allowing me to gingerly stop clamping my muscles so hard around my urethra.


    There were only a few droplets of spilled urine on the floor.  My aim had been good with only a few drops escaping over the rim.


    He looked from the bowl of warm piss to my genitals, and then to my face.  I asked him, ‘Haven’t you worked it out yet?’


    ‘You want me to drink it, don’t you?’


    ‘It’s your chance to prove you’re a sorry boy who wants to do good.  You have erred but are now willing to own up to your mistake and do something repulsive to show your repentance and devotion.  What better way to kill three birds with one stone?  Drinking the piss of your wronged wife is both an apology, a punishment and a sign of renewed commitment all rolled up into one act.  It’s elegant in its streamlined simplicity.  It’s not something easy to do that the unapologetic or uncommitted can do.  It’s a real trial by fire.  Can you do it?  Are you willing?’


    ‘If I don’t?  What then?’


    ‘I don’t know.  I don’t have all the answers.’  I got up from my rather uncomfortable crouched position and pulled my panties back into place along with my skirt.  ‘This act of piss drinking short circuits the many hours of discussion to come.  You can refuse to drink it and we talk ourselves to death while going through the emotional ringer.  Or you can drink my piss and then…  Then that’s probably that.  Your penitence will be clear and therefore there will be very little to say.’


    ‘It almost sounds reasonable and not demented when you say it like that.  Almost.  I’m not sure if I agree with your logic.  But it’s not like…’  He stalled.


    I stood over him in silence.


    He looked away from me.  He put his head down over the bowl.  He started to lap at it.  I stepped over to the side to give him more room and to get a better view of his tongue dipping into the piss.  His tongue broke the surface of my little piss lake and disappeared into his mouth.  He repeated the lapping motion many times as he drank my pee.  The collar didn’t make a ding on the bowl as the metal part was out the way at the back of his neck.


    I crouched down to get a closer side view of his darting tongue.  The surface of my urine wobbled but I could already see that the volume was decreasing.  ‘You’re such a good little pee drinker.  I hope the taste isn’t too unpleasant.’


    He stopped lapping at the piss and looked at me.  He had an imploring look on his face.  It was an expression that asked if that was enough.  Could he be excused now that he’d done a token amount of the hated task.  I shook my head.  He turned his head back to the bowl of piss and began lapping at it again.  I also heard some slurping sounds.


    I remained crouching as the show was too interesting to not keep viewing from this close distance.  ‘This is a good think you’re doing.  It’s not for nothing.  You’re saving your marriage.  With one foul act you’re undoing untold damage.  Think of the years we put into this union.  By this one thing you’re proving many things to me that days of laborious talking wouldn’t prove.  Actions speak louder than words, and your actions are screaming.  You must love me.  Instantly my attitude towards you has changed.  Mere minutes ago I wanted to gouge out your eyeballs and spit on your grave.  Now I feel warmth.  Maybe even love.  With this you’ve shown me real love.  You’ve passed a very serious test with flying colours.  We can save this marriage.  You’re not such a bad guy.  One time with my sister does not have to be the end of everything.  You obviously care enough about me not to repeat your mistake ever again.  Not unless you want to drink another bowl of piss.  I feel we’re kind of square now.  Almost.’


    The bowl was licked clean.  There wasn’t a drop of piss in it.  He looked up at me and said, ‘Only almost?  You did just see what I did?  I drank your pee from a dog bowl on the floor of our kitchen.  What more can I do?’


    I gave him a tight little smile.  I was aiming for enigmatic but who knows what he read into it.  I got to my feet and stepped over the bowl with my high heels on either side of it.  I exposed my vagina once again by pulling my skirt and panties out the way.  He groaned, ‘Not more.  Come on, I did it.  It’s done.  Once was enough.’


    I crouched over the bowl.  There was a pause as my bladder took a moment to realise that its services were required once again.  To fill the gap I said, ‘You don’t dictate how I feel.  I feel my full bladder, not half of it, is the right amount for you to drink to show your full contrition.  Now watch as I piss into your bowl for the second time.’  My words bought me enough time that when I did start to pee it seemed like it was on cue.  My bladder started to empty and the bowl began to fill.  The waterline was fast approaching the brim.  I clenched my pussy muscles.  The flow of urine ceased.  I stood up.  ‘Stay there,’ I said, meaning on all fours.  I walked around his body with my heels clicking on the tiles until I was standing behind him.  ‘Turn your body around to look at me.’  He spun his body around on the floor to face me.  He looked up at me with a scared expression on his face.  I relaxed my vaginal muscles and allowed the remaining water to leave my bladder.  The piss fell from my pee-hole and hit him on his half-mast erection.  The last of my piss sprayed his cock and balls.  Once the parade of piss had stopped passing through my urethra I said, ‘That was an extra treat.  Not only did I give your dick a pleasurable sensation, I also didn’t insist on a third drink.  You may thank me.’


