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She Calls Me at Work by Julian Booth


 


 


Angela calls me at work to ask if I've been a good little
slut so far today. She asks me, "Are you still wearing your panties for
me?"


 


My heart quickens to hear her talking like that to me.


 


Lowering my voice so no one will hear me through the open
door of my office, I speak in my girliest tones. "Yes," I tell her.
"That's exactly right."


 


"Are you afraid to say it out loud?" she croons.
"Or is someone there in your office with you?"


 


"My door is open," I say breathlessly.


 


"What a naughty little whore," says Angela.
"Talking to her Mistress with her office door open."


 


"Yes," I tell her, my voice trembling. "She
certainly is."


 


"Such an exhibitionist slut," she laughs lightly.
"Does that make your horny little sissy clit hard, Julie?"


 


My dick's getting stiff, all right; in fact, it's almost
risen to full erection, tenting my plain grey pleated slacks. Angela can always
do that to me--zero to boner in nothing flat.


 


"Yes it is," I tell her. "That's exactly how
it is."


 


"Then why don't you open your pants and touch it a
little?" she purrs.


 


I look nervously at the open door. It's near lunchtime, and
many of my coworkers are gone. The outside office is nearly empty. I always eat
lunch at my desk, of course, since Angela always packs it for me.


 


I could lie and tell her I'm busy. I could claim that I've
got a meeting, or that there's someone in my office. But Angela always seems to
know when I’m lying to her. She usually takes it out on me later. 


 


Besides, I don't want to lie to her. I want to be a
good little girl for my wife. I want her to tell me exactly what to do. If she
decides to make me take my cock out right here in my office, with the door
open, well, then, Mistress knows best.


 


I know Angela won't say that. The last thing my wife wants
is to jeopardize that fat income that allows her to buy all the fun toys she
uses on me every night. She would never tell me to jack off at work with my
office door open. Probably.


 


But it makes my sissy stick get even harder in my panties
and my dress slacks to know that she could.


 


So I say, "May I close the door to my office,
Mistress?"


 


"If you must," she says irritably. "But do it
quickly. Your Mistress is horny."


 


"Yes, Mistress," I say. I get up and kick the door
closed. There's no lock.


 


I sit back down at my desk. I unbuckle my belt; I unzip my
pants. I pull down my pink panties and take out my cock. It’s hard as a rock.
My balls feel swollen and tight from the weeks of tease and denial my wife has
been subjecting me to.


 


"Is it out yet, Julie?" Angela asks impatiently.


 


"Yes, Mistress," I tell her, wrapping my hand
around my cock. "This slave's little cock is out. It's in my hand,
Mistress."


 


"Oh," laughs Angela. "Is that what it
is? I always thought it was a clit! If it is a cock, we'd better call
Guinness!"


 


Her sarcastic voice, rich and sonorous, caresses my ear
drums through the tiny buds of my headset. I was listening to rhythmic,
sensuous music on my cell phone. It only seems right to have it replaced by
Angela's voice.


 


"Yes, of course," I say. "Absolutely."


 


"Come on," she mocks. "Don't play that game.
I want to hear you talk dirty, Julie. I heard you close your door. I know you
can talk. So say it for me, you little sick little pervert. Say, 'Yes,
Mistress, I am wearing panties for you, and it makes my little sissy clit very
hard.'"


 


I whimper a little into the phone as I stroke my cock
underneath my desk. Pleasure pulses through me. I moan softly.


 


Angela's voice turns from flirty to vicious.


 


"That's an order, Julie! Say it! Or else! And no
whispering." Her voice grows rich and seductive as she adds, "Say it
just like a girl would."


 


"I can't," I tell her. "People might hear.”


 


"Didn't you close your door?" she laughs.
"Don’t you already have your cock in your hand?"


 


"That's one thing," I say. "I've got the door
closed. Even if someone came in, my hand is under the desk. No one can see it
from the doorway. But my walls are so...thin. Natalie next door can hear everything.
And Kurt one office over…"


 


"Then you'll just have to send me a picture, won't
you?"


 


I gulp. "M-M-M-Mistress," I stammer. "A
picture? I can't send you a picture."


 


"Oh, yes, you can," she says. "Come on,
Julie, send me a picture of your wee-wee in the panties your big bad bitch of a
wife made you wear to work today. "


 


I'm breathing hard because I'm very turned on. I'm getting
more and more aroused, stroking my cock under the desk. The soft, silky caress
of the panties has been a burden throughout the morning. I've popped numerous
boners, and my panties are soaked. It turns me on to feel how wet they are
against my palm as more precum leaks from my cock. After weeks of torturous
tease and denial, my cock tends to leak a much greater volume of precum than it
ever has before. It turns me on so much to have wet little slut panties.


 


"I want a picture of your sissy boner," purrs
Angela. "Or I swear, Julie, tonight I'll whip your nuts so hard you'll be
singing soprano."


 


I whimper. I struggle and squirm in my office chair. I try
to think of an excuse, but my mind's not really functioning. I stammer over a
few half-excuses:


 


"What if I send it to the wrong person? I hate having
pictures of myself flying around in email."


 


Angela answers with a peal of laughter.


 


"Don't give me that," she says. "Since when
is any of that your decision? Besides, you're just dying to unzip those pants
and show off your little hard-on. You still don't believe it's as small as all
that, do you?"


 


I moan softly, "Mistress, this slave knows her sissy
stick is very, very small. That's why she needs to be feminized."


 


"Oh, so now you can talk dirty, Julie?"


 


"Yes, Mistress," I answer, hoping I've distracted
her from the idea of the photo.


 


"Then say something dirty for me," says Angela.
"Nice and loud, in your girl voice. Don't whisper. Then we'll see whether
I still want a picture."


 


Trembling, I try to make my voice as feminine as I can. I
have to lower it and make it all breathy to do so. But I try to give it as much
volume as I can--enough to make it quake a bit. The walls are thin around here,
but I think maybe with everyone out at lunch, I'm safe. Or am I?


 


Not knowing makes my little cock throb in my hand. It drools
on my fingers.


 


I say in a girly voice, but with normal volume, "This
little slut is sorry, Mistress. This horny whore forgot herself. This little
thing in her hand is not a cock at all. It's a sissy clit."


 


"And what does she do with it?" sighed Angela
happily.


 


I say, "This slave keeps her sissy stick tucked away in
her panties until her Mistress tells her to take it out and rub it."


 


"Very good, Julie. I'm very impressed. Now send me that
picture I asked for." She laughed nastily. "I wasn't really asking,
but you know that."


 


"Mistress, please," I whimper. "I
talked dirty for you, just like you asked."


 


"But you pissed me off first, Julie. Now I want a
picture. Come on, Julie, don't pretend you don't like being on camera. Remember
how hot you got when I made you dress up and pose for me a few weekends ago?
That little sissy thing got nice and hard the moment I pointed that camera at
you.  You remember that, don't you?"


 


Her mocking, teasing voice always gets me going. I can't
stop my hand from working up and down on my cock. She's really getting off on
torturing me here at work. She's always loved to expose me in public--or
threaten to expose me in public. 


 


And, being trapped at my desk, I can't really do anything
about it. Or maybe I could, but maybe I don't want to.


 


"Do you remember what a hot little porn model you made
for me, Julie? With your lipstick and that hot blonde wig and that lingerie? 
We got some really hot pictures. Maybe if I messaged you a few of them?"


 


A second passes, with me breathing hard in the headset while
I hear Angela punching buttons. An instant later, my phone beeps. I've got a
text message. I switch screens. Two attached photos. The first one has me in
panties, a garter belt and a sexy, slutty peignoir--all of it pink. My face is
framed with a cute little platinum-blonde pageboy wig, and my face is caked in
makeup. My lips are formed into the kind of pucker that says "stick a dick
in my mouth."


 


In the second picture, I do have a dick in my mouth. 
Angela's dick, strapped to her naked body with a black leather harness. It's
huge and mocha-colored and very realistic.


 


"I remember," I say as she laughs at me.


 


"Do you like those pictures?"


 


"Yes, Mistress," I say.


 


"Do you like them so much you'd like me to post them
online?" she asks.


 


"N-no," I beg. 


 


"Then you'd better send me some more," she says.
"Let's say...two of them. Send me one with your clit bulging out of your
panties. And send me one with your sissy stick in your panties...but with your
hand wrapped around it. Or should I go ahead and share these pictures with all
my friends...and maybe with the whole wide world?"


 


I tremble, "No, please, Mistress. I'll show you.
But...I'm going to go to the men's room first, to get some privacy." I
stammer: "Is--is that all right?"


 


"No, Julie," she says. "I want you sitting at
your desk, just like I ordered. Show me your clit in your panties...then show
me how good you look jerking off. Do it now."


 


"Yes, Mistress," I breathe. I tuck my cock back
into my panties. Holding my cell phone in both hands, switch from the photo
viewer to the camera. I snap a photograph of my cock bulging through my
panties. In front, they're soaked with pre-cum and almost see-through. I send
the first picture to Angela. Then I wrap my right hand around my cock. It's easy
with the thin and moist fabric of the panties. It's clingy. It sticks to my
flesh. It's easy to pull down my cock so that it shows even more clearly
through the see-through material. And it's easy to wrap my hand around my dick.


 


Working the cell phone camera with my left, I take another
pic and send it away to my wife. A few seconds later, she makes an approving
sound.


 


"These are very nice, Julie. You've got a very nice
little sissy clit. You're lucky it's not any bigger. If it was, then it would
be a very small cock. But as it is, we're talking Clitty City. Otherwise, how
could I feminize you so easily?"


 


"Yes, Mistress," I pant.


 


"You're really turned on, aren't you? Your sissy clit
is very, very hard?"


 


"Yes, Mistress," I say. "My sissy clit is
hard. It's very hard for you, in my panties. My slutty pink sissy whore
panties..."


 


I stroke my cock, quickly. I'm aroused to the point of
completely losing control. I'm not sure I'm going to be able to stop myself in
time if I keep stroking my cock. But I can't stop. In the phone, I hear
Angela moaning loudly in pleasure herself. In the background is the familiar
buzzing sound of Angela's favorite vibrator. 


 


"Are you rubbing your clit?" she asks
breathlessly.


 


"Yes, Mistress," I whimper.


 


"Don't let your thing squirt," she says. "If
you do, I'll make those little nuts of yours scream tonight..."


 


Angela cums before I do. She moans louder than ever. Her
moan turns into a shriek as the buzzy humming sound of her vibrator becomes
suddenly muted. She's probably closing her thighs tight around the tennis-ball
head of the vibe as she cums. She does the same thing to my head when I'm
eating her out. She especially likes to ride my face hard when I’m
"dressed." She always gets so rough and so dominant when I’m being a
girl for her.


 


I intend to stop stroking my cock before it shoots--really,
I do. But hearing my wife cum so hard and so loud and so long is more than I
can handle. I just can't stop myself. 


 


My panties are still pulled over the head of my dick, with
my hand wrapped around it. White-hot pleasure starts to pulse through my body.
I see stars. I moan. I try to hold back, but I can't. 


 


My cry of pleasure sounds girly. It's loud--humiliatingly
loud. For an instant, I don't care who hears me. But then, I realize what I've
done, and I pull my hand away at the very last minute.


 


It's too late to do anything except spoil my illicit orgasm.
Cum explodes from my cock, even as the pleasure dissipates. The front of my
panties are soaked.


 


The white-hot pleasure only lasted a moment, but the spasms
seem to go on for a good long time. There's so much cum! My panties seem to
turn into a sodden rag.


 


"Poor baby," sighs Angela. "You just
squirted, didn't you?"


 


"Yes, Mistress," I tell her, shame in my voice.
"But I pulled back at the last second." I blurt, "I still...squirted,
Mistress. But I didn't really cum."


 


Angela laughs sadistically, "You ruined your own
orgasm?"


 


"Kinda," I tell her. "I'm sorry,
Mistress."


 


"Sorry for cumming or sorry for spoiling it?"


 


I don't yet know if Angela will really punish me for
cumming. She sounds warm and sleepy with the afterglow of her own powerful
orgasm. Maybe she'll show a little mercy?


 


"I don't know, Mistress," I say.


 


She laughs. "It's your balls you should be sorry
for," she tells me. "They're going to get a beating tonight. Next
time, you'll think twice about milking that clit to a creamy finish, won't
you?"


 


I'm well acquainted with Angela's ball-beatings. I tremble
to anticipate it.


 


I say, "Yes, Mistress. This slave will think twice next
time she considers milking her sissy clit."


 


Angela yawns. "Time for my afternoon nap," she
says. "I wanna be nice and rested for my workout tonight. I bet it'll be
just like working out on the speed bag!"


 


I whimper in fear. Angela cackles viciously.


 


She disconnects.


 


I tuck my spent cock away in my very wet panties. I stuff
tissues down the front of it to keep the wetness from soaking through. I zip
up. I hear people coming back from lunch.


 


I get up from my chair, and limp awkwardly across the
office. I open my office door, thinking about what a long night I'll have when
I go home. Knowing Angela, I'll be squirming all night.


 


I go back to my desk and start working.


 


 












The Weekend Game by Clay Holland


 


 


I awaken with my cock hard, my
balls feeling swollen and full. Cara is next to me, smelling like heaven.


 


My dick tents the front of my
stretchy pink panties. As my cock has swelled and softened in my tormented
sleep, I've leaked pre-cum onto the front of it. It's gotten slightly crusty.
The back of the panties is just a string. It crawls up my ass and rubs my
asshole. As if I needed a reminder of what it means to lose, that string is
always there, reminding me that my ass is hers if I blow it.


 


I hurt like hell. I want to haul
my dick out of my panties, wrap my hand around it and jerk off -- but Cara's
body is up against me, and she's a very light sleeper. I know if I try to
stroke my cock, she'll wake up.


 


And I promised her I wouldn't cum.


 


It's Monday morning. We're on the
third day of a three-day weekend, during which Cara and I have been playing one
of our "games." This one is her favorite -- her very favorite.
Sometimes when she knows we're going to be together for a whole weekend, she
gets me to promise I won't cum.


 


The rules are simple: I won't cum
all weekend, and I won't lie to her and try to sneak away and jerk off. She
gets to tease and torment me as much as she wants...which includes being able
to tell me what to do. And the first thing she always tells me to do -- always
-- is to put on a pair of her panties.


 


They never quite fit me; they're
always tight. She gets to pick out what pair I wear, and she always gives me a
thong. That's mostly what she wears anyway, but she goes out of her way to give
me an especially skimpy pair.


 


Cara then proceeds to spend the
whole weekend teasing the living shit out of me, wearing slutty outfits,
walking around half-naked and seducing me into hours-long make-out sessions
that end with me blue-balled and throbbing, while she rides my face for extended
sessions...then either rub her off myself, or watch her get herself off with a
vibrator. When we play this game, Cara gets hot. She loves teasing me;
she loves denying me even more. When we're playing, she usually has three or
more orgasms a day, like she did yesterday...and the day before.


 


We've done it over two day
weekends, and that's bad enough. But when Cara knows she gets to make me wait
for three days? She gets that much hornier, that much more urgent, that much
more of a bitchy little tease.


 


I've cheated...but Cara always
finds out.  There's something in my eyes that says I betrayed her. And the rule
is, if I cheat...then she gets to fuck me in the ass.


 


The first time she strapped on a
cock and fucked me, it turned her on almost as much as it did to deny me for
three whole days. She loved it. Cara loves winning, and she felt like she'd
triumphed over me by teasing me in to cheating.


 


It was humiliating. But oh, it
felt good to shoot my load into that tissue in the bathroom on Sunday
afternoon. It was worth it.


 


But that's not the only rule. If I
cheat, she gets to fuck me in the ass as many times as she wants...the whole
next week. And every day of that week, I wear her panties to work.


 


And I can't jerk off until the end
of the following weekend...


 


...and if I cheat then, the cycle
repeats.


 


The days roll over.


 


I've gone as long as three weeks
under Cara's teasing spell...wearing panties to work, ever tempted to sneak a
jerk in the men's room. But knowing she'll know if I do.


 


How she knows, I don't know. But a
few repetitions of this exquisite torture, and I learned not to cheat, no
matter how badly I wanted to.


 


This morning, it isn't easy to be
good. I need to cum bad.


 


If this was a two-day weekend,
then now -- Monday morning -- is when Cara would finally lube up her hands with
oil and jerk me off. The rule is that she gets to do it however she wants -- so
she always wakes me up early and makes my victory handjob last an hour. By the
time I cum, I'm begging.


 


But this is a three-day weekend...which
means I've got a whole day still to survive.


 


Cara is wearing a skimpy nightie,
sexy as all hell. It's black lace, see-through around her gorgeous breasts,
soft and fitted to the contours of her slim hips. Her smell is all over me.
God, I would give anything to fuck her till I come. Anything just to jerk off.
Anything except to lose our game. Cara and I are playing to win, and I know if
I try to fake it, she'll know. I can't give up this madness. I need this horny
power surging through me almost as much as I need the threat of Cara's huge
cock in my ass to keep me in line.


 


I want to come. I have never
wanted anything so badly in my life.


 


That's why I can't.


 


Because Cara loves it when I deny
myself -- when I let her deny me. She likes it, which is its own kind of
torture. Knowing I can't come makes her hornier than ever.


 


She gets off on the power, and
that makes her the horniest girlfriend in the world. She wants to fuck five
times as much.


 


I moan softly, pathetically, as
Cara wakes up.


 


Her eyes brighten. She looks at
me.


 


She molds her hand to the
stretched front of my panties. I grunt as she squeezes my tortured cock.


 


Cara smiles wickedly.


 


She purrs, "Good morning,
lover!"


 


#


 


Yesterday morning -- Sunday --
Cara woke up first. She pulled my panties down and climbed on top of me. She
slid my cock into her wet pussy, holding a battery vibrator against her clit as
she rode me.


 


She knew she wouldn't be able to
cum before I did, because it would have taken me about half a minute of her
riding me. My heightened state of arousal makes me likely to go off like a
rocket. And if Cara is the one to get me off, she knows that I get my orgasm
for free...cumming doesn't lose me the game.


 


But she's always been much too
good to let that happen.


 


Sunday, as, she felt my cum
approaching, she pulled her pussy off of my cock at the very last minute. She
kept me on the very brink. She finished herself off with the vibrator, smiling
at my torment. 


 


We spent that day going to antique
sales in our neighborhood. Cara decided to wear the tightest, shortest
miniskirt she owned, plus a halter top that shows off most of her cleavage and
her very hard nipples. She looked like the slut of the universe. She flirted
and played with me all day, whispering dirty things in my ear. She was sure to
rub up against me every chance she got. We danced around the antiques.


 


Behind a Queen Anne credenza she
pulled me close, grabbed my hand, and shoved it up her skirt.


 


She wasn't wearing panties. And
her pussy was very, very wet. 


 


The feel of it made me hard, which
isn't saying much -- everything makes me hard when Cara teases me like that.


 


Cara held me close and made me
finger her for a minute, moaning softly in my ear as my cock throbbed
painfully. She reached down into my pants and caressed the front of my dick
through my panties. I grunted and whimpered pathetically. 


 


She told me to stop -- then she
made me lick my fingers clean.


 


There were three more antique
stores. There was a Queen Anne credenza, or its equivalent, at each one.


 


We went back to our place and took
an afternoon nap. I didn't sleep much. I kept jerking awake from powerful
dreams of sex. I was almost convinced that I was going to have the first wet
dream I'd experienced since adolescence. Would that be breaking the rules?


 


I felt confident that Cara would
argue it was. And when we play our games, what Cara says goes.


 


When Cara awakened, she caressed
me again, getting me hard in my panties. She guided me between her legs to eat
her out -- and then she rolled me onto my back, pulled my panties down, and
sucked me -- just a little.


 


Just enough to torture me.


 


He warm, wet mouth felt incredible
on my cock, but she knew she couldn't spend much time doing that without
getting me off. So she licked down to my balls, and licked me for a very long
time. They were so sore that it hurt as her tongue swirled around me. But it
also felt good. I moaned, hating it as much as I loved it.


 


Cara got on her back, spread out
wide, and tucked my panties down behind my swollen balls. She guided me up, on
top of her and into her.


 


As I fucked her slowly, she
grabbed my hair and held my eyes with hers. Every time I started to get close,
she told me to pull out and breathe.


 


"Breathe deep, Brian,"
she smiled up at me, spread underneath me, her body obviously hungry, her face
and breasts flushed with the same hunger for orgasm that I was experiencing.
"You're not going to come."


 


"Please let me," I
whimpered.


 


She shook her head.


 


"When you're ready, you can
go back inside me. But if you cum, it's on you, baby. If you cum in me, then
you lose."


 


I struggled with it until I
finally reached the point where I knew I wouldn't come on first penetration.


 


Then I went back inside her.


 


She was close. She started
grinding against me, whispering into my ear to hold still, hold still, hold
right there. She tucked her hand between us and rubbed at her clit. She rocked
and surges against me, shuddering all over. I could feel the spasms of her
muscles, trying to milk my cock.


 


I had to fight not to cum. I
couldn't let myself lose. I struggled to resist my urge to just start fucking
her wildly -- to screw her until I came. Cara would love that. She'd probably
cum herself, all over again.


 


But I didn't do it. As soon as she
was finished, she made eye contact again.


 


I understood her demand without
her saying a word.


 


With just that look, she banished
me from her cunt.


 


I slid out, my cock dripping, the
pain spreading through my balls and up into my body.


 


She squirmed under me as I began
to roll off of her. One leg hooked around my ass, and she held me in place. If
anything, her eyes looked more evil than before.


 


"Just because you can't come
doesn't mean I'm finished," she said. "I want to get off again."


 


She could see my eyes spinning.


 


"Come on," she said,
kissing me. The tip of her tongue teased mine. "Show me how much you love
me."


 


As I went down on her, I could
taste my cock along with the flavor of pussy.


 


Cara loves this; she always gets
off easily from me eating her out. And it would have been easy, if my cock
hadn't been rubbing against the edge of the bed as I licked her. The back
string of my panties rubbed up and down against my asshole, too, which made it
even worse. I had to lift my ass to keep my cock from rubbing the mattress as I
serviced her. My dick hung out of my panties, dripping. I pushed my ass up
high.


 


"What's the matter?" she
asked as she mounted toward orgasm. "Is that you wanting to get fucked in
the ass? Are you asking for it, baby?"


 


I shook my head, but I didn't stop
licking.


 


Cara laughs a little. "Oh, I
see. Does your cock hurt?"


 


I took my mouth off her pussy.
"Balls," I grunted. Then I return my tongue to her clit.


 


"Mmmmmm," she said, her
voice deep with her approaching orgasm. "Remember, baby. If you cum, you
lose. And you know what that means."


 


She reached down and squeezed my
ass, toying with the string of my panties between my cheeks.


 


"Good for you, baby. Get used
to sticking your ass in the air." She leaned back into the bed and spread
her legs, caressing the back of my head as I licked her toward orgasm.


She sighed, "I like having
you face-down, ass-up, baby. You'd really better get used to it."


I pulled my panties up over my
wet, throbbing cock as I licked Cara faster.


 


#


 


Now, it's Monday morning. I have a
whole other day to suffer through. Cara sighs as she licks her way down my
body, pulls down my panties and takes my cock in her mouth. She sucks it
hungrily as I approach a climax.


 


Cara pulls away. She smacks her
lips as her mouth comes off my cock.


 


"Pre-cum," she says.
"Can't take any chances. Get out of bed, honey. Sit in the arm
chair."


 


"What?"


 


She pulls my panties back over my
spit-wet cock. She snaps her fingers and points me toward the arm chair
opposite the bed.


 


Meekly, I get out of bed and take
my seat.


 


Cara gets out her vibrator.


 


It's not the battery-powered one,
this time. It's the big plug-in model that looks like a cross between a
baseball bat and a queen's scepter.


 


The buzzing fills the room as she
clenches her legs around the head of the vibe. With her eyes on me, she moans.


 


Then she opens her legs so I can
see everything.


 


She watches me watching her.


 


She talks dirty as she does
herself. "Baby, you're really on the edge this time. Your big hard fucking
cock is throbbing. You really need to cum. Those panties turn you on so much,
don't they, you little fucking sissy? Mmmm--uh!" she jerks and arches her
back as she rides the vibrator. "But I can't risk it, baby. I can't even
risk having your hot mouth between my legs. You'll fuck your little cock
against the bed and you'll shoot your load. Or do you want to give up,
baby? Maybe you want to lose--so I can fuck you in the ass." She pants as
she watches me and closes her thighs around her vibe again, mounting toward
orgasm.


 


My hand inches toward my cock. I moan
even louder than she does.


 


She shakes her head


 


"Don't come," she says.
"Don't jerk off or I'll fuck your fucking ass..."


 


Cara throws back her head. She
arches her back and cums loudly, thrusting her hips up to meet the vibrator.


 


As she does, her eyes are off of
me. My hand moves automatically. It molds to the front of my dick, clutching it
through the stretchy pink panties.


 


I'm on my second stroke when Cara
catches me. 


 


She smiles and switches off the
vibe.


 


"You gonna do it, baby? You
gonna give me your ass? Spend the rest of the week wearing panties? Do this
again next weekend?"


 


My hand stops.


 


I struggle with the orgasm that's
blooming inside me.


 


With a hungry look from Cara, I
let go of my cock and grip the arm of the chair.


 


She looks satisfied. She tosses
the vibe into the top drawer of the night stand.


 


She says, "Isn't it good to
start each day with an orgasm? It's healthy." Then she laughs. "Then
again, some of us like to be sick. Don't you agree, baby?"


 


I nod and tell her miserably,
"Yes, Ma'am."


 


"Let's go share a
shower," she smiles.


 


My pair of pink bikini bottoms is
waiting for me in the shower, finally dry from yesterday's shower.


 


Cara makes me wear them and watch
as she spends a lot of time with the shower massager. It's going to be a
very long Monday.


 


 











Butt Plug by Brett Olsen


 


I was all ready for work when Savannah stopped me in my
tracks by the front door. She had an evil look on her face.


 


"Hi, darling," I said, nervously.


 


Savannah just looked me up and down, with her eyes growing
narrow and a vicious smile crossing her very red lips.


 


I knew that look. She had something nasty in mind for me
today. Savannah had just tumbled out of bed; she wore a sexy, filmy, almost
see-through nightie. Her hair was messed up from the long night of lovemaking
we'd enjoyed last night. There had been much sensual pleasure and many orgasms.
Mind you, I hadn't been the one to have any of those orgasms or any of that
sensual pleasure. But Savannah had plenty of both, and I'd had no choice but to
provide them.


 


"What's up?" I whimpered, pathetically, my fear of
her obvious in my voice.


 


A little ripple of pleasure went through my wife's
barely-clad body to hear my quavering voice. She laughed.


 


"Darling," she said. "Come in the bedroom
with me. I've got something I want you to take to work with you."


 


I gulped. "Um," I said. "I'm going to be
late..."


 


"It'll just take a moment," she said with a
slightly harsher tone. "I don't plan to take my time, Brett." Her
face blossomed in a happy, flirtatious smile as she came in closer, embracing
me. "I'm going to just shove it in."


 


"Oh, God," I whimpered, trembling all over.


 


Savannah laughed. "That's 'Oh, Goddess,'" she
said, caressing my face. "And yes, I am your Goddess. Now come to the
bedroom with me and drop your pants. I won't ask nicely again."


 


I took a deep breath. "Yes, Mistress," I said.


 


My wife led me by the hand. She took me into the master
bedroom. The bed was messy; she'd just gotten out of it. I knew if I threw
myself onto it, I'd smell her scent; it would be sweet torture. After the long
night of pleasure I'd given her--while getting none of my own--I could barely
stand the thought of making love to her again. But making love wasn't what
Savannah had in mind.


 


She wanted to make sure that I remembered her.


 


I knew how my wife's mind works. She knew it was going to be
a long day at work for me. I would have many things competing for my attention.
She didn't like the idea of my mind wandering. She wanted my submission to my
Goddess to remain first and foremost in my mind.


 


That's why there was a gigantic butt plug set out on the
messy bed. Next to it was a small tube of lube.


 


"Drop 'em," she ordered. "And bend
over."


 


I knew better than to argue. My hands shaking, I unfastened
my thin dress belt and unbuttoned and unzipped my plain grey work slacks. 


 


I let my slacks drop to my ankles, fully exposing the
pearly-pink panties I wore. 


