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"OOooowww, what are you doing?!" he'd exclaimed when she'd stuck one little finger up his ass.
As she sat at the bar alone, Lindsay recalled bitterly how her last conquest had failed the weekend before. Everything had been going well; she'd gotten him on his back with his pants off. His legs spread. His dick hard in her hands. Like with most of the men she'd fooled around with, it had been surprisingly difficult to get him in this position. When she'd first palmed his crotch as they made out, he put his hands on her shoulders and tried to guide her down to her knees. Many men, she assumed, liked to see their women kneel below them as they stood or sat to receive head.
Lindsay had found the best way to avoid that was to be direct with what she wanted while making it seem like she was catering to them: "Lay down for me, baby. I'm gonna take such good care of you. Let's get that dick out." That had done the trick. She had felt powerful and horny, standing over him fully clothed, while he lay there naked from the waist down, his stiff cock pointing up at her expectantly. She liked to savor this part, soaking up his vulnerability as she moved onto the bed between his legs.
She'd smiled down at him like a lioness stalking its prey as she took his erection into her hands and squeezed it gently. She watched his breath quicken in a little gasp, a little moan escape his lips. She moved one hand to his balls, carefully fondling his delicate parts. He liked what she was doing to him. He wanted her. She was in total control of the situation and she felt confident that she'd be playing with his asshole soon. She knew that a lot of guys felt weird about ass play, but if she could just get her finger in there, she knew he'd love it.
But as soon as she'd grazed his anus with the middle finger of her ball hand, he'd tightened up and physically moved his pelvis further up the bed. He'd said nothing, maybe hoping it had been an accident. When she tried again, he jerked away again and started to say "Um, what are...".
Not wanting the situation to unravel, she'd quickly moved her head down and taken his glans into her hot, wet mouth. That shut him up. He'd moaned again, clearly wanting more. As she lightly sucked and licked at the head of his cock, she worked up as much saliva as she could and let it leak down his shaft. She used this to wet her middle finger and then, right as she allowed another centimeter of dick into her mouth, she pushed her fingertip into his butthole up to the first knuckle.
"OOooowww, what are you doing?!" He grabbed her hand and pulled away from her.
"C'mon baby, just a little ass play. Just give it a chance. I promise you'll like it."
"I'm not gay," he barked at her as he moved to put his clothes back on.
"Of course not. This has nothing to do with being gay. I'M A WOMAN!" she pleaded with him but could see she was losing the battle. "You're leaving?!"
"You're a strange girl," he'd said. And then he was gone.
Now, as she sat at the bar nursing her 3rd drink of the night, she wondered what was wrong with her approach. Maybe she shouldn't have surprised him with it. Maybe she should have told him from the start that she wanted to finger fuck his tight little asshole. But she'd tried that approach twice before and it had also failed.
She'd had a great time with one guy in college who had squealed and came hard when she'd stuck it up his ass. She'd loved feeling his little hole rhythmically contracting on her finger in time with the contractions of his dick in her other hand. It had since become something of a fetish for her. But she'd been unable to recreate it with another guy since.
"Maybe I need to let this go and get on with my love life?" she thought to herself. But she was obsessed with the act. It made her wet to imagine herself on top of him, spreading her man's legs, controlling his orgasm perfectly, penetrating his most private, dirty place. She wanted a man who was willing to be that vulnerable for her. No, she wanted a man who longed for it the way she did. But how to find such a man...
Suddenly an eruption of female laughter came from the corner booth behind her and to her left. She looked back and saw what looked like a group of attractive women of similar age chuckling over their drinks. She turned her head to try and eavesdrop on what had been so funny.
"Dodged a bullet there, girl! That sounds like some pervert shit," one of them said.
"Yeah Megan, sounds like he's probably a closet homo," another joined in.
"Wait, wait, wait, let me get this straight, he actually begged you to fuck him with your vibrator? Like a lesbian?!"
At this point, the girl who seemed to be named Megan resumed control of the conversation, "I'm telling you girls, it was fucking weird. I'm giving a world-class blowjob, and he was like 'please play with my balls,' which I thought was a little weird, but... I did it. Then after a while I'm thinking to myself, 'when is this fucking guy going to come?' when he says 'please play with my ass.' I was like 'excuse me?"
"No one's ever asked me that, Megan. Guy was a fucking fag for sure."
"Right? He's really hot for it, trying to grind his butt towards me like a bitch in heat, 'just finger me a little or maybe a toy if you have one.' I was like 'Dude, you need to leave now.'
"So you just kicked him out right there?"
"Well yeah...after I had him eat me out! Haha!" she bragged, high-fiving her girlfriends.
"....Um...excuse me, ladies..."
The group of girls stopped and turned around to find a young woman standing awkwardly a few feet outside their booth, giving them a weak wave.
Lindsay hadn't thought this through. Her heart was pounding as she tried to think of her next move. "I'm so sorry to bother you, but I couldn't help overhearing your story and...you said you broke up with him, right?"
"I'm sorry?" Megan asked, looking incredulously at the interloping woman.
"You broke up with him? You're not dating him anymore?" Lindsay repeated hopefully.
"No. I'm finished with him," Megan said slowly, still trying to figure out what this woman's deal was.
"I see. Is there anyway you could give me his name and number?"
The girls blinked at each other for a moment.
"20 bucks" Megan finally said.
*****************************************
Two weeks later, Lindsay was there, seated in the cafe, waiting for the boy to show for their blind date, hoping that her $20 was well spent.
*********
This is my first story attempt. Let me know if you would be interested in reading further.
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Ch 1 synopsis: Our protagonist Lindsay longs for a boy who enjoys having his ass finger fucked, but she keeps striking out. But as fate would have it, she overhears a group of ladies in the bar laughing about a pervert who actually begged for that kind of action. An awkward conversation and $20 later, she gets his number.
************************************
Tom trudged towards the cafe, muttering to himself. His internal conflict continued to rage.
Better than likely this was some cruel prank. Or she'd be hideous. Or a psycho. Maybe she worked on a new spinoff reality show called 'how to catch a pervert.' Maybe she'd be some extreme fetishist and ask him to wear a dog collar out of the restaurant.
But every time this line of thinking made him pause and start to turn back, the alternative explanation pled its case. Maybe this is real. Maybe karma has finally come around to settle up. In any case, he'd eventually return to the same conclusion: he had little to lose and everything to gain. And then he'd continue walking towards the cafe where he'd agreed to meet her.
It had been an odd phone call, to say the least:
"Umm hello, is this Tom?"
"Yes..."
"Ah great. I'm Lindsay. I got your number from Megan."
"..."
Lindsay continued, "Sorry to call you out of the blue, but you see, I got to talking with her about your past relationship, and it sounded like you and I might really hit it off."
Tom felt a sinking feeling in his stomach, followed quickly by fresh anger at being kicked when he was already down. He took a deep breath and then slowly let his rage drip into the phone, "Listen...Megan and her cronies, you can go fuck yourselves. I don't appreciate...you should find something better to do with your time than making mean-spirited prank phone calls."