    He swallowed his pride, what little there was of it, and thanked me.


    I returned my underwear and latex skirt to their proper modest places and said, ‘Get onto your knees and face the bowl.  Kneel before it.’


    He complied and kneeled upright before the piss filled dog bowl.


    ‘To show you there’s no hard feelings before you drink your second helping of my wet golden goodness, I want to reward your very grudging good behaviour.  How would you like a handjob?’


    ‘Yes.  Please.  Thank you.’


    I walked in front of him with the bowl between us on the floor.  The leash was still in my left hand.  ‘It’s not a requirement.  I can forgo the handjob if you’re not too bothered about it.’


    ‘I’d like a handjob.’


    ‘You want me to masturbate you?’


    ‘Yes.  Please.’


    ‘Are you sexually excited about drinking my piss?  Some people might be the very opposite of turned on by these events.’


    ‘I…’  He couldn’t continue.


    ‘Yes, dear?’  The word ‘dear’ was uttered without contempt and instead with amused cruelty.  ‘It’s okay, you can admit it.  Just say it.’


    ‘I’m…turned on.’


    ‘By what?’


    ‘By you.’


    ‘By my piss?’


    ‘By you.’


    ‘You can admit you like drinking my piss.’


    ‘I’m turned on by you.’


    I sensed he wasn’t going to budge on this and admit anything too kinky so I asked, ‘You want me to stroke you to climax?’


    ‘Yes.  I’d like that.’


    ‘Very well.  Just remember, you asked for it.’  I reached out and took his piss soaked erection in my right gloved hand.  It was now almost fully hard.  With a few kneading grips and a couple of slow jerks he was fully erect.  I stopped stroking it and asked, ‘Are you sure you want this?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘And then, after you’ve come, you’ll drink my piss?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘You promise?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘Say it.’


    ‘I promise to drink your piss after I come.’


    I returned to my prior work of pumping his cock.  In and out I pushed and pulled my fist as it curled tightly around his penis.


    ‘Do you love me?’ I asked him.


    ‘Yes.  Of course.’


    ‘Did you enjoy the feel of your dick inside my sister?’


    No response.


    ‘That’s okay,’ I said.  ‘You’re going to drink the last of my piss, aren’t you?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘What are you going to do?’


    ‘I’m going to drink your piss.’


    ‘Just like you did before?’


    ‘Just like I did before.’


    ‘What are you going to do?’


    ‘I’m going to drink your piss.  Just like I did before.’


    ‘I love hearing you say that.  It makes me wet.’


    He had no response to that.  Instead we lapsed into silence as I concentrated on stroking his dick and he enjoyed the sensation while contemplating what happens next.  My male masturbation technique was calm and lacking in furious wanking.  


    The flesh in my hand pulsed as he got nearer to orgasm.


    He voluntarily said, ‘It was a one-off thing.  It didn’t mean much.  It was just physical.  It’s you I love.’


    I shushed him.  ‘It’s okay, my love.  We’re husband and wife.  You’re taking your penance like a good boy.  I’m rewarding you for being good.  It took a bit of work to get you to be good but you finally came through.  Do you like your wife’s hand on your dick?’


    ‘Yes.  It’s been a while.  Maybe we could go to the bedroom after this.  I could help you get out of that tight latex.  I don’t mind the sweat.  Not after all that piss I drank for you.’


    ‘You think I’d kiss you after drinking piss?  And that I’ve gotten over your betrayal that fast?’


    ‘You are wanking me, aren’t you?  It seems we’re being pretty intimate.’


    I took my hand from his cock.  ‘Mister, you’re jumping too many steps.  You can finish yourself off.  Tell me when you’re going to come.’


    ‘I’m sorry.  It was just a thought.  I didn’t mean anything by it.  Please.  I want your hand on me.  I’m really enjoying it.  It’s been too long since you touched me like that.  We’ve let our marriage go cold.  This is an important step forward.’


    ‘Are you trying to argue that me wanking you to climax is for the better good?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘I almost buy that.’  I gave it a second before taking his dick back into my hand.  ‘To save the marriage?’ I asked.


    ‘To save the marriage,’ he echoed.


    I started to massage his penis.  ‘You’ve not been a very good husband these past few months.  But now we’re communicating again with some honesty, I think there’s hope for us.  Once I’ve dealt with you I guess I’ll have to deal with my sister.  Do you think I could make her drink my piss as well?’


    ‘That would be an even bigger taboo on top of a taboo.’