 


The front of the panties showed the prominent bulge of the
hard plastic chastity tube that was padlocked on my cock.


 


Impatient, Savannah grabbed my hair and bent me over the
edge of the four-poster bed. She jammed her knee up in my crotch and used her
bare foot to kick my legs apart as wide as the lowered pants would let them go.



 


My wife spanked each cheek of my smooth-shaved ass three
times. The panties were skimpy in back, leaving my shaved half-moons exposed.


 


"When I say drop 'em and bend over," she hissed,
"I mean now. Panties, too!"


 


"Yes, Mistress," I whimpered. I lowered my
panties, squirming on the edge of the high mattress.


 


Savannah picked up the butt plug. It was enormous. Unlike a
traditional butt plug, this one had a long, relatively narrow probe in front
with a very realistic sculpted cockhead. The whole thing was of a sepia colored
silicone. The cockhead was sculpted to look like an uncut dick with an only
partially retracted foreskin. The detail was exquisite; the tip of the cock
even had a sculpted pisshole.


 


Down past the cockhead, there was a couple of inches of
shaft; then the "cock" flared into an extremely wide cylinder, more
of a traditional butt plug shape. The main thing that made this part of it
different than a typical butt plug--beside its extreme girth--was the texture.
Like the "cockhead," the silicone had been given the texture of skin,
even down to the sculpted veins that stood out prominently. I knew from
experience these would add "texture" to the sensation of being
violated by this enormous toy.


 


Savannah pressed the butt plug into my face. I knew what she
wanted. Obediently, I gave it a reverent kiss.


 


"Good girl," she teased me, giving me a sneer the
way she does whenever she calls me a "girl." She knows how much it
humiliates me. But she also knows that it makes my little cock stir within the
tight chastity tube she keeps me in.


 


I watched and whimpered in fear as Savannah squeezed a tiny
dollop of lube onto the very tip of the cock. Then she hawked, pursed her lips
and added her spit.


 


"I was going to use more lube," she told me.
"But you've irritated me by being such a wimp." With her free hand,
she spanked my shaved ass again. "Put your ass in the air and open wide,
sissy."


 


I knew what "open wide" meant. She wanted me to
participate in my own violation. She always does. And I always know better than
to refuse or to argue -- or even to hesitate. She's taught me a thousand times
over what happens if I do.


 


Bent over the edge of the bed, I reached back and parted my
shaved cheeks for my wife. 


 


The "cock" didn't go in easy. On the contrary,
Savannah had to wrestle it back and forth, forcing it deeper while I squirmed
and squealed. A few times, she grew annoyed with my struggles and spanked me
again. My shaved ass was getting very red. 


 


She finally relented and added a tiny bit more lube. When
even that didn't prove enough to get the head of the cock into my ass, Savannah
leaned over, hawked and spat again. Finally, she gave a gargantuan shove and I
felt my asshole surrendering.


 


I let out a great shuddering moan as the cockhead violated
me. I felt stuffed full; I felt sure I couldn’t possibly take any more. But I
knew there was still a whole shaft to be forced inside me. And this wasn't any
shaft; it was made to stay in me all day long. The shaft grew wider as it was
inserted. At the widest point, I felt sure, it would prove almost impossible
for me to take.


 


Savannah begged to differ. She worked the plug back and
forth, forcing it deeper as she expanded my asshole with each rough thrust. She
found my hole uncooperative, but my wife knows just how wide my tight sissy
asshole can get with the proper "motivation."


 


She continued to work the plug back and forth, adding lube
and spit when she had to, while my squeals and whines grew in volume. Finally,
she had to put her whole body into it, leaning heavily onto my body with her
thigh pressed up tight against the base of the plug.


 


I let out a gasp as the giant thing finally popped into me.
My eyes wide, I couldn't believe it. I uttered a strangling sound as Savannah
laughed.


 


"Good girl! I didn't think I'd get it in there! I was
about to give up."


 


I felt a wave of humiliation as I realized that if my
unwilling ass had just resisted a little more, I might have been sent off to
work without this degrading toy shoved inside me. 


 


But that was water under the bridge. There was no way this
thing was coming out--not without an awful lot of help. I knew there was no way
Savannah would make that effort until tonight, when I came home from work. This
thing was staying put.


 


Savannah worked the base of the plug up between my cheeks to
make sure it was seated properly. It was contoured so that it nestled easily in
the curve of my ass cheeks. Even my wide-spread hole couldn’t have taken the
wide base, but it would not give me a visible bulge. And that was a good thing;
my face would be red enough all day without it. A bulging rear would be an even
more humiliating shape than the constant bulge of my chastity tube distending
the front of my pants. 


 


But this plug was exquisitely designed. The base of it fit
my ass-cheeks perfectly, almost like it was made for me. Had Savannah had this
thing custom-designed just for me? If so, she might have gone a little easy on
how wide she made it.


 


"All right," she said. Her voice was rich with
pleasure. "Pull up your panties, sissy."


 


It was all I could do to lift myself into an erect position.
My hands trembling, I pulled up my panties. The rear of them just covered the
small, smooth extrusion of the base of the butt plug. The front of them bulged
with the hard plastic shape of my chastity tube.


 


Worst of all, I felt a throbbing pain as my cock struggled
to get hard in its padlocked plastic prison. It was prevented from doing so.
But the feeling of tightness made me even more acutely aroused, and more
powerfully humiliated than ever before.


 


"There," smiled Savannah, kissing me on the cheek
and patting the front of my chastity tubes. "Now, you'll remember me. All
day long, sissy."


 


"Yes, Mistress," I whined.


 


Savannah flicked her fingernails against my hard plastic
tube through my panties.


 


"Hope you don't try to get a hard-on." She
laughed. "I know what a pervert you are. Try to be good, will you?"


 


"Yes, Mistress," I said miserably.


 


I pulled my slacks up. I zipped up and buckled my belt. I
found that I could only walk with an agonizing slowness that made my wife
laugh. As I tried to get my bearings, I heard the squeaking of the bed as my
wife climbed onto it. I heard the buzzing of her vibrator. It was joined a
moment later by a wet sound. 


 


When I paused at the bedroom door, I looked back and saw
that my wife had spread her legs wide. She had fetched another plug from the
nightstand--more of a dildo, really. This one was the same shape as the one in
my ass, but it was no more than half of my plug's size.


 


As my wife masturbated with the vibrator, she was working
the butt plug up her ass. She hadn't gotten anything more of the tip in there;
she was obviously having some difficulty getting it deeper. But, unlike me, my
wife was just as obviously enjoying herself.


 


Sarah laughed as I looked at her, betrayal and desperation
in my eyes.


 


"I'll be thinking of you, Sissy," Sarah said,
breathless as she fucked herself with the tip of the butt plug. "I know
you won't be able to help thinking of me! Now get going, or you'll be
late."


 


"Yes, Mistress," I said. My wife began moaning in
pleasure as I left.


 


I waddled down the hallway, finally able to pick up speed as
I got used to the huge plug up my ass. Sarah's moans grew louder, mingled with
the sound of the vibrator. 


 


As I reached the front door, I heard a high-pitched squeal
and then a long series of powerful moans. I stood there with my hand on the
doorknob and listened; her moans lowered to a pathetic series of whining
sounds, then rose again, quickly, to the sound of a screaming orgasm.


 


She'd finally gotten it in. The fullness in her ass had
propelled her to her climax. I knew Sarah's plug might be smaller than mine,
but we shared this intimate moment. It was her way of telling me she loved me.


 


I knew I would think of her all day long. The bus ride I had
before me would be agony; the jostling of the bus would jab the huge plug
deeper up my ass, sending spasms through my insides. Sitting at my desk all day
would be torturous; my cock would try to swell in its tube. I would spend the
day in a heightened sense of humiliated ecstasy. I would be crazed by the time
I got home.


 


Enduring this sensual agony was the price of being with
Savannah. I would wear this butt plug inside me all day the same way I wore my
chastity tube: with pride.


 


It seemed impossible that I would make it through the day
without going nuts.


 


But I had to survive the day, and obey her. It was my
way of telling my wife I loved her. I am a lucky man. I do not choose my method
of my devotion. Savannah chooses it for me. She is my Goddess; this is the form
of devotion she requires.


 


I glowed with both humiliation and pride as I thought of my
Goddess.


 


Proudly, I waddled to the bus stop.


 


 











Close-Ups by Elizabeth
Colvin


 


"Come over here, baby," I say. "Let Daddy get
some close-ups."


 


I brandish the camera and smile. I've been taking pictures
already, while my little girl poses for me. She likes it so much that her
little pink panties are bulging.


 


Sissy looks shyly at me from under her pretty blonde
pigtailed wig. I'm my little girl's Daddy tonight, and she's my slut. She looks
eminently fuckable, because tonight she knows that Daddy's going to molest her.
She gets to play as reluctant as she wants, because she knows Daddy won't take
no for an answer. But Daddy knows he won't have to, because his little girl
loves him....and wants this more than I do.


 


Sissy isn't sweet an innocent like a real little girl. She's
got a big girl's sex drive. Or, actually, more like a boy's. She's about as
innocent as a 35-year-old computer programmer pervert. With all her makeup and
the blonde pigtailed wig and the pretty pink baby doll nightie, she looks like
a big girl. The kind of big girl who walks on the street and "makes
friends" with men she doesn't know for twenty dollars. Actually, the heavy
makeup, bright blue contacts and unnaturally blonde hair make my little girl
look more like a sex doll than a big girl. And even a big girl doesn't have
knockers like that, or wear a pale pink bra under a baby-girl's sexy shortie
nightgown.


 


But she certainly is big for her age. She's also
built like a boy, with big broad shoulders we had to swathe in a lacy little
marabou shrug that a girl her age shouldn't be wearing...unless she's playing
dress-up.


 


And what kind of Daddy would let his daughter dress up like this?
With lipstick and rouge and eye-shadow and her brother's favorite high heels,
while Daddy takes pictures? What kind of Daddy would let his little girl do
that?


 


I'll tell you what kind of Daddy. It's kind with a hard-on
for his little girl, in more ways than one. In fact, Daddy's got two hard-ons.
The first is Daddy's big silicone cock stuffed into his tight leather pants,
waiting for his little girl's mouth. And the second hard-on just under that,
nestled under the base of the strap-on, where the harness presses the sculpted
silicone ridges tight against my clit so that even if I just shift a little
bit, it feels good. I'm so turned on from taking pictures of my girl
that I almost feel like I really am going to do something I shouldn't. But in
our world, the little world Sissy and I play in, Daddies like me love their
baby girls way more than normal Daddies. We get to love them in ways they're
not supposed to anywhere else.


 


And Sissy likes that. I like it, too. I like it so much I
think I'd have a hard-on even if Daddy's big cock wasn't silicone and
permanently erect. 


 


Daddy's nipples are hard, too. My tits are strapped down by
a tight ace bandage, and it hurts a little. I should have gone with a sports
bra instead, but I really like the bandage. It makes me look way more like a
Daddy.


 


Sissy's got really nice tits, too, unlike the pretty,
innocent little girl she's pretending to be. My little Sissy's tits look
fuckable, just like her mouth...so fuckable that I wish I could touch them. But
I know if I do, I'll be disappointed. They don't quite feel like big-girl tits.
The weight's all wrong. They're made out of rubber. It's expensive rubber, make
no mistake. But it doesn't feel a thing like her Mommy's tits, which I feel up
every chance I get. I wish I could feel them up now. She wants her nipples
pinched. They're tingling under the ace bandage.


 


But tonight, I'm not Mommy; I'm Daddy. And Daddy's tits are
off limits. I read somewhere it's a stone butch thing. Like not having orgasms.
I'm not going to be very good at that part, because the base of the dildo rubs
against my clit hard enough that I know if my Sissy does things just right,
I'll cum. And if there's one thing my innocent little girl has learned from her
pervert computer programmer brother, it's how to give a decent blowjob.


 


At six feet and change, skinny Sissy is many inches taller
than me. And she's got a tiny hint of a five o'clock shadow under all that
foundation. That's all right. The photos won't show it. 


 


I never would have dreamed I wanted to do this. But here I
am, playing Daddy, with a strap-on cock in my leather pants, a cigar in my
mouth and a camera on the side table next to me, and my slutty, tarted-up
little sissy crawling over to do what a girl like her wants to do most.


 


Sissy asks: "What do you mean by close-ups, Daddy?"


 


"Just some pictures of you with Daddy's cock in your
mouth," I tell her, aiming the camera at her and snapping the shutter. I
get a great picture of her pretty, surprised face.


 


"I'd like that, Daddy." Sissy comes toward me, 


 


With my legs spread out to the edge of the cushy armchair, I
reach down and unzip my leather pants. I pull out my cock and start stroking
it. My girl looks at the big, thick shaft of my cock and licks her lips.


 


Then she goes down on her knees and plants her mouth on the
head of my cock. She takes my shaft into her mouth until the head nudges the
top of her throat. Then, without hesitating, she swallows, forcing the shaft
down her throat without even a hint of a gag reflex. That sends a shudder
through my body; I can feel my pussy aching. She starts working on my cock,
sucking it like an expert.


 


I don't look much like any daddy I've ever known. The tight
leather pants, big black boots and Harley Davidson T-shirt could belong to a
daddy, sure. But there's no disguising my broad hips or the way the pants hang
so low on them, revealing my flowery tattoos and my navel ring. And I haven't
strapped down my tits, which are big enough to stretch the T-shirt and, even
with a sports bra underneath, show my nipples as they get hard in response to
the sight and feel of my little girl's mouth on my cock.


 


But it doesn't matter, because I'm a daddy; I've got the
big, thick cock to prove it. Silicone, yes; maybe not as sensitive as a real
daddy's cock. With this daddy's cock, it's not just a matter of licking and
sucking around the head or teasing the underside of the shaft. Sucking this
cock is a lot more work. My girl has to push and work her head around and suck
my cock harder, pushing the base of the dildo against my clit to make my pussy
throb in response. But I don't care and my girl doesn't care, either, because
my girl knows I'm her Daddy. I've got the cock to prove it -- and the armchair.


 


And a girl is exactly what she is, tonight. Torn jeans, so
faded they're almost white, hug her lithe body, showing off the big bulge in
her pants, swept to the right and getting bigger as she sucks me. Her tight
white T-shirt, so tight it's almost see-through, shows off her perfect chest.
She looks like some girl hustler I picked up on the street, offered a place to
stay in return for a blowjob. The big white athletic shoes are a decidedly
adolescent touch.


 


The whole package makes my pussy so wet I can hardly stand
it.


 


And when she looks up at me with her mouth around my cock,
there's no question that this is my girl, servicing me.


 


"Come on, girl, suck it better than that. Earn your
keep."


 


He launches more eagerly into it, her mouth pumping down on
my cock and forcing it deeper into her throat. He's obviously a skilled
cocksucker; she doesn't even hesitate when the head of my cock presses against
her throat. She just swallows, knowing that's what I want. I want to feel him
take it all the way, feeling it in her belly, just like she will when I put it
up her ass.


 


His eyes turn back up to me and I grin down at him, flicking
ash off the end of the cigar. "I think it's time you sucked a little ass,
girl."


 


I pull him off of my cock and turn around on the armchair,
pulling my leather pants down over my hips. When I've got them down around my
knees, I bend over, pushing my ass out for him. She leans in and obediently
presses her face between my cheeks, her tongue sliding into my ass. I have to
stifle a gasp that I know will sound way too feminine, and I barely manage to
replace it with a manly grunt as I reach back behind me to grab her hair and
push her face more firmly into my ass. Her tongue works its way deeper into my
asshole. She alternates between teasing the entrance with big long swirls of
her tongue and pushing hard into it like he's fucking me with that limber
little organ. I want to reach down and rub my clit; I want to come so bad it's
driving me crazy. But instead of rubbing my clit I reach down and begin to jerk
off, stroking my cock, pumping it hard up and down, and that only makes me want
to come even more. When I push the dildo down I can feel the base against my
clit, almost direct enough to make me come, but not quite. God, I want to fuck
him so bad.


 


I'm so turned on I can hardly speak. But I manage it,
barely, working hard to maintain a gruff rumble in my voice instead of a girly
squeak. I turn my head and look down at him over my shoulder. He's beautiful,
her mouth planted between my cheeks, licking me. Her eyes are turned up toward
me, and I look into them as I growl at him.


 


"You take it up the ass, little girl?"


 


His mouth comes away from my ass and she says, "If I
have to, Daddy."


 


"You have to, girl," I tell him.


 


He moves back and I get off the armchair, still stroking my
cock. I watch as she shucks her white T-shirt, showing off her beautiful chest.
I run my hand down it, working my cock faster. She unzips her jeans and peels
them off, kicking her way out of her white athletic shoes. He's not wearing
socks. I look at her gorgeous cock, standing there hard, the tip glistening.


 


"You can suck it if you want," she says weakly,
not meeting my eyes.


 


I grab her hair and pull her face close to mine.


 


"No kissing," she says, sounding petulant and
whiny. "I don't do that. I'm not a faggot."


 


The sound of that helpless plea sends a new surge of arousal
through my pussy and into my cock. I've got him right where I want him.


 


Ignoring him, I press my lips to her and thrust my tongue
into her mouth. She lets me for a moment, then begins to respond with her own
tongue against mine. I kiss him deeper, then spin him around and shove him
against the armchair. She climbs onto it, knees pressed to the thick, padded
arms, legs spread, ass in the air. She reaches back and parts her cheeks as I
grab the bottle of lube on the end table.


 


I pour lube between her cheeks and work two fingers into her
cock -- not even bothering to start with one. She gasps as I penetrate him, and
I reach between her legs to feel her cock pulsing with excitement.


 


"You like that, little girl? You like taking it up the
ass?"


 


"If I have to, Daddy," she says nervously.


 


"You have to, girl," I tell him. "You have to
like it. And I know you're going to."


 


I add some lube to the head of my cock and push her back
down till he's crouched down low and her ass is in the right position. I nuzzle
the head of my cock against her tight entrance. Her ass opens right up as I
thrust into it; she lets out a shuddering gasp as I drive it in to the hilt.


 


I start to fuck him; for some reason, this position pushes
the base of the dildo against my clit at just the right angle. Or maybe fucking
my girl in the ass just turns me on more than anything. I reach up and grab her
hair, listening to him moan as I shove my cock roughly into her ass, each
thrust harder, building up speed.


 


His hand is underneath him, pumping her cock. Her hips start
to work, pushing him onto my cock. Like he's trying to get it over with at
first -- then, as her hand quickens on her cock, like she wants it. She shoves
hard onto me, her ass opening wider as it engulfs my cock. I pull her hair,
making him squeal. At one point I reach down and spank her ass, which makes him
fuck back onto me with even more urgency.


 


I don't even feel it coming, really. I've been working the
dildo into him, pressing the base against my clit for so long that when I
finally reach the breaking point I barely know it. It happens when she lets out
a little whimper and I feel her body shaking -- he's coming, shooting her load
all over Daddy's armchair. I start to fuck him harder, faster, as her lips go
slack and she leans hard against the back of the chair. I pound into him and
that drives me over the top, my own orgasm sending my pussy and clit into tight
spasms, my ass tightening as I feel the cooling moisture of my little girl's
spittle from where she tongued me. I collapse onto the chair on top of him and
it groans under our combined weight as my body surges with pleasure, my
high-pitched moans as feminine as it gets -- but my girl doesn't seem to care.


 


He reaches back and strokes my hand where it still grips her
hair. "Did my tight ass get you off real good, Daddy?"


 


"You have no idea," I said, still panting hard.


 


"Oh, I think I have some idea," she smiled, and
squirmed around under me to hold me in her arms. She began to stroke my long
hair gently and whispered, "Thank you, Daddy. Thanks for fucking me so
good."


 


I curled up in my little girl's embrace, sighing
contentedly.


 


 













Doing Eighty by Corey Sawyer


 


I'm driving too fast again. I try
not to, but ever since Daddy got me this car, I'm compelled to show off. I'm on
my way into the City to go to one of my favorite dance clubs. I've been looking
forward to this trip all week, dreaming about the press of bodies on the dance
floor and the hungry looks in the eyes of men who want me. I'm not wearing much
-- the dancing's more fun that way. The wind feels good blowing through my long
hair. It's eight o'clock on a summer Saturday; the sun is bright in my
rear-view mirror. 


 


I must be going eighty when I see
the lights behind me. I pull over, my heart pounding. My breath catches in my
throat when I see you outlined against the bloody sky: close to six feet tall,
short hair, muscled arms, broad hips and big, tight tits beneath your tan
uniform. Broad face -- smooth and hairless; not pretty, but handsome. You're a
dyke, I'm sure of it. I figure that means I'll be OK; maybe you'll even let me
off without writing me a ticket. You take off your sunglasses and stand in
front of my window.


 


"License and registration,
Ma'am." You look at me.


 


I recognize the look in your eyes;
I've seen it in the eyes of men at the dance clubs I go to. It's lust, but
*hard* lust -- lust that wants with a kind of violence, and doesn't take no for
an answer. It sends a surge through me -- might I get out of this with a ticket
if I play your game, play the sweet young thing? Innocent and harmless -- not
like I really am? Regardless, your lust scares me. I'm not used to seeing it in
women.


 


But I manage to smile up at you
flirtatiously and hand over the documents. You look at my license and a stunned
expression crosses your face. I guess I kind of like that -- it satisfies me,
but I'm terrified of what you'll do to me now that you know. You look from the
license to me and back again, many times, your eyes grazing over my my face, my
arms, my hair, my breasts in their tight spandex.


 


I try to smile at you some more,
but you just look at me, your lip curled in disgust.


 


"On your way into the
City?"


 


"Yes," I say.


 


"What are you headed there
for?"


 


"I'm going dancing."


 


"With friends?"


 


"No. Alone."


 


"You always dress up like
that when you're dancing?"


 


"S--sometimes." My voice
is shaking.


 


"Aren't you a little young to
go to bars?"


 


"I only go to all-ages
clubs," I lie, wishing I'd handed you the fake ID instead of the real one.
But I'd been afraid your trained eye would see through its falsehood.


 


"I don't believe that for a
second," you say. "I think you sneak into clubs and get plastered and
make a slut of yourself with every guy who'll stick his dick in you."


 


A bolt of fear goes through my
body. I just stare at you, shocked, searching for words, sudden terror gripping
me.


 


"No," I say, my voice
hoarse. "That's not it at all."


 


"I bet you wish you could
dress up like that every day, don't you? Be a whore full time, isn't that
right?"


 


"No," I sputter.


 


"Be a whore down on your
knees in the City, sucking cock for five dollars. Ain't that right? Down on
your knees in some alley, sucking off some stranger for spare change?"


 


I feel a surge through my body as
you say it -- a surge of fear, excitement, anger, remorse.


 


"No," I say, my voice
shaking. I can feel the tears in my eyes.


 


"Are you carrying anything
you'd like to tell me about before I search your car?"


 


"Search my car? You can't
search my car -- Oh my God, that's illegal, isn't it--?"


 


"I can do anything I want to
you."


 


"No you can't--"


 


"Anything at all."


 


"Please, I didn't realize I
was speeding --"


 


"It's too late for that. Be
quiet and step out of the car."


 


I start to argue, and you reach
for your gun. I gasp, as you put the barrel of your revolver against my
forehead and pull back the hammer.


 


"Get out of the car, *ma'am*.
Slowly."


 


Shaking, I open the door, get out.
That's when you spin me around and I feel your knee in my ass, slamming me
against the hood of the little Miata. You kick my legs wide apart, and I feel
my skirt ride up as you press me to the hood of the car, which is hot from the
summer sun. I gasp and whimper as you press my face to the scalding metal. My
tits are flattened against it, too.


 


"Don't make this hard on
yourself."


 


You holster your gun, then grab my
wrists and yank them behind my back so hard it hurts; I feel like you're going
to dislocate my shoulders. I whimper as you slam the cuffs onto me, tight, so
tight I can feel my fingers going tingly. I start to sob.


 


"There are plenty of ways I
can make this difficult for you, if you don't make it easy for me."


 


I'm sprawled over the hood of the
car, my tiny skirt pulled up. I want to pull it down, but I'm afraid to move.
My heart is racing; I don't want you to see up my skirt. Anything but that.
Anything but that.


 


Cars are whizzing by; I wonder if
any of *them* can see up my skirt.


 


You lean into the car, grab my
little red sequined purse. You dump the contents onto the hood of the car,
start laughing.


 


In the dying light from the son, I
watch mascara tears dribble from my cheeks onto the white paint of the car. You
pick up the bottle of roofies, the baggie of uppers, the bottle of amyl. You
laugh some more.


 


"You've got a prescription
for these, of course."


 


"I....I've got it somewhere.
I'm sure I do."


 


"Uh-huh," you say
suspiciously. You hold up the baggie of three joints. "And I know you
don't have a prescription for these, unless a girl as young as you has
glaucoma."


 


I lose it. I choke back a sob, my
face reddening. "Fuck you, you fuckin' dyke."


 


Then you're on me, screaming
"What? What did you say?" and grabbing my hair, yanking hard. It
comes off in your hand just as you drive your knee into my crotch.


 


The wind goes out of me in a rush;
if you weren't holding me hard against the car I would slide onto the ground.
I'm trying to weep from the pain, but I can't.         You toss away my blonde
wig, reach down between my legs. Your hand slides up my shaved thighs and you
grab my balls hard, squeeze, twist. I whimper, beg: "Please, please
don't!" It comes out in a hoarse whisper; I'm still recovering from your
kick. You just laugh and squeeze harder, sending shooting pain through my body
as you yank up my skirt.


 


"Oh yeah, you wish you could
dress like a slut every day. Every fuckin' day dress up like a slut, go to the
clubs and get fucked in the ass by some faggot. Don't you?"


 


Then I feel it, as you ram your
body hard against mine, pounding me onto the car. I feel it, as you grind your
hips forward, pressing it long and hard between the shaved swells of my
ass-cheeks.


 


At first I think you're just a
dyke freak wearing a strap-on to work. You reach around and grab my tits,
laughing. "These fake, too?" you ask, and pull them out of my tiny
top, throwing them onto the dirty ground to join my wig. You slam my balls
again, hard, and yank me off the car, shove me onto my knees. You unzip your
tan pants and take it out. You pry my mouth open, thumb holding my teeth wide
apart, and shove it into my mouth.


 


I taste it: Salt, sweat, diluted
Clorox. Flesh and pre-cum. I smell it: familiar, comforting, like I've smelled
it so many times on my knees in the back rooms of the dance clubs I go to. Like
I've tasted it: Cock, real cock, the kind that makes my own swell and throb,
like it's doing now, nudging its way out of the tiny black lace panties,
pushing aside my tight spandex micro-mini, sticking out hard so I feel the
touch of the hot highway air brushing over it as pre-cum dribbles down the
head. 


 


"You can't tell me you're not
loving this, faggot. Look how fucking hard your cock is. You want to jerk it?
You want to jerk it off?"


 


I just keep sucking you. I take
your cock down my throat -- nice and easy, you don't even have to shove, but I
kind of wish you would anyway. Then you fuck me, slow and easy in the face, and
when you pull back I suck obediently at your swollen glans, lick off the oozing
drops of sharp cum I'm coaxing out of your hard cock.


 


"Get it nice and wet, faggot,
because you know where you're it's going next."


 


I do what I'm told. I lick it all
over, till it's glistening with my spit and my throat's mucus. Then you're
reaching down to grab my numb and handcuffed wrists, yank me to my feet and
bend me over the hood of the Miata, shoving me hard against the sizzling metal.


 


"Pull it up."


 


I obey, yanking up the hem of my
little dress.


 


"Now take them off."


 


I do that, too, easing the tiny
black panties over my bony hips, sliding them down my thighs, letting them fall
until they gather around my ankles.


 


"Step out of them."


 


I do, and you kick the panties
over to join my wig, my falsies.


 


"Now open wide, slut. You're
gonna get what you've really been wanting."


 


I hear myself sobbing, but it
can't be from fear or anger or sadness. I obediently move my ankles wide apart,
snuggling down against the hot hood of the car. Highway commuters are still
whizzing past, watching you fuck me in plain view. My cock presses against the
burning car, pain mingling with pleasure as I lean harder on it, rubbing it
against the Miata.


 


"Wider, slut. Much, much
wider."


 


I spread wider, hunkering my body
down lower and putting my ass up in the air.