Lindsay was taken aback. This was not how this was supposed to go at all. She was fucking this up. She tried again, "I don't even really know Megan, I just heard about you from her and thought we could-"
Tom decided he was tired of hearing this girl try to bullshit her way into saving her prank. He was winning this one, and he wasn't about to be duped by some improvised backtracked story. "You bitches are all the same. You don't give a shit about other people's feelings. You just-"
"QUIET!!" Lindsay screamed. "Be...quiet," she seethed. Now she was angry, partly at him, partly at herself, mostly at how this phone call that she'd pinned so much of her hopes on was quickly turning to dog shit. She quickly decided to go with a more direct approach.
"I...want...to go...on a date...with you. I don't give a fuck about Megan, or prank phone calls, or any other shit. I am calling you because I think we might be particularly compatible. Do...you...under...stand?!"
Tom was confused now. She sounded really pissed. "Um...okay..."
"Say that you understand," she snapped.
Tom gulped. "I understand."
"Do you know the cafe at 5th and Main?"
"Yes."
"Can you meet there tomorrow at noon?"
"Um...I think so."
"Good. I'll be wearing a pink baseball cap. See you then."
And then she had hung up. He removed the receiver from his ear and stared at it for a few moments. What had just happened?
Tom was still unsure what was happening as he approached the cafe.
***************************
Lindsay sat down at the table at about 11:30. She'd chosen one facing the door so that she could surveil each diner as they entered.
She still had no idea what Tom looked like, whether he was tall or short, skinny or fat, or really anything about him. All she knew was his name and that he reportedly liked to have his asshole played with. Some basis for a date, she thought. Maybe she was crazy. But she reassured herself that many dates were based on less.
She wondered if he would show up. And if he did, how should she play it. Should this be just sex or the possibility of a relationship? Should she let their roles develop organically or if she should be explicit from the beginning that she wanted to be the dominant one in their relationship? She felt her heart pounding, sweating slightly. She hadn't been this nervous in a long time.
Best to keep expectations low, she decided. She pictured a somewhat unfortunate looking man, overweight and slightly disheveled. She would not expect that they would have a relationship, or even that they'd be able to keep much of a conversation going. This would just be a learning experience for her, hopefully a sexually enjoyable one. She would take control, finger his horny butthole, and maybe have him lick her pussy. This was a believable scenario that she could clearly visualize in her mind. Her game plan decided, Lindsay felt herself settle down as she continued to review each new person who entered the restaurant.
There weren't too many single males coming in. A balding man with glasses who might be 40 walked in and looked around the restaurant. A moment of indecision struck her. Megan wouldn't have given that guy a blow job, right? She was considering trying to discreetly remove her baseball cap when the man chose a table at the other end of the restaurant. Phew!
Just then, a boy walked into the cafe and paused to look around. He was tall, maybe 6 feet, skinny, verging on gangly, but still with some visible muscle. Dark, curly hair rested atop an attractive face, which presently wore a look of concentration as it scanned the tables. His eyes roamed from left to right before locking onto hers.
Oh. There it was again, her heart rate spiking, her throat felt tight. Could this be Tom? Too much to hope for?
They held eye contact for a few seconds, staring each other down, searching for some kind of confirmation. Then, she felt a little smile involuntarily start to grow across her lips. His expression briefly registered shock, and then her smile infected him, and he felt himself grinning like an idiot as he slowly walked over to her.
He stopped a few feet away from her. She made no move to stand up, just kept smirking at him, holding his eye contact.
"Um...hi. Are you Lindsay?" he asked hopefully.
"Have a seat, Tom," she said with more confidence than she felt.
He took the chair across from her. They sat there a bit longer, smiling at each other, enjoying the moment before risking ruining it by saying the wrong thing.
"I'm glad you came," Lindsay offered.
"Me too," replied Tom. It was cheesy and simple, but it worked.
The rest of the meal passed uneventfully. The conversation flowed without effort. They quickly traded the basic small talk information, what they did for a living, where they were from, etc. More dangerous territory including past relationships, sexual preferences, and any mention of the queen bitch Megan was avoided.
But there was a bit of an elephant in the room. Towards the end of the meal, it was Tom who broached it.
"So you said when you talked to um...Megan...that you thought we'd hit it off. Uh..was it anything in particular?" he inquired a little nervously.
Lindsay regarded him across the table in silence for a few moments with the same smirk and intense eye contact she'd had when he'd first approached the table. She saw he was a little uncomfortable. Vulnerable. He squirmed slightly in his seat as he awaited her reply. She felt giddy. This is what she had come for.
She turned to the window, gesturing vaguely with her head. "Let's take a walk in the park there, and I'll tell you exactly why I called you." Lindsay broke into a wide smile as she said this, and Tom felt warm as he felt himself smiling and blushing. He was quite sure that he'd never met anyone quite like Lindsay. Of course he would follow her across the street to the park. He would have followed her anywhere.
They crossed the street and started down the path between two wide strips of freshly cut grass. Lindsay walked next to him, a half step ahead, choosing their route. It was warm out, and there were only a few other people in the park. The air felt charged with electricity in the way only a first date can cause.
As they strolled, she looked over at him and took his hand in hers, watching his face for any hesitation. Their palms were sweaty. He swallowed his saliva and looked away, but didn't let go of her hand. He was somewhat surprised to feel his dick go rock hard in his pants. As they walked along in silence, he wondered if she could see his erection. He tried to subtly adjust his posture to make it less obvious.
Lindsay for her part was having the time of her life. This boy seemed to be exactly what she wanted. She'd never been the one to take a boy's hand, to initiate contact, to set the pace. It seemed like a small thing, but it made her feel in control. It made her feel alive. And Tom seemed to be eating it up. She'd noticed the sizable bulge in his crotch that had appeared when she took his hand. He seemed to be embarrassed about it, flushing and looking away. It made her wet. She wanted to fuck him right there.
Lindsay pulled him off the path towards a shady oak tree. She tugged on his arm, spinning him around between the tree trunk and herself. She took a step towards him, their bodies almost touching. But it wasn't quite right. She'd imagined pressing him up against the tree and taking the first kiss from him. But he was taller than her, and pulling his face down to hers wasn't the geometry she wanted for this moment.
She paused and looked around. There was a picnic table on the other side of the tree.
She looked back at him. He looked like a deer in the headlights. Unsure what was happening and why she hadn't closed the distance between them. Poor boy.
"Come sit over here," she said as she pulled him over to the picnic table. He started to enter the table's bench, but she said, "No, face out, face me." Now he was sitting on the table's bench, facing her as she stood before him. She smiled and slowly moved towards him. She slid her right leg between his, straddling his right leg but still standing up.
Tom looked nervous as hell. He looked down as her leg moved up his thigh, brushing firmly against his obvious erection, before pressing against his crotch, her right leg now simultaneously touching both of his. She put her hand on his face and raised it back to look up at her again.
Her heart rate was jacked, but her hand was steady. Lindsay felt fully and deeply that this is where she was meant to be. She forced herself to enjoy the moment, to enjoy the unguarded expression on his face, to listen to their breathing, more rapid than it should have been at rest.