    ‘Not really.  It wouldn’t be sexual.  Necessarily.  Or at least it would be a different sort of sexual energy.  I can see it now.  After I’m done with you I’ll have you wash the bowl then I’ll take a drive to visit Angie.  If she’s contrite she’ll drink from the same bowl as you.  Then we can all be one big happy family again.  I’ll have to drink a lot of fluid to re-stock my bladder.’


    I speeded up my pumping motions on his dick but it was still a solid notch away from a furious wank.


    ‘Do you think she’ll drink from me?  She was very sorry on the phone.  But there’s a palpable difference between confessing your sins over a phone line and atoning for them with a repugnant act of piss drinking.  And don’t you warn her in advance when I’m driving over to her.  This is between her and me.  I’m almost done with you.  If you carry through and drink my pee for a second time then you’re okay in my book.  It’s totally up to her to decide if she’ll drink from the bowl for a quick reconciliation.  It’s her choice and I want to be the one who puts it to her.  I want to look her in the eye so I can see her reaction to my proposal.  And she’ll have to work it out there and then in front of me.  I want to see for myself how she deals with it.’


    I continued to wank him.


    ‘You were asking about my dress.  I’ve had this dress in my closet for about two months.  I wanted to surprise you and get some life, never mind spice, back into our sex life.  I thought a latex dress, and a few sex toys, could get us going again.  But our marriage was too terminal and the right time never came.  Your mood was always too serious.  Every time I imagined trying to initiate anything I was put off knowing you’d sneer at me.  Like you did just now when I came into the kitchen.  Sneering is not nice.  It kills the mood faster than anything.  I didn’t have the energy to look and feel sexy in kinky latex and make you stop sneering long enough to actually make you want to fuck me.  So that’s why I’ve got a latex dress.  And that’s why you’ve never seen it until now.  Anger is the energy that finally made me bring it out the closet.’


    ‘I’m going to come,’ he muttered as his body started to tremble.  I pointed his mushroom tip downwards towards the bowl.  I masturbated the length of his shaft with methodical strokes in my right hand until he exploded.  The white jizz shot out the end of his piss pipe and landed in the steel bowl.  A second squirt followed it.  My aim was good and it also landed in the urine.  I squeezed on his dick and pulled tightly towards the tip to try and force out any cum that was lagging behind.  A little extra jizz dribbled out onto my glove and one drop landed on the tiles below.  He was spent.


    I said, ‘Look at all that spunk in my piss.  Do you feel better now?’


    He said, ‘Yes,’ as I wiped the cum off my glove onto his naked shoulder.


    I said, ‘You’re right, I do feel more connected and intimate with you now I’ve made you orgasm.  We should be marriage counsellors, although our controversial techniques might meet some resistance.  You were sceptical about piss drinking and I had my doubts about what a handjob could do for us.  And yet look at us.  We’ve come a long way in minutes.  Now drink the piss.’


    He didn’t move to instantly obey my command.  Instead he complained, ‘But there’s cum in it.’


    ‘So?’


    ‘I can’t drink it.’


    ‘Why not?’


    ‘Because there’s cum in it.’


    ‘I don’t see the problem.’


    He didn’t know what to say to that.


    I said, ‘Women eat cum all the time.  It won’t harm you.  Just slurp it up.’


    ‘But it’s in the piss.  Cum on its own is one thing.  Piss on its own is another.  But together.  It’s making my stomach churn.’


    ‘Oh boo-hoo.  Drink it.’


    ‘I…  I just can’t.  I can’t bring myself to do it.’


    I leaned down a little to be closer to the bowl.  I spat into it.  My phlegm hit the piss.  It floated on the surface along with the cum.  I returned to my full height.  ‘Say one more word and I’ll spit again.  Say another word and I’ll spit again.  And again.  And again.  And so on.’


    Wisely he didn’t say anything.  He slowly nodded to me then got on all fours.  He put his nose down to the rim of the bowl.  It was truly disgusting.  My pool of cooling piss, his spunk and my spit.  I didn’t envy him this part but it did give me a wonderful feeling of sadistic delight to make him drink it.  The spiteful horror of his plight had made my pussy very wet.  I waited for his next move.


    He didn’t do anything.  Probably psyching himself up to do the awful deed.  He paid for this and he was under no obligation to go through with it so it truly was his own fault; and supposedly he’d already played out this endgame to this kinky scenario at least five times before.  I guess it just never got easier drinking the piss and cum cocktail.  Maybe my saliva addition was a step too far and I’d crossed the line from sexy-disgusting to plain outright disgusting.  I tried to inject a bit of sexy back into the proceedings by saying, ‘You’ve eaten your own cum before and you’ve drank my piss.  Doing the two together is really not an unreasonable expectation on my part.  You wanted a handjob.  I didn’t force it upon you.  I distinctly remember asking if you were sure and you insisted upon it.  You should have been wise enough to know that there would be a twist in the tale.  Did you really think you’d get what you wanted without paying some sort of a price?  You did fuck my sister after all.’