 


"You better hope you got it
good and wet, slut," you say, and I feel the thickness of your head in my
ass-crack, seeking my hole. You push, hard, all at once, and I gasp as I
realize how thick you are. My ass clenches, releases -- then accepts your thick
head. I groan as you push it into me all the way. Then the shaft slides home,
and I can feel the surge all the way up to my throat.


 


You lean forward, and I can feel
your big, hard tits against my back, erect nipples rubbing through your uniform
shirt, rubbing through the back of my spandex dress. You shove your hips up one
more time, hard, and you're inside me to the hilt. 


 


"That make your cock feel
nice, faggot? You like that hard dick up your ass? Since your hands are cuffed
and you can't jack off, why don't you fuck that pretty little girly car of
yours, then, faggot? Shoot your fuckin' load all over the hood of this car your
fuckin' daddy bought you?"


 


You shove your cock hard up my
ass, and I gasp and begin fucking back against you, rubbing my cock on the
Miata's hood. Before a dozen thrusts have gone by, you're fucking me harder
than I've ever been fucked before, slamming your body into me to crush my cock against
the car with every thrust. Then, though I'm sure with each onslaught that it's
not possible, you fuck me harder -- and harder, and harder, until I'm screaming
as I take your violent thrusts into me. And spasming, hard, my jizz shooting
out to soak the front of my dress and cover the hood of the car in thick fluid.
But you're not satisfied -- no, you want to fuck me longer. You pound me again
and again and again, shoving your cock farther into my ass than I knew I could
take it.


 


But when you're ready to shoot,
you don't let me off easy. You don't do it to me the easy way -- instead, you
yank me off the car, your knee in my balls. You spin me around, throw me to the
ground so I land, bare and well-fucked ass wide open against the dusty ground,
as you pump your cock. The first hot stream hits my tits, soaking the spandex
where it's been pulled down to reveal my bra. The next stream pumps out onto my
face, the next into my short hair. More streams shoot onto my tits again, until
the front of the spandex dress is slimy with your cum. Finally, you stick your
half-hard dick back into my mouth and milk the last few drops onto my tongue. I
swallow obediently, suckling on your cock as it softens.


 


"Stand up," you tell me,
and pull your soft dick out of my mouth. "Turn around."


 


I do, and you bend me over the
Miata again, and I hear the jangling of keys. My wrists come free and I start
to rub them, massaging the tingles out of them. You step back, and I lose my
balance, slide to the ground.


 


"Go get them," you tell
me, taking out your flashlight and illuminating the detritus in front of the
car.  


 


I crawl through the dirt and
retrieve my long blonde wig, my black panties, my B-cup falsies. I pick up the
scattered remains of my lipstick, liner, compact, mascara, blush, foundation,
eyebrow pencil, condoms, lube, roofies, uppers, joints, and amyl from where
they fell after you dumped them onto the hood of the car. I put everything back
in the small sequined purse, now filthy with dirt. I come back to you, holding
everything clutched in my hands. You push me up against the hood of the car
again, this time facing out. You ram your knee into my crotch -- not to hurt
me, this time, but to hold me still.


 


"Hold this on your
face," you tell me, and hand me your flashlight. I blink into the bright
light.


 


You take a handkerchief out of
your pocket and wipe my face, smearing your thick cum all over it. It comes
away thick with a caked mix of makeup and semen, thick with bloody lipstick and
smeared mascara, thick with the dark shade of foundation I use, thick with
electric-blue eye shadow. When your cum is gone, you tell me to hold still and
spit in my face. I stand there, taking it, feeling your spittle dribble down
over my cheeks and chin. Then you wipe away the rest of my makeup.


 


We're still illuminated brightly
in the light from your cruiser. I close my eyes as you rub foundation and then
blush over my cheeks, gingerly and cautiously, telling me to hold still. Then
you do my eyes, painting them carefully with blue, then black, then lengthening
my eyelashes with mascara. "Look up," you tell me. "Look
down." "Look to one side." "Purse your lips."


 


You put on my lipstick and lip
liner, choosing the brighter of the two shades I've brought. "Cocksucker
red," you tell me. "A girl like you knows how to choose her
makeup."


 


When you've finished painting me,
you put my wig on. You pull my bra open, put my falsies back in, take a long
time adjusting them. You pull up my semen-soaked dress and adjust that.
"Put them on," you tell me, handing me m y panties." I do. You
push me against the car and smooth down my now-filthy dress. You step back,
take a long look at me.


 


"You look perfect for a night
at the county jail," you chuckle. "The boys'll love you." 


 


My heart pounds.


 


"Drive more carefully next
time," you say. "If I see you on this highway again, it doesn't
matter how fast or slow you're going, I'm going to stop you."


 


I stand there against the car
while you walk back to your cruiser; you pull back onto the freeway and
disappear. My joints hurting, my ass aching and itching, my dress feeling slimy
against me, I climb into the driver's seat. I start the car and sit there,
tasting your cock on my tongue. I look down at the dirt on my legs and at your
semen covering the front of my dress. I remember what you said, knowing it
wasn't a threat -- it was a promise.


 


I'm badly in need of a bath, a
rest, a wipe. I should go home.


 


I put the car in gear. The tires
squeal as I take the onramp for the City.


 












Dressed for Dinner by Justin Dempsey


 


My wife came to visit me at my
office this morning. We didn't have lunch plans or anything; she just dropped
by unannounced. In fact, I was a little surprised to see her, and slightly
disappointed that I couldn’t move my meetings around and have lunch with her,
as there's a great little Italian place I've been dying to try out.


 


"But there's just no
way," I told her. "I'm meeting clients who are in from out of
town."


 


"Oh, no problem, don't worry
about it." Sitting across my desk from me, Juliet tossed her dark hair all
flirty and coy and smiled at me in this knowing manner. She looked amazing.
Every married man has to face the certain knowledge that as a marriage matures,
familiarity breeds both contempt and contentment. You see your wife every day,
and she's no longer the hot piece of ass you would have given your left nut to
fuck when you were in college. But if you're lucky enough to have a wife like
mine, there are still some days you look at her and go, "Damn."


 


This was one of those days. Juliet
looked amazing. Her skin was clear and rosy; she'd recently gotten her hair cut
into a short, severe bob that looked hip enough to shave ten years off her age
with the extra inches, especially  since she'd had it dyed black at the same
time, banishing those few strands of grey she so hated. I didn't really mind
them, but I had to admit that the Louise Brooks cut made her look younger. So
did the loose, revealing dress she wore; in fact, it was a little bit
shameless. It wasn't tight or slutty; she just wore it casually enough and held
her body easily enough to to show off the side of her black bra through its
loose, wide arm holes, the strap where the scoop neck hung off one shoulder, 
the lacy décolletage in deep red and purple, floral over see-through lace, where
the neckline plunged far lower than it should have on a woman of a dignified
thirty-five. But with a body like Juliet's there's nothing less dignified in
showing it off, especially when your husband sits across his big oak desk,
staring at you and drooling.


 


"You look amazing," I
said. 


 


She tossed her hair a little,
pursing her very red lips as if she were annoyed by my compliment. She had a
new shade of lipstick on, red as molten lava. Her lips looked decidedly plumper
with that bright shade coating them, and I must say that my wife's mouth looked
very kissable, but also slightly intimidating. It was the shade of lipstick
worn by supermodels, whores , back seat debutantes and porn stars, not
technical writers. And the way she pursed her lips with dissatisfaction was
even more disturbing. It was like she'd seen my compliment coming...as if she'd
expected it.


 


In fact, my wife seemed slightly
peeved.


 


Having your wife pissed off at you
is every married man's terror. I have been mercifully spared from it most of
the time, because Juliet is an exceedingly agreeable woman. She goes with the
flow. She's really not a high-maintenance wife.


 


But there was no doubting one
piece of married man's wisdom:


 


The day you tell your wife she's
gorgeous and she doesn't give a damn, you're screwed.


 


Sometimes I thought that sparkle
she gets in her eyes when I tell her she's gorgeous is about the only real
power I have. Without it, I was a eunuch.


 


But she didn't seem the least bit
interested. The comment was her due, and my delivery, it seemed, was
insufficient. My wife found me wanting.


 


She said sharply, "Do
I?"


 


The question mark at the end
sounding acerbic. It was as if she were challenging me to prove she was
gorgeous.


 


If she wanted me to elaborate, I
could certainly do that. With the dress and the new makeup and her recently
changed hair, there was a hell of a lot to compliment her on.


 


"Yes," I said. "You
look gorgeous. That dress is..."


 


She smiled tartly, and I turned a
little red.


 


"Are you mad about
something?" I asked her.


 


Juliet looked at me as if she were
mildly amused. 


 


She had a wide-eyed, credulous
expression on her face.


 


"No, darling, why?"


 


"You seem a
little...pissed."


 


She laughed lightly, almost
contemptuously.


 


"Darling, what would I be
pissed about?"


 


I turned very, very red.


 


"I don't know," I
shrugged. "That old laptop?"


 


Juliet sighed and smiled softly.


 


"That's just boy stuff,"
she said.


 


"What is that supposed to
mean?"


 


"Darling, you know I have a
healthy sex drive."


 


You wouldn't know it if you don't
know Juliet, but that kind of statement is just fucking weird. My wife
is a girly-girl, yes -- she's all lingerie, pearls and My Little Pony.
She can be feminine as hell without the slightest effort -- and as for feminine
wiles? She's got 'em in surplus.


 


But if there's one thing she
doesn't have, it's the kind of other-worldly aloofness she was displaying. She
was talking like Mia Farrow in The Great Gatsby, for fuck's sake.


 


"What the fuck is that
supposed to mean?" I asked her.


 


She sighed and gave me a tight
smile. "It means it's not that big a deal," she said. "Unless it
is."


 


"It's not," I said. Then
I stammered, "Unless it is."


 


Juliet and I basically don't argue
that much, but when we do, she can play the bitch like no one's business.


 


"Looking at other women isn't
-- I mean, I still want to look at you. You're really not mad, I hope?" I
gulped.


 


"No, darling. Why would I be
mad? I have the perfect husband. Or, at least, I will."


 


I snapped, "What is that
supposed to mean?"


 


She smiled mildly. "Nothing
at all, darling. I just mean you've really been improving yourself. Every day
you get a little better." She smirked. "And today is going to be no
exception."


 


I glared at her for a minute. She
gave me nothing.


 


I finally said, "I don't know
what you're pissed at me about, but I'm going to let it go. I love you."


 


She did not say it back. Instead,
she told me:


 


"Oh, I almost forgot! You got
a package!"


 


"At the house?"


 


"Uh-huh."


 


"Who from?"


 


"I don't know," she
said, a little sarcastically. "There's no return address."


 


She handed it over; it was a
letter-sized padded paper envelope that bulged. My name and address were
hand-written on the front.


 


Whatever was in there was big
enough I should have remembered ordering it. From time to time, I misplace
computer cords and order new ones on eBay, but I didn't remember doing so. And
this was considerably larger than a computer cord. More like the size of a
hardback book or something.


 


Juliet was looking at me with less
than no expression on her face. She looked deliberately bland, like she thought
I'd done something very wrong.


 


"What?" I asked her.


 


"Nothing," she said. She
leaned over my big oak desk. Her feet let the ground as she reached for me,
touching her very red lips to my cheek. Tottering on her hips and bent over my
desk, she kicked her feet up -- she had very high heels.


 


Her lips touched my flesh; they
were very slightly sticky with lipstick. I smelled her. She smelled very
good...I mean very good.


 


I tried to grab her, to kiss her;
her lips hovered millimeters from mine for a second, just out of reach -- then
she slipped away, leaving only her lush, spicy, unfamiliar scent behind.


 


I might be exaggerating slightly
if I say that this was the first time in fifteen years that my wife would not let
me kiss her. But if I put it that way, you'll get the point. The emotional blow
was like a mallet to the chest.


 


But I resisted the panic. She was
hard to read today; her not wanting to kiss me was the least of my worries.


 


"Are those new shoes?" I
asked her.


 


She put one foot up on the chair
by my desk, so I could see it. Her dress was short, I realized, and lifting her
foot up like that made it almost indecent. She had been working out; her legs
looked amazing. They were shrouded in nude-colored stockings with seams
up the back. Juliet rarely wore stockings. The shoes were black and shiny,
strap-pumps with four-inch heels. Juliet rarely wore heels that high -- three
inches usually did it for her, even for weddings and funerals.


 


But then, Juliet had been dressing
up a lot lately. Maybe the shoes were just another symbol of her re-inventing
herself.


 


They were were motherfucking hot.


 


I gulped.


 


Juliet said casually, "These
things? No, not at all. I've always had them. In the back of my closet, you
know." She fixed me with a  suggestive glare. "I think someone forgot
I had them."


 


She moved her body forward and
back, showing off her foot, twisting her leg a little to let me see her shoe
from all angles. Her skirt came up a little bit, and I saw that her stockings
weren't stay-ups or pantyhose. They clipped to garters under the loose but
short skirt.


 


I was starting to get the picture.


 


I asked her weakly, "New
perfume, too?"


 


She bent forward, over my desk
again, letting me get a good whiff. It was only lightly floral, its bouquet
mostly dominated by spicy and woody notes. It did something to my brain stem.


 


"Why," she asked.
"Do you like it?"


 


I gulped and nodded.


 


"Maybe I'll let you wear some
yourself, later."


 


My skin began to goosebump. If you
know Juliet, then you know her sense of humor, and that was the sort of thing
she might say as a joke. But she didn't say it as a joke; she said it with
cold, quiet menace.


 


"You're sure you're not mad
at me?" I asked her.


 


"Not at all, dear. See you
tonight?"


 


"Yeah," I said, and
opened my mouth to say something -- but she cut me off.


 


"Be home by six?" she
asked.


 


I had been about to say I planned
to work late, and might not be home until eight.


 


I didn't. I took a deep breath; I
nodded.


 


"Absolutely," I said.


 


My wife blew me a kiss, turned on
her very high heel, and left me in a cloud of her perfume. As she walked away,
I watched her ass in that very short skirt; it looked good. Don't get me
wrong; it always looks good. But this time...


 


She shut the door to my office
without being asked.


 


I regarded the package on my desk.
There was indeed no return address. What's more, there wasn't any postage.
There were no marks from a courier service; the envelope wasn't dirty, like it
had been through the mail. It was clean, like it had just been purchased...say,
like maybe at the little mom-and-pop office supply store in the basement of the
Downtown Mall a few blocks over.


 


You know the one. The first floor
has huge picture windows with mannequins dressed up by several of their
high-end tenants: Sweet Silk, Princess, Bonne Femme. It's
not exactly family-friendly, but then, the Financial District rarely has kids.
And those borderline obscene mannequin displays do tempt the businessmen in to
buy presents for their wives.


 


Or, in some cases, the wives in to
buy presents for their businessmen.


 


I fished out my letter opener,
slit the package. I glanced at the door to my office. Nervously, I dropped the
package into my lap before I peeled back the paper.


 


Inside was a black bra with
baby-pink flowers embroidered at the tops of the lacy cups, matching panties
and a garter belt, plus a fresh pair of black seamed stockings, sealed in the
package.


 


Everything smelled like her.


 


It wasn't any perfume I
recognized, nor had she worn it before. I know all of Juliet's scents; she's
got maybe five of them. She never overdoes it, but you can always smell her if
you get close. This was a new one. The panties and bra and stockings and garter
belt were very faintly draped in it.


 


A note was penned in Juliet's
hand, purple ink on pink paper, everything draped in her scent:


 


"J--See you at six. Don't
forget to dress for dinner. And that phrase you're looking for is 'Yes, dear.'
-- J"


 


Good old Juliet. She was lucky to
have me. No other man in the world would understand her sense of humor. 


 


Except I knew she wasn't joking.


 


#


 


 


It wasn't like it was totally out
of left field. Juliet was thirty-five, the age when a woman who's not having
kids often re-evaluates her life. Some months ago, she'd re-evaluated it and
decided to turn over a new leaf. A longtime technical writer, Juliet had left
her staff position to take a contracting job so she could start working from
home. Since I worked in the Financial District and tended to be gone long
hours, that gave her time at home to cultivate her other interests. She'd
started working out. She'd taken up reading on a variety of esoteric subjects.
She'd snooped around on the hard drive of my old laptop.


 


It's not like I'd lied to her. I'd
always been pervy -- we'd always been pervy. She and I had played a
little...well, more than a little, back in the day. But it had been a long
marriage and a long adult life and after fifteen years, you settle into
routines. It had been a good five years since I'd even pulled her hair; six or
maybe eight since I'd spanked her. I probably hadn't tied her up in a decade.


 


From the start, I think I
downplayed how much I like the idea of dominant women. I'd never really done
anything like that; I knew how to tie, how to spank, but I'd never dated a
woman who really wanted to take charge. I'd barely dated anyone before I
got together with Juliet, and that was fifteen years ago.


 


It was a pretty filthy hard drive.
I'll go so far as to say that a wife making her husband a present of panties
and a bra would probably have been the least hardcore thing in those folders
marked PRIVATE.


 


And no, I'm not pissed at her.
Fifteen years on, a wife should respect her husband's privacy. But what should
he expect? Leave a laptop in the back of the closet for a year, and an orderly
wife is likely to dig around a little. I won't go so far as to say that
snooping is endemic to the female character. Like I said, I really don't have
that much sexual experience with anyone other than Juliet, and virtually no relationship
experience at all. I can't say whether any other wife would snoop in those
circumstances, or do what Juliet did when she found out her husband was hiding
something from her.


 


But I will go so far as to say
that I think I kinda asked for it.


 


Juliet loves me. We get along
great. As, I'm sure, with any relationship, we do bicker now and then. There's
a sharp word or two traded sometimes, either from me or from her. But
ultimately, we get along. Like I said, we really don't fight that much, and it's
not because I'm henpecked. It's because we're both pretty reasonable, and
something in our natures makes us understand who needs to be in charge at any
given moment. I'm not like other guys I know; I don't have to spent my time
placating Juliet in order to preserve domestic tranquility.


 


But "Yes, Dear" was
about to become a regular part of my vocabulary.


 


#


 


 


I'm still not one of those rich
sons of bitches. My office doesn't have a private bathroom, so I changed in a
stall.


 


After my lunch with clients --
I'll admit, I was a little distracted -- I made my move.


 


I packed the envelope in my gym
bag, so in the very unlikely case that I was caught, I'd have plausible
deniability of a sort. "Oh, I was just changing in to my gym
clothes." If there was a fire drill in the middle of it or someone
accidentally busted into the stall, just how humiliated I would be sort of
depended on just what stage of the process they found me in. Standing there in
a bra and panties, stockings and a garter belt would more or less spell it out
to anyone who discovered me. It's not like it's illegal or anything. It
wouldn't exactly ruin my career. But holy shit, I would hate to have that
conversation in the break room. Or worse yet, not have that
conversation. If someone caught me changing into lingerie at work, there would
be a lot of knowing smirks in my co-workers' futures.


 


But then, I didn't plan to get
caught.


 


I went four floors down, where I
knew there were three empty suites, so the men's room would probably be mostly
abandoned. I picked the stall on the far end -- the one with the changing
table, somewhat inexplicably in an office building. I laid out my wife's
purchases, my heart pounding, every little creak or twitter of the pipes making
me jump. I took deep breaths of that sickly combination of masculine urine and
chemical deodorizer. I caressed the soft silk. 


 


There's something really nasty
about changing into lingerie in a men's room. The silky panties and bra smelled
like Juliet's new scent -- woody, spicy, intoxicating.


 


My cock was hard when I slid the
panties on over them. The hair on my legs felt itchy as I slid the stockings up
them. My coarse hair tended to clump together.


 


I wondered if Juliet would make me
shave my legs. Tonight, tomorrow, this weekend...how far would my
transformation go?"


 


I fastened the lacy tops of the
black lace stockings to the garters. I pulled on the bra -- A-cups. Everything
fit me perfectly. The bra sat tight against my tits; Juliet had talked me into
wearing one of my heavier all-cotton dress shirts she'd bought me for
Christmas. The bra wouldn't show through.


 


When I was "dressed,"
with the lingerie on and my shirt, slacks, coat, tie and wingtips over it, I
had to close my eyes and breathe deep to lose my hard-on.


 


I went back to my office and
called her at home.


 


She didn't answer.


 


I texted her on her cell:


 


"Yes, Dear."


 


She texted me back a moment later:
"What's up?"


 


I thumbed back: "I tried you
at home."


 


She responded: "Still out
shopping. :-)"


 


My skin goosebumped. I gulped.


 


I thought about what she might be
shopping for.


 


I texted: "For what?"


 


"Things," she responded.
":-)."


 


Fuckin' A, did she have to keep doing
that? I hate emoticons. Worse, she should know it scares the shit out of any
reasonable man when a dominant woman smiles at him and he's not sure what the
fuck she's smiling about.


 


"Things for dinner?" I
texted.


 


"In a manner of
speaking," she answered. ":-)."


 


My heart raced at jackhammer pace.
I thumbed quickly, so I wouldn't lose my nerve:


 


"I'm dressed for it."


 


There was a long stretch of
nothing, during which I started at the screen with my breath coming quick, my
heart going crazy.


 


She really took her time
answering. I think she as seriously enjoying making me wait. I was just about
to text her to ask if she was still there, when I got her response.


 


"No," she texted.
"Darling, you're only dressed for appetizers."


 


That was the last thing I heard
from Juliet for two hours.


 


At four, she texted me asking my
shirt size.


 


Juliet and I have been married for
fifteen years. She knows my shirt size.


 


In case you're wondering, it's
17-35.


 


Seventeen being the collar.


 


She just wanted me to know she was
buying one.


 


#


 


 


 


I spent the rest of the afternoon
in deliciously tormented agony.


 


The scent on the lingerie was
faint, but I could just barely detect it if I opened the sleeve of my dress
shirt and put my nose to it. I migrated up from my bra and down my arm and hit
my nostrils like a jolt of electricity. 


 


My cock went from hard to soft
then back to hard, then back to soft.... depending on how successfully I
suppressed my thoughts of Juliet.


 


My prick became erect so many
times that afternoon that my panties were soaked by 3 p.m.


 


I could feel the cool, sticky
residue of a dozen dribbles of pre-cum soaking the front and the bottom. Each
descent from erect to flaccid left a moisture trail, and often my cock would
end up pointing down. When it stiffened again, the glans would rub
against the soft silk fabric.


 


And don't even get me started on
my nipples.


 


Periodically, as my dick got hard
in the hollow under my desk, my face would redden; I'd have to breathe slow and
deep to resist the urge to slip into the men's room for a quick stroke I knew
Juliet wouldn't be happy about that.


 


I got almost nothing done all
afternoon. I had to crank the air conditioning up in my office just to keep
myself from sweating like a pig.


 


I just about went crazy thinking
about walking in the front door of our house and...what? What would Juliet do?


 


What was my wife going to do to me
tonight?


 


I left work early and walked to
the train station because I didn't feel like taking the shuttle. Every step
jostled the tip of my business against the smooth, silky fabric. In the back,
the panties rode up. They tugged their way deep into my softly furry ass-crack;
I could feel the fabric rubbing gently against my asshole as I walked.


 


Was my new, mean wife going to do
something there, too?


 


I had never done that. Not even a
little. Maybe in private. Just a little bit.


 


Wherever Juliet had been
"shopping for dinner," it was probably in the City. Maybe five or six
blocks South and West from my office. There's a strip of them right there near
Folsom Street.  Leather King, Mister L, Fancy Slick. That
was where my wife had bought me my collar.


 


Or maybe she just dropped by Pet
Palace.


 


 


#


 


 


I daydreamed on the train ride:
Juliet's eyes, cold and cruel; her perfect mouth, delicious and unkissable. I
shifted in my seat, feeling the tug of the panties up between my ass cheeks. I
loosened my tie and undid one button and tugged my collar open just enough that
I could catch a whiff of that new, spicy scent she'd 


 


I retrieved my car in the commuter
lot and drove home slowly, carefully, deliberately, resisting the urge to
speed.


 


Juliet was waiting for me...her
gorgeous lips off limits for the first time in fifteen years of marriage. Her
perfect tits, her full hips, her round ass, her irresistible cunt...it was all
shrouded in mystery, now, where as recently as this morning I felt as if I knew
everything there was to know about her. A vast enigma now spread herself on my
wedding bed, naked but veiled. Forbidden.


 


My wife was finally out of my
league. Maybe she always had been.


 


My heart pounded; my dick
throbbed.


 


I drove cautiously, watching
desperately for side traffic indulging in California Stops and jackass drivers
texting. It was the first day of the rest of my marriage. This was not a good
day to die.


 


#


 


 


I fumbled the keys out of my
slacks, feeling my fingertips graze the side of my panties through my pocket. I
let myself into our house.


 


The lights were down low. I didn't
turn them up. I almost had to, to read the note she'd left me -- purple ink on
pink paper. My eyes didn't want to settle down in the dim light; I could barely
focus.


 


But they finally adjusted.


 


"J--Dinner's on the
table," the note said. "Upstairs."


 


There it was again; that goddamned
emoticon.


 


":-) --J"


 


There was no question at all what
she meant. It's not a big house. There's no upstairs dining room. In fact,
there's no table at all upstairs -- unless you count nightstands.


 


Or unless you count the bed.


 


As I mounted the stairs, I undid
my tie. I shrugged off my jacket. Unbuttoned my dress shirt. I kicked off my
shoes, fumbled my belt open, unzipped my slacks. I left everything in a path
from the first floor to the second...like a trail of bread crumbs, waiting to
show me the way home. Or not.


 


I wondered, desperately, how much
of my hard drive she'd looked at. It was a very old laptop -- more than a year.
I racked my brains to remember. What had I been jacking it to, in secret,
twelve months ago? What fantasy had I pulled my pud to, those nights when my
wife went to bed an hour or two before I did?


 


Whatever it was, Juliet was about
to deliver it.


 


I reached the top of the stairs,
naked except for my bra, my panties, my garter belt and stockings.


 


I had to tug the panties out of my
ass crack.


 


The bedroom door was ajar just a
bit. In front of the door was a pair of black shoes. They matched the black
patent strap-pumps I had admired on Juliet -- but these were in my size.


 


A heavy black leather collar
perched atop them.


 


I buckled it on. I went across the
hall and sat down on the toilet to put on the pumps.


 


The toilet seat felt cold on my
ass. The panties augmented the sensation, calling attention to themselves by
transmitting the coolness of the seat. In fact, it was overall a little chilly
up here; my nipples stiffened against the bra, tormenting me as they'd been
doing all afternoon. The collar around my throat felt heavy, too, reminding me
of just how serious this was. My cock began hardening.


 


By the time I finally got the
high-heeled strap pumps buckled, I was fully erect and my nipples were
tingling.


 


I made a god-awful racket walking
across the hall in those shoes; the heels clacked against the hardwood. I felt
dizzy, uncertain, unstable.


 


I opened the door and found my
wife ready for me -- more ready than she'd ever been.


 


Or maybe she was always
like this, and I just needed a slap upside the head to see it.


 


#


 


 


She was glorious on the bed: nude,
spread, severe. Her tight, Louise Brooks hair scattered just the right amount
over the pillow. She wore nothing but her heels, the stiletto heels very far
apart as she lay and caressed herself. She was shaved. Her hand worked in and
out of her slit. Her other hand pinched at her nipples.


 


Next to her on the bed, she had
laid out a flogger, a cane, a riding crop. Black clothespins spilled from a
black satin bag on my pillow -- my side of the bed. Her nightstand had been
cleared of its lamp and its clock and its phone charger. On it was a black
towel with a box of latex gloves, a bottle of lube, and what appeared to be a
harness and a very large dildo.


 


"Ready for dinner?" she
asked.


 


I shut the bedroom door behind me
and got on my knees.


 


 


 











Fresh and Filthy by Marina Cooper


 


 


 


You've been begging for it since
our first date. I use the term "date" colloquially, of course,
because real dates don't cost $500. That's why you're the kind of guy who has
to beg for it. That's why you're the kind of guy who wants this.


 


You've been begging for it, and
I've said no a dozen times. I've denied you despite the fact -- and here I'm
going to blow your mind -- that the fact that you want it fucking turns me on.


 


The way I see it, what you want
is the filthiest, nastiest, dirtiest thing I've ever been asked to do in bed,
let alone since I've been working.