"You wanted to know why I thought we would hit it off?" she asked him.
Fully entranced in her eyes, he nodded slowly.
"I'm a dominant woman," she said out loud for the first time in her life. She smiled even bigger as she confessed to him in a whisper, "I get really horny. Do you know what really makes me wet?"
His mouth fell open slightly in shock. He seemed unable to respond.
"You've been a good boy, Tom, so I'll tell you. My pussy gets really wet when a man spreads his legs for me and lets me finger his asshole."
And with that she smashed her lips into his, taking their first kiss. She thrust her tongue into his mouth and he moaned into her. He tried to push his tongue into her mouth, but she broke the kiss and said "suck on my tongue" before attacking his mouth again.
She crawled on top of him, fully straddling his right thigh now, dry humping him as they made out. She pressed her chest into his as he reached his long arms around her, embracing her, holding on for dear life. He pulled back from their kissing to gulp a breath of oxygen and then tried to kiss her neck. She ran her hand up the back of his head, gripped his hair tightly and pulled his head back before shoving her tongue past his lips again.
She was so turned on, she wondered if she had soaked through her panties under her skirt. She could feel his erection throbbing in his pants against her right leg. Suddenly, he moaned hard into her mouth and his grip around her tightened, crushing her into a desperate hug.
She pulled back and looked down at him in wonder, an unspoken question in her eyes. His face was red and it looked like he had tears forming in his eyes as he looked away sheepishly.
"Did you come, Tom?" she asked incredulously and slightly playfully.
His head started nodding as he brought his eye contact back to hers, "Yeah." He searched her face now to see if he had blown it.
She laughed and threw her hands around his head, pulling his face into her chest. "Oh Tom, that's perfect. That's so perfect," she squealed as she rocked back and forth on him a few times.
Lindsay dismounted and sat next to Tom on the bench. As they both sat there panting and catching their breath, she looked over at the wet stain on the right side of Tom's crotch. She chuckled as she finally remembered that they were in a public park and looked around to see if anyone had observed them. A couple were walking their dog at the far end of the park. The man did not seem to have noticed them, but the woman seemed to be giving Lindsay a dirty look.
Lindsay took off her jacket and laid it over Tom's lap to cover him up. She smiled over at Tom and he gave a little smile back.
"So you want to buy me dinner tonight, Tom?" she recommended.
He looked over a her, now grinning openly and said "Yes. Yes I do."
"Good. I'll pick you up at 7. Text me your address. You can give me my jacket back then."
She leaned over and gave him a long, deep kiss. Then she stood up, turned, and walked away without looking back, with the most satisfied, devious smile of her life carved into her face.
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Pretext: At age 18, all male citizens are screened for beta characteristics (for their own good, according to this alternate society/reality).
"Alright, almost done sweetie. Now please bend over the bench and we'll get you strapped in," said the pretty technician.
"Oh okay...um should I put my underwear back on?" Tim asked timidly since the hospital gown he had on didn't have much covering in the rear.
"No, of course not, that would just get in the way," she answered looking at him like his question was the silliest thing she'd ever heard.
Tim swallowed and steeled his nerves, reminding himself that this was all standard procedure that everyone had to go through and there was no reason to be embarrassed. Still, as he bent over the padded leather bench, which was inclined so that his head was below the level of his hips, he felt his skin flush with humiliation as the gown fell open, baring his pale buttocks to the world.
"All the way down now, sweetheart" the tech said as she gently but firmly pressed down on his lower back so that his body pressed tightly against the leather. She secured him to the bench with three thick leather straps: one across the back of his head pushing his face firmly through the little oval like they have on massage tables, one across his upper back at a level that conjured a bra strap in his imagination, and one just above his hips near the end of the bench.
It had been an interesting day to say the least. Although the details of the beta screening that all boys went through when they reached adulthood were not public, Tim had expected that the screening might have some invasive aspects. After all, betas were almost by definition addicted to receptive anal intercourse, and the imagination could dream up many ways to test for that.
The screening procedure had begun with a written test. Only a few of the questions had been overly sexual. Most were scenarios about how to respond to confrontations or challenges. Even though they had told him to be honest and that it was impossible to fool the test, Tim had selected the answers he thought sounded the most alpha.
The next phase had involved strapping him into what looked like a gynecologist's exam chair with his feet up in stirrups. First they placed a VR headset on him and told him that this part of the screening would test his response to different types of pornography. All he had to do was relax and watch the videos in the headset. Before the videos started, they had put all kinds of sensors on him. A sensor around his wrist to measure his heart rate and sweat production, sensors on his temples to measure god knows what, a couple that gently clamped over his nipples. When they attached the engorgement sensor, a series of velcro rings strapped along the length of his penis, he had figured that would be the end. But then a gloved hand had smeared thick vaseline around his anus and a thin, short butt plug sensor had been eased into his rectum.
The first videos had been relatively vanilla, heterosexual porn. As Tim watched and became aroused, he noticed that the straps around his penis felt tighter as he became erect. He thought that the nipple sensors felt a little tighter and the butt plug sensor a little bigger too, but he wasn't sure.
Next, there had been some generic nature shots of waterfalls, forests, etc., which Tim figured were like palate cleansers in between courses of different types of erotic imagery. When the screen shifted back to porn, it featured a curvy girl bending over and spreading her cheeks, while a muscular man worked his dick into her tight asshole. Tim felt his own asshole contract around the plug sensor in solidarity, as the other sensors started feeling tight again as well.
He'd had a special fascination with anal sex ever since he'd discovered online porn. Lesbian anal bdsm strap-on porn was his favorite, but in truth anything involving a thick cock sliding between feminine buttocks hooked him.
Even when the next nature scene ended, he was still somewhat aroused from the anal sex scenes beforehand. Then gay porn began to stream through his headset. He was somewhat relieved to feel his erection dying down as he watched two men making out.
The next section brought his arousal back to its peak as he watched an overweight, fully dressed woman peg her skinny male lover's ass. He thought he might cum when they showed an athletic guy butt fucking a transexual woman from behind. It wasn't just the anal sex that got him going, but the domination as the man pulled on her long hair, forcing her to arch her back more, pushing her little tits forward and her soft cushy ass back into his hard thrusts. Tim didn't realize it, but he was rhythmically squeezing his asshole around the plug as he watched.
But then the scene changed to a slow pan of a mountain landscape. And so it continued, clips of so many types of smut that Tim lost count. Some of them seemed repetitive, but he wondered if there were subtle differences helping them to map his arousal.
By the time the screen went black, he had completely lost track of time. He felt exhausted, emotionally and physically as the technician removed the sensors from his body. Tim had absently wondered if this was the end of the test, but then the technician had told him to bend over the bench for the next phase.
Now as he lay face down with most of his weight on his chest, his back arched by the shape of the bench, lifting his butt as high as possible while keeping him bent at the hips, he suspected that there was going to be some sort of anal test. He wasn't really worried. Tim had tried sticking a sharpie marker up his ass years ago after watching the apparent enjoyment of so many pornstars upon anal penetration. It hadn't turned him on at all, and he'd felt foolish for even trying it. He wondered how he had done on the written and porn parts of the test, but everyone knew that betas were hopelessly submissive sexual deviants who could think of little besides their next orgasm, so he felt confident that his performance so far in no way resembled that.