    While keeping his eyes on the bowl he said, ‘I’m a naive fool who didn’t understand how big a pervert his own wife is.  I didn’t believe you to be this cruel.’


    ‘I could have been a lot crueller.  You should be thanking me for having such restraint.’


    ‘You call this restraint?’


    ‘This is restrained,’ I said to the back of his head.  ‘I could have grabbed a knife and sent you to the hospital.  Or I could’ve taken scissors to your suits and cut the arms and legs off them.  All those clichéd revenge moves played through my head.  Believe me; I had a few nasty thoughts that had no room for forgiveness in them.  You might think making you drink pee is a cruel act but it had a kindness to it.  Buried at the end of the perversity was a silver lining of…  Well, this.  We’re living it right now.  We’re talking instead of shouting.  This shocking act has mended fences in a way that keying your car never could.  Those acts are vindictive but this…  This has brought us closer together.  Look at us: we’re coolheaded as we talk positively about our future together.  Notice that not once has the word “divorce” been uttered by any of us.  We’re not even taking a break to take stock of our lives.  We’re on course to have this nasty little incident and its consequences safely wrapped up and left in the past sooner than is credible.  This was a fucking speed bump.  Hell, our marriage might even be stronger because of it.  I’ve turned shit into gold.’  I resisted making a crap joke like, ‘Or piss into love.’  That kind of unfunny wry humour had a time and a place, and this wasn’t it.  This had to be taken at least vaguely seriously.  He wasn’t looking for jokes before he drank the piss, cum and spit.


    The force of my argument seemed to carry the day as he put his lips on the rim of the bowl and noisily slurped the piss into his mouth.  After the surface level fell from the brim he began lapping.  The leash had gone limp so I wrapped it around my gloved left hand to shorten it and make it taunt.


    He lapped up the piss, cum and spit.  I didn’t disturb him with words.  No further encouragement was needed.  


    He was reaching the finish line.  He put his face deep into the bowl and put his lips on the bottom of it.  He sucked up the remaining droplets.  The task was completed.  He’d consumed it all.  ‘What a piss slut,’ I said in admiration.  ‘Wash the bowl and have it polished to a gleaming shine.  I don’t want to see any fingerprints on it.  I’ll be taking it to my sister’s after I’ve showered.’  I dropped the leash on the floor, collected my handbag from the worktop and walked out the kitchen without glancing back at him.


    

    


    
  


  
    After Drinking My Piss


     


    After showering and other general cleaning up we met again in the den.  It was a dark room with heavy drapes keeping out most of the sunlight.  Even though it was a bright morning the room was illuminated by artificial lights.  The room had a wet bar.  Keith poured us some drinks and we retired to one of the many sofas.  I did warn him in advance that many male and female body fluids had been spilled on these leather couches.  His reaction was to get towels from one of the bathrooms and to drape them over the leather.


    ‘It’s nice to drink something without urine in it,’ he joked.


    ‘Are you happy with how it went?’


    ‘Very.’


    ‘I did a good job?’ I asked with my neediness for approval disguised as best I could.  I needed to keep the Mistress Judy persona alive if I wanted any repeat business.


    ‘Very,’ he repeated.


    ‘I didn’t ruin it for you with any bad choices?  I didn’t go too far?  Were you okay with the slapping?’


    ‘I liked the slapping.  It was the right amount.  If you remember I stopped you.  If you’d kept slapping me after that I wouldn’t be so happy.  It was enough to notice but not enough to overwhelm everything else.’


    ‘What about the spit?  Did I go too far?  I sensed you really felt repulsed towards the end.’


    ‘It was fine.  It worked for the scene.  It fitted.  That’s what counts.  Your character would do that.  And my character would be repulsed.  So it fitted.  It was great.  I didn’t enjoy it but I loved it anyway.  It’s those kinds of details I love when a dominatrix tweaks it and adds her own ideas.  And you improvise really well.’


    ‘Thank you.  So do you,’ I said returning the compliment.  ‘Most doms are frustrated actresses.  At least the good ones are, in my opinion.’


    ‘You added a lot to it.  You’ve taken it in new directions and created the new benchmark.’


    ‘Wow, really?’


    ‘You obviously spent some time thinking it over and adding story elements.  In none of the five previous performances did it ever occur to us to be a married couple.  And the affair with the sister.  Brilliant.  It’s maybe not original but I’d class it as an inspired touch nonetheless.’


    ‘Anything I could have done better?  It’s okay, you can tell me.  I want to improve and it’s hard to get better without honest feedback.’