 


It's filthier than fucking a guy
in the ass with a strap-on until I cum, which I've already done to you three
times, four if you count the first session twice, since I left you tied up
after I climaxed and then came back for more fifteen minutes later. 


 


It's nastier than making you
greet me wearing nothing but panties and a slave collar. It's nastier and
dirtier than getting eaten out for an hour by a man thirty years older than me.
Both of which I do each Tuesday.


 


All those things, I've gotten
used to.


 


But I still can't get past my
belief that in order to not be a nasty, nasty girl, I need to wash daily. If
not more often.


 


Especially after sex.


 


Especially after repeated
sex.


 


But what you want is for me to do
exactly the opposite. You want me to go ten days without showering...and in
those ten days, you want me to fuck my boyfriend over and over and over again.


 


The fact that you want to taste
me ten days in to hygienic abstinence and sexual indulgence is at once a
revolting request and an unbelievable turn-on, probably the one because of the
other.


 


The fact is, since you begged for
it the first time, I've been fantasizing about it; sometimes I imagine it when
I need to get off. It never fails. I've toyed with not showering before our
Tuesday sessions; on one occasion, I went without on Monday as well and you
went fucking crazy on me, hungry for my sex like I've never seen you. You
tipped me $300.


 


But on that day when your tongue
worked its way into my dirty pussy, what made me decide that it was going to
happen for real is that it fucking turned me on. Something about having you
down there when I was less than meticulously clean, when I was so dirty I could
smell myself -- even if it was a soft, faintly ripe sent, not at all unpleasant
-- was fucking crazy hot. I never expected it to turn me on, but it did, and I
came so fucking hard.


 


I decided I was going to do it. I
was going to let you eat my dirty pussy. The fact that you're would pay me
$2,500 to finally do it makes it even more of a turn-on. Of course, I had to
talk you up from $1,500, but it's easy to negotiate when I have you down on the
floor with your balls twisted in my grasp, my stiletto heel in your chest and
my juices covering your face.


 


Ten days is out of the question,
I told you. I suggested three. You begged for four, and I found I couldn't say
no; the scent of that money was just too sweet, and I loved the way your face
got all broken up when I tugged a little bit on your balls and leaned my
stiletto into your chest.


 


"All right," I told
you. "Saturday, you'll get what you want. I better bet what I want."


 


"Yes, Mistress," you
whimpered, and I squeezed your balls tight just to hear you squeak and feel you
squirm. I laughed long and low.


 


"No orgasm today," I
told you, letting go of your balls and standing up straight while I smoothed my
dress down. "You may not jerk off." Then I took the $500 on the
nightstand and left, feeling wet from the power; I knew I'd go home and fuck my
boyfriend silly.


 


#


 


 


Convincing Zach to participate
was a bit more difficult, but truth be told, he's as much of a whore as I am,
and once he adapted to what I do for a living, he came to like the money. And
$2,500 is a lot of money. So he agreed to help, as you're about to find when I
spread my legs for you.


 


I took my last shower just before
midnight Tuesday night. Wednesday, Zach and I made love three times; each time
he came inside me. Thursday, we got it up to four, and I was already starting
to get alternately slippery and sticky; the scent was overwhelming and I
couldn't decide if it turned my stomach or excited me. On the third day, the
scent and the filth of what we were doing seemed to drive him to fuck me
harder, and I was pumped up with the knowledge of what I was about to do to
you. Zach fucked me another four times yesterday, though he only managed to
come inside me five times. The sixth time he had to finish himself off with his
hand, because even a stud like Zach gets exhausted.


 


Zach's cum deep inside me is one
thing, but it's also the middle of August. It's been over 90 degrees, and I've
been sweating as much as a girl can sweat. You'll get what you want, all right
-- and, like all things you get from me, you'll learn to be careful what you
wish for.


 


Now, it's Saturday afternoon. I
started off today with a long session with Zach's morning wood, me riding him
slowly until he came in me; then there was breakfast in bed since I was in no
way presentable to polite society. We had a quick hard post-breakfast fuck, and
a nap and a nooner that left me slick and full-feeling. You filthy little pig,
you're going to eat all of it. Every last drop of Zach's cum in me, four days'
worth leaking from my sex. Four days without a shower; four days of fucking my
boyfriend without washing. I'm filthy, as you'll find out when you kneel
between my legs. I'm also pissed at you, as you'll find out when I punish you
on Tuesday. I'm pissed at you because of how wet this makes me; I'm pissed at
you for encouraging my dirty side. As if I wasn't already dirty enough. You're
going to find out, piggy. You're going to find out just how dirty I am. This is
the day you make me clean again.


 


I drive over to your apartment
wearing a loose, short dress with nothing on underneath, and the very high
heels you love to feel against your balls and tongue. I can smell myself in the
car; I disgust myself and make myself fucking wet.


 


You greet me at the door as I
always have you greet me -- panties, high heels, slave collar. You shrink back
when you open the door for me, but I reach in and pull you out and kiss you in
the doorway as you shiver. If your neighbors see you dressed like this, that's
your problem; in fact, it makes me wet to risk your exposure like this.


 


I come in to the cool dark room
of your apartment and find the envelope on the table; I don't need to count it.
I put it in my purse and leave my purse near the door. I look you over. I
usually don't have you bother with makeup even though I approve of it on you,
because I don't like the feel of it on my thighs and pussy. Today, though, I've
instructed you to wear bright red lipstick, which makes you look like an ugly
whore. That works for me. Your cock is already hard, bulging the panties.


 


"I wonder if I'll let you
jerk off this week," I say as I caress the front of your panties, thumbing
the wet spot. It's been five weeks, now, and I know you're hurting. I grab your
balls and twist. You whimper and shudder all over.


 


"I don't think I will,"
I tell you. I slap you across the face and push you down to your knees. You
start worshipping my shoes, and I kick you away.


 


"Don't fucking waste my
time," I snap. "You know what I'm here for."


 


Normally I just lift my skirt and
sit down in the arm chair you bought specially for me; there's no reason to
stand on ceremony when the whole point is for me to fucking use you like a
whore. 


 


This time, though, I want to
enjoy it all the way, and what's more I want to leave my scent behind with you
so you can bury your face in it and remember what a little pig you are.


 


You've never serviced me in the
bedroom before. You asked, but I always said no. The bedroom is too intimate.
The bedroom is like I'm your lover, which I'm not. But now, the bed is just the
place for what I have in mind. You're going to smell me in your bed. You're
going to smell me as you sleep.


 


I go into the bedroom and strip
off my dress as I walk. I'm not wearing panties. I yank the covers off your
queen-sized bed and grab the pillow. I set it in exactly the right position to
elevate my ass, and mount it slowly, rubbing against it, climbing onto it and
humping it just enough to leave my scent. I roll onto my back and spreading my
legs wide, ass on the pillow. The scent is overwhelming. I can feel my pussy,
moist and juicy, ripe, leaking onto your pillow already. By the time we're
finished, it'll be my special gift to you.


 


You kneel at the side of the bed
staring at my pussy and breathing deep.


 


"Well, piggy?" I ask.
"Get to work, pig."


 


You climb onto the bed and lay
face-down, hanging over the edge. I haven't had head since Tuesday; normally
Zach is incredibly oral, but in a case like this of course it's out of the
question. The fact that I've been thinking of it non-stop for four days makes
your tongue on my clit feel incredible; as you lick down to my entrance,
teasing it open and tasting what's there waiting for you, I feel a hot rush of
power, and reach down to grab your hair. I grind your face into my sex,
listening to you whimper and work your tongue desperately trying to taste it
and pleasure me.


 


I pull your hair hard, tip your
head back, call you a piggy and slap you. Your face glistens with cum and my
juices and smeared lipstick. "Clit, piggy. You can eat my cunt after
you've made me cum." I laugh cruelly. "You'll get your treat when you
deserve it. Now make me cum."


 


I slap you again, harder this
time. I push your head back between my legs and close my thighs around your
face, relaxing into the covers as I hear the wet sounds and feel your tongue
working my clit, seething against it, rhythmically stroking while I ride your
face with hard thrusts of my hips and pressure on your head, one hand pulling
your hair and the other on the back of your neck.


 


I cum fast, jerking violently as
I reach my peak, fucking your face so hard that when I finally let you go,
you're panting, desperate for air.


 


I let out a long, low rapturous
laugh. "All right, piggy," I sigh. "Now you can take your
time." I spread my legs wider and caress the back of your head soothingly
as I guide your tongue to my entrance. You whimper and moan as your tongue
works into my dirty hole. Every few minutes I pull you back and see your face
red with shame and lipstick, glistening with juice and my boyfriend's stale
semen. I point that out to you, laugh at you, slap you across the faced, and
call you a piggy, and catch you grinding your panty-clad cock against the edge
of the bed.


 


"Ass up!" I growl
sternly. "Keep your fucking cock off of the bed, piggy. You are not
going to cum, do you understand me?"


 


Each time I pull you back, I put
you back between my legs with a new sense of urgency; I'm getting closer, and I
know I'm going to cum a second time. I'm almost there toward the end of the
hour, when I say to you breathlessly: "Clit, piggy! Now do my
clit..." and it's not a minute later that I cum, hard, pulling your hair
and pumping my hips up and down, forcing my sex against your face. I push you
away when I'm finished, leaving your hands and knees on the floor to worship my
heels and say "thank you, thank you Mistress, thank you."


 


"You're welcome, piggy. I'm
using your fucking shower."


 


I run well over the hour relaxing
under the searing hot water; I scrub myself savagely, disapproving of your
crappy choice in personal care products. I decide a tutorial will be necessary
next week, with my stiletto heel in a very strategic place while I instruct
you. For now, though, I make do, coming out with greasy hair but a clean puss.
You're still kneeling on the floor. Your cock so hard it's popped out of your
panties. 


 


I stand over you; I realize this
is the first time you've ever seen me naked. I kick my stilettos over to you
and let you put them on me.


 


I tuck one stiletto heel into
your panties and nuzzle your cock out all the way. I make sure I scrape it with
the sharp edge of the heel. You whimper. It makes me wet.


 


"Can you cum in ten
strokes?" I ask you.


 


"Yes, Mistress," you
reply.


 


I walk over to the bed, grab your
pillow. It still smells like me I put it on the floor in front of you.


 


"Do it on your pillow,"
I tell you.


 


You obey, popping your cock out
of your panties and stroking yourself off with almost no effort. I count nine
slow strokes before you start to spurt all over your pillow, which is perfect,
because it means the pleasure is just hitting you when you reach ten. I drive
my stiletto heel into your thigh and slap your cock out of your hand. 


 


Your cock pulses and spends, your
cock emptying but your pleasure vanishing before you can feel it. It's pleasure
you've been desperate for, and I took it away from you. God I'm so fucking wet.



 


I laugh softly.


 


"I think ten strokes was
generous, don't you, piggy?"


 


You seem like you're on the verge
of tears. So help me, I want that.


 


"Yes, Mistress," you
say. I hear the quaver in your voice that tells me you're in heaven as well as
hell, the tears threatening to break through precisely because they're tears of
pain and joy. God, if you were a different man I would fuck your brains out --
but you're not, so I grab your face and pinch your cheeks.


 


"It's very generous of me to
even let you cum at all, piggy, isn't it?" You say "Yes,
Mistress" with your face all pinched and your words mangled. I spit in
your face, and you let out a whimper. I force your mouth open further and spit
again, right into your mouth.


 


You're squirming, whimpering,
tears forming in your eyes. But they also look glazed with ecstasy. 


 


I bend close and let you feel my
breath against your face as I speak.


 


"Next time it'll be eight
strokes, and if you don't cum when I tell you to, I'll never let you cum
again."


 


I kick the pillow.


 


"Sleep with it, piggy,"
I tell you. "All night, every night. I'll check it on Tuesday. It had
better be crusty." I laugh. "Are you going to be careful what you beg
for, now, piggy?"


 


You shake your head fervently.
"No, Mistress."


 


It's your way of telling me how
much you love that I made you eat my dirty pussy, made you taste my boyfriend's
cum, made you sacrifice your own orgasm for my amusement. I laugh lightly.


 


I ease in to the loose dress, which
still smells like me, but not as much as your pillow. I let you kiss my heels a
little, and tease your cock with my stiletto. It's already getting half-hard
again.


 


"See me to the door," I
tell you. When you stand up and try to put your cock back in your panties, I
slap your hand away. As I stand at the door for a long time looking you over, I
make a decision and finally know what to say.


 


"Next week's fresh," I
say. "The week after that... filthy. Understand?"


 


"Yes, Mistress," you
say.


 


"Every time I'm filthy, it's
another $500. 


 


I let you close the door behind
me and go out to my car. In it, I open up my day planner and block off next
Tuesday morning. Zach has Tuesdays off.


 


Have sex with Zach, I write. On
second thought, I add an arrow and MESSY, all caps, before "sex."
Then I add FILTHY. Then DISGUSTING. I'm already hot, but I get a little turned
on just from writing the words. 


 


Five hours ought to do it.


 


I write your name at the end of
the morning, with a happy face.


 


 












Let's Get You a Lap Dance by Kendra Simms


 


 


"I wonder if it's true what
they say?" I mused aloud, caressing Brian's ear. "About strippers
loving it when women come in as customers. You think?"


 


"Oh, it's definitely
true," said Trish emphatically, her hand up my husband's shirt, playing
with his nipples. "They go crazy. You can get more mileage as a
woman than our poor little boyfriend here would ever get as a
man...."


 


"Your boyfriend,"
I purred. "My husband. Isn't that right, darling?"


 


Brian grunted; he tried to squirm,
but Trish and I were both half-on-top of him, pinning him down to the back seat
of the cab.


 


While she played with her nipples,
Trish had slid her knee up between his legs and rammed it up against the hard
plastic rig that secured his cock and balls.


 


His balls were full and solid,
days into their denial, and his cock was trying very hard to become
erect. It was stopped by a clear plastic tube that forced it down at a painful
angle whenever it reached half-erection.


 


That put more pressure on his
balls, since each time his cock expanded to fill the available space and then
some, Trish and I would notice -- and go at him harder.


 


We'd tease him -- like we were
teasing him now. With our hands on his crotch, his face, his nipples. And with
our words -- we'd tease him verbally.


 


"Or is that wrong,
baby?" I breathed warm and sexy into his ear, while I reached down to feel
the firm bulge of plastic and metal in his suit pants, where his cock should
be. "Is it wrong to call Trish your girlfriend, since, I mean,
isn't it, like, the definition of a girlfriend that the very least she
does is fuck a guy? Or I mean, if she's, like a total prude, at least,
like...give him blowjobs?"


 


Trish knew how to act on cue; she
dropped her knee down into the footwell of the cab, so an instant after I said
"blowjobs," her face was up against Brian's stomach, her tongue
tracing a path wetly across just beneath his navel.


 


Brian moaned in pain as his cock
tried to get hard.


 


I breathed warmly into Brian's
face: "And she doesn't give you blowjobs, does she, baby? She and I don't
even let you cum, any more. Isn't that right?''


 


Brian wriggled in his seat. Trish
and I laughed happily.


 


If the cab driver was bothered by
this display, he didn't show it. He was talking the whole time on his cell
phone, on top of having the ten-o-clock news at deafening volume on the radio. 


 


Trish and I normally try to be
discrete when we're topping Brian -- but now, there just wasn't any reason for
it. We were as shameless as we knew how to be. In fact, Trish had Brian's pants
undone and had pulled down the pair of pink panties we'd made him wear. She was
running her tongue all over the edges of his chastity tube and had Brian
whimpering for mercy as I kissed him. 


 


We'd been teasing him long before
the driver pulled up in front of the strip club, which was when Trish put
Brian's locked-up cock away in record time, tucking him back in his pink
panties, zipping up his suit pants, buckling his belt.


 


The driver told us the amount with
an accent so heavy I couldn’t understand him. Luckily, the display on the dash
told us how much the ride was.


 


"Pay the man, darling,"
I purred in my husband's ear. "And don't forget to tip. He's not the only
one you'll be tipping tonight."


 


Brian obeyed me, taking out his
wallet, fishing out a twenty and two ones to leave a five-dollar tip. It was
one of those reasonably classy clubs, so a doorman had already opened Trish's
door. She got out, and I was left alone in the back of the cab for a moment
with Brian.


 


I kissed him, feeling the heat in
his mouth and his tongue. I looked in his eyes and for an instant I saw real
fear -- real anger at being so humiliated.


 


Then, with a beautiful twinkle in
his eyes and a tiny twist to his mouth that hinted at a smile, I saw the
perverted glee that came from being treated like this.


 


My heart had skipped a beat there.
Now it pounded, with excitement.


 


I kissed the side of his neck and
said, "Come on, lover. Let's go get you a lap dance."


 


#


 


It was a yummy club inside
-- one of those high-class places where every last girl is beautiful. Since I'd
put Brian in chastity -- with Trish's assistance, of course -- I'd been more
turned on to women than ever. More importantly, I had the confidence not to be
threatened by the desperate way that Brian looked at each mostly-naked woman
that passed him as Trish and I led him to a booth.


 


"Do you like her,
darling?" I asked him as one slim blonde dancer walked by, swaying on her
high heeled shoes. "How about her?" A brunette, with very large
breasts walked by and gave Brian a flirty up-and-down look. "What about
that one, baby, she's so young!" Another blonde went by, slimmer than the
first but stacked, her hair in pigtails and her outfit a kinky take on the
schoolgirl uniform. She had a plaid micro-mini on her very slim hips and a
matching plaid G-string visible underneath them. Her halter was white and her
breasts spilled out. She wore a skinny black tie hanging between them.


 


Brian definitely liked her. We
made our way to a booth with red velvet seats and a low black linoleum table.
We sat him down with Trish on one side of Brian, me on the other.


 


"Spread your legs,
darling," I told him.


 


When he hesitated, Trish reached
up under his shirt and tweaked his nipple. Brian gave a little squeal and
obeyed me while Trish and I laughed softly at his distress.


 


Having his legs spread meant that
his hard-encased cock bulged out like a boner. It was intensely humiliating for
him...I could tell that by the reddening of his face and the way his eyes
dropped to the floor in shame.


 


I grabbed his longish hair and
pulled it. "Darling, we're at a strip club. It's polite to look at the
girls. Look up there, darling. Look at that one on the stage! Is she cute,
baby, do you think she's sexy?"


 


Struggling to keep his cock from
getting hard, Brian didn't want to look. 


 


He did, though, when Trish joined
in, pinching his nipples even harder. In the shadows of the booth, we could get
away with this kind of treatment...we were patrons, just like him. And the
dancers seemed to know that a girl-girl-guy threesome was likely to drop more
money on lap dances than even a single guy would.


 


And they were right. We also
planned to drink more -- that's why we'd gotten a cab.


 


A cute little college-age Latina
girl showed up, wearing the uniform of the cocktail waitresses -- little black
skirt, bikini top and high heels.


 


"Can I get you folks a
drink?"


 


"How about a nice tall glass
of you?" laughed Trish flirtatiously. "Sorry, that's cheesy."


 


Trish laughed some more, while the
cocktail waitress flirted back and Brian tried to look down. "What are
your specials?" asked Trish, and I knew what she was thinking. She wanted
the waitress to stay as long as possible -- because Brian loves Latina girls.
And she also knew that he was probably worried about whether he was allowed to
look at a waitress the same way he looked at a stripper.


 


I whispered in Brian's ear,
"Look at her tits, baby. It's okay to ogle her. Look at them. They're
really hanging out of her top, aren't they?"


 


Brian nodded miserably.


 


"And for you, Ma'am?"


 


"Oooh," I said. "I
like it when you call me Ma'am. I'll have a champagne, and he'll have a bloody
Mary."


 


Brian bristled. He hates bloody
Marys.


 


Trish and I laughed about that as
the dancers lingered around our booth, waiting till we had our drinks to come
up and offer us a lap dance.


 


While we waited, I made Brian look
at the stage, and asked him again how sexy he found the girl up there.


 


He answered with a soft moan of
pain as his cock fought against the tightness of his chastity tube.


 


The dancer on the stage couldn't
have been more than nineteen or twenty -- quite a bit younger than me, and much
younger than Brian. She was skinny and Goth, with close-cropped brunette hair
and a sprinkling of tattoos. She had piercings, which she flashed when she
tugged her G-string out of the way to receive a tip from a patron at the edge
of the stage.


 


"That's naughty, baby. I
don't think she's supposed to do that. Do you think she's one of those bad, bad
girls? The kind who will suck your dick in the VIP room if you let her..."
I laughed. "If you had a dick to suck, that is...instead of that useless
lump of locked-down plastic."


 


"Hell," said Trish.
"I'd suck his dick. If he wasn't such a chastity whore. I know he loves
being teased and denied. That's what I like about him. You're such a good
friend for sharing."


 


"Oh, it's my pleasure,"
I said, leaning across Brian to put my face in close proximity to Trish's.


 


We teased each other, taking a
long, slow dance right in front of Brian's face. We made lots of lingering,
hungry eye contact before we finally kissed.


 


I leaned hard on Brian's
bulge as Trish and I started making out. I felt her up, too, there in the
shadows of the booth. I even grabbed Brian's hand and planted them on her tits.
He tried to pull his hand away, but I held his hand there.


 


"Come on, baby. Feel her
tits." He did. "Aren't they nice?" Brian nodded. "Don't you
wish she'd let you suck them?"


 


Brian moaned in pain.


 


A dancer appeared. "Hi, I'm
Scarlett. Can I offer you a lap dance?" 


 


Scarlett was a particularly cute
little redhead. She was petite and stacked and wore an emerald-green bikini,
through which I could see her nipples.


 


Brian tried not to look. I told
him, "Come on, baby, look at this beautiful girl. She wants to give you a
lap dance. Don't you want one?"


 


Brian answered with a pathetic
little squeal.


 


Trish and I laughed at the
redhead. Brian loves redheads. Trish and I are both brunettes, but it
was no secret how hot Brian thinks creamy-skinned red-haired college girls
were.


 


Scarlett looked Brian up and down
flirtatiously -- then she looked at Trish and me. Her eyes went wide as she
realized what was happening -- we were topping him. She liked that.


 


"Well," said Trish.
"If he doesn't, I do. Can we share one?"


 


Scarlett said, "We don't
normally do that, but...for two women, that's all right."


 


"Can my husband watch?"


 


Scarlett said that was more than
fine.


 


We told Brian to pay the girl,
counting out twenties until Trish and I felt the girl had been adequately
compensated for what she was about to give us -- and more importantly, to give
Brian. It was $120, which made Scarlett's eyes get huge.


 


We pushed Brian over to the edge
of the booth and made him sit on his hands -- just like Trish and I were
supposed to do. But when Scarlett started writhing and dancing all over us,
moving from one lap to the next, rubbing her pretty ass up against Trish and
me, she "forgot" to remind us to keep our hands down. She let us
caress her belly and slide our hands down onto her hips while she rode us. She
arched her back and leaned way back and brushed her lips against my neck, and
actually kissed Trish, while I gently caressed her thigh.


 


She lost her green bikini top and
reached over to drape it in Brian's face. He accepted it, and desperately sniffed
it. He gave a weak little moan.


 


Scarlett reversed her stance and
straddled Trish, making out with her. It was nothing too obvious, but their
lips definitely met...and Scarlett didn't back away when Trish's tongue slid
into her mouth.


 


Then she gave me the very same
treatment. I was flushed and wet by the time she was finished.


 


"Darling, you've got to try
this girl," I said to Brian. "You like redheads, don't you?"


 


Brian trembled in shame and
excitement. I could see his bulge in his slacks, as he sat with his legs spread
as I'd ordered him to do.


 


"Come on, darling. Pay the
girl for another lap dance. You don't mind, to you?"


 


Scarlett didn't. Brian forked over
another hundred dollars, while a pretty blonde with very large tits -- fake, of
course -- and the black-haired Goth girl from the stage came by. 


 


Trish motioned them to us. Both
girls came over, excited.


 


"If you'll do both of
us," said Trish, "You can do three people for the price of
four."


 


The blonde wasn't the sharpest
knife in the drawer. She did some math in her head and said, "Oh!"
Both girls agreed.


 


We made Brian pull his tortured
face out from between Scarlett's tits in order to pay the blonde and the Goth
girl.


 


They were named Candi and
Amarantha. They crawled all over Trish and me and drove both of us wild. We
were both dripping wet by the time Scarlett finished Brian's dance, leaving him
humiliated and red-faced. The front of his pants looked moist -- surely from
her pussy, which she'd rubbed against his hard chastity tube. He was so desperate
for relief that he had actually guzzled two-thirds of his bloody Mary...a drink
he despises.


 


I drank the rest of it as we sent
Candi and Amarantha over to torment Brian. Meanwhile, Trish and I made out in
the booth, watching them, getting off on Brian's pain. 


 


He clearly had to fight not to get
hard, but it wasn't working very well. His discomfort increased as the two
girls draped their breasts in his face and made him sit on his hands whenever
he forgot his place and reached for them.


 


He got nowhere near as much
attention as we did...but both dancers knew what was happening. Clearly, he
wasn't the first chastity slave whose wife had brought him in to this club.


 


By the time Candi and Amarantha
were finished with him, Brian's eyes were red and wide; his hips worked
furiously as his tormented face stayed twisted in obvious pain.


 


Trish and I were flushed and
hungry for each other.


 


I decided we'd tormented my
husband enough for now.


 


We snuggled up against Brian. 


 


Trish whispered, "We're going
to take you home, now, darling."


 


"And then we're both going to
fuck you."


 


Brian's eyes went wide. He moaned.
He couldn’t believe his luck.


 


I laughed and kissed Trish in
front of him.


 


"Of course," she said,
"You'll be wearing a strap-on..."


 


Brian's eyes rolled back in his
head as we laughed at his pain.


 


Trish and I took turns kissing
Brian as the bouncer summoned us a cab.


 


He squirmed more and more with
each moment of his torture. Trish and I got more and more turned on by his
distress. 


 


Trish and I smiled at each other
eagerly. Brian was going to have a very long night...


 


 













Lunch with Mistress Katia by N.T. Morley


 


Thank God no one happened to be in
your office at 1:45 when you unzipped your nylon lunch bag. You reached inside
for your tuna sandwich and juice box, and found a pair of panties.


 


See, Katia packs your lunch every
day, as she's been doing since she became your Mistress three months ago. She
likes to control what you eat, when you eat it. she's deemed that you eat lunch
at 1pm, not before or after, and she feeds you what you like, or what you don't
like, based on her own whims and whether you've pleased her properly the night
before with your mouth and your cock and your ass and your whimpers of pain and
pleasure. You accept it, because she owns you.


 


And sometimes Mistress Katia
leaves you treats in your lunch. There was the time she left a picture of her
foot, on which you were instructed to jerk off. There was the tuna sandwich she
implied in her note -- you still don't know if it was true or she was just
fucking with you -- that she'd made with your own cum. There was the spicy red
pepper paste she instructed you to either wear or eat; you opted to wear it,
slathering it all over your balls until your cock swelled hard and tears poured
from your eyes. There was the butt plug.


 


In short, Mistress Katia has a
very perverse sense of humor, as well as a demented idea of what appropriate
relations between men and women are, which is why you love and adore and fear
her, and why you pop a hard-on just about every damn time she deigns to amuse
herself by manipulating your sexuality.


 


Which is what happens today:
Folded atop the brown paper bag presumably holding your sandwich, nestled next
to the liter bottle of water, you find a pair of slutty little pink panties
with a note pinned to the front, right up against where your dick will soon
reside:


 


"Here's a nice
pair of slutty pink pretty panties for a pretty pink slut. Wear them the rest
of the day, Tiffany. You'll be wearing lace all weekend long."


 


 


She calls you Tiffany because you
told her, about three days into the relationship, that you had no desire to
cross-dress, that you didn't have an inner female, an inner slut, that you
didn't need an inner girl to be topped by her. She just laughed and said,
"Oh, you'll have an inner slut by the time I'm done with you,
Tiffany," and has used that name for you ever since. It took you a long
time to get used to the cross-dressing, but Mistress Katia's training is not
something you're able to resist. Now just the sight of lacy, frilly underthings
and you're hard; you're hungry for humiliation, desperate for Mistress Katia to
make you put the things on, and observe what a sexy little slut you are.


 


She's prone to this, your
Mistress, prone to the kind of sexual adventure that comes by divine fiat,
giving you orders and knowing they'll be obeyed despite extreme discomfort and
humiliation. 