The technician helped guide his knees to the pads on each side of the bench. He was surprised how close to the head-end of the bench they were. He almost wasn't flexible enough to bring his knees that high. The position made Tim feel lewd, almost slutty.
The technician told him that he was welcome to hold on to the rubber handles next to his head. She then went back around behind him and donned fresh latex exam gloves. Tim felt her gloved hands glide slowly over his buttocks. The touch felt unprofessional to Tim, but he didn't say anything.
"Got a bit of a bubble butt, don't you?" she asked him as she continued to assess/fondle? his butt cheeks.
He felt his cock twitch and his cheeks blush with mortification. "Um...I play basketball sometimes," Tim offered as an explanation for his rather pronounced derriere. He just wanted to keep this conversation as non-sexual as possible.
"I bet you do," she said.
Just as Tim was wondering what the hell that meant, he felt something cold and wet being dripped into the crack of his ass. He instinctively tried to raise his head to look back, but obviously the leather strap around his head kept him firmly pressed down.
"Now the trick to this part of the test is to relax as much as possible," she instructed in a tone that Tim thought was less than professional. It felt like she was using her thumb to spread the lubricant in little circles along the rim of his anus.
When she unexpectedly pushed the tip of her finger into him, he let out a squeal as he felt his sphincter reflexively clamp down on the little invader.
"It's ok if you want to moan, but you need to stop clenching," she told him unhelpfully.
"I wasn't moaning. I just didn't expect-"
"C'mon, loosen up now, I mean it," she said in a slightly irritated tone as she started sawing her finger in and out of him, "The testing rod is a lot bigger than my finger and we can't spend the whole day teasing you open."
Testing rod?! he thought.
"Ouch...please slow down...it's too fast, it's too-", he protested to no avail.
"Like I said, it's ok to moan if you want to, or even cry, that's ok, but no more words out of you, got that? I want all of your focus on staying relaxed," she seemed annoyed as she continued slowly sliding her finger in and out at a constant pace.
Tim took a deep breath and tried to focus on keeping his asshole loose for her. The clenching of his butthole was rare now, though he still felt like he couldn't control it. The burning had largely disappeared and her finger felt smaller than it had at the beginning. In addition to the thrusting, she was now sometimes tugging at his sphincter, up, down, left, right, or sliding her finger in a broad arc, stretching his anal ring and making sure all sides were wet with lube.
Almost as soon as he realized that the discomfort was going away, he became aware of the pleasure. It was slight, but it was there. Just enough to make him realize that he didn't want her to stop. He wanted this girl to keep fingering him, massaging him this way.
And then Tim felt his erection push against the leather bench. He'd all but forgotten about his penis hanging between his legs as his anus was penetrated. But now his cock was fat with blood, growing stiff quickly and trying to push forward, but being blocked by the bench he was bent over.
"Oooh, looks like someone is enjoying this," she taunted him with laughter in her voice.
"No. It's just--"
"No talking," she said in a much more serious voice. "If I have to remind you again, I'll have to take points off of your score, and if I have to remind you again after that, it'll be a gag in your mouth." And with that, she started to push a second finger in alongside the first.
"Argh...ooohh...urghh," Tim babbled as the clenching and burning came back with a vengeance. He tried to keep his asshole open for her to penetrate. He tried to keep the sounds coming out of his mouth from resembling any words, lest she think he was disobeying. He tried not to think about the implications of his increasingly stiff erection. "I know this hurts. Why is my dick so hard?" he asked himself.
When the tip of a third finger breached his ring, a high-pitched cry escaped him.
"Deep breaths now, ok? Slow, deep breaths. You're doing so good," she spoke now with concentration in her voice.
Tim took slow, deep breaths like he was told, involuntary whimpers interrupting his breathing pattern every now and then.
He was in sensory overload, unable to focus on much besides the command to breathe. His dick was painfully hard pushing up against the bench. He wished he could relieve the tension but the way he was strapped down, his cock was forced behind him at what felt like at least a 90 degree angle from his stomach. His asshole sent him a constant burn, which varied a bit with the angle and force of her finger thrusts but never went away completely. There was no longer any clenching though. He was also continuously aware of that spot at the end of her thrusts. It felt good when she touched him there. He didn't realize that he was subtly tilting his pelvis with each of her thrusts, trying to guide her to that spot each time.
"Good boy. You're doing SO good," this time her voice was breathy. From exertion? he wondered. She was using her other hand to grasp a meaty handful of his ass, spreading his left butt cheek to give her unimpeded access to his deepest crevices.
Then, abruptly, her fingers pulled out of him. He clearly registered feelings of loss and disappointment, though he wasn't self-aware enough at the moment to realize that his hips had lewdly humped back under the straps, searching for her fingers again. Then sharp pain as his asshole clenched back down, ending his gape.
"Good boy," she said as she let go of her handful of buttock and gave him a little pat, "now you're ready."
He heard her moving around behind him. His internal monologue came back to him now that the 1000 sensations from his ass were no longer distracting him. He was afraid. This was bad. He was sure that he was not doing well on this test. At the same time, his dick was as hard as it had ever been and he realized that he was curious about what she would do next. But no, what would happen if he-
Suddenly the feeling of something wet, and cold, and solid, kissing the opening to his ass, brought him roaring back from his thoughts. This was clearly bigger than her fingers had been. As the pressure continued to increase against his poor sphincter, he started to hyperventilate.
"Ssshhh, shhhh, remember those slow, deep breaths, sweetie. Just like you were doing for me before. Don't worry about anything, just breathe for me. You're going to love this," she said with all the confidence and all the power in the room.
Tim focused on slowing his breathing and relaxing his asshole for her. "I'm not going to love this," he wanted to retort, but he was afraid she was right.
The pressure increased more and more, but his ass remained closed to the big stick poking at his back door. "Maybe it just won't fit and they'll have to end the test," he thought hopefully, "or maybe my ass will tear and I'll get a medical exemption."
And then all of a sudden, his asshole swallowed the fat head of the dildo and clamped down hard. "AHHHHHH," Tim screamed in shock and pain, "oh fuck fuck fuck, aaaaahhhh." His sphincter was clenching rhythmically, spasming as it tried to accommodate this new level of penetration.
The technician held the dildo steady inside him as he tried to buck, what little he could strapped down as he was. She gently rubbed his back with her other hand.
"There, there, I know this is your first time. Just breathe for me, just like that. This is the hard part, it's all down hill from here," she soothed in her gentlest voice.
He didn't feel anything sexual. He just felt full. He felt stretched. He felt beaten.
She started to subtly push and pull on the dildo, not actually putting any more or less inside him, but just letting his sphincter get dragged back and forth as it gripped the rubber cock. His anal ring moved deeper between his butt cheeks when she pushed forward and was pulled back out again clutched tight around her cock when she pulled it back. She liked how it looked as if his ass didn't want to let go of her dildo as she pulled back on it.