    He took a moment to mentally ruminate over his opinion of my performance.  ‘To be honest, I had no issues.  The wank at the end could have been faster but I get that you were being poised and controlled.  No, I can’t think of anything worth mentioning.  It was really good across the board.  Nothing’s perfect but then again there were no flaws worth correcting.  Just do everything better isn’t exactly constructive criticism at its finest.  I got my money’s worth.  And the location was excellent too.’


    ‘I’m glad to hear.  I know you use different women for each session but I have to ask.  I’d be a bad businesswoman if I didn’t.  Would you like to book a repeat session?  I can come up with totally new ideas or fresh variations on what I’ve already done.’


    ‘Actually there is a thought I had while showering.’


    ‘I’m listening.’


    ‘You got me all excited when you talked about pissing in the dog bowl and making your sister drink it.  When we talked on the phone you said you liked pissing in other women’s mouths.  Could you do a session with another girl were she plays Angie?’


    ‘You mean, part two of the story?’


    ‘Yeah.  The second scene.’


    ‘Sure.’  I was genuinely excited at the thought of continuing to work on this project.  ‘I could do that.  That sounds appealing.  What exactly do you have in mind?’


    ‘That’s not for me to say.  I don’t want to dictate anything.  I’m just the viewer.  It’s your story.  You decide.’


    ‘You want me to create the session?’


    ‘Within the framework of what’s already been said.  So nothing elaborate.  Just play out what you threatened to do to your sister.  Follow the logic you’ve already set out.  No skin contact obviously, because you’re sisters.  No whips and chains.  Just you, her and the bowl.’


    ‘And me in latex.’


    ‘Kate showered first before leaving the house.  And she only owns one latex dress.  Logically she wouldn’t put it back on.’


    ‘Isn’t it a bit of a compromise if I don’t wear latex?  Are you really willing to forgo that fantasy element in favour of realistic logic?’


    ‘Yes,’ he simply stated.


    ‘Okay, so I go there in a normal dress.  I tell her about what I did to my husband.  Then I tell her I’m going to do the same thing to her.  She says no.  I insist.  She relents.  I piss in the bowl.  She drinks it.  Then what?  If I arrange for a girl who squirts I could have her masturbate herself with a g-spot vibrator.  I could make her squirt into the bowl for the second drink.’


    ‘I’m not bothered about repeating the end part.  I’ve got…’


    I cut him off and asked, ‘What about you?  Do you want to be in the scene?  I could bring you along with you still wearing the collar and leash.’


    ‘I don’t want to be in it.  I want what you described during our scene.  I’ll just watch.  If we can get a room with a cupboard or a wardrobe I could hide in it and peek out.  The two of you pretend I’m not there.’


    ‘It’s all very Blue Velvet,’ I said.


    ‘Just forget about me.  I’ll hide out the way and watch while the two of you act out the scene.  I want it simple.  She drinks the piss and that’s it.  You fill the bowl as many times as you can and she drinks it.  You hug and make up with apologies from her and forgiveness from you.  The end.  The simpler the better.’


    ‘Do you have a girl in mind for Angie?’ I asked.


    ‘No.’


    ‘Do you want me to arrange it?  Subject to your final casting approval, obviously.’


    ‘Do you have someone in mind?’


    ‘There are a couple of possibilities.’


    ‘I don’t know.  We can both look.  The dream would be if we could get a straight non-sex worker, but that’s a pipe dream.  I think it needs to be a switch.  Someone with a talent for both the dom and the sub sides of the coin.  A dom because she needs to be good at thinking on her feet and talking.  And a sub because, well, because she’s going to be in the submissive position.  Acting ability, a good memory, improvisational skills and enthusiasm are more important than anything else.  It’s irrelevant if she gives a particularly good blowjob or has an impressive tolerance for pain.’


     


     


    The girl I found was a bit of all right.  I decided to go with someone with experience acting in pornographic films but with little connection to the S&M world.  I sent a few website links of her work to Keith and he approved her without debate.  He asked me to make all the arrangements with her as he didn’t want to influence our plans.  He didn’t want to meet or talk to her before the session.  He wanted us to surprise him with the details of what we could cook up between us. 


    I talked to her on the phone from my living room.  She asked me to describe how odd he was.  I replied, ‘I wouldn’t call him peculiar.  He’s more eccentric than odd.  Obviously, by default, he’s extremely kinky, and he clearly has his controlling, obsessive side, but I’m fairly certain he’s harmless.  He’s not dangerous or mentally unstable.  He’s…affable.  I liked him.  And he looks okay.  He’s no hulking Adonis but he’s got a fairly tight body.  I would describe him as borderline good-looking.  There’s nothing unsightly or weird about him physically.  I wouldn’t turn up my nose at sleeping with him.  I really enjoyed the session and I was drenched by the end of it.  I’ve masturbated to the thought of him.  Not many clients get that honour.  I wanted to fuck him after the session but he wasn’t about that.  There’s something sexy about a man gripped with certainty, and with the balls to realise his vision.  He knows what he likes.  There’s no um-ing and ah-ing or self-denial about what he wants.  He’s at ease with who he is and what he wants.’