 


Your overwhelming desire to please
her isn't why you'll obey her, either. That's no fun for her, because it's too
easy; you learned early when you were punished hard for being too eager to
please. She'd ordered you to lick her shoes and you did without protest; she
made you pay for that, and now you know that obeying too easily is as big a
mistake as not obeying at all. As Mistress Katia put it once: "The last
thing I want is a little bitch: If I wanted a bitch, I'd get some little twink.
You're a man, which is why I get so wet making you do what I say."


 


No, you don't do it because you
want to please her; in fact, you don't want to please her at all, you want to
displease her so she'll make you please her so she won't punish you for
pleasing her without being forced. It's all very complicated, and makes your
cock so fucking hard you can't fucking see straight.


 


But it's not just a matter of
disobeying to obey; it's because your cock, already hard, goes aching and tight
and practically ready to shoot when you think about what happens when you lie
to her. She knows; she always knows. When you lie to Mistress Katia, even over the
phone -- especially over the phone -- she knows, immediately, always. You don't
know if it's some tone in your voice, some hidden message in the words you
choose, but Mistress Katia reads your mind and informs you that you're lying,
and punishes you for doing so, even if you're miles apart. 


 


And when Mistress Katia reminds
you that she owns you, you feel the leash running from her hand to your balls
more acutely than ever, feel how tightly she holds your nuts and your guts and
your soul in her grasp, and how it amuses her to toy with them.


 


Which is why you lie when she
calls you at 1:50, because you're already hard and ready to play.


 


She sighs a musical little laugh.
"Have you eaten lunch yet, Tiffany?"


 


"Yes," you lie. She
always gets pissed when you don't eat on time, because it lowers your stamina
in the evenings. She wants you ready to fuck when you come home, and if you eat
too late you get sleepy. "I'm wearing them," you say, your voice
trembling slightly.


 


She laughs. The sound is cruel.
"You're such a bad liar," she says. "You almost make it
pointless to punish you for doing it. Almost. Now put those panties on. Put
them on right now, Tiffany." She says the name firmly, with
impossible cruelty.


 


Your cock's throbbing, now, as
hard as it gets. You say "Yes, Mistress." 


 


"And then eat your lunch. I
think you'll find it tasty. Be sure to drink all the water, too. The whole
bottle."


 


She hangs up on you. You get up
and lock the office door, pull the blinds, and quickly kick off your shoes,
lower your trousers, slide off your jockey shorts and wriggle into the panties,
which are thin satin with lace and a padded behind that almost builds your ass
into a feminine one. The fact that you're shaved from balls to ankles makes the
feel of the lace sliding up your legs even more erotic. 


 


The front of the panties, of
course, is not built for a man with a hard-on. It's very hard to tuck yours
into the tightly stretched fabric, and you know it will keep popping free. You
want to jack off so bad. You could jack off, all right... just haul it out of
the panties; you wouldn't even need to haul it out, just let it pop free. Then
a few hard strokes would have you shooting on your desk or maybe into your
jockey shorts or even into the panties.


 


But she'd know, of course... she
wants you hard and aching when you come home, and she can always tell how much
you've thought of her all day, and whether you've jerked off. The punishments
in this case would be extraordinary. Your cock pops free. With a trembling
hand, you shove it back in your panties and try to stretch them over the top to
hold them there. The think pink fabric darkens at the tip of your cock, which
is leaking pre-cum.


 


You put your slacks back on, lace
up your shoes, and stuff your jockeys into your lunch box. You sit down, crack
open the bottle of water, take a sip. You open the paper bag, thinking you'll
find your sandwich.


 


Instead, inside the paper bag
there's a small Tupperware container of... something. You know what it's going
to be, or what it's going to look like, before you even open the container. You
read her note:


 


"Don't you ever
wonder what I do all day? I was going to let you go hungry, Tiffany, but you
had to lie to me. Eat your lunch. All of it. After all, I do believe in
recycling. "


 


 


You know what you're going to
find, but you still feel a cold wave go through you as you open the container.
You know what Mistress Katia does all day: She beats and whips and ass-fucks
men all day, which is why you're so impossibly lucky that she still wants to do
it to you at night. She also, if they're very, very good, lets them jerk off;
if they're incredibly good and it pleases her to do so, she might jerk them off
herself, as she's very occasionally done to you. And that's what you're staring
into -- maybe -- you can't be sure. There's a container of what looks like
gruel, only it might not be gruel. You'll never know until you take a bite.


 


She's given you a cheap plastic
spoon. You obediently take a spoonful of your lunch, feeling your cock swell
and throb against your panties. You know the taste from when Mistress Katia
lets you cum on her hand, and then feeds it to you. You know the taste well --
too well. This tastes like that. You're sure it's gruel she's somehow flavored
to taste like cum... Mistress Katia loves you. She would never make her
cherished little slut Tiffany eat the cum of strange men for lunch just to
humiliate her at work.


 


Would she?


 


You finish your lunch, feeling a
strange peace come over you as you wash it down with most of the water. Your
cock throbs as you relax. It goes from hard to half-hard, but never quite to
soft, as you do paperwork for two hours. You can feel the gruel, or cum, or
some combination thereof, warm and swelling in your belly, reminding you of
your status as Mistress Katia's slut.


 


Your bladder, too, begins to
swell. You're afraid to get up to use the bathroom, because Mistress Katia has
long since forbidden you from ever using a stall; you're only allowed to use a
urinal.


 


Your cell phone rings at 4:30.
"I'm wearing them, Mistress," you say, your voice low and meek and as
feminine as you can make it.


 


"And?"


 


You lower your voice even more.
"I'm hard," you say softly. "Mistress."


 


She laughs again. "I bet you
have a piss hard-on, don't you? And you're afraid to use the bathroom at work
when you're wearing your pretty pink panties, because I won't let you use a
stall like the girl you are. Is that right, Tiffany?"


 


You writhe in your chair; your
nipples feel hard against your cotton-poly shirt; your tie feels tight around
your throat.


 


You say "Yes, Mistress."


 


"Remember how you lied to me,
Tiffany?" she purrs. "You lied to me and I punished you by making you
eat strange men's cum for lunch. Or did I?"


 


"It might have been
gruel," you blurt, immediately regretting it.


 


She laughs softly, obviously very
pleased with her game. "Would you like to piss, Tiffany?"


 


Your belly aches, your hard-on
hurting from badly needing both to piss and cum. You say, "Yes,
Mistress." You redden. "Please, may I piss? In a stall?"


 


"No," says Mistress with
a small but audible yawn. "I think you'll use the urinals in the
basement."


 


You swallow. "The
basement?"


 


"Do you need a hearing aid?
Yes, Tiffany, use the urinal. Unzip your slacks, haul your hard cock out of
your panties, and point it at the urinal. Then piss." She laughs. "Of
course, you'll have to lose your hard-on first... will that be a problem?"


 


"I... I can't do that."
You're not even sure yourself if you're saying it because it makes you hot to
say it, because you know for sure she'll make you, or because you really think
you can't.


 


She just laughs and says
musically, "If you can't, you can't." Her voice is smiling. "But
I think pissing on the street is going to be a lot more
conspicuous."


 


"The street?"


 


"That's your other
choice," she purrs. "Either one's fine with me. Though if I were you,
I'd prefer the urinal."


 


Your voice is lost, now, floating
between hunger and surrender, desperately begging for mercy without daring to
beg, wishing she didn't know how to fuck with your mind so completely. It's all
alive, now, with violent tingles, every inch of your body, especially the parts
she fucks or fondles or punishes: ass, asshole, mouth, throat, nipples -- and
most of all your cock and balls, which are a mess of stretched and swollen pleasure
and agony, your cock soaking panties with pre-cum and your balls tucked up so
high and tight with their swiftly growing agony that you think you're going to
explode.


 


"Yes, Mistress," you
say, feeling your bladder swollen and pained. She hangs up on you and you
obediently get out of your chair, ready to humiliate yourself utterly because
she told you that you're going to.


 


At first you don't know how the
fuck you're going to even get up a floor without parading your hard-on in front
of everyone in your department, but you manage to get your blazer buttoned in
such a way that it only shows a slight lump. You walk quickly and make it to
the elevator, and breathe easy until several small groups of people get on. You
try to look casual. Instead you sweat and breathe hard, ever more aware of your
cock and your balls and your panties.


 


Everyone disembarks at the lobby,
and you continue to the basement. A casual listener might have assumed that
Mistress Katia is being kind by allowing you to use the basement pissoir. She's
not; Mistress Katia is rarely, if ever, kind. The basement is where the
delivery drivers park their vehicles; there are many dozens of them, big burly
guys who smell of cologne and sweat and look down on office workers like you.
They parade in and out of the bathroom all day long.


 


The basement is mostly empty, a
small mercy. You slip into the men's room and go up to the urinal in the far
corner, leaning in close. You unzip your slacks, reach in, and free your
straining cock from the slutty pink panties. The front is soaked with pre-cum.
You haul your prick out and point it at the urinal, trying to turn your body so
the panties, at least, aren't visible from the door in case any truckers walk
in.


 


You strain; you struggle; you try
to think of unsexy things but all you can imagine is Katia's voice, rich like
chocolate, telling you how you're going to humiliate yourself by eating cum and
pissing in a urinal with your cock hanging out of panties soaked with pre-cum.
Your cock, if anything, gets harder.


 


Your bladder swells in agony as
you try to piss. You bite your lip. Nothing changes except a slight swell in
your cockhead when you strain, and a thick dollop of pre-come slipping free of
your slit and dribbling down on to your hand. You can't stop yourself; you
bring your hand up to your mouth and lick it off. It reminds you of the taste
you can still sense at the back of your throat -- cum, or something that tastes
like cum. You ate a whole container of it, Tiffany. You're a slut. Your
cock throbs. It bounces there, free, utterly refusing to go soft even a little
bit. You fight the urge to stroke it. You've finally decided you're going to;
just a few strokes, it'll feel good, you won't tell her, she'll never know.
Then you hear the door pulling open.


 


You've got your blazer closed and
you're across the restroom in seconds. Before the two chatting delivery drivers
make it in the door, you're seated in a stall, pants around your ankles, cock
jutting up out of the pretty pink panties.


 


The two guys jaw about football
while they sidle up to the urinals and piss. One of them farts loudly. The
other one compliments him on it.


 


You struggle to think about
something unsexy -- these two blokes are a good start -- but all you can do is
make your cock harder when you strain. The two guys leave without washing their
hands, and you're left their panting, you cock in your hand.


 


Your cell phone rings. You fish it
out of your jacket and answer it.


 


"What do you know?" she
purrs. "It works in the basement."


 


"They have extenders."


 


She laughs. "So you are
still there. I guess that means you haven't been able to lose that
hard-on."


 


"You're right,
Mistress," you say.


 


"Well," she sighs.
"I guess you're pretty screwed, then. If you can't think of something
unsexy, you're going to be stuck down there all day. On the other hand, if all
you can think of is my mouth... sliding down your cock... my tongue all over
it... mmmm... licking the cum out of you..."


 


"Mistress," you squeak.
"Please don't."


 


"Mmmmmm... my mouth swirling
all over your cock... licking you... tasting you... gliding my lips down to the
base and then sucking the cum right out of you..."


 


You know you can't cum -- you just
know it. Your bladder is too full; you're in too much pain; it's too
humiliating. besides, you've been trained to ask for permission every single
time, and it's almost never granted. This time, though, you can't stop it. She
purrs in your ear as you feel your hand beginning to move.


 


"All over your fucking
cock," she says. "And sucking the cum right out of it."


 


"Please, Mistress," you
gasp. "May I cum?"


 


"All right," she sighs
with a laugh. "This one time."


 


She says it just in time; if she
said "No," you were about to disobey her and face the consequences.


 


You groan as your cock begins to shoot;
you don't even care that it's coating the front of your suit. You shudder all
over as you finish cumming; the orgasm is particularly powerful with the
pressure from your bladder. It's so powerful it hurts; you let out a pained
squeak as the agony explodes through your lower body. Pleasure and pain:
Mistress Katia's favorite cocktail.


 


She laughs a soft chuckle. You let
out a soft breath of relief as your cock begins to soften; you breathe hard,
point it toward the toilet, and begin to relax. Finally, you're able to piss.


 


She stops you with a sharp
clucking noise before you can let your piss go. A tiny dribble leaks out as she
growls "Permission rescinded, Tiffany. You may not piss."


 


Your eyes go bleary, your breath
coming tight as you struggle to keep the piss inside you.


 


"Didn't I say use the
urinal?" she purrs.


 


"Yes, Mistress," you
say, with relief. She's going to let you piss at the urinal; now that you've
cum, it won't be too bad. You can do it fast and have your cock tucked back
into your cum-soaked panties before any of the truckers wander in and discover
what you're wearing.


 


She sighs with evident pleasure.
"Save it for the urinal at the movies, Tiffany. Meet met at the Blake
Street Cinema at 5:30. We'll enjoy a movie, and then maybe we'll talk about
letting you piss."


 


Your throat tightens; you feel
dizzy. Blake Street Cinema is the downtown porno theater, famous for its sleazy
clientele and rough trade in the bathroom.


 


"It's Friday night," she
says, "so I imagine it'll be pretty lively down there."


 


Katia chuckles softly at your long
silence.


 


"See you soon, Tiffany."


 


You clear your throat. "Yes,
Mistress," you say.


 


With a tiny whimper of pain, you stuff your cock back into
your panties.


 












My Date with Two Dommes by Shauna Cross


 


 


When Daphne and Yolanda make me
their whore, Yolanda insists that I dress for the part. 


 


That's why we have to do it at a
motel, rather than on our bed. I know if we just get busy one Saturday and I
let her do it, I won't be worked up the way I need to be to really let her take
my ass. I want to be a girl, and I want Yolanda to be the sleaziest, nastiest
biker son of a bitch who ever bent a poor little slut over and did her hard.


 


I want to be the kind of girl who wants
that kind of guy -- even though she's a virgin. And tonight, I am very much a
virgin.


 


Yolanda helped me a lot, but I had
to do it on my own. She's got her own part to play, so she's already scouted
out a sleazy motel. I don't know where it is or what it's going to be like. All
I know is that she'll be there; she'll text me at ten o'clock with the
location. I'll drive there, probably with my heart pounding, driving exactly
the speed limit and praying I don't have a busted taillight.


 


Because I'll be dressed like a
girl -- and not just a girl. I'll be dressed like the girl of my dreams...a
horny little slut, going to some sleazebag motel to get it on with an older,
nasty man.


 


I start with a long, relaxing
shower. I already shaved my legs a few days ago -- but I do a little touch-up.
Then I shave my balls. Yolanda insisted on this, because she knows what my
fantasies are like. She sees what I download from the internet; she knows what
stories and comics and scenes turn me on. "A horny little whore always has
her pussy shaved," she told me. "I want yours shaved, too."


 


So I shave them, my hand
exceedingly steady more out of fear that I'll cut myself than out of
confidence. I still can't believe I'm doing this. I can't believe I've got a
girlfriend who will do this.


 


When my balls are nice and smooth,
I do my chest. I don't have a whole lot of hair there to begin with, and of
course I'll be wearing a bra. But again, Yolanda insisted. She wants me shaved
all over.


 


I get out of the shower. I take a
few minutes to relax. I enjoy a glass of wine, knowing I can only have one.
I'll be driving, after all.


 


Then I start getting dressed.


 


The stockings go first, maybe
because they get me turned on the most. Then I put on a black lace garter belt
to match the black stockings with the seams up the back. My black lace panties
go on over the garters, so my "client" can pull them down if he wants
to. They're tight, and a little fuller than what I would consider sexiest --
because I'm going to have to have room in them to tuck my cock away. But I
don't bother to tuck just yet. Instead, I step into the black high heels that
Yolanda helped me pick out. I put them on this early in the game because it
turns me on to walk around on them -- even though I totter and sway, and even
though they make me so tall that I would never pass as genetically female. But
there's something so hot about walking around on such a high set of heels, and
I love the way they make my freshly-shaved legs look, especially in
these seamed stockings.


 


I know it's going to be hot to
wear breast forms this time of year, but I don't care. I spend some time with
spirit gum and the forms that Yolanda and I bought at the drag queen store in
the Mission. They're surprisingly convincing; I'm glad we went for the more
expensive model. I'm also glad we went for the D-cups; my shoulders are too
broad for any size smaller to give me anything like a feminine shape.


 


With the black lace bra on, I look
remarkably feminine from the waist down. My cock gives a little tingle, but I
don't let it stiffen. The black lace bra is mostly mesh in the front -- it
really shows off my tits, complete with their sculpted nipples. Topless, from
the waist down, I think I could almost pass at a distance.


 


If my damned cock doesn't get
hard.


 


I stuff it back into place -- not
a serious tuck job, just yet...just aiming it down so it won't be as likely to
get troublesome if I start to get partially hard while I do my makeup.


 


This is my favorite part.


 


I take a good long hour doing my
makeup, feeling more and more turned on as I gradually transform myself. I use
foundation, because even with as carefully as I shaved I've still got a tiny
whisper of a shadow. The heavy foundation takes care of that, even if it makes
me look like a whorish, painted slut. But that's sort of a good thing. I layer
on eye shadow -- bright blue. I put on lots of eyeliner and mascara. I put
blush on, till it looks like I'm a blow-up doll. I feel like the make-up is
necessary to make me look female enough to convince myself. And I'm more than
satisfied with the result; I still don't know if I could pass, but once I’m on
my knees in that sleazy motel room, it won't matter. It's all about creating
the illusion for me...and for Yolanda.


 


I leave the lipstick for last,
because that makes me hardest. My cock actually stiffens in my panties as I
slather and blot and reapply and fix up my lips until they look like a swollen,
pouty invitation for cock.


 


I put on my wig and take a while
to get it situated. It isn't easy...but I finally get it teased into that
freshly-fucked and freshly-fuckable look. I know I won't look like the girls
Yolanda has been with -- the skinny, nasty dykes she used to date before she
and I met. But I hope that I'll at least look fuckable for her. I know she'll
fuck me no matter how I look -- she does that sort of thing; she's my
girlfriend. But it'll be so much hotter for me if I see the lust in her
eyes...and can feel the lust in mine.


 


I get my cell phone and take a few
snaps, standing in the bright light of the bathroom and throwing a My Space
Face at the phone. I blink into the flash and end up with four or five picks
that I would want to fuck if I saw them online.


 


I text them to Yolanda with a
message: "cheap - $50 - white meat."


 


No answer, at least not right
away. I put down the phone and go back to the bedroom. I struggle into my
dress, a little black one to match my little black lingerie. I have to contort
my body get it zipped in back.


 


But I finally get it on, and
adjusted.


 


Only then do I tuck --
tight and firm. It isn't easy, but it's worth it.


 


Then I look in the mirror.


 


The dress is revealing, but its
high waist and flaring hips seems to accentuate the hips that aren't there.
Depending on how I stand, I look like I might have hips. And let me tell
you, it doesn't matter how I stand; from any angle, I look like I definitely
have tits.


 


Yeah, I look fuckable enough. More
than fuckable enough. Half of me wants to drop by some singles' bar and see if
I can show up at whatever sleazy motel Yolanda picked out with some hot
half-drunk pickup in tow.


 


Knowing Yolanda, I can't even imagine
how unbelievably hot she would get seeing me drop to my knees and suck dick. Especially
if it was my idea. I'm pretty sure she'd get over the idea of not being my
"first" in order to see me do it to a real dick. Yolanda's something
of a fag hag, you see.


 


But that would be wrong, right? I
mean, if I'm going to involve a third party, I should check it with her
first....right?


 


Then again, Yolanda would forgive
just about any transgression for the price of seeing my lips wrapped around a
cock. And the idea is getting me pretty hot.


 


It always disturbs me a little how
un-straight I feel once I pour myself into a little fuck-me dress and some high
heeled shoes, and paint a cocksucker's mouth on my face. But that's what Yolanda
is for, right? She'll do me right. I'm damned sure of that. However I need to
be done, she's definitely up for it.


 


My cell phone buzzes. I open the
text.


 


It's Yolanda, of course. "I'd
fuck that." Then she gives me the address of a motel. The Cloud Palace,
out by the airport. And a room number.


 


Good.


 


I snap one last pic in the light
of the bathroom -- or, more accurately, I snap ten pics and settle on the one
where I look hottest. I send it to Yolanda with a text: "We'll send Shauna
out right away, Sir."


 


No response.


 


I get my purse and make sure there
are condoms and lube in it.


 


There's something that's always
been so hot to me about bringing condoms on a date.


 


I go downstairs, nervously looking
around to see if any of my neighbors spot me. Not that I'd care, in our
neighborhood...but for some reason, it feels more real if they don't clock me.


 


My car is parked a block away.
Walking to it, I see a guy who lives upstairs -- I've never known his name.
He's older and single. He gives me a double take, up and down, and when we pass
and I glance over my shoulder, he's staring over his. The expression on
his face says it all. He's not looking to see if that hot chick is his
neighbor; he's getting a better look at my ass. 


 


I passed, and he wants me. It feels
good.


 


I get in the car and drive.


 


#


 


The Cloud Palace is one seriously
sleazy motel. Yolanda and I have driven by it and we always make fun of it. The
sign itself must be sixty years old. From the pictures online, the décor is,
too. And it's not the kind of place where any "respectable" people
would spend the night, whether they were stranded overnight due to a cancelled
flight or just needed a place to crash. On the contrary, people went to places
like the Cloud Palace to fuck whores, score drugs and swill liquor.


 


It's perfect. I don't need to
check in, of course. I just park the car, and put the Boot across the steering
wheel like some paranoid suburbanite out for a walk on the wild side -- which I
am. I check my phone for the room number she gave me -- 235. I have to go
upstairs. My high heels make clicking sounds as I walk across the parking lot.
In the distance, some guys are drinking malt liquor. The make catcalls and
shout at me. "Hey!" they call me. I click-clack for the stairs as fast
as I can, acutely feeling the swing of my hips in these high heels. Someone on
the bottom floor looks out the windows. It's an older man; he gives me a
double-take, too.


 


I make it up the stairs without
further incident. Only then does my pounding heart give a flutter of pleasure
from the catcalls of the strangers across the parking lot.


 


I knock three times on Room 235.


 


#


 


Even though Yolanda and I
discussed and negotiated all this extensively, I don't know what to expect when
I open the door. Will she be fully dressed? Half undressed? Will she be ready
to fuck, or will she want to romance me, first -- get me drunk, maybe abuse me
a little? Make me beg for the money?


 


All those things rush through my
brain as the door swings open.


 


Then conscious thought is obliterated
-- because my kinky girlfriend has succeeded in totally flabbergasting me.


 


There's someone else in the room
with her.


 


#


 


Don't get me wrong -- it's weird
to begin with. My girlfriend's black hair is ratted out so it looks like some
sleazy biker guy's. When she's dressed like a guy before, she's had a big fat
dark caterpillar of a mustache sitting on her upper lip,  along with what looks
to be an eleven o'clock shadow -- eleven o'clock on the third day, that is. I
told her that part was "optional" this time. To my relief, she's all
woman. The cigar she's chewing on is no more manly than the ones I've seen her
smoke at parties. She's got a fondness for Cubans. Despite it, she looks
remarkably feminine. She hasn't even strapped down her tits. They fill out her
white undershirt nicely, the nipples showing through. 


 


But the jockey shorts she's
wearing are another matter entirely. There, she's all man. Her cock,
silicone-stiff, tents the white cotton, as if she's already got an obscene
hard-on.


 


That thing looks damned big,
big enough to give me pause. She and the room smell like liquor and cigars.
Perched on these heels, I’m still a lot taller than her, but her confidence
spills out and makes me feel intimidated.


 


Some might even say...submissive.


 


As for the other person in the
room, well...that panics me a little bit. But all I can see of him is a huge
pair of boots, crossed at the foot of the bed. I can also hear the grotesque
sounds of hotel-room porn playing...female moans, slapping sounds and bad, bad
'80s music.


 


What the fuck? I've gone this far.


 


I've already rehearsed my opening
lines -- so I just let them spill out naturally, despite being more scared than
ever.


 


"Hi, I'm Shauna from the
agency....you called for some company?"


 


Yolanda looks me up and down,
sneers at me.


 


"Yeah," she says.
"You'll do. I'm Joe. Get in here. Hope you don't mind, a friend dropped
by. I figured he can watch." Yolanda jerks her thumb behind her and steps
aside.


 


"Um," I said, craning my
head to look past her. I can't really get a good look at the person.


 


Yolanda grabs my arm and drags me
in, slamming the door behind me.


 


I don't play reluctant any longer.
I figure, in for a penny, in for a pound.


 


There on the bed is a blonde
woman, also wearing men's underwear and with filled-out jockeys. It takes me a
minute to recognize her; it's our friend Daphne, and the look on her face tells
me she could eat me up with a spoon.


 


"What have we here?" she
grins. "I thought you said you were only hiring one whore. This looks like
enough woman for two."


 


Both Yolanda and Deirdre have
remarkably feminine faces -- but their energy is about as male as I've ever
seen. Way more male for me to handle without positively melting under my
previous fantasy of picking up a guy to bring along. Yolanda -- Joe -- seems to
have done it for me.


 


And with that cigar in her mouth,
she really does look like a Joe.


 


"Yum," I say, looking
Daphne up and down. "Who's this?"


 


Yolanda's is already up behind me,
putting her hands all over my ass. "You can call him Daddy," she
says. "I told him he could watch, but if you're up for earning another
fifty bucks..."


 


I laugh lightly and push Joe's
hand away from my ass. "Money up front?"


 


Yolanda's hand comes around. A
$100 bill appears in front of me. I take it and stuff it in my bra...


 


....and Yolanda's hands, both of
them, return to my ass. Her lips find the back of my neck and she starts
kissing me wetly. A shiver goes through me. Yolanda gropes and feels me up as
Daphne gets off the bed and comes toward me. With her big boots, Yolanda kicks
my feet apart and tips me forward, and Daphne is there to catch me. I'm a lot
bigger than either of these women, but Daphne is a tightly-built, muscled
little dyke, with short hair and plenty of tattoos. She grabs me and kisses me.
Her mouth tastes like cigars and liquor. Her tongue works deep into my mouth
and she holds me up as Yolanda feels me up.


 


"This is a piece of ass I
could fuck all night," Yolanda says. Daphne kisses me deeply as she feels
up my tits. Behind me, Yolanda is reaching up my dress and fingering my
panties, caressing my tucked cock and balls. It almost feels and looks like a
camel toe -- until my dick starts to stiffen under her caress, and I feel her
pushing me forward, onto the bed.


 


Daphne spills back under me and
drags me onto her, pushing my face down into her crotch.


 


Yolanda gets on the bed behind me.
"You take it bareback?" she grunts.


 


I think fast -- because I know how
she thinks.


 


"Sorry," I say.
"I'm not on the pill."


 


Yolanda laughs, reaching up my
skirt to pull down my panties.


 


She says, "I promise I'll
pull out. Of course, if you'd rather be safe, there's always someplace else I
can put it--"


 


I let out a squeal as Yolanda
bends down and puts her mouth between my freshly shaved cheeks. Her tongue
works insistently into me, and I squirm as Daphne aims my face at her cock.


 


Yolanda rims me deeply and pulls
my panties all the way down to my spread knees. My cock has come out to play,
stiffening fully and sticking up toward my lower belly -- but, remarkably, I
feel no less feminine. Yolanda's tongue works deep into my asshole while she
spits on her hand and starts caressing my balls. "Such a sweet little
pussy," she purrs during a break between her deep licks into my asshole.


 


She's rimmed me before -- but
never like this. She's also put her finger in there -- but never her cock.
She's got enough of them, but the most she's ever done is make me suck them. It
was a turn-on then, but it's ten times more so when Daphne growls, "Come
on, Shauna. Get that mouth working."


 


I leave a big red kiss on the
front of her jockey shorts. I look up at "Daddy" shyly and then pull
her shorts down over her strap-on.


 


I plant my lipstick-covered mouth
on her cockhead. Then I take her into my mouth.


 


Yolanda had lube ready,
apparently; when her fingers start to work into my asshole, they're slippery
with gel. She puts in one of them at first, going nice and slow while I start
sucking Daphne's cock in earnest. It was a turn-on the few times Yolanda made
me do this at home, but it's ten times more so now that I've got the smell of
cigars and pussy and cologne and filthy motel room all around, all over me, and
Yolanda's tongue and fingers in my asshole. I've never felt so submissive.
Yolanda leaves my panties stretched between my knees -- because she knows I
think it's hot to look down and see them.