"I know you said 'fuck' back there, but I don't want to gag you," she whispered to him, "We'll just keep that between us, ok? You just keep being a good boy for me and focus on those slow, deep breaths."
He wanted to be good for her. In between involuntary whimpers and squeals, he focused on his breathing. He noticed that his dick had gone soft. She had said he was through the worst of it. Maybe he would make it through this after all.
His anus had stopped spasming. As he calmed his breathing, he was able to relax just a little. Now instead of being completely tight around the dildo, a millimeter was sliding in and out of him with each thrust. He felt this and it felt good. The pain was slightly better than it had been before. Yes, he felt that if he just kept breathing and relaxing like she told him to, the pain would get better and he'd get through this.
As he relaxed more, more and more cock slid in and out of his conquered anus. An entire centimeter moved in and out with each thrust now. As more entered him, he would cry out and the pain would peak, then he would breathe and the dildo would slide just a little bit easier.
When she had about half of the testing rod up his ass, she lifted up on the back end, angling the tip inside him down towards his prostate. She didn't need to get anymore inside of him; she had enough now for a proper fucking.
As she shoved the rubber cock inside him at this new angle, he moaned loudly and felt his penis jump a little under him. The dildo began to slide in and out of him with a natural rhythm. His moans were now obviously sexual.
Tim realized that his body had somehow already submitted to her. His asshole wasn't resisting the penetration anymore. His hips were pushing back to meet her thrusts. Under all these sensations, with horror he became conscious of the orgasm that was beginning to grow. It felt different. It was growing from that tightness behind his balls. It was coming from deep inside him. That's where he needed it, deep, deep, deep inside him. He felt tears come to his eyes as he gave in completely and began to actively chase the orgasm. He tried to spread his legs more, arch his back more, impale his ass deeper on her dildo.
The technician smiled with satisfaction as she watched his body surrender. She pounded his submissive asshole, sodomizing the beta with the dildo as she had been trained to do.
As she saw his testicles rising, she wrapped her hand around the base of his scrotum and pulled his balls back down in an effort to put off his orgasm a bit more. She called out to him over the lurid sounds of the well-lubed dildo sliding in and out of his horny ass. "When you come, you'll be declared a beta for sure. You know that and you're still going to come for me. You're a natural beta. This is how you were made to be fucked. Come for me, bitch. Come hard." She moved her hand off his balls, gripped his neglected erection tightly and angled it back towards the receptacle between his legs.
Tim cried out as his orgasm crashed over him. A wild, animal cry of pure pleasure overwhelmed him. He felt every muscle in his body seize down hard, from his anal sphincter to his toes. His cock throbbed in her hand like a fire hose under pressure as he pumped out the first shot of cum. His anus contracted rhythmically on the dildo as she kept fucking him, as he rode out the most powerful orgasm of his life. They worked together in perfect synchrony, he bucked his hips, squealing like a stuck pig as she milked him of the rest of his cum.
Finally, the last contraction of his orgasm relaxed. Tim lay there panting, his mind still trying to process the experience. She released his softening cock and used the hand to rub his buttocks gently.
"That was good. That was...so...good," she said aloud, but more to herself than to Tim. She eased the dildo out of his swollen butt hole, and he gave a groan as his rim slowly closed again.
He felt her undoing the straps the held him to the bench, but he made no move to get up. Partly, he was exhausted. But partly, he didn't want to face the world right now.
When he didn't get up, she ran her fingers through his hair and pulled gently but firmly until he lifted his head and looked at her. Her face was flushed and smiling at him. She looked impressed. She looked proud.
"That was the hottest orgasm I've ever seen. And I've been working here over a year," she praised. "Take as long as you like, then put on the clothes I've left for you on the chair over there and go out to wait in the hall. The counselor will call you in to discuss your screening results shortly."
She released his hair, and he buried his face in the bench again. As she turned the door handle to leave, she looked back at his prostrate, nude form, legs still spread around the bench, full buttocks shiny with lube. Her cunt clenched and she hurried off to the staff bathroom to make the most of her job's perks.
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Tom checked himself over in the mirror one more time. The man looking back at him looked half-deranged, smiling at 1000 watts. He couldn't help it. He still couldn't believe his good luck.
Sure it had been a little embarrassing, fleeing the park with Lindsay's jacket tied around his waist in an obviously strange configuration covering more of his crotch than his butt. But he had smiled and laughed to himself at his situation as he ran to his car.
He'd made it half way home before his internal monologue started peppering him with questions. Was this a relationship or just sex? Did she really like that he came in his pants or did she think that was pathetic? How did she know Megan? What would happen tonight?
Tom remembered that he was supposed to text her his address so she would know where to pick him up. He typed it in and stared at the unsent text. Should he say something more? Something witty and endearing? Maybe an emoji. Heart emoji? No, too effeminate. Peach emoji? Best not to push it until he understood her tastes a bit better. He settled on, "Can't wait to see you again," with a smiley face after the address. Solid.
He had several hours until their date and his frenzied thoughts showed no signs of slowing down. Was she out of his league? Should he dress formal or casual? Should he shave his balls? Was her bush shaved? Would she ask him to do things he was uncomfortable with? Should he propose they have a safe word?
He decided to go for a run to clear his mind. He changed out of his cum-stained pants and underwear and put on some loose running shorts. Tom wasn't really much of a jogger, usually found it too boring, but he sometimes used such rote exercise to burn off nervous energy. He was nervous but still felt good. Maybe 70% excited, 30% scared.
As he let his legs carry him in a random path through his neighborhood, he tried to get some perspective. Yes, she seemed to be perfect for him. Yes, she was a sexually dominant goddess who'd made him cum in a public park. Yes, she'd said that she wanted to finger his asshole. But, they'd only just met. He told himself not to get his hopes up. Better than likely they had some immutable incompatibility that would reveal itself soon. Hell, maybe she wasn't even interested in him apart from sex? He hoped she wanted more, but told himself that just sex would be fine too.
The way she had taken his hand and guided him through the park. The way she had crawled on top of him and kissed him. He had never been pursued like that before. It had been great. He'd had no anxiety about what move to make; he'd simply followed her lead and loved it.
Tom wondered if he was a slut. Had he given in too easily? Should he have put up some sort of token resistance? He'd never considered it. He tried to picture a scenario where she wanted something sexual from him and he chastely refused, "No, honey, not yet, maybe when we're married." He burst out laughing as he ran. That seemed ridiculous.
Still, he didn't want to seem desperate. He tried to remember movies he'd seen where mothers gave sage advice to their young, horny daughters. "If you give away the milk for free, no one will want to buy the cow...," or something like that. But he was just so happy she wanted his milk...
At least, Tom thought, he should come up with some limits now, ahead of time while he was still thinking clearly with blood in his brain instead of his dick. Bondage was out for tonight, he decided. At least bondage that he couldn't quickly get out of himself. He wasn't ready to give up that much control to someone he'd just met. No other limits came to mind, but he felt reassured that he'd been responsible and at least thought about it.