    I added, ‘As long as you don’t mind the taste of female pee then I think you’ll enjoy the session.  It’s a proper detailed scenario and we get to act.  Really act.  Theatre-style, not porn movie-style.  No offense.  I really enjoyed the fact that he was really paying attention and was being critical.  The meaning behind what was being said, and the emotions that go with the words, were being noted.  Usually the guys can’t concentrate on much beyond my pussy.  I liked that the quality of what I was doing had little to do with how pretty I looked or how my pussy felt.  He was connecting with me on an intellectual level.  He was more like a director than a client.  I found it strangely liberating trying to please him.’


    She charged four-hundred plus travel expenses.  She offered to let him film the session for an additional six-hundred.  She sounded disappointed when I said that wasn’t required.  For her it was lost money as she was doing the sexual deed anyway.  It made no significant difference to her if the guy in the corner was holding a camera or not.


    

    


    
  


  
    Angie Drinks My Piss


     


    On my advice Keith hired a suburban house that pornographers often rented to shoot their films.  He had to rent it for the whole day but the per hour rate was much lower than the country house.  It set him back close to two-hundred.


    I stood outside at the front door for about a minute before ringing the doorbell.  I was wearing a coat, a blue dress with a pencil skirt, three inch black court shoes and matching bra and panties made from red lace.  My legs were bare.


    Angie opened the front door.  She was wearing black trousers, a white blouse and flat shoes.  She said with resignation, ‘You better come in.’


    I entered the house, went down the short hall and into the kitchen.  Keith was standing fully clothed without touching himself in a corner of the average sized kitchen.  Angie followed me into the kitchen.  I put my handbag on the unvarnished oak dining table and removed my coat.  I hung it on the back of one of the dining chairs and then sat on the chair beside it.  Angie stood on the opposite side of the table.  We both made sure to ignore the pervert lurking in the corner.


    I said, ‘Sit.’


    ‘I prefer to stand.’


    ‘Sit,’ I insisted with a bit of a hiss.  She took the hint and sat across from me.


    There was silence for a moment before she said, ‘I didn’t mean for things to get fucked up.  It was one of those fleeting moments of madness that you know is wrong when it’s happening but you don’t care.  You just surrender to it.  As soon as your pleasures have been satisfied you regret it and suddenly you do care.  It was a momentary lapse of reason that I didn’t even try to justify to myself at the time.  I knew it was wrong, deceitful and it was going to hurt everyone.  I have no excuse.  No mitigating circumstances.  Nothing.’


    ‘I had a talk with Keith.  He did something for me and we’re okay now.’


    Angie didn’t say anything in response to this.


    I said, ‘I want to show you something.’  I unzipped the handbag on the table and reached inside.  My hand reappeared with the stainless steel dog bowl.  I placed the bowl on the table between us.  There was more silence but she did give me a puzzled look.  She eventually said, ‘I don’t get it.  Is this a metaphor or something?’


    ‘As you can imagine I was hurt and angry.  Your call was very painful.  I want to use the word “decimated” to describe how I felt, but I’m aware that “decimated” doesn’t mean total ruination.  You stabbed me in the back.  Now obviously I wanted to hurt you back.  You and Keith.  But my mind went down a strange path.  I did something…unorthodox.  I crouched down and peed into this very dog bowl.’  I tapped the rim with my fingertip.  Her face crumpled into a look of confused disgust.  ‘Then I asked Keith to drink it.  Which he did.  Eventually.  He wasn’t too happy about that.  Then I pissed into it again.  And he drank that as well.  He did it as a punishment.  Now he’s been sufficiently punished I can’t hold a grudge against him.  He’s paid his debt.  He’s shown some character.  I’m well on my way to complete forgiveness.  I think we’re going to make it.  Now I’m here,’ I said referring to Angie’s kitchen.  ‘I’m going to offer the same deal to you.  Are you willing to offer an act of contrition?’


    Flatly with all emotion hidden Angie asked, ‘Do you mean…?  You want me to…?’


    I tapped the bowl again with my finger.


    She shook her head.


    I said, ‘You did wrong.  You fucked someone near and dear to me.  He was off limits.  I love you but that doesn’t mean I have to like you.  If you take your punishment then I’ll feel a lot warmer towards you.  It worked with Keith.  It’s phenomenal how much progress we made.  We may have saved our marriage.  I don’t mean just with you trying to wreck it.  I mean overall.  We’ve been on the skids for a long time.  Somehow we’ve arrested that downward spiral and there’s hope for an uptick.  It’s not a mindless sadistic punishment for my kicks at your expense.  It’s an act that heals.  It brings us closer together.’