 


She works a second finger into my
asshole, caressing my balls and occasionally letting her hand reach up to
stroke my cock. I'm very turned on, and she could jerk me off if she wanted.
But there's no way Yolanda will let me cum until  I've earned it -- by taking
her cock in my ass, the way I promised.


 


Meanwhile, I'm really going to
town on Daphne's cock....to my surprise. It's really getting me hot to bob up
and down on her huge dick. It isn't until I hear the faint buzzing from below
that I realize that she's got a set of wires coming out of her jockeys, out of
the harness underneath. The control box is clipped to the harness's belt at the
back of her hip -- sort of like where a cop would carry a concealed pistol.


 


She's just turned up the dial, and
she utters a remarkably girlish squeal as the vibrations surge through her
clit.


 


I feel the throb of the vibrator
through my teeth -- and, gradually, through the back of my throat as I work
Daphne's cock into it. This, I've never even done with Yolanda -- I've only
ever deep-throated dildos by myself, using one with a very wide flange. It was
a remarkably easy way to learn...and, at least while I was cross-dressed, it
was a huge fucking turn-on.


 


It's a bigger turn-on now, because
I hear Daphne letting out masculine grunts and moans of pleasure, saying,
"Oh, yeah, baby, suck that dick," calling me Shauna and telling em
what a pretty little cocksucker I am. I think I'm blushing under the makeup. My
dick is definitely hard all the way; just the gentle grazing touches that
Yolanda gives it are making me crazy. And every time my head bobs down,
Daphne's moans rise louder.


 


I know what's happening; Yolanda's
described this phenomenon to me. Positioned just right, the base of a
properly-fitted harness can sometimes hit the clitoris. Add a vibrator, if
you're into that, and a girl can cum for real. What's even better, she told me,
the motions of a cocksucker's mouth and lips and throat and tongue work the
base against the clit and actually  make a difference -- not exactly like
giving a real blowjob, but damned close, if you do it right.


 


Well, apparently, I was doing it
right. Daphne was moaning like crazy.


 


She pulls me off of her, almost
dislodging my wig. She turns off the vibe and holds me back; she wants to be
present for the ritual violation of my asshole.         


I'm on the cheap sleazy bed, now,
the feel of the plastic-y bedspread rubbing my knees through my black
stockings. I'm stretched between them Yolanda and Daphne, with Daphne's cock up
against my face, smearing spit everywhere. I feel Yolanda slicking up my
asshole and her cock with lube. Then I feel her dickhead up against my
entrance, and I feel her working it in.


 


It takes a long time, and she
doesn't rush me. She has to really work me open; after all, I'm a virgin. I
don't tell them that, of course...there's no time, since before long Daphne
grabs me and shoves her dick back in my mouth. But in my mind, I'm Shauna, the
horny little whore who's never had a boyfriend, but here she is turning her
first trick in a sleazy motel, getting fucked in the ass by a stranger while
she sucks off another.


 


My red lips are well down on
Daphne's cock when Yolanda's dickhead finally violates me. My entrance
stretches wide and a jolt goes through my whole body. Yolanda stops, her
cockhead just barely inside me. Daphne stops, too -- stops working her hips and
clutching her hand at the back of my head to force my face up and down on her
cock.


 


Neither woman moves for a few
moments, while I moan around Daphne's cock. I'm afraid they're going to ask me
if I'm okay -- when, in fact, I don't know. The sensation of having my asshole
stretched by cock is enough to completely overwhelm me.


 


But it isn't long before I’m over
it; the fear has passed, and it just feels good.


 


That's when I start to push myself
backwards. I fuck myself onto Yolanda's dick -- and she begins to meet my
thrusts, building gradually.


 


She works her cock in deeper,
stretching me open. Soon she's fucking me in big long strokes, while I chow
down on Daphne's slippery cock. It's slippery because I've been drooling on it
for thirty minutes now, and she's been holding back her orgasm. I wish she
could cum in my mouth -- meaning cum, meaning jizz, meaning I wish she could
shoot it down my throat. But in the absence of that, I've got something just as
good, and I can tell she's right on the brink.


 


I look up at her and say it,
loudly enough that Yolanda can hear:


 


"Cum in my mouth,
Mister?"


 


She doesn't even care that I
should be calling her "Daddy," per her earlier instructions; in the
heat of the moment, "Mister" just seemed hotter and more anonymous.
And she likes that. She cranks the dial on her vibrator, and gives out a loud
yell as the vibrations mount. Pleasure flashes through her. I know Daphne has
to fuck me harder with deeper strokes to really get the pressure against her
clit -- just like Yolanda is doing to my ass. Luckily for both of us, it's
still very tight, and each stroke provides her plenty of traction.


 


Daphne grips the back of my head
and fucks my face, lifting her hips in aggressive strokes. Yolanda fucks my
ass.


 


They cum about a minute apart.
That's what I really wanted from the moment I realized the two of them were
both there -- not to have them get me off, but to get them off.
Preferably while they were fucking me the way I really wanted to be fucked --
like this, pinned between them, spit-roasted by two strangers' cocks.


 


I can feel the trembling of
Yolanda's body as she shoves her cock up in me for the final stroke and leaves
it buried deep. She reaches under me and grabs my cock. Her hand is shaking,
too. There's lube everywhere -- lube and spit. Yolanda knows just how to get me
off. With a long quick series of strokes, she brings me to the edge, and then I
look up into Daphne's pretty brown eyes and howl, "I'm cumming! I'm
cumming, Daddy!"


 


She really, really likes that. She
grins and rubs her lipstick-covered cock all over my face.


 


I shoot my load in huge sticky
streams on the filthy comforter. Yolanda gives me a few more strokes to propel
my orgasm to the stratosphere. When she finally tugs her cock back and eases it
out of me, the head stretches me painfully and I yelp. But then it's out, and I
feel nothing but open and easy -- utterly spent.


 


"What do you say we watch a
little porno?" asks Daphne while Yolanda hits the bathroom for some towels
and tissues?


 


"Daddy" pulls me up on
the bed and plants my painted face between her tits.


 


"Hell yeah," says
Daphne. "That's one fine piece of ass."


 


 


 














Reacharound by Meredith Marshall


 


 


You're tied to the bed, baby, and I've been teasing you for
you hours. I've been teasing you with my body, with my words, with my breath
against your sensitive skin. I've been teasing you by pushing my naked body up
against your spread eagled self and caressing every part of you I can reach
with every part of me I can put into contact with it. You moan into the ball
gag. I rub my tits against your face. I run my fingers up the insides of your
thighs. I dangle my hair against your balls. I ride your face. With the ball
gag in, you can't lick me suck me, but it still feels good to rub my pussy all
over your face. It feels good to make you choke on my smell while I tease your cock
and balls mercilessly. 


 


I climb off of your face and mount you backward, riding you
reverse-cowgirl style but not letting you penetrate me. Instead, I my ass cheeks
up and down over your cock, teasing it up against my butt cheeks close to my
crack. I know how bad you wanna fuck me there, baby...hell, after all this
teasing, I know you wanna fuck me anywhere. My pussy, my mouth...you'd
even take a handjob, wouldn't you. You'll get all of those things, someday,
baby...but on my schedule. For tonight, it's no dice.


 


I move up a little and guide the head of your cock to my
slit, rubbing it up and down in the wetness all this naughtiness has teased out
of me. I get your cockhead right up against my entry, letting you think maybe
I'm going to mount you. I even poise myself to do it. Then at the very last instant,
I pull away. I press your cockhead to my clit, caressing your shaft and balls with
my pussy-wet fingers.


 


Then I get a dildo and plant it against your thigh. Laughing
happily, I work it into my cunt and begin to fuck myself on top of you.






At first, I spread out wide in the reverse-cowgirl position
so I can fuck myself with the dildo rubbing up against your cock, wetter and
wetter as it goes into me thrust after thrust. I love to make you feel the big
silicone dick jiggling against your little one as I work my hips to slide my
pussy up and down on the shaft and plant my ass against your pubic bone so I
can use my hand to fuck the big dildo into me. The base has sculpted balls that
are soft to the touch. I make sure they press against your own swollen nuts as
I fuck myself onto it.


 


Rubbing against your shaft, making my pussy drip on your
denied cock, it's almost as if the giant dildo is making a comment on its own
superiority...which should be obvious, shouldn't it, baby? 


 


But then I start to worry that I'm stimulating you too much.
I don't want you to get off. I can feel you squirming underneath me, your hips
working as you push your cock up against me. Maybe you're getting too close to
an orgasm. That's the last thing I want. All these weeks of chastity,
and I'm going to let you spooge all over my pussy just because I got carried
away when I fucked myself on you? I don't think so, baby. Not a chance.


 


I reverse my stance so I can have more control. I crawl up
on your body till I straddle your shoulders. I lean forward and sit on your
face. But you're gagged; I bet you think maybe I'm going to unfasten the gag
and let you taste my pussy, don't you? Wrong! Why would I want your little
tongue when I can have this great big cock I like so much better than any part
of you?


 


Instead, I plant the base of the dildo against the front of
your gagged mouth. I spread my lips and push down onto the cock so that you can
see and feel and smell the penetration in excruciating, intimate detail.


 


I moan as I ride your face...but I'm getting close, too.
Unlike you, I can have as many orgasms as I want, whenever I want...but getting
off now would just be too soon. So I slip the dildo out of my pussy and rub it
all over your face, smearing my juices everywhere. You may not be able to taste
my cunt as I ride your face -- the gag sees to that -- but you can smell it and
feel it, and feel my juices slick and drying on your cheeks.


 


But then I decide your face is just so cute with that gag
stuffed in it...I can't resist seeing more of it...and maybe making you work a
little for whatever reward I decide to give you. More importantly, I want to
kiss you. I know it'll drive you crazy. 


 


I unfasten your gag. I pull it out of your mouth. It
drizzles spit on your face. I move down and press my naked body lengthwise up
against yours. I kiss you. I stick my tongue into your mouth, hard and deep,
and put my hand on your throat.


 


When I withdraw my tongue, I squeeze a little.


 


"Open your mouth," I order you. 


 


You obey me.


 


"Good boy," I say. "Wider...wider." You
obey. I smile at you flirtatiously. Then I hawk and spit in your mouth. You accept
the drizzle of my spit obediently, even gratefully.


 


I look into your eyes and repeat, "Good boy. Are you
enjoying yourself?"


 


You're probably afraid of what I'll do if you say
"No." But honestly, darling, you should be more afraid of what I'll
do if you say "Yes."


 


In any event, you're a good little boy. You nod fervently
and make an "Mmm-hmmm!" sound from behind the gag.


 


I say, "This dick feels so good up inside me, baby.
Does it make you happy to see me enjoying myself?"


 


You nod.


 


"Well, I’m really enjoying myself," I purr,
"because this cock is so good. It feels really good up
inside me, baby." I laugh. "Wanna feel how good?"


 


 


You moan. Your eyes go wide. You shake your head. I laugh.


 


"No, baby? You don't wanna feel my favorite dick up
inside you?"


 


Again, you shake your head.


 


I laugh. "How are you going to stop me?"


 


A tremble goes through your body. You moan. You pull at the
ropes that hold you tightly to the bedframe. You're bound too tightly to do
anything more than struggle helplessly. There's not much you could do if I
decide to stick this thing up your ass. But that's not how I operate. We're
going to take this slowly.


 


As I rub my body against you, I say, "Tell you what,
baby. If you ask for it, maybe I'll give you the world's greatest handjob. Will
you, baby? Will you ask me to fuck you in the ass? Will you beg me"


 


You moan. You squirm. You pull against your bonds.


 


You nod. "Yes, Mistress," you whimper.


 


I grab your jaw and pinch, making you open your mouth. I
spit again, right into your mouth. You catch it on your tongue and swallow.


 


"Well?" I say. "Let's hear it, honey."


 


Your voice trembling, you say it. "Please fuck my ass,
Mistress."


 


I smile. "Not good enough, baby. That's not much of a
beg. Try again. This time, say please fuck my ass with your big hard cock,
Mistress."


 


You say it. I'm still not satisfied.


 


"Louder, baby. This time, try saying 'My filthy bitch boy
poop chute' instead of ass."


 


You obey.


 


"No, still not doing it for me," I muse. "Try
'tight little sissy pussy cunthole,' okay? And say it louder. Much
louder!"


 


Your voice trembles as you repeat the words, taking on an
air of drama as you see the determination on my face. I make you beg me to give
it to you in every filthy way I can think of, making you beg me louder and
louder to use you, to fuck you, to stretch your tight hole. It takes a long
time to get you to say it with feeling, but soon you're really begging for
it...and I'm finally satisfied.


 


I laugh a little, give you a long, lingering kiss, and shove
the ball gag back in your mouth. I get off the bed; I retrieve my harness. I
slip the dildo through the ring and strap the harness on. I buckle it tight so
it sits right on my pubic bone. I don't know yet if I'll be able to cum just
from that pressure on this particular night -- sometimes I can, sometimes I
cant. But the weight of the dildo presses hard against my clit, and it feels good.


 


It feels especially good when I jack it off like a real
cock. Even better, it makes your eyes widen because it's such a grotesque and
lascivious act.


 


I purr, "Don't try to get away, baby. I'm going to turn
you over and fuck your tight butt. If you try to get away, I'll make you sorry.
Understand?"


 


Your mouth is gagged, but your eyes say "Yes,
Mistress."


 


I unlock your right wrist restraint and pull your wrist over
to the opposite side. I lock it to the left side. Then I do it again, reversing
the procedure until I have you rolled over and pulled up on your hands and your
knees, your ass high in the air. 


 


I snap on a latex glove from the nightstand and retrieve a
bottle of lube. I get behind you, caressing your cock. I smear the dildo with the
lube. It's a thick lube, specially  made for first-time anal adventurers...it's
water-based but it feels greasy and slick. I like it. I put some on your
asshole, too, and force one finger in.


 


I'm probably rougher than I need to be. You gasp a little.


 


"One little finger, baby. That's all it is. Don't start
crying now!"


 


I open you up with that one finger...then, with two. You
gasp and shy away when I force the two fingers in. I tell you to man up and
take it like a bitch. You moan and obediently push yourself back against my
grasp, groaning with the effort of taking it. 


 


I give you a third finger, working you open wide. I think
you're ready. And even if you're not, well...I sure as hell am.


 


I give you my cockhead. I work it up to your asshole and
start to push.


 


At first, it won't go in. It's a very big dick, no about
that. I've just had it up inside me, so I know that first hand. It's mammoth at
the head, stretched and spread. It stretches and spreads you painfully; I can
tell when spasms go through your naked body and you have to work to relax and
accept it in you. I pull back and give you some mercy. I work you open more
slowly. I add a little more lube. I spank your ass a little. I reach down and
caress your balls and your cock.


 


I've got you right on the brink of an orgasm. when I finally
push in.


 


Even with the ball gag stuffed in your mouth, you squeal
like a girl when I take you. I tell you as much, laughing sadistically as your
face reddens. I watch the tightening of your back muscles as you're forced to
accommodate my dick. Then I see the slow relaxation through your body as you
accept that my cock is really going inside you. It slides deeper and deeper as
I work my hips back and forth. It's long as well as thick, and it wider as it
reaches toward the base. I stretch and spread you slowly, feeling your body
surge and buck underneath me as you struggle to accept what's being done to
you.


 


I fuck my cock into you slowly, feeling the pressure of the
heavy base against my clit. I'm so turned on by the sight of you bent over and
spread with your ass in the air, taking my dick for the very first time, that I
think I really might cum.


 


But it takes me a very long time to cum, and I intend to
enjoy every minute of it. 


 


I fuck you gradually deeper, then harder, then faster, hearing
you squeal into the ball gag. I fuck your tight ass loose, enjoying the feel of
it giving more easily with each thrust. I must be inside you for twenty minutes
when I realize that I've gotten there without even knowing it. The pressure of
the dildo against my clit is going to make me cum.


 


I tell you I'm going to shoot my load inside you. "Oh,
yeah....get ready to feel that hot cum jetting up inside you, baby. Fuck, I'm
gonna cum so much I think I'll make your bitch ass pregnant..."


 


You've stopped squealing; instead, you're moaning in
pleasure into the ball gag. You shudder all over and buck against my cock as I
fuck you faster. I know why you're pumping yourself onto me, baby. You've been
broken. You want it, now. You've been broken to the cock, and now you're
forever changed. Now that you've had it, you can't help but want it. You want
it harder, deeper; you want it pushed up inside you. You fuck yourself onto my
cock. You shudder all over; you're really taking it hard...and that alone is
enough to make me finally cum.


 


I let out a wail of pleasure. I'm a little embarrassed at
how girlish it sounds after putting all that work into dominating the hell out
of you. It's not the cry of a big bad nasty Daddy cumming inside you.


 


But I don't care; pleasure explodes through my body, and I'm
lost in my sensations. My orgasm is intense. I see stars. My head spins. My
hips jerk and spasm and pump uncontrollably as I pound your ass, propelling
myself through the blazing sensations of orgasm.


 


When I’m finished cumming, I'm out of breath.


 


I lean hard into you and pant against the back of your neck
as I tell you: 


 


"Oh, yeah, that's right...I promised you a reacharound,
baby, didn't I? If you were good...if you begged for it like a little
bitch...and you did, baby. Didn't you ask for my cock?"


 


You whimper "Mm-hmmm," a kind of affirmative bleat
behind the gag. You push yourself against me.


 


It's been weeks since I let you cum, and I've been teasing
you mercilessly. Tonight alone, I've been going at you for hours. You
need it bad. And you've been such a good little bitch that you really
deserve it. You're going to get it, baby...but not the way you think. 


 


"Here it comes, baby. Here's your reacharound." I
push myself up halfway onto my feet and lean hard onto you so I can fuck your
ass harder than ever. But I've lost my strength. I'm breathless as I ride you.
All the energy has gone out of my tortured hips. 


 


But I find new strength and fuck you anyway, harder, hearing
you groan with the effort of taking me faster and deeper and harder than ever. 


 


As I pound you, I reach around under you. I glide my hand up
and down your tortured cock. There's lube everywhere, and I smear you some on
your glans so I can tease you with my thumb. 


 


You're so close, you don't take long at all. You make a
muffled choking sound into the ball gag. Your cock jerks. Slimy jizz explodes
all over my hand. You cum hard, shooting jizz all over the bedspread. 


 


I give it to you up the ass for a few more strokes. Then I'm
spent.


 


It doesn't take me long to get your restraints off. You're
spent, too. Your naked body twitches as I unbuckle your gag and remove it. I
roll you onto your back. I squirm out of my harness. I toss it on the hardwood
floor.


 


I climb on top of you. I kiss your nipples, swirling my
tongue around them. Even they're too sensitive for you to handle. I try to touch
your soft, slimy cock. You jerk all over in response. You can't handle the
slightest genital touch right now.


 


Part of me loves that...I'm like a predator scenting blood.
That part of me wants to torment you more...to be merciless, and make you
squeal and cry and shiver while you're at your most vulnerable.


 


But I show a little mercy...for now.


 


I just kiss your neck, as we lay there and bask in the
afterglow.


 


"Hope you enjoyed your reacharound," I sigh.
"It's the last one you'll get for a while. From now on, when you take my
dick, I'm the only one who cums."


 


You just pull me close to you and sigh in pleasure. "Yes,
Mistress."


 


As I cuddle me you to an exhausted sleep, I decide I like
having a dick.


 


As for giving you a reacharound now and then, well, I don't
think I'll tell you know much I like that. If I did, you might get cocky. In
fact, with that soft sleepy smile on your face, you seem to be getting a little
cocky already. Luckily, there's a very easy cure for the cocky male...and it's
dripping on the hardwood floor in a tangle of straps. Maybe when we get up I'll
strap it back on and teach your ass another lesson.


 


 











Rosita's Fluffer by
Derek McDaniel


 


 


I don't feel bad for Toni -- not one bit. He's down on his
knees at the door to the bedroom, with a line of guys stretching down the hall
and into the living room. The bedroom smells like sex, because Rosita is
getting fucked on the bed, and I'm capturing it all on camera. The sound of
fucking and slapping is all over. The scent of male sweat, female pussy, cum,
lube, balls, and cologne is overwhelming; it chokes me, but I kinda like it. 


 


It's a pretty big bedroom, but no bedroom is big enough when
you've got five guys on a bed giving it hard to one woman -- three of them in
her at once, and two leaning in to get handjobs -- and a line of twenty or
thirty more going all the way down the hall. And her husband, Toni, cute little
Toni, shaved smooth and girled up and wearing nothing but a garter belt and stockings
and a G-string and high heels, down on his knees fluffing at the front of the
line.


 


Rosita's covered in cum. The bed is wet with it. She's
spread out on the sodden sheets, slimy from head to toe. It almost looks like
this is supposed to be a Bukkake scene or something. But this isn't Bukkake -- at
least, it's not supposed to be. It's just that Rosita is Catholic, you see. She
doesn't believe in birth control, so she makes all the guys pull out before
they shoot their loads. Oh, don't get me wrong...sometimes, she swallows.
Sometimes she takes their cumshots in her ass. But mostly she jacks them off on
her face and her tits and her stomach...and into her hair, and all over her
arms and her hands, licking up as she goes, but not very effectively.


 


Whenever she does it -- whenever jacks a guy off or takes
cum in her hole or on her face or whenever she laps it off her own hands or her
own tits -- I'm there, zooming in close and filming it, while her husband makes
slurping sounds in the doorway, preparing the next guy to take the expended
man's place, either inside Rosita or shoving his cock in her face or her hand. 


 


Let me tell you, Rosita's aversion to birth control has been
absolute gold in the porn market, because there's nothing her online customers
love more than a sissified cuckold whose wife won't go on the pill but doesn't
believe in using condoms when she fucks. 


 


And Rosita loves to fuck. Even if she always gets facials or
tits shots or belly shots, she really loves those big hard cocks up her
pussy. Even better, she loves it so much that sometimes she fucks like a crazed
beast, and things get away from her. Her costar can't pull out in time -- or,
sometimes, she even gets so turned on that she won't let him. She's wrapped her
legs around his back and held him in, begging for cum in her pussy, even though
she's not protected. The times she's done that, I got it all on camera. Subscriptions
went through the roof.


 


Right now, Toni is kneeling in the doorway, the knees of his
stockings bagged. He's slurping down a nameless black man's cock something
fierce. I watch the strings of spit running out of Toni's mouth and down his
chin, drizzling all over the guy's expensive sneakers. Pissed off, the guy pushes
Toni down and makes him lick his own spit off the stranger's athletic shoes. It's
pointless; the guy is sure as hell going to have some drooly feet one way or
another he fucks that hot mess of a cumslave on the bed. 


 


But what does it matter? The point is made. He's enforced
his dominion over Toni, the sissy husband, the feminized cuckold, who seems to like
it. His little dick is swelling hard in his panties. That's what happens when
you brutalize a sissy. His little clitty gets hard.


 


Of course, it isn't easy to tell if Toni is really that
turned on by being forced to lick a stranger's feet just before the guy fucks
his wife. I mean, after all those days of chastity, Toni's dick gets hard at
the drop of a hat whenever Rosita lets him out of lockup. Padlock a chastity
tube on a horny slut sissy's dick for six days, and on the seventh, when you
take it off he'll pop a boner faster than you can say "lick my boots,
sissy!" 


 


That's not the only reason Rosita keeps her hubby
locked up...but it's one of the most important ones. When I show up at their
house to shoot another scene and Rosita unlocks Toni's little thing and lets it
out so the bitch can "perform," it's ready for action faster than
ever.


 


And I get it all on camera. I take a moment away from
Rosita's cumslave gangfuck on the bed, and zoom my camera in on Toni's little
dick as he laps his own spit off the guy's speakers. Toni's panties are
thong-back, and I can see his smooth-shaved little ass working back and forth
in growing arousal as he licks feet with the taste of hard cock still in his
mouth. The guy above him puts one sneaker atop Toni's long, messy blonde hair
and holds him down there while the guy jacks his big black cock, keeping it
hard. From my vantage point, I get lots of great footage of Toni's huge, swollen
blue balls hanging out of his G-string, his little dick so rock-hard that it's
popped out the barely-there lace garment.


 


His hand slides up and down his spit-covered thigh, right at
the edge of his stockings. I can tell the little sissy wants to reach down and
jack his tiny cock. He's moments from actually doing it...but he knows what
will happen if I catch him doing it. I know if that happens, I'm going to have
to hoist Toni up on the bed and give him a really hard seeing-to right then and
there, even if it distracts from getting important footage of Rosita getting
groupfucked. I mean, I've got to enforce sissy discipline. That's how it works.
Otherwise, sissies go wild.


 


Believe me, I know. I'm well acquainted with how critical it
is to keep a sissy under your thumb. Long before hot little baby-loving,
birth-control-hating Rosita spawned this idea to start a pregnancy risk
cuckoldry site, I was her lover. Hell, I was the first guy to really fuck the
shit out of her -- she'd never been seriously fucked until I gave it to
her bareback while Toni knelt and watched. He was "Tony," then, or
sometimes "Anthony," before I decided he ought to be feminized. That
first time I fucked Tony's wife, he was wearing panties and he didn't want to
fluff me. But oh, I know how this works. I grabbed his hair and slapped his
face with my dick and rammed it into his mouth. He fluffed me, all right. I
plowed his face good. And then I climbed onto Rosita and gave her the fucking
she'd been dreaming of.


 


After that, Tony got real submissive...and real feminine. He
never said "no" to a fluff job again. Rosita and I saw a lot of each
other in those months. She and I used fuck for hours and hours, sometimes
letting Tony watch -- other times, locking him up in the cage I insisted they
buy for his training. Rosita was pretty much into anything I told her to do...I
guess you could say she was real submissive, even more submissive than her
silly, argumentative husband. Sometimes I had to slap Tony around to get him to
comply with my training demands, but the worst I ever had to do to Rosita was
take her over my knee and spank the shit out of her. When I found out how much
she loved that, it was smooth sailing forever after.


 


In those days, Tony was not the exotic creature our customers
have come to love. He was just a silly little cuckold husband who shaved his
body and wore panties while he watched me fuck his wife. He was nothing more
than an excruciatingly sad and typical male specimen -- maybe skinnier than
most, a little younger, with delicate bone structure and the kind of longish
hair that just begged to get bleached blonde so it could be grabbed when I
fucked his face or slapped him around. I mean, I'd already laid a long string
of married women starting long before Rosita, so I was familiar with Tony's
"type." I figured was basically the submissive cuckold husband who
didn't have the balls to let his wife really take control...or who'd been
unlucky enough to marry a woman who didn't want to take control. And I
was right, partially. But as I discovered, it was just that Rosita didn't know how
to take control.


 


That's where I came in. I taught her. I gave it to her good
and hard, dominating her in the bedroom and out. I have less than no interest
in cock...I mean, other guy's cocks...except as an object of abuse. Tony's
little number was the perfect target for that abuse. I tortured it hard myself,
along with his balls, and I locked his little thing up. I taught Rosita to do
the same. I taught her to feel the same contempt for her husband's little dick
that I did. I taught her to strap on a big fat cock and buttfuck the little
sissy hubby with the same cruelty that I did.


 


It's not like it was hard. It turned out Rosita really did
have the instinct to dominate Tony...she just hadn't learned how to do it and
feel okay about it. I taught her how, and I showed her how. And then
somewhere in the middle of all that, Rosita got tired of working an office job.
She preferred to spend her time with me -- as much of it as possible. Then,
pretty quick, she got tired of getting by on Tony's pathetic salary. 


 


That's when I talked her into starting a porn site. But
making it an all-bareback, all-black, pregnancy-risk fetishism site? That was
all Rosita. That shit was her idea.


 


And it's been a gold mine.


 


Toni's finished fluffing the foot freak. He's lapped up all
the spit from the guy's sneakers and given his hard black dick a few more wet
misses and worshipped his balls a little. As the sneaker-wearing guy approaches
the bed, one guy getting a jack job from Rosita grunts and squirts his load all
over Rosita's face. 


 


Rosita looks up at him, says, "Thank you, Papi."
Then, more eagerly, "Thank you, Sir."