He was getting tired now and headed back home. He stripped off his sweaty clothes and went to the bathroom to shower. Before stepping in, he looked at himself in the mirror. He turned around and looked at his ass in the mirror. He reached behind him and spread his cheeks, bending over to try and glimpse his asshole. He always felt embarrassed in this absurd position. He'd never seen anyone in the movies trying to look at their own assholes. But he wanted to make sure he looked...presentable. He certainly didn't feel attractive there, but he'd never understood how women could find a hairy dick to be attractive either, so he didn't worry too much. Still, he thought, he should trim a bit so that there wasn't too much hair there.
After manscaping with particular attention to the area behind his balls, he douched his rectum clean with tap water and then took a shower and dressed.
***************************************************
Lindsay felt like a new woman. She liked the girl who had taken the lead in the park. She thought back to how she'd taken exactly what she'd wanted...and he hadn't rejected her. On the contrary, he came in his pants. Ha!
Now she brainstormed her game plan for the evening. The truth was this was her first ever "conquest" and as well as things had gone so far, she knew they could fall apart at any moment. She was faking it till she made it, pretending to be a confident, experienced conqueror of men.
Lindsay went to her bedside table and opened the bottom drawer. She lifted out a strap-on harness and dildo. She'd bought it months ago, almost as a gag, something to fantasize with but maybe never use. She ran her fingers lightly over the purple, plastic penis. It was smaller than any guy's penis she'd ever been with, much smaller than Tom's, judging by the bulge she'd seen and felt in his pants. Still, it was quite a bit bigger than her finger, and she imagined it could be challenging to take up the ass. She'd never let any guy butt fuck her and some self-exploration with fingers had convinced her that she wasn't interested in having her own ass fucked.
She bit her lip as she tried to imagine Tom on her bed, submissively kneeling and facing away from her. In her mind's eye, he looked shyly over his shoulder at her, his face flushed with embarrassment and arousal. She took her time surveying his naked body as she idly stroked her rubber dick. He bent forward to grab the headboard and stick his butt out at her. She reached forward to fondle his muscular buttocks. She ran her hands up his sides, down his spine, back to his ass, kneading his cheeks. He arched his back appreciatively like like a pet enjoying a caress from its owner. He looked back at her again with a nervous smile. She smiled back hoping she conveyed both enthusiasm and restraint, rather than than just the raw lust she felt.
Lindsay paused her mental fantasy long enough to put the strap-on down, slide her pants off, and get comfortable on her bed. She slid her hand down between her legs to better enjoy her fantasy.
She imagined teasing a finger down his ass crack, wiggling it between his cheeks, getting him used to being touched there.
"Stay," she said as she shuffled over to grab the little bottle of anal lube off the bedside table. Lindsay coated her right middle finger and slid it between his buttocks, smearing the cool gel around his anus. With her left hand she lightly slapped his inner thighs to get him to spread his legs a bit more.
Then she clutched his erection tightly and pulled it so it pointed straight down, almost behind him. She didn't stroke him yet, just enjoyed feeling him throb in her grasp as her other hand anointed his tight asshole with oil. She moved the tip of her finger in slow circles around his rim, watching him, teasing him, waiting for him to get impatient.
He tried to thrust his dick in her hand, but she let her hand move forward with him, denying him the friction he sought. She gave his cock a little squeeze to admonish him as she continued to tease his back door with her finger. Now he started to thrust his hips back. She would let him press himself back against her finger, allowing a little pressure to build up, before sliding her finger away from his opening. He grunted in frustration and continued to hump back against her with increasingly vigorous thrusts. Finally, she let him have it, kept her finger rock steady as he thrust back, and watched her finger slide in to the first knuckle. The sudden penetration made him gasp and freeze.
She hooked his ring and pressed the rest of her hand against his ass cheek to control the depth of any further penetration. She didn't enter further but started to stretch his tight ass in different directions as she granted his cock a few slow strokes. She made sure his dick was rock hard so that he was in full slut mode before she resumed the penetration. She pleasured him with both hands, watching with growing arousal as he started pushing back against her finger, taking more inside him.
His cunt belonged to her; it felt hot and tight yet supple. Lindsay's finger was sliding in and out of him now. It seemed that Tom was trying not to make noises apart from his breathing and some masculine (he hoped) grunts, but a few little moans leaked out of him as well.
She pushed the tip of a second finger in alongside the first.
"Oooh that's too much. I...I don't think I can take that," he warned, thrusting his pelvis forward in a bid to avoid further penetration. His escape was limited by Lindsay's firm grip on his penis.
Lindsay didn't retreat, but halted her advance for the moment. "You're okay. Just breathe baby," she pacified. She heard him try to take some deep breaths as she felt his cute butt hole clenching on her fingers. "I know it hurts, but I won't hurt you and it'll feel better soon. Just let me stretch you. Be a big, strong man for me and take it. Can you do that for me?"
Tom didn't say anything, but he didn't move away either. He kept breathing and she felt his clenching get a little less tight.
That was all the permission that Lindsay needed as she eased more of her second finger inside him. Encouraged by his acceptance, she slid her dick hand up to his base and moved her index finger around his dick to encircle his ball sack with her thumb. This fixed her hand at the base of his dick so she couldn't stroke him, but she could pull on his cock and balls as a unit. She pulled him towards her with this hand while driving her two fingers deep into his ass. He whimpered but didn't protest again.
She began to slowly slide in and out of his ass, fucking him with her fingers. "Fuck that's hot, Tom. I love your ass. Give it all up to me baby. Surrender your asshole to me."
Lindsay pulled her fingers from the tight grip of his anus and watched it clench shut. He looked back at her questioningly. She held his eye contact, but said nothing. They both knew it was time.
She shuffled forward now between his legs. She put her arms around him in a light hug as she humped her pelvis against his ass. Her plastic cock pushing awkwardly against his buttocks. Keeping one hand on his hip for balance, she slid her other hand into his hair and kissed the side of his neck. She slowly tightened her grip in his hair, pulling his head back as she sucked on his neck, making him arch his back for her. Tom ground his ass back against her.
Lindsay slid her hand out of his hair, down his spine to pinch the meat of his left buttock, spreading him to get a better look at her target. Her other hand guided her dick to his asshole. He instinctively tried to move forward, away from the rubber dick pushing against his sphincter, but she held him firm by his butt cheek. "This is how you take it for me. Show me that you belong to me baby," she told him as she pressed in through his tight ring.
Back in the present, Lindsay had passed the point of no return, her finger frigging her clit in a frenzy, her orgasm now inevitable. "Oh fuck! Tom, you slut!," she cried to her empty bedroom as she experienced a petite mort.
As she lay on her back panting, she looked back over at the strap-on and it's harness. Best to hide that well before she brought Tom back here tonight. She knew he liked anal play but didn't know how he'd feel about being pegged with a rubber cock. Something to considering broaching with him down the line, with any luck after she'd got him eating out of the palm of her hand and the slit of her cunt.