    ‘You’re mad if you think I’m going to drink your pee.’


    ‘The choice is yours.’  I picked up the bowl and stood.  She got up as well and watched in horrified silence as I put the bowl on the linoleum floor.  I pulled my skirt up to my waist and pushed my panties to the side.  She put her hands up in front of her to shield her eyes from my nudity.  She also closed her eyes and looked away.  ‘You can’t pee in my kitchen,’ she protested.


    I crouched over the bowl.  ‘I do this with love.  It’s for you and me.  If you drink this, things will be better.’  My bladder released my stream.  It passed through my pee-hole and into the bowl beneath me.  Angie kept looking away with her eyes shut and her hands held out.  She said, ‘Please stop.’


    ‘Too late, it’s done,’ I said as the waterline raced towards the brim.  I compressed my muscles to kill the flow of urine.  A little extra dribbled out.  I wiped my right fingers over my genitals to soak up any piss I could before standing up.  Using my left hand I repositioned my panties and skirt.  I walked over to the roll of kitchen towel on the counter and took two pieces.  I dried my right hand on the towel and then dropped it in the general waste bin.


    She was looking at me with her hands by her stomach.  She didn’t dare glance down at the dog bowl.  ‘I can’t believe you just peed in front of me into a bowl in my kitchen.  What’s wrong with you?’


    ‘You have a choice to make.  Take your punishment or not.  I think you know the right thing to do.’


    For the first time her eyes drifted down to the bowl on the floor.  She looked back at me and said, ‘You’re not right in the head.’


    ‘If I’m out of my mind then it’s because you and Keith drove me out of it.  I want you on your hands and knees lapping out of it.  If you don’t then our bond could be broken.  It will take a lot to save it.  Such as this.  Drink it.  It’s your just deserts.’


    ‘I’ve said sorry fifty times.  I’ll say it another one-hundred times if you want.  Aren’t my words good enough for you?’


    ‘Words are good.  But actions speak louder.  Please, don’t fight me on this.  Submit to your punishment.  This is not unjust.  You’ve earned this by your own actions.  It’s for the greater good that you face the consequences of your decisions.’


    ‘You really want me to drink it?  Is this some sort of joke or a test to see how far I’ll go before you stop it?’


    ‘Do you think I’m in a joking mood?  It’s for the better good.  Please Angie, take your punishment.  It’s best for all of us.  I know it’s disgusting.  It’s meant to be difficult and icky.  But if you do this, real and substantial good will come from it.  Please, be a good girl and drink it.’


    She sighed with resignation.  ‘I guess on some level I deserve this.  If Keith did it then I should as well.’  She shuffled forward and got down onto her knees.  ‘I can’t believe I’m considering this.’  She leaned her body forward and got on all fours.  She put her face up to the bowl.


    I said, ‘It’s not a meaningless act.  Good will come from it.’


    She held her breath and put her mouth to the rim and sucked up some piss.  She slurped and then lapped at the urine and swallowed it.  She worked her way through the contents of the whole bowl until it was dry.  She got to her knees and wiped her mouth with both hands.  ‘That was disgusting,’ she complained.


    ‘I’m sorry about that but it had to be done.  But how can I be mad at you now?’  I crouched down to be with her and hugged her.  She hugged me back.


    She then broke her hug and said, ‘I need to wash my mouth out.’  Reluctantly I let her go.  She stood up and turned on the tap over the sink.  She rinsed out her mouth by gargling and spitting into the basin five times.  She turned the tap off and faced me.  ‘Kate, never in a million years did I ever imagine I’d one day drink my big sister’s pee.  Are we good now?’


    ‘Not quite.’  I pulled my skirt back up and pushed my red panties aside.  Angie looked away with her eyes shut and said, ‘I thought we were done.’


    ‘I think two bowls would show more contrition than one.  Don’t you think?  You’re getting off lightly.  I spiked Keith’s second bowl with his own cum and my spit.’  I squatted down over the bowl and pissed into the target area.  Some pee dribbled down my inside left leg.  That was annoying.  The bowl noisily filled.  I constricted my muscles and stood.  Again using my right hand I cleaned my genitals and my left leg of as much piss as I could.  I walked over to the kitchen towel and used it to further wipe my hand and my inner leg.  I put the towels in the bin and returned my clothing to their proper places.  I told Angie that she could look again.


    Angie looked down at the bowl and said, ‘I can’t do it a second time.  It’s just not something I can do.’