 


I smirk. The "Papi" crap is kinda racist, but
then...that's the market, right? And that dominant-submissive stuff is
priceless to the customers. Every time my hot little Latina piece of ass calls
a black guy "Sir" or "Master," I can use the clip a dozen
times in promo materials, and subscriptions shoot up. She's a good little girl,
my Rosita. She knows how to earn.


 


I mean, she knows how we sell the site, right? Rosita is a
hot and spicy Latina slutwife with a weak white skinny feminized sissy husband.
Rosita loves to spread her legs for any black guy who comes around...or, I
guess, any black guy we can hire, but the customers don't think of it that way.
Rosita doesn't believe in condoms and she isn't on the pill...and we have lots
of interview footage to emphasize that fact. We're the only ones out there
doing it for real. I think Rosita is crazy for taking the risk, but we plot her
cycle very carefully, so that it's pretty unlikely she's gonna have an unwanted
kid. If she does? Well, that's the price of doing business. But I don't think
it'll happen.


 


When it's time to knock my baby-loving slut slave up, I'm
going to do it myself. I'm going to make Toni watch as I pin Rosita down and
give it to her good and shoot my baby batter so deep inside her that she can't
help but end up swelling with child. And then we'll get some really hot
footage, the hot pregnant wife being fucked in front of her husband, ripe and
full with another man's child. And when the baby comes? That's going to be one
of the most beloved babies ever. Rosita and I are going to raise him or her
with all the love we've got. And even better, the little tyke will already have
a guaranteed nanny.


 


I've got to tell you, I was skeptical about this site idea at
first; I thought there would be a backlash. But no, it's been resoundingly
popular. That's because Rosita really sells it. I have her do all these interview
segments in which she talks about the sanctity of life and God's plan for her
uterus. To be frank, I think it's a little wacky. But I gotta say, there's
something fuckin' hot about a Catholic girl so obsessed with God and with
making babies that she gets seriously wet knowing that God controls her cycle,
her fertility, her impregnation. She loves to tell the audience she finds it deeply
erotic to know that God is in charge...her ultimate top, in some ways. She gets
hot and wet knowing that if God wills it, maybe her lover won't be able to pull
out on a day when she's really fertile.


 


That always makes my dick good and hard. It's not like the
audience knows this shit, but it's a deeply intimate moment between us when she
says those sort of things on camera. Because I'm the only one who fucks her on
days when she's really fertile.


 


And so I'm going to be the one to impregnate her...when the
time comes. Call it God or call it Me, I'm her Master and I'm going to spread
her wide and knock her up. And cute little Toni right there is going to fluff
me on the Sacred Day when I decide to finally make it happen.


 


The guy fucking Rosita's pussy on the bed barely manages to
pull out before he blows his load all over her thigh and the outside of her pussy.
She rubs her hand all over it and licks the cum off her fingers. The guy she's
riding cums in her ass, and Rosita moans in pleasure. At almost the same time,
the guys in her hands and the one crouched above her getting a BJ all seem to
cum at once. Cum blasts all over Rosita's pretty face and her tits. 


 


I get some tight shots of the cum leaking out of her ass and
dribbling all over the outside of her pussy. Then there's a wholesale
rearrangement of male "talent" as Toni desperately tries to send
enough guys through the fluffing station. That poor little sissy bitch is
really messed up, his makeup ruined, his hair soaked with pre-cum and spittle.
He's got five guys shoving dicks in her face, trying to get fluffed in time to
be next to mount Rosita. 


 


As the director, it's my job to break things up. "Hold
on! Hold on!" I say. "Give the little cunt a break!"


 


The guys know which side their bread is buttered on. They
listen to me. They back away. I reach out and grab Toni's leash, which has been
hanging down between his smooth little tits. I lead Toni over to the bed.


 


Rosita is glazed with cum. Her eyes are wild. She never
looks happier -- or hornier.


 


I train the camera on Toni as I force him up onto the bed
and shove his face between Rosita's legs.


 


"Lick her clean," I order. "Then we'll start
again."


 


Rosita looks up at me happily as Toni begins to obediently
lap the cum from pussy and thighs. Toni licks eagerly as I lean down and train
the camera on Rosita's pretty face, letting our viewers look deep into Rosita's
eyes.


 


"Thank you, Papi," she purrs.


 


I wink at her, and then pan the camera down her naked,
cum-covered body to her little sissy husband. He's licking desperately at her
cummy pussy, lapping the cum from her vulva. Some of it is dripping out from
inside her; fuck, did I miss an internal cumshot? That shit is gold; I wish I'd
gotten it on camera. No matter...there'll be plenty more before the end of the
day. There are still a lot of guys in the hallway. Toni's going to fuck
every last damned one of them, right before they fuck his wife.


 


"That's a good little bitch," I tell Toni.


 


"Thank you, Master," he whimpers, his face still
pushed up into his wife's cummy pussy.


 


I come in close and get some really sweet shots of Rosita's
cum-glazed thighs and little sissy Toni, lapping between them. Pretty soon
Toni's makeup is even more ruined than ever, lipstick smeared all over his
husband's puss and thighs. Cum runs down his chin and dribbles onto his tits. I
plant the camera in just the right place so that I can lean in and kiss Rosita
deeply, not even caring that I taste cock and cum. Her sweet little tongue is
so hot and so wet that it makes me forget I'm going where other men have just
gone.


 


Hell, I don't even really mind. I didn't at the beginning, and
I don't mind it now. I like making money, and I like fucking Rosita's brains
out. But I like one thing best of all, and that's pimping Rosita while her
sissy cunt husband's forced to watch.


 


So I guess it's all about Toni, isn't it? The narcissistic
little sissy whore would probably get a little boner if he knew that. But he's
already got one, his tiny cock hanging rock-hard between his legs from the
swollen mass of his long-denied blue balls. I can see it bouncing pathetically
as Toni undulates, working his hips up and down as while he licks up the cum.


 


I kiss Rosita one last time, deeply, then come around the
back of the bed to get a nice tight shot of Toni's hard little sissy dick,
hanging out of his panties.


 


Then I snap my fingers and shout:


 


"All right! Come on, next five guys. Now! Move it! Move
it! Toni, back off! Get back to fluffing!"


 


They don't answer, but they all obey me like I’m a drill
sergeant.


 


Only Toni murmurs, "Yes, Master," as he slides off
the bed and crawls, cummy, over to the doorway.


 


Five more guys mount the bed, and Rosita moans as they start
pushing into her. In the doorway, Toni goes back to fluffing, taking the first
hard black cock into his mouth.


 


Grinning, I train the camera on Rosita and make sure to
catch every moment of her pleasure.


 


 











Sissy Trick by Yvette Moody


 


Mistress Fiona pulls her car up to the corner of Blanchard
and Bradshaw at midnight. I'm sitting in the passenger seat, trembling.


 


She turns to me and smiles. "Well, Yvette? What are you
about to do?"


 


I gulp. In a whimper, I plead, "This one begs
Mistress...please let it serve its Mistress in other ways?"


 


Fiona is not in the mood for my reluctance or my insecurity.
She gives me a sneer. She tosses her long blonde hair. She lets out a cruel,
savage laugh of contempt. It's the same laugh I got months ago when I told her
that I wasn't bisexual. 


 


"Tell me what you're going to do for me, Yvette. Unless
you want get out of the car and bend over for punishment right here on the
street corner." She laughs. "It would be fun for me to whip you where
everyone can see, Yvette. Would you like that? Would it make your little sissy
stick hard?"


 


"No, Mistress," I whine.


 


"Then tell me what you're about to do."


 


I take a deep breath. I regain my composure--what's left of
it. I try to seem both confident and obedient as I tell my Mistress:


 


"This one is going to walk the street for its
Mistress."


 


Fiona's cruel mouth twists in an ever-widening smile. 


 


"And?"


 


"And it will offer men sex with its pretty blue
eyes."


 


"Good girl," says Fiona. "And what else will
you do? You can call yourself 'she' for now, Yvette." She laughs cruelly.
"I'll let you be human tonight. That way you can be the best kind of
whore."


 


"Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress." I continue,
"When a man asks this slut how much it is for sex, she'll tell him $20 for
a blowjob, or $40 to…"


 


My voice catches in my throat. I'm nervous.


 


I finish, "And this one will tell the men it's $40 to
fuck her in her tight sissy ass."


 


"Good girl," says Mistress Fiona. "Will you ask
them to use lube?"


 


"No, of course not, Mistress," I say, squirming as
I feel the lubricant leaking out of my ass and onto my panties. "This one
is already wet. This one's sissy cunt is always wet and ready. This
one's boycunt is a tight little dripping and fuckable hole."


 


Mistress Fiona is pleased by my recitation of my
fuckability. She reaches out and strokes my hair. "You're going to be a
very good girl for me tonight, aren't you, Yvette?"


 


"Yes, Mistress," I promise, glowing with pride to
feel her touching me.


 


"And a very good girl for whatever man pays you,"
smiles Fiona. "Isn't that right?"


 


"Yes, Mistress," I tell her.


 


"Then get out of the car," she orders. "Go do
what you're good at."


 


"Yes, Mistress," I say. "Thank you,
Mistress."


 


I exit the car.


 


#


 


I start walking down Blanchard Street, feeling a kind of
vertigo. It isn't the six-inch high heels I'm wearing that make me feel dizzy. I've
gotten used to the heels, like I've gotten used to the panties and the tight
skirt and tube top and the rings through my nipples and the small,
hormone-shrunken sissy clit that used to be a penis, and the big,
denial-swollen sac of my balls.


 


I feel dizzy because I can't believe my Mistress has really
done what she's threatened a hundred times. She's turned me out on the street.
I'm really here, walking down Blanchard Street, walking after midnight and dressed
like a hooker.


 


Correction:  I'm not dressed like a hooker. I am a hooker.


 


My hips swing like a real girl's when I walk. I know I look
hot, and I'm proud of it. I’m wearing a skimpy white tube top over my growing tits
with their hard, pierced nipples. The rings even show through the tube top a
little. I've got on a tight plaid skirt, like a schoolgirl's skirt. 
Underneath, Fiona let me wear girly white panties, but that's only for tonight.
She doesn't always let me wear underwear; sometimes she sends me out into the
world freeballing it. She likes to make me walk around with my soft little cock
hanging free beneath a very short skirt. It's a humiliating experience, even
with all the hormones she's used to shrink my cock and grow my tits. It's so
humiliating, in fact, that my little sissy clit doesn't usually stay soft for
long when she makes me walk around with it hanging free.


 


It's not soft now, though it isn't quite hard. My sissy
stick is at about half-mast, tenting the front of my dress a little. I know if
there's a client who wants to do something with it, it'll be ready for action
almost immediately. After months of being locked away in a chastity tube, even
hormones can't diminish my heightened need for sex. I'll be rock-hard the
instant any man touches me, even though I've never liked men before--not until
Fiona started feminizing me.


 


But it's much more likely that whatever man buys me will want
to use my tight sissy ass. That's why Fiona made me lube up before my
"walk." She bent me over and shoved four or five lubricating
suppositories up my sissy hole. That way, my boycunt is juicy, just like a real
pussy. My first few clients won't have to add any lube before they bend me
over. "Your job is to give them a quick and easy fuck," Fiona told
me. "Your sissy puss is nothing but a wet hole they can stick their dicks
in. Make it nice and easy for them. Understand?"


 


"Yes, Mistress," I said when she told me that.


 


Several cars slow down and check me out. I think I'm getting
more attention than other girls on the strip. I guess I’m fresh meat. I can't
tell if these girls are real girls or T-girls like me. If they're T-girls,
their Mistresses must love them very much; they've been turned in to hot,
slutty and fuckable girls. They're beautiful. I admire them. I wonder if
they've all got Mistress Fionas just like I do--Dominant wives or girlfriends
or Mistresses who taught them how to dress just like a girl and bend over for
strap-on cocks and eventually real dick. I wonder if they've got bitchy
Mistresses like I do who are waiting for them to come home with the night's
take in sweaty, small bills. Or maybe they've got scary Dominant pimps who will
slap them around and spank them if they don't earn enough. It makes my little
sissy thing swell a bit to think about what Mistress Fiona will do to me if I
don't earn some cash like she ordered me to. It's not like she needs the money;
she makes plenty abusing rich businessmen in her dungeon downtown. What she
needs is proof that I am her plaything. Those sweaty little bills I'm supposed
to earn will tell her she owns me. They'll tell her she's done right by me.
They'll tell her she's made me a horny little slut who bends over for strangers
and likes it. They'll tell Fiona I'd rather earn with my ass than be punished
by her whip and her fist and her strap-on.


 


The sweaty bills I'll bring home to Fiona will be proof that
I'm her bitch.


 


Nearby, a white Escalade slows down near me. It's driven by
an older man, white-haired, big and powerful. He peers at me as he passes. I
shake my tits for him a little. He speeds up and pulls around the corner. I
pout, feeling a little disappointed.


 


I feel a thrill as the stranger parks his car around the
corner. He gets out and walks back. He's wearing a long black coat and a
baseball cap. My breathing quickens.


 


As he approaches me, I arch my back and wiggle my tits. The
tube top almost falls off, and I don't try to stop it. My nipples stand out through
the fabric, fully erect. The piercings are obvious now through the fabric. He
seems to like them, or maybe he just likes my little sissy tits in general. He
seems to like all of me. 


 


I put on my flirtiest face and use my sexiest voice. I say,
"Hi-i-i-i-i," in a girly singsong as he comes up to me.


 


"Hello, beautiful," he says. "I'm Nate."


 


"I'm Yvette. How are you doing tonight?" My voice
is flirtatious. I twist one pigtail around my finger. I look Nate over. I feel
my little sissy stick growing hard in my panties, under my skirt. I like how
tall he is. I can't see his face very well; it's shrouded by the shadows from
the overhead street lights. The long coat obscures his body. But I really
like how tall he is. I wonder if that means he has a long dick.


 


"I'm doing great...now," says Nate, leering
at me lasciviously. "Would you like to get some coffee?"


 


"I'd rather drink something else," I tell him.
"It's a little more expensive than coffee, but..."


 


Nate smiles. He glances over his shoulder to make sure nobody
is close enough to overhear. 


 


He says, "How much more expensive?"


 


I say, "Twenty dollars." I purse my lips and blow
him a kiss, "For this pretty pucker." Then I pirouette and bend over,
wiggling my ass for him. I lift my plaid skirt and show him my panties. I spank
my shaved ass. "Or we could get real intimate for $40."


 


"How about both?" he asks. "A half and
half?"


 


I smile. "That'll be $50," I tell him.


 


He comes in to put his arm around me. He's palmed a $50 bill,
and he reaches down to slip it into my tube top. Between my tits, it feels
electric. The bill seems to pump adrenaline into me as the stranger and I walk
down the street with his big arm around my shoulders and my slender one around
his lower back.


 


"Let's go somewhere nice and private," Nate says.
"Somewhere real romantic."


 


He guides me toward a nearby alley.


 


I giggle. "This looks like just my style. I love this
kind of romance."


 


As Nate guides me into the alley, I feel the heat of my deep
arousal coursing through my body. I'm a little scared, but mostly I'm just fucking
turned on. I'm excited at having gotten my first client so quickly. And he
wants to do both. He wants a "half and half." 


 


The alley is shadowed from the street, so no one will be
able to see what we're doing. I drop down, crouching instead of kneeling because
I know kneeling would ruin my pretty white stockings. A year of training under
Mistress Fiona has made me real good at crouching, even in really high heels
like these ones. 


 


Nate opens up his coat. He holds it around me so even if someone
were to walk into the alley they won't see what I’m doing.


 


I unbuckle his belt. I unzip his slacks. I reach into his
pants to find a huge and glorious cock...already nice and hard for me.


 


I open wide and take Nate's cock into my mouth. I work my
painted red mouth wetly up and down. Giving a blowjob comes automatically to
me, like it's the most natural thing in the world. I get Nate's big cock all
wet and use one hand to stroke the shaft while I caress his balls with the
other and eagerly suck on the head. Nate lets lets out a long, low moan of
pleasure. He allows me to do my work for ten minutes of glorious, succulent
sucking, his hips rocking gently in time with my strokes.


 


Then, he says, "Baby, that’s nice. But now I want the
second course."


 


I've already got a condom in my mouth. I put it on quickly,
sheathing his huge dick in clear latex. Nate barely even knows I've put it on
him.


 


When I've got his cock bagged, I look up obediently and ask
him, "Where do you want me?"


 


Nate pats a metal garbage can behind him. It clangs. 


 


"How about right here?" he asks. "Bend
over."


 


I feel a rush. How could I be any filthier of a slut? I'm
about to bend over a garbage can and take it anally from a stranger. Bent over,
taking it up my ass from a stranger for $50. My heart pounds. I've never been
more humiliated...or more aroused.


 


Mistress Fiona is a great teacher. She knew once I was out
here, I'd get into the groove of whoring. 


 


So I rise to my feet and smile flirtatiously as I move over
to the garbage can.


 


"Yum," I say. "The perfect throne for a
princess."


 


I lower my panties and step out of them. I tuck them in the
front of my skirt, moving the $50 bill there to join them. 


 


The garbage can is the perfect height to fuck me on, even if
the handle does dig into my hips a bit. 


 


I lift my skirt to my waist. I bend over the garbage can. I
look back over my shoulder at Nate. I give him my bedroom eyes. He doesn't need
them. He's already coming for me, his latex-sheathed cock in his hand. He holds
out his coat so my ass is hidden from the street.


 


"You need lube?" he asks me. "I've got
some."


 


I shake my head proudly. "No, Sir. My sissy cunt is
nice and wet for you."


 


He spanks my ass. "Good girl."


 


Nate brings his cock to my entrance and parts my cheeks with
his hands. He starts to push in. I feel my asshole stretching. Nate's cock is
really big. I feel my little sissy stick hard against the cold metal of the
garbage can. I cry out as Nate gets his cock up my tight hole. I take a deep
breath and try to relax around his shaft. It's an intense sensation to be
entered so deeply. Nate's cock is even bigger than the strap-ons that Mistress
Fiona has trained me with.


 


Nate moans in pleasure as he starts to fuck me, working his
cock all the way up my ass. I take him to the hilt, pushing my ass back onto
him. I whimper as he starts to pump his cock rhythmically up my back hole.


 


"What a good little slut," he says. "Such a
tight little asshole."


 


"Yes, Sir," whimper as he fucks me. "I've got
a fuckable little sissy cunt. It's nice and wet for you. Thank you, Sir,"
I whimper. "Thank you, Sir, for fucking this little bitch's sissy
pussy."


 


I've been taught to call all men Sir; Mistress Fiona insists
on it. It comes naturally with a big man like Nate, especially when I’m so
turned on. 


 


I rock my hips back against Nate's deep thrusts, trying to
push myself harder onto him. Soon he's fucking all the way into me--huge
thrusts of his long cock sliding from my entry all the way back to my guts.
He's so deep inside me I can practically feel his cock in my throat.


 


"Oh, fuck," he gasps. "I'm going to
cum." His cock pops free of my ass. He pulls the condom off. "Get on
your knees. I wanna do it on your titties. Is that all right?"


 


I don't know what to say. I think I should charge him extra
for that. I'll be covered in jizz! He'll pump it all over me. 


 


Then I hear his voice take on an aggressive tone -- deep and
commanding.


 


"I said get down on your knees, Yvette. I'm gonna shoot
on your titties."


 


The commanding tone of his voice makes me obey him
instantly, like I'm programmed for it. 


 


"Yes, Sir," I say, feeling a rush of excitement at
his sudden dominant turn. 


 


I get off the garbage can, feeling the ache in my bowels
from the deep, hard fuck he just gave me. I get back down low, crouching as he
snaps off the condom and tosses it away into the alley.  It lands with a wet,
squishing sound. 


 


I wrap my petite hand around his big cock and start to
stroke him. He closes his hand over mine and guides me, beating off furiously. He
knows how to get himself off, I'll give him that. 


 


It doesn't take long. I look up at him, eyes eyes big and
moist, as I feel the hot stream of his jizz shooting over my titties.


 


He cums gallons. He pumps it all over me. I feel filthy. I
should have charged him extra, but once I heard him being all dominant, I
wanted it. I wanted his cum on my tits.


 


He finishes. He lets out a sigh.


 


He says, "Thanks, Yvette." He pats me on the head,
patronizingly. He zips up. He walks away and disappears through the mouth of
the alley without looking back. That's it. I've just been used and discarded.


 


Shame and erotic humiliation pour through me. It makes my
face go hot. Still crouching in the alley, I reach down and wrap my hand around
my hard little pecker. I know I can't cum--not without spending a lot more time
on it and probably sticking some fingers up my asshole. Not with the hormones
in my body; my cock can get hard, but cumming is way more work than it used to
be.


 


That doesn't matter; it feels good just to touch myself and
smell Nate's cum all over my tits. I lick it off my fingers. I smell the filth
of the alley. I feel the pulsing throb in my bitch hole, the emptiness in my
sissy cunt that needs to be filled by another stranger's cock. I can smell the
ripe moistness of my ass. He really fucked me good.


 


It'll make it easier for my next few clients. Nate fucked me
open. He got me nice and loose for them. 


 


I wipe Nate's cum from my tits with my hands. I lick it off
my fingers. I wipe off the remnants with some tissues from my purse. I reach
back and wipe my crack. I pick up my panties and slide them on again. I get out
a compact from my purse and fix my makeup as best I can. 


 


I pull up my tube top, pull down my skirt and hit the street.
I start my sissy walk all over again, and cars slow down as they pass. I wiggle
my butt at them; I pull down the tank top and show them my pierced little tits.
I see smiles and blank, guilty looks and plenty of eyes following me. More cars
slow down.


 


I wiggle my tits and keep walking down Blanchard.


 


 


 












Sissy Whore by Timber
Corbett


 


When I wake up in the morning,
you're pressed against me, close and warm and very naked. I can feel the curve
of your breasts against me, the nipples already hard. You're straddling my
thigh and I can feel that you're already wet. I wonder how long you've been
awake.


 


The first thing you say to me is:
"Remember what day it is?"


 


I do remember. It's a Saturday in
the middle of winter, and outside the rain is pouring down in great crashing
waves, the thunder making the windows rattle every few minutes.


 


But in case you've forgotten, you
remind me: "Today's the day I'm going to make you my sissy whore."


 


I shiver a little as you say it;
there's a cruel smile on your beautiful face. We've both wanted this for a long
time, but actually doing it is scary to me. Luckily, I know I don't have any
choice. You're in control. You're totally in control.


 


My cock stirs and you wrap your
fingers around my hard-on, smiling.


 


We get out of bed and you lead me
to the shower. You've set out an assortment of products for me in the shower;
fruity, girly shampoo, a body wash called Aphrodite, shaving cream in a pink
can, feminine after-shave lotion and several disposable razors.


 


"Don't forget to shave your
pussy real close," you tell me, cradling my hard cock in your hand.
"I want my little girl's pussy nice and smooth for me." Your arm
curves around me and your fingers tickle my ass. "This pussy, too, where
I'm going to fuck you. I'll help you shave your ass, little girl. I want your
smooth when I fuck you."


 


My hands are shaking a little from
anticipation as I get in the scalding-hot shower and wash myself all over with
the body wash, imagining that I'm drawing its feminine scent deep into my
lungs, feeling it transform me. I shave my face the way I do every morning,
paying extra attention to make it as smooth as can be. Then I sit down on the
edge of the tub and start shaving, lathering my legs all over with the
lilac-scented shave cream. I stroke my legs with the razor, long, tender
strokes from my ankles to the tops of my calves, then up my thighs to my
crotch. I have to change the razor and clean out the screen in the drain
several times. I pull my scrotum tight and very carefully shave it smooth, too.
Soon my legs and crotch are smooth and pink, my cock standing out straight from
a hairless body. When you come back in to check on me, I bend forward in the
shower and you pick up the razor.


 


I breathe hard as you draw the
razor over my buttocks, hugging every cure and not cutting me once. When you
rinse me off, I can feel the warm water running over my asshole. Your fingers
glide over my smooth ass, savoring its vulnerability.


 


You turn me around and look me up
and down.


 


"Very nice," you tell
me, stroking my shaved balls. "You're going to make such a great little
whore."


 


When I'm done with the shower, you
lead me into the bedroom and sit me down in a wooden chair in front of your
vanity. You've laid out an assortment of makeup, ready to paint my face. You
sit in my lap, straddling me. I can smell the heat of your pussy, can feel it
nuzzling against my cock, wet and dripping. You lean forward and start to paint
me.


 


Look up. Look down. Close your
eyes. Purse your lips. I thought this shade would be perfect for you. It's
called cocksucker red. You do know that whores suck cock, don't you? You're
going to suck a lot of cock by the time you're through, little girl. Don't be
afraid. I'll make sure it's real good for you.


 


By the time you let me turn around
and look at myself in the mirror, I can feel the little pool of juice you've
left on my thighs. It matches the strings of pre-come that glisten from the tip
of my cock to my lower belly every time I move. This is turning you on as much
as it is me.


 


I look beautiful. The foundation
hides my masculine features and the hint of a beard; the blush accentuates my
cheekbones; the eyeliner makes my eyes look big and sleepy and sexy.


 


And the cocksucker-red lipstick
making my lips look full and pouty and ready to be savaged -- the mouth of a
whore.


 


You produce a black pageboy wig
from the closet and snug it on over my short hair. You take a moment to nestle
my cock between my fingers and then bend down to gently kiss it goodbye. The
feel of your tongue swirling around my head almost makes me come, but you know
when to stop.


 


You open your top drawer and take
out a skimpy pair of black lace panties, a garter belt and black seamed
stockings, and a matching black lace bra. You push me back onto the bed and I
put my legs up for you to put the stockings on my smooth-shaved legs. You tell
me to stand up and you wrap the garter belt around my slim hips, hitching the
garters to my stockings.


 


"Panties always go on over
the garters," you whisper into my ear. "That way you're easier to
fuck."


 


My cock tucks awkwardly into the
panties, stretching the lacy satin so that its outline pushes off to the right.
You put the bra on me and take a pair of latex forms out of your drawer.
They've got sculpted nipples, and they poke through the bra as you adjust them.


 


"I figured D-cups were
good," you say. "I thought you'd want to have nice big tits."


 


You step back from me and look me
up and down. I flush hot as your eyes rove over me in my black wig, makeup,
bra, fake tits, panties, garter belt and stockings.


 


"Mmmm," you moan.
"You look good enough to eat. Now let's get you dressed up for
company."


 


"Company?" I ask
nervously.


 


"Yes," you say.
"Company. You want to be a whore, right? A whore has tricks."


 


You get a little black dress out
of the closet and I wriggle into it with your help. It's so tight that the
sculpted nipples of my breasts show through the fabric quite clearly. It's so
short that it hangs just a few inches past the curve of my ass. You can see the
outline of my cock tenting the front of the tight dress.


 


"I'd tuck your cock out of
the way," you tell me, "but with you all hard like that it wouldn't
be possible. Guess your trick will know what he's getting. Something tells me
he won't mind."


 


"He?" I say nervously.


 


"Of course," you tell
me. "Sissy whores suck cock and eat come. That's what you're going to be
doing. Don't give me any argument," you coo, leaning close to me and
whispering warmly into my ear. "You've been wanting this forever. I'm sure
you'll be real good at it. You're probably a better cocksucker than me, aren't
you?"


 


"I don't know," I say.


 


"Well, you'll find out,"
you smile, and plant a barely-there kiss on my lips so as not to mess up my
cocksucker's lipstick.


 


The finishing touch on my outfit
are the black pumps with four-inch heels that you take out of a box in the
closet. You snuggle them over my feet and I totter nervously on them.


 


"Do you know what these are
called?" you ask as you caress in feet in their open-toed pumps.


 


I shake my head.


 


"Please-fuck-me shoes. Isn't
that what little sissy whores want?"


 


I nod, feeling my cock surge in my
panties, pressing against the front of the dress.


 


The doorbell rings.


 


"Why don't you make our guest
comfortable and get him a drink while I get dressed?" you ask. Nervously,
I walk to the front door, feeling unsteady in the four-inch heels. The doorbell
rings insistently before I make it there.


 


When I open the door, I feel my
heart pound. It's a stranger, a large black man, perhaps six inches taller than
me -- even with my four-inch heels -- and heavier by at least 100 pounds. He's
big and bulky and muscled, I can see even though he's wearing a dripping black
raincoat. He's got a broad smile on his face, an umbrella in one hand and a
dozen rain-glistening red roses in the other.