She showered and prepared for their date. What to wear? For their initial meeting, she'd gone with a hot pink baseball cap, a denim jacket over a low cut white blouse, and a white ruffled skirt with sneakers. Lindsay had found it odd that many of the femdoms she'd read about in erotica dressed in dark colors. To her, men had always seemed the most vulnerable, the most powerless, the most ready to be dominated when presented with pinks and lace.
For this evening's date, she decided on a knit pink mini dress. As she studied her reflexion in her bedroom mirror, she was pleased with how the dress hugged her curves like a tight sweater. She thought she was probably a little overweight, but luckily it was distributed in strategic areas. The dress teased only the very top of her cleavage, but exhibited her breasts well with how form-fitting it was. Her thighs looked good where they exited her hem well above her knees.
She pulled up a relatively plain pair of white panties. She'd briefly considered going all out with thigh high stockings, garter belt, and lacy lingerie, but she didn't want to look like she was trying too hard and she didn't plan on taking the dress off for him tonight anyway. Her outfit was functional, she thought as she imagined pushing him to his knees. From there, he'd be able to service her without removing the short dress. He'd be able to see her arousal clearly through the white panties.
*************
Tom was daydreaming about falling in love with her when a honk from outside interrupted his reverie. He spied Lindsay through the windshield of an older, but well-maintained Civic that was parked outside with the engine running. He came out and waved before descending the stairs.
"Hi!," he said smiling as he hopped into the passenger seat.
"I assume you like Thai food?" Lindsay inquired, returning his smile.
"Yes!" he said like an idiot. 'Why did I say that?' he wondered to himself. He had no idea if he liked Thai food.
"Great!" she said and they sped off into the night.
It turned out Tom did not like Thai food. At least not whatever he'd ordered. It had sounded like some kind of chicken soup, which he thought would be light enough to keep him ready for the after-dinner pleasantries he hoped were in store. But after tasting the first spoonful, he realized that the stuff was spicy enough to need a warning label. Not wanting to admit his mistake, he said he wasn't very hungry and didn't order anything else.
The lack of food was even more of a problem since Lindsay had ordered cocktails for both of them when they'd first sat down. He'd initially ordered a Coke, but she'd overruled him with some crack about how he wasn't in grade school anymore.
Their conversation flowed easily enough, though it stayed superficial. Tom still hadn't learned anything about Lindsay's connection to Megan, which seemed to be an important clue in his quest to understand Lindsay's interest in him. He felt like he might be falling for her, but an increasingly strong sinking feeling in his stomach told him that she wasn't interested in him beyond some casual sex. He recognized he had no hard evidence to base this feeling on, but there were little things. Like how quickly she'd made the relationship sexual or how she hadn't come to his door to pick him up and just honked instead.
When Tom tried to ask her about her connection to Megan, for the second time that day, she dodged the question again.
"Let me give you some free dating advice, Tom. Don't bring up your ex-girlfriend on the first date," Lindsay told him.
"This is technically the second date," he'd retorted playfully but persistently.
"Don't bring up your ex-girlfriend at all then," she said dismissively, "Let's get you another drink," as she looked around for their waiter.
"Oh no, I'm good. I'm a bit of a lightweight when it comes to alcohol actually, and besides," he said catching her eye and moving his hand across the table to touch hers, "I want to be fully aware tonight." He hoped it came across as romantic.
"Nonsense. Don't be a buzzkill, Tommy. I promise I'll take good care of you," she laughed at him.
It stung. He felt a lump in his throat. She didn't care about him, he felt sure now. She wasn't answering any important questions. She thought he was a buzzkill. She didn't respect him.
He went silent, focusing on keeping his eyes dry and dealing with the sour taste in his mouth as he balanced on the cusp of his emotions overflowing.
Lindsay appeared not to have noticed, still looking around for their waiter to order the next round of drinks. Still without looking at him, she added, "Besides, if you get a little buzzed, you can blame the alcohol for being a little slut and coming back to my place to get fucked. I'll still respect you in the morning." She chuckled as she finally returned her attention to him. She quickly noticed something was wrong.
Anger had now been added to the hot disappointment bubbling over in Tom's mind. As much as he wanted exactly that, to be a slut for her and get fucked at her place, he still respected himself. If his past romantic failures had taught him anything, it was that no woman was worth compromising his principles or losing his self-respect.
He stood up suddenly. He held her eye contact and they stared at each other incredulously. He didn't have a plan, but it occurred to him that he didn't want to be here anymore. He was hungry from the stupid spicy soup. A headache was beginning to throb from the alcohol and the emotion.
"I want to go home," Tom said, to her and to himself. 'Am I really going to give up on this amazing girl just because of a few things she said?' he thought to himself. He was so upset that his hopes for this night had been so dashed that he was practically shaking.
"I'm not a buzzkill. I just don't want another fucking drink. And as curious as I am about who you really are, what your association is with my ex-girlfriend, and what it would have been like at your place...I'm not that curious," and with that he stepped out of the booth.
"Wait, Tom!" Lindsay tried to interject.
He pulled up short and turned to her again, "I said I'd buy you dinner." He pulled out his wallet and threw some bills on the table and then turned and walked out of the restaurant.
***************************
"FFFUUUCCCCKKK!" Lindsay thought to herself. This was not how this was supposed to be going at all. She realized now that channeling her inner dominant, macho asshole had not been the way to go. It had felt shitty to her as she was doing it, but she had imagined that she was coming off as dominant, confident, and powerful to Tom. Now it became obvious to her that instead she had been arrogant and selfish.
Tom was walking towards the door, away from her. She glanced down at the money on the table, looked back up at Tom's swiftly departing form, and took off after him.
When she got outside, she saw him about 20 yards down the sidewalk from her.
"Tom, wait!" she called out as she took off in a run to close the distance. A passing family looked at her like she was a crazy person.
"Tom, hold on. Let's talk about this," she tried as she caught up.
"Just leave me alone," Tom replied without looking back. She wasn't sure, but she thought she'd heard his voice crack with emotion.
"Hey c'mon, I'm a jerk. I'm sorry," Lindsay apologized, still hopeful that this could be turned around.
"I just wanna be by myself," he said as he kept walking. His voice had definitely cracked that time. It sounded to her like he was trying to keep his voice gruff and controlled, but he was clearly upset.
"Just stop a second," she demanded as she grabbed his shoulder and spun him around.



She looked up into his wet eyes and flushed cheeks, and it broke her heart.
Tom shifted his gaze down to his shoes. "Listen...I meant what I said in there...I...I just want to go home now."
Lindsay felt guilty and ashamed. She didn't want him to go home. "Well, what are you gonna do, walk all the way there? I'll drive you."
Tom looked up at her again. There was that hint of anger again mixed with the pain in his eyes. He paused a beat and then turned back around and started walking again.
Now Lindsay felt her own eyes moistening. "Wait!" she whined miserably as he kept walking.
"God damn it Tom, wait, I said wait, please!" her own voice cracked with raw emotion. "I don't know what I'm doing. I've...I've never done this before!" She felt like she might start sobbing.