    ‘I’ll leave you to ponder your situation while I use the toilet to get rid of the rest of this.  Don’t drink it until I come back.  I wouldn’t want to suspect you of cheating and pouring it down the sink during my brief absence.’  I grabbed and handbag, zipped it shut and walked out the kitchen.  I left Angie with my bowl of piss.  Keith stayed behind in the kitchen to observe Angie’s private moment of contemplation.


    I went to the upstairs toilet and urinated the remainder of my bladder into the pan.  I also cleaned myself up more thoroughly down there.  Then I quickly checked my make-up in the mirror.  I touched it up and returned to the kitchen.  Angie was sitting at the dining table.  She was staring straight-ahead.  She didn’t move her eyes to fix on me.  Keith hadn’t moved from the corner of the room.  I put my handbag on the table again and asked, ‘Have you come to a decision?’


    She turned to look at me.  ‘You’re depraved.  But I guess there’s some sort of method to your madness.  I don’t appreciate it, but then I guess I’m the author of my own misery.  They’re my actions.  I can’t blame you for them.  I can only blame Keith so far.  In the end I chose to do what I did.  It was wrong and yet I still did it.  I deserve to drink piss.  It’s not exactly poetic justice.  It lacks irony or lyricism.  It’s just a blunt method of revenge.  But I recognise that somehow it acts as a way of saying sorry.  It’s the weirdest piece of communication ever created but it somehow communicates the message that I’m sorry in a way other acts don’t.  I’ll drink your piss.  Again.  It seems like it’s just something I’ll have to do.’  She got up and walked over to the bowl.  She sank down onto her knees and then onto her forearms.  She put her head over the bowl and started to drink from it.


    I stepped closer to her and said, ‘That’s it, Angie.  Suck it all up.  Atone for your sins.  Your transgressions will be forgiven.  You’re doing the right thing.  Listen to your big sister.  I know what’s best for all of us.’


    She finished slurping up the last of the piss.  She took her head from inside the bowl and stood up.  She raced to the sink and cleaned out her mouth.


    I walked over to her and leaned in to talk over the noise of the running tap.  ‘Now I know how truly sorry you are.  We’re going to be okay.  Everything’s okay.  I’m not mad at you anymore.  You, me and Keith: we’re all okay.  I’ve got no more axes to grind.  And I don’t think you’re going to stew over this and plot revenge since this was deserved.’  Angie turned off the tap and faced me.  I said, ‘The slate’s been wiped clean.  We’re back to zero.  I’ll call you tomorrow.  It will be like nothing ever happened.  You and Keith: it never happened.  You and my piss: a boring non-event we’ll never have any reason to talk about.’


    I walked over to the table and opened my handbag.  From it I removed a plastic see-through food bag with an airtight zip on one side.  I crouched down and lifted the bowl between two fingers at the bottom of the rim.  I tried not to touch any wet parts as I lifted the bowl and dropped it into the baggie.  I wasn’t as successful as I had hoped.  I washed my hands in the sink, dried them and then zipped the baggie shut.  I dropped the bagged up bowl into my bag and zipped it shut.  I put my coat on and lifted the handbag from the table.


    ‘Kate.’


    ‘Yes?’


    ‘I don’t consider you to be a bitch for doing this to me.’


    ‘Oh I’m a bitch.  I just happen to be on the right side of justice on this one.  I’ll talk to you tomorrow.  Maybe we’ll go shopping soon.  I need a new bowl for the dog.  I’m not going to feed him from this one.’  I turned and walked out the kitchen, down the hall and out the front door.


     


     


    While he was driving me to the train station he said, ‘I don’t want to be rude but can you recommend any good mistresses for me to do this again?  I’d offer you the job but…you know.’


    ‘It’s a one-shot deal.  I get it.  I’d be happy to hook you up with a few names.’


    ‘You’re really good at this.  I don’t know if you consider this to be inappropriate, but would you be interested in arranging sessions for me?  I’d pay you,’ he hastened to add.


    ‘You want me to set up the women and the places?’


    ‘And explain the scenario to them.  I might have to do two version of this in future.  The simple one act version in a dungeon or wherever.  And a second domestic version with two acts.  That’s twice the girls, twice the locations and twice the expense.  It could get complicated for me to arrange.  For you it’s probably just a few phone calls.  I doubt each session should take much more than an hour of your time to set up.’


    ‘You want me to do that?’


    ‘It’s just a thought.  You obviously understand my situation and get my fantasy.  You have more contacts then me.’


    ‘Would I be like your…booking agent?’


    ‘Yeah.  I guess you would be.’


    ‘How much would you pay for each session I arrange?’


     


     


    It turns out there’s a song called Dance Little Sister on the following year’s Rolling Stones album.  It’s a deeply unremarkable song that I have no recollection of beyond half-remembering the title.  It is the very definition of filler.
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