 


"Hi Corey," he smiles at
me. "I'm Dave. I hear you're a real good cocksucker."


 


I swallow nervously.
"Yes," I say. "I think I am. Can I take your coat?"


 


He comes in, shaking the rain from
his coat. I help him off with it, feeling the closeness of his body as I touch
him.


 


"The living room's right
through that door," I say as I hang up his coat. "Make yourself at
home."


 


"These are for you," he
says, handing me the roses.


 


"Thank you," I say.
"I'll put them in water. Can....can I get you a drink?"


 


"Scotch, neat," he says.


 


I go into the kitchen, cut the
roses and put them in a vase. I pour him a healthy glass of our best Scotch and
take it into the living room.


 


He's made himself at home, all
right, having switched on the TV and started the DVD player. He's watching porn
-- a scene of a woman in a black pageboy wig sucking cock.


 


"Thanks," he says,
accepting the drink and sipping it. "Why don't you come sit next to me,
Corey?"


 


Nervously, I sit on the couch next
to him. He puts his arm around me and pulls me closer. I feel my cock throbbing
as he presses his body close to mine. 


 


"Aren't you a pretty little
girl?" he says, running his hands over my stockinged legs and my slender
hips. He brings his hand up to my breasts and squeezes, pinching the nipples.
"And such a fuckable face," he says, and pushes my head down into his
lap. "You're gonna suck my cock real good, aren't you, Corey?"


 


I feel my throat tightening, my
mouth watering slightly as I nod. 


 


I've never sucked cock before, but
when I feel the length of his dick pressing hard through his pants, I feel a
rush I never expected. I barely know what I'm doing; I feel like I'm being
taken over by this cocksucking whore who's appropriated my body. I unfasten his
belt and unzip his pants. Then I take his cock out and see that it's uncut.
I've never even seen an uncut cock before up close. It's like I'm a virgin all
over again. I nudge back the foreskin, smelling the sharp scent of his sweat. I
ease the foreskin down, exposing the head, which is a lighter tan color and
glistening with his pre-come. I bend forward and begin to suck it.


 


It's good-sized, long and
exceptionally thick, and it tastes sharp and salty and sweaty and aromatic like
my own come when you thrust your fingers forcible into my mouth after giving me
a handjob.


 


Not having any experience, I don't
know what to do, don't know how to suck cock. I just lick around the head at
first. Then I lick down his shaft, over the bunched flesh of his foreskin,
licking down to his balls and tongue them gently. When I slide my mouth back up
to the head, his honey-colored shaft is stained red with my lipstick. I take
his cock into my mouth and begin pumping it in and out, listening to him moan.


 


"It's true," he said.
"You're the best cocksucker I've ever had."


 


I want to reach down and stroke my
cock; it's throbbing against the front of the dress, and when I look down I see
a spreading stain of my pre-come. But I don't dare; I want to focus totally on
servicing this stranger. I slide down onto my hands and knees in front of him
as he spreads his legs. I kneel on the floor and he watches me suck his cock,
his eyes flickering up to the blowjob on the TV screen every now and then -- at
first. But soon he's only watching me.


 


"Such a pretty face," he
says. "Especially when it's got a cock in it."


 


I look up at him with my pretty
eyes and feel the surge of energy between us as he watches me. I don't even
realize you're watching us until you speak.


 


"What can I say? Corey really
knows how to thank a man for bringing flowers."


 


"She sure does," says
Dave. "You've trained this whore right."


 


I slide Dave's cock out of my
mouth and look back at you. You look gorgeous in a pair of skintight PVC pants
and a matching zippered bustier. I can see the bulge at the front of the pants
-- you're wearing your strap-on. The big one.


 


"Keep working on the one
end," you tell him as you cross the room. "I'll take care of her
other end."


 


Dave puts his hand on the back of
my head and pushes me back onto his cock.


 


I lift my ass in the air as I take
Dave's cock back into my mouth. You slip your hands under my dress and pull the
panties down to my knees, then over them and off. You spread my legs as you
snug the dress over my hips, and I feel your face descending between my shaved
cheeks. I gasp as your tongue slides into my asshole, but the sound is muffled
by Dave's cock. He's got his hand on the back of my head, telling me he's not
going to let me up -- he's not going to let me stop sucking his cock, no matter
what. That turns me on more than anything, and when you reach down to wrap your
fingers around my cock, I know I could come any minute. But you go slow,
stroking me gently as your tongue burrows into my ass. I whimper deep in my
throat as I take a deep breath and swallow Dave's cock. I hear the faint sound
of a zipper and feel a cold drizzle of lube between my cheeks.


 


Your cockhead nuzzles my asshole
as Dave watches. I clutch the base of his shaft with my hand for support as you
enter me. I feel my asshole spreading for you, opening up to accept your hard
cock. You push it in, holding my hips steady as you take me. My asshole fills
with your dick, and I suck Dave's cock even more eagerly.    


 


I hear the vibrator humming deep
in your harness, knowing its nuzzled firmly against your clit. You moan loudly
as you stroke into me. You go gently at first, but soon you're fucking me
violently as you moan. It's almost like you've got a real cock and you're
taking your pleasure from my asshole. And that's as close to true as it needs
to be. I'm really close myself, the head of your cock hitting just the right
place at exactly the right angle. I'm going to come.


 


But you come first, moaning loudly
and pounding me deep as if you're shooting your load deep into my asshole. Dave
is next, letting out a big sigh as I clamp my lips around his head. The hot
streams of his come taste sharp, a little surprising. But I swallow it all,
sucking the come from his red-tinted shaft as you finish coming in my asshole.


 


"Roll her over," you
tell him as you pull out of me, and the two of you push me onto the sofa,
getting me onto my back with my head in your lap, so close I can smell my own
asshole on the swell of your cock.


 


Now Dave is between my legs, his
mouth wrapped around my cock. I've never had my cock sucked by another man
before, and the surprise and shock of it overwhelms me as he takes me into his
mouth. Two strokes, three -- and then I shoot, deep inside his mouth, ecstasy
exploding through my feminine body.


 


"Give your little sissy whore
a kiss," you tell him, and Dave presses his mouth to mine, letting my come
gush into my mouth. Obediently, I swallow as you stroke my hair.


 


"Good girl," you tell
me. "Good little sissy whore."


 


I close my eyes and drift into
pleasure as the thunder outside shakes the house.


 


 













What Makes a Slut a Slut by Erica K.


 


 


"You're quite a little
cocksucker," she said. "But you know what makes a slut a real
slut?"


 


The first was a reasonable
comment, since I had her cock down my throat at the time. My answer was,
therefore, slow in coming. I eased myself back, opening up wide, letting my
ravaged throat give up the feel of the cock it so loved. The slim, arrow shaped
head popped out of the back of my throat and I gave a little shudder as I came
up, gasping for air. A string of saliva popped and glistened between my lips,
painted bright red with a thick coating of lipstick.


 


I slurped.


 


"No, Mistress," I told
her, even though I already knew.


 


"A real slut takes it in the
ass," she told me, caressing my moist lips, smearing my lipstick further.
"You know that, don't you Kerry?"


 


I should tell you one thing before
this goes any further: I love my ass. I love my tight little ass. It's
the most feminine thing about me; it always was, even before I started tucking
it into panties and zipping it into skintight latex. All my old girlfriends
used to comment on it: masculine chest, feminine ass and legs. Except, of
course, for the cock between those legs -- but, then, a good enough tuck job
can hide even that. Until, of course, I get hard.


 


I was very hard now, my panties
distended with the thick bulge of my erection. Sucking cock always makes me
hard, especially when it's a cock strapped to Juliette. I know from experience
that nothing gets my Mistress wetter than having me suck her cock like it's a
real one, a flesh-and-blood cock, and more than once I've made her cum with the
proper movements of my mouth and throat, pressing the base of her dildo against
her clit and, if she's wearing the right kind of rig, thrusting the plug
deep inside her, a place I would never, without permission, even think of going
myself.


 


But she knows that nothing makes
me hotter than having my ass looked at, admired, lusted after. Men or women --
it doesn't matter. A pair of eyes lingering on my ass, whether it's in skimpy
white panties under a lifted schoolgirl's skirt or crammed into skintight PVC
hip-huggers, will ruin even the best tuck job.


 


Now, my tuck job was hopeless,
given that my ass was exposed in a black pair of French-cut lace panties, underneath
a tight spandex skirt that, as I'd begun to suck her, Mistress had instructed
me to lift. And a small crowd had formed around us while I serviced her cock; a
dozen, perhaps two dozen people, men and women and others, looked on hungrily,
no doubt some admiring the way I took Mistress's large cock down my throat --
but many of them, I knew -- or imagined, which was just as good -- lusting
after my ass.


 


Mistress didn't have to lust --
she could take what she wanted, and she hadn't taken me yet.


 


"Yes, Mistress," I said,
looking up at her through eyelashes painted heavy and black. "A real slut
takes it in the ass."


 


"Would you like to be a slut
for me, Kerry? Would you like to be my real slut?"


 


I was so hard and hungry and
blissed-out in sub space that I would have said yes to anything she wanted -- anything.
But the thought of having my ass taken, the very first time, by Mistress
Juliette while all these people watched, caused a turbulent swirl of emotion
deep in my belly.


 


"Here, Mistress?"


 


"Of course here,"
she said, petulantly, the hint of irritation making my cock ache even more than
it already did. "Bent over that table. Spread wide, and impaled on my
fucking cock, Kerry. Isn't that what you want? You said you wanted to be a real
slut."


 


She indicated the nearby table
with just the motion of her eyes. The big platform, sturdy and padded in black
leather, had just been cleared of its writhing, nude female submissive; it
still glistened from the wipe-down. Mistress Juliette knew full well that I wanted
nothing more than to be a real slut -- but she also knew I'd never been fucked
there, never used by a cock or a woman's dildo. I had fucked myself, of course
-- of course! -- but only in private, legs spread, ass pointed at the
mirror near my bed, watching my tender ass stretched open by a dildo in my
hand.


 


So I knew I could take her --
physically. But on an emotional, sexual level, it really wasn't quite the same
thing.


 


But Mistress Juliette had made
promises, you might even call them guarantees -- "Stick with me, Kerry,
and you'll be a slut. I'll make you a real slut whether you like it or
not."


 


And I liked it, I liked it very
much -- so I quelled my fear and nodded.


 


"Yes, Mistress," I said.
"If it pleases you, nothing would make me happier. Please fuck my
ass."


 


Mistress Juliette gave a musical
laugh, almost a giggle -- if that girlish word can be applied to her
statuesque, imposing figure, five-ten in her stockinged feet, six-two in heels
(on which she moved as gracefully as a sleazy ballerina, an expert in the use
of fuck-me-pumps if ever there was one).


 


"Can someone volunteer to get
this slut tied to that table?" she called to the crowd. "Ass up, of
course."


 


This was our agreement, it almost
goes without saying -- anyone could play with me, given Mistress Juliette's
permission. Of course, she was a possessive bitch -- meaning no disrespect --
and the pleasure of tying me to a table was, doubtless, the most she would
allow any of the revelers to do to me.


 


But for the two men in leather
pants and vests who stepped forward, that was plenty.


 


"Would you like her tied
tight or loose?" one of them asked.


 


"Oh, as tight as you possibly
can," said Mistress Juliette with a wink. "Let's make sure the slut
can't get away. Not that she'd dream of such a thing."


 


"As you wish, Mistress."


 


Though these two hunky leathermen
were plainly tops themselves, they offered the scene's top the customary
deference. It gave me a thrill of fear and arousal to feel them seize my arms
and all but lift me in the air. With barely a squirm, just the hint of a
struggle, I was thrust across the padded table. One of the men went to work on
my wrists, while the other stood behind me and forcibly kicked my legs apart.


 


It was an expert move, one that
Mistress Juliette no doubt appreciated. In a few moments I had secure rope
cuffs circling my wrists, and the cuffs were bound to the D-rings at the far
corners of the wide, padded table. My ankles, similarly, were bound to the legs
of the table, high six-inch fuck-me-pumps and all, spread so wide that I felt
suspended in space, my ass raised high, exposed and vulnerable.


 


"Anyone have a knife?" I
heard Mistress Juliette ask behind me, and my flesh goosebumped head to toe in
an instant. I moaned softly.


 


Behind me was the telltale click of
a switchblade, and I shut my eyes very tight. I've always had a ghastly fear of
knives.


 


"You may remove the slut's
panties if you like," said Mistress Juliette, her voice as rich as
chocolate.


 


I have no idea which of the hunks
did the slicing; my eyes were shut tight, and all I could feel was his hand on
my stretchy skirt, pulling it up further, the cold steel of the blade as he
slid it gently under the straps, the minimal pull of the fabric in my ass as he
slit first one side and then the other. It was a very sharp knife.


 


He swept my panties away and must
have presented them to Mistress Juliette.


 


"Stuff them in the slut's
mouth," she said.


 


I opened my mouth obediently and
one of the hunks -- I was only able to see their bulging crotches, now, without
raising my eyes in what would have been a far-from-deferent gesture -- inserted
my panties, which smelled and tasted like me. I felt a curious mix of
humiliation and arousal, made more intense with the snap of a latex glove just
behind me.


 


Though she's quite femme, Mistress
Juliette always keeps the fingernails of her right hand trimmed short -- as if
that strange variation between right and left hands flags to anyone smart
enough to pick up on it. I'm sure more than a few girls -- and boys, as well --
had felt a quiver in their loins when they noticed the difference between
Mistress Juliette's fingernails.


 


I had felt those fingers inside
me, two of them at a time. That's how she started me off -- two fingers,
thickly coated with lube. I moaned and surged forward, rattling even this heavy
table, a table built for the debauchment of sluts just like me. I felt my cock
pressing against the cold vinyl. Mistress Juliette sank her two fingers into me
and gently caressed my balls with her other hand.


 


"This will be a stretch for
her," said Mistress Juliette in a sensual stage voice. "She's never
been fucked before." She was basking in the attention of the crowd, which
would have made me admire fondly how much of an exhibitionist slut my Mistress
was -- which, most certainly, I would do later. But at the time I was occupied
with the feeling of her third finger joining the first two, opening me up. It
made my eyes go wide, and a muffled moan came out of my panty-stuffed mouth.


 


"Have you ever seen such a
hungry little slut?" said the Mistress, and her fingers, having done their
duty, slid out of me. She was eager to see me take her cock, to feel me
stretched and savaged around her. She stood graceful and delicate against me,
her high heels giving her just the right altitude to guide her cock into my
upthrust ass.


 


The first pressure of her cockhead
made me gasp; what had felt small and arrow shaped in my mouth and down my
throat now felt enormous and powerful. She worked the head in a circle, letting
my ass get used to the idea...and then she thrust, gently at first, more firmly
as I opened up for her.


 


I squealed, which made her thrust
deeper, lean forward, and purr into my ear: "Like a pig, Kerry. Squeal
like a little slut pig."


 


Her hips completed the thrust,
driving her cock deep into me. Though the first stroke of her dildo had made me
tense, I now relaxed -- from tingling toe to wide-apart lips. Pleasure pulsed
through me as her cock filled me up. I was stretched, opened around her shaft, fucked.
My eyes rolled back in my head. My panties fell, dank and spit-soaked, out of
my mouth to glisten on the dungeon floor.


 


She began to fuck me, long even
strokes going as deep into me as had ever been gone. I pulled against my ropes
-- not trying to get away, but endeavoring to shove myself back onto her cock.
Mistress Juliette approved, and she pinned my shoulders to the table so I would
have to use my hips. That is one thing a slut knows how to do, she'd
told me. Use her fucking hips.


 


Then I was moaning, my thrusts a
shuddering arrhythmic dance as my cock rubbed against the table. When I came I
screamed louder than I believe I have ever screamed in my life. Mistress
Juliette met my orgasm with a shove of her dildo as deep as it would go, and a
gentle caress on the back of my neck -- with the long-nailed hand. I think she
would have grabbed my hair, but of course that would have made it come off.


 


I was lost in the pleasure, hungry
for her cock. I barely even felt the hunks returning alongside me, quickly
opening my bonds, setting me free from the table. But I definitely felt
Mistress Juliette's cock, sliding out of me, leaving me dripping and gasping in
pleasure.


 


She guided me to my knees, and I
obediently licked the vinyl table, cleaning it of my own come. The taste, tart
and pungent, filled my mouth and opened my throat. I swallowed myself eagerly,
and begged for more with my eyes when I turned my head to see Mistress Juliette
watching me, pleased by my lapping.


 


"What do you think?" she
asked a few of the revelers watching us, some of them engaging in their own
grope sessions, plainly aroused by our display. "Is Kerry a real
slut?"


 


They answered with applause, and I
felt my face growing hot as I basked in their approval. Like Mistress Juliette,
I was an exhibitionist slut -- or, rather, I was becoming one.


 


And, like her, I knew that this
was far from what makes a slut a real slut. What makes her a real slut
is -- well, it's whatever makes her one in the moment. And I was quite sure
that by the time the evening was over, Mistress Juliette would find a few more
ways for me to become one.


 


 












What You Really, Really
Want by Sonia Palmer


 


 


 


You should be careful what you tell
me, baby. You should be careful what you ask for. If you're not careful, I
might find out what you really, really want.


 


And maybe I already did.


 


I mean, we've only been together
for three months, right? When you tell me things like you told me last night...a
girl could get the wrong idea.


 


I might think you actually want
those bad, bad things to happen, rather than just fantasizing about them.


 


I don't mean the thing about you
wanting to wear panties, baby. I figured that out on our first date, just from
the way that you blushed when I flashed you a little, did you think that was an
accident? I mean, why do you think I kept dropping hints, baby, or did you
really think it was your idea to wear my panties and let me put lipstick
and eye shadow on you?


 


Letting me lock you in chastity
and dress you up in panties and put makeup on you was very brave, baby. But as
for that chastity tube, you don't even know yet just how brave it really is.
But you will.


 


Because even though you think
I'll unlock you, baby -- if you decide you really need me to -- I've never been
great about safewords.


 


And you know what? I think that's
okay with you.


 


Because I think in your
fantasies, you like it when a mean bitchy girlfriend like me won't
unlock a guy's chastity tube, even though she promised she would.


 


How do I know? Well, I'll get to
that, honey. Just sit there and listen. Listen and squirm.


 


You already know you should be
careful what you tell me, baby. You should be careful what you dream of, what
you jack off to. You should be careful what you let yourself want, because I
might give it to you. But you already know about that, because you've probably
figured out by now that you didn't even really ask me as nicely as you did to
get me to do a little "chastity play" with you, darling, and to help
you cross-dress. Ha ha! 


 


You're just starting to think
that maybe I've done this before, aren't you? Yeah, baby. You would be right.
Remember my old boyfriend Nick that I told you about? Well, I told you a little
white lie, baby. Nick and I didn't break up. I sold him. Or should I say
"her"? Because by the time I turned her over to her buyers, she
wasn't named Nick any more. Her name is Nicole, and I get emails from her now
and then -- with very pretty pictures. From what I can see, she's very
happy in that brothel in Nevada. She's made a lot of new friends. I
really like it when my boyfriends make new friends.


 


That's why you should be careful
what you whisper to me when I've got you tied up and my fingers in your ass,
all covered in latex and slicked up with lube. You should be careful how loud
you moan when I say really, really, really bad things to you, baby, like
"I bet you'd like it if I went out and fucked some strangers and then came
home smelling and tasting like them, huh?"


 


You really shouldn't moan like
crazy when I say that, baby. A girl could get tempted. You really should be
more careful what you admit you want.


 


And you should really get
a password for your laptop.


 


But it's no use playing games
now, baby. The damage is done.  I read those stories you saved on your hard
drive, in the file marked "Private" and the one inside that marked
"Femdom" and the one inside that marked "Favorites."  I
looked at those pictures, with the dirty little captions describing exactly
what I might think you want if I didn't know better. I even watched the video
clips you file-shared, baby.


 


I had to fast-forward, though, because
I did it while you were in the shower. Probably jacking off, if there's any
truth to the stories in the file marked "Femdom fantasies I wrote."
If there's any truth to those stories, baby, you just about always jack
off. I know a lot of those stories you wrote way before I even knew you, but
you obviously liked them enough to keep them right there bookmarked on your
hard drive.


 


And if there's any truth to the
stories, then you spend almost all your time thinking about  how your girlfriend
-- that's right, that would be me at the moment -- is off fucking black
guys...picking the up in bars and getting fucked in the men's rooms, bareback
and unprotected, and bringing home nice juicy loads for you to eat right out of
her snatch.


 


If your filthy little stories are
any indication, you're probably thinking about that when you go down on me.


 


I always wondered why you do it
so well, baby.... now I know. It's because you're fantasizing that every time
you and I fool around, it's because I'm horny to have brought a nice hot load
up inside me. You're going to town on my pussy because you can't stop thinking
about how good I feel when those big manly black guys bend me over in a train
station or a rest stop, or at my apartment, right on my bed, on the nights when
I called you and told you to come over an hour later than usual. Or even on your
bed, when you're out running errands on a Saturday.


 


Look, baby...all I'm saying is,
if you're not going to password-protect your laptop and you're going to let me
get anywhere near it, I'm going to snoop. You have to know that. So you have to
know that I'd find that stuff...that I'd find out what a filthy little pervert
you are.


 


And so last night you were really
going out on a limb -- far more than I knew at the time. You were really
risking a lot when you asked me, blushingly, "Do you think you might want
to dominate me some time? Nothing heavy, just a little...play?"


 


"Sometime" turned out
to be now, mostly because when I grabbed your nipples, you melted like a horny
little pig bottom...and you looked so fucking cute sprawled out on the couch
underneath me. You got all hard and horny when I grabbed your throat, when I
bit your neck, when I pulled your hair. And by the time I worked up to slapping
your face? It was obvious you wanted more than just "a little play."


 


That's why I spanked you, baby.
That's why I made you pull down your pants and I spanked you. That's why I
squeezed your balls and fucked your ass with my fingers. I'm telling you, darling,
I'm familiar with the ins and outs, so to speak, of the male anatomy. I know
what a tight virgin asshole feels like. Yours isn't one. What was it, baby, a
dildo? Did one of your girlfriends give it to you good, baby -- maybe more than
one? Or were you just fooling around with your fingers, like I did last night?


 


 Did you wish you had a dildo the
same way I wished I had a strap-on, so I could give you what you so badly need?


 


Well, I'm ready to give it to
you, baby. You might think I'm naïve, but I've done this before. Three months
into our relationship, I find out what a pervert you are? Please,
darling...I've been there before.


 


That's why I've decided to come
clean, baby.


 


Yeah, I fuck strangers,
baby...lots and lots of strangers. I fuck lots and lots of strangers. It's
usually black guys -- I don't know why, I just like them, baby. I'm attracted
to black men. Sometimes I see a black man and I just want to drop my panties. I
fuck them in men's rooms, cars, motel rooms, alleys. Even at orgies, baby...I
mean gangbangs of course, since it's always just me and my
"friends." Sometimes I'll take on, like, twelve guys, baby.


    


And yeah, baby, I hadn't really
thought about it, but I guess I always do get horny for strange black
cock when I know I'm going to see you. Maybe that's why every night when I come
over to your place after work, I drop by the train station first. I've tried to
resist the urge, but I just can't. I park in twenty-minute parking. I sneak
into the men's room. I just go right into the stall and bend over, baby....I'll
never know who does me. Sometimes it's one guy, sometimes it's ten. Either way,
I walk out good and wet for you, darling.


 


I bring you what you want. I
bring you just what you want.


 


And as for the weekends, baby?
When I stay over at your place, making lazy love with you and napping through
the afternoon? I don't always sleep, baby. Sometimes I sneak down to the corner
store right by your house. I don't even get dressed, really -- not all the way.
No panties, no bra....just a tight pair of white sweats and a tank top that
guys can see right through. It's never hard to make a connection, baby. When
you look like me, and you're dressed like that, it doesn't take more than a
toss of my hair to get invited back to your neighbor's house. Do you even know
how many smoking hot black guys live on your block, baby? Plenty. And recently,
since we got together, I think more and more of them drop by the corner store.
I've ever fucked the clerks, baby....all of them.


 


And then I come back home
steaming, horny for you. Wet up inside, where I let them fuck me bareback. I'm
dripping their cum, and you don't even know it. I snuggle up next to you in
bed, baby, smelling like them even more than I already smell like you.


 


You know how I wake you up with a
blowjob some afternoons? That's just a smokescreen. What I really want is to
sit on your face.


 


You give really good head, baby. Really
good head.


 


Ant it turns me on to humiliate
you like that. That's why I always cum when you lick me. No, it isn't your
skilled little pervert tongue, baby. It isn't how focused you are on my
pleasure, as you fantasize about how many cocks have been up inside me. You're
not the one who gets me off, baby -- at least, it's not your oral skills. It's
the memory of how good those strangers' cocks were, and how humiliated you
would be if you knew you were chowing down on a stranger's seed.


 


And now you ask if I'd like to
"play"? If maybe I might want to "dominate" you?


 


And the day after I find out just
what an easy little horny little pig bottom you are, I find out you want
what I've already given you?


 


Well, baby. The second I read
those stories, I knew I just had to come clean. I knew I just had to tell you
all about my little adventures baby.


 


And I can see you like it...you
like it a lot. In fact, you're almost as hard as they are, baby. The strangers,
I mean, baby. The ones I let fuck me.


 


Your dick is almost as hard as
theirs get, baby. But do I even need to say it?


 


You're nowhere near as big.


 


So why don't I give you just what
you've been wanting, baby?


 


See, on the way over to your
place tonight, I took a few extra minutes and went down by the river. There
were some hot guys there, baby...just kind of kicking back and getting
high. I wasn't wearing panties, baby. I never do, now that I know what you're
into. Now that I know how bad you want me to be a total slut for
strangers. I wasn't wearing panties, and you already know how short my skirt
is. Here, baby, why not put your hand up it. Why don't you feel me, baby...there.
You feel how wet and slick and gooey I am? There's not just from being turned
on baby...yeah, I’m turned on. But you know as well as I do that I'm way too
wet for that to explain it, baby. I'm positively dripping.


 


You wanna know why? You've
already guessed, but I'll go ahead and tell you 'cause I know you wanna hear.
It's because those guys down by the river, baby... well, all of them spread me
and fucked me. Two bent me over and did me from behind. Two of them rode
me...missionary-style. The fifth and the sixth just wanted blowjobs. And you
know how much I love to suck cock, baby...at least, when it's attached to a
stranger. Keep fucking your fingers into me, baby. Get me off again and maybe
I'll give you a hand job.


 


And I bet you can feel how sensitive
my pussy is -- oh! Oh fuck, baby, that feels good. Yeah, your fingers, oh fuck,
they hit all the right spots, baby. Too bad your cock doesn't do the same. If
you wanna get down and suck it, baby...just go ahead, get down on your knees.
Yeah lick me, baby...if you wanna. If you don't...well, then, I'll just drag
you to bed and sit on your face later, okay? I know you won't say no.


 


Because I know that you wanna be
dominated. 


 


Now I know you wanna be dominated
by a slutty girlfriend who makes you lick her pussy clean after she fucks a
bunch of strangers.


 


Am I wrong, baby? Were those
stories just fantasies?

          


Well, that's too bad,
baby...because it's a little late for that. I already invited a couple of
friends over. That's right, baby...guys I met at the train station. You can
hear them coming up the stairs now. I told them I have a boyfriend in panties
who really wants to meet them. A boyfriend who will do anything I say.


 


A boyfriend who knows what he
really, really wants. He's been getting it from me -- but now he wants to drink
it right from the source.


 


Want me to go to the door and
tell them you're not ready to get what you really, really want, baby?


 


Yeah, well, I thought you'd say
that. That's why I waited till I'd locked you in chastity. I mean, I can
already tell that you're really fighting not to get hard, baby. Don't even try
to pretend you're not as turned on as you are. That's what makes it so sexy,
baby. You can get as turned on as you want, but you'll still be soft...just
like a girl. Soft and wet, since your little cock is drooling all that pre-cum,
baby. You're positively dripping.


 


There's the doorbell, baby!
That's my friends. They're coming here to play. They want to meet you, baby.
They're going to give you what you really, really want.


 


Why don't you crawl to the door
and answer it, baby?


 


You can trust me, baby. And you
can trust my friends. You can trust them to bring you what you want.


 


That's it, baby. Down on your
knees. Crawl to the door. Tell my friends what you really, really want.
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