Tom stopped walking, but didn't turn around. Lindsay looked up and pressed on, "I...I like you, Tom. I've always wanted a boy like you. I want to be the one in charge, but I, I fucked it up. I'm sorry I hurt you."
They were both breathing hard, the only sound now their panting. Lindsay took a few slow steps towards him. She reached out with her hands, wanting to touch him but afraid to push him away again. She settled for lightly placing her hands on his upper back near the shoulder blades.
She closed her eyes and kept her light touch on him. "Please give me another chance" she said quietly.
She felt his shoulder blades rise as he took a deep breath and slowly let it out. "You going to tell me about Megan?" he challenged.
"Yes, I'll tell you whatever you want to know." Tom turned around now and looked at her expectantly. She confessed that she didn't even know Megan, that she'd overheard Megan and her girlfriends joking about a guy who'd begged for her finger up his ass, that she'd paid Megan $20 for his name and phone number.
Tom looked sheepish now. She rushed to reassure him, "I'm sorry I didn't tell you this story before. I guess I didn't want you to think I was a pervert." She smiled up at him and they shared their first smile since the beginning of the night.
She reached her arms around him and crushed her head against his chest, hugging him tightly. He returned the hug, wrapping her up in his arms. They stayed there like that for a while.
Finally, she pulled back and asked "how can I make this up to you?"
Tom looked a little self-conscious again. "Well...I am kind of...hungry."
"Ha, I knew it. That Tom Yum soup is so spicy! So why didn't you say something?" Lindsay teased him.
"I guess I was worried you'd think I was weak," Tom admitted ruefully.
Lindsay reached up and cupped his cheek with her palm. "How about a cheeseburger? I know a great place. My treat!"
Over cheeseburgers and milkshakes, they talked for almost three hours. The more one confessed, the more empowered the other was to ask more intimate questions. Details of their past relationships, sexual experiences, and sexual fantasies seemed to pour out of them effortlessly. It was cathartic.
Afterwards Lindsay drove him home. She put the car in park and looked over at Tom.
"I want to be your boyfriend. And I don't want you to have any other boyfriends" Tom proposed.
"Oh Tom you're so romantic," Lindsay taunted rolling her eyes.
"Is that a yes?" Tom asked with a smile.
She reached over, sliding her hand behind his head, and gave him an appraising look. With intense, eye-fucking, eye contact, she said "That's a yes" and pulled him to her, kissing his lips and slipping her tongue into his mouth. She mentally giggled when she felt him suck on her tongue a little.
Finally he pulled away. He grinned at her, said goodnight, and got out of the car. She looked down and gave a contented sigh. It hadn't gone the way she'd planned, but it had ended up in a good place. She looked down at her phone to plot her course home.
A knock on her window made her snap her head back up. Tom was standing outside her driver's side window. He gave her a bashful little wave.
She rolled her window down. "Yes, boyfriend?" she quizzed.
"Um...would you like to come up?" he asked hopefully.
"What for coffee or something?" she teased him, delighted with this development.
"Um...I don't think I have coffee right now."
"Then what?" she pressed her luck, even raising an inquisitive eyebrow.
"Well...it's just that I feel bad..." he stammered, "I owe you an orgasm."
She grinned at him for a moment and then turned off the engine and got out. She took his hand and started towards his building, "Let's see if you can even the score."
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Tom was on his back on his bed, pleasantly crushed beneath Lindsay's body.
All clothes remained in place. They hadn't even taken off their shoes before Lindsay had pounced on him. She hadn't straddled him, just the reverse actually. She had pushed him back onto his bed and dived on top of him. Now lying between his legs, propped up on her elbows, she looked down on him with a mixture of lust and love. Without breaking eye contact, she pressed her lips to his, kissing him passionately. She sucked on his lips for a few moments before pushing her tongue into his mouth.
As they made out, she felt his hands exploring her body. They had both started on her head, embracing the kiss. His right hand now seemed to be delighting in her hair, stroking her scalp and enjoying the sensation of her brown locks sliding between his fingers. His left hand had descended from her hair, to her shoulder, down to the small of her back. There it seemed to be hesitating.
Lindsay ground her body against him to encourage him to continue. She gyrated her hips, arching and bending her lower back against his hand. She could feel his dick hardening in his pants. But his hand maintained its holding pattern, rubbing light little circles still several inches above the crack of her ass.
She pulled back from their saliva swapping and gave him a questioning look.
"What?" he asked innocently.
"Go ahead."
"Go ahead, what?"
"What do you think of my ass, Tom?"
Playful, he appeared to consider the question for a moment before raising his head, looking over her shoulder to properly appraise her derriere. The light fabric of her dress flared out as it ran over her pert buttocks. Her legs were slightly spread as she lay between his, and he wished for a mirror at the foot of the bed. He let his head fall back onto the pillow and met her gaze again.
"It's nice," he said smiling gleefully.
"Do you want to touch it?"
"Maybe..."
"Grab my ass, Tom. Now!" she commanded.
He immediately slid both hands down to her tush and gave her a squeeze. This seemed to satisfy her. She gave him a smile and lowered her lips back down to his. He kneaded the thick globes of her ass with powerful hands as they enjoyed each others mouths.
Her body felt good in his hands, soft but solid. Tom thought to himself that he could do this all night. But then he thought he needed to re-establish his manhood after Lindsay had needed to instruct him to fondle her bottom.
With a grunt of exertion, he rolled them over so that he was now on top. He pressed his body against hers and started kissing her neck. While his left hand cradled her head, his right descended to seize a bare thigh.
Lindsay was loving this. She felt as if she were melting into molten lava in his grasp. She was breathing unnaturally hard as she felt his hand run up her dress, palming her ass over her panties. She was wet. A little moan escaped her when he pulled gently but firmly on her hair, tilting her chin back a bit and exposing her throat to the assault of his lips. As his hand traveled back over her dress and clutched at her clothed breast, coordinating with his lips moving down her neck towards her cleavage, Lindsay considered just letting go and letting him have his way with her.
But she wanted this relationship to be special, different than all the others. Displaying an iron will, she said, "Stop."
He immediately froze. His eyes looked up at her without lifting his head, his lips not wanting to abandon their expedition into the valley between her breasts.
"Do you like to eat pussy, Tom?"
He had been planning on getting to cunnilingus eventually, but he was fine expediting the first taste of her twat. In response to her question, he went to move down her body, but Lindsay stopped him.
"No, I'm not telling you to go down on me. I asked you a question."
"Yes, I like eating pussy," Tom answered her, unsure if this was just dirty talk or something else.
"Then tell me Tom, what would you do for a taste of my beautiful...wet...cunt?" Her expression was serious, demanding.
"...anything..." he whispered, realizing only as he said it just how much he wanted her at that moment.
"Will you do what I tell you to do, Tom?" Lindsay asked, her voice dripping with lust.
Tom held her gaze for a moment, unsure where this was going, but too horny to question it. Then he nodded.
"Take off your shirt," she commanded.
He pushed up off his elbows onto his knees and pulled his shirt over his head. His face wore an uncertain expression, as if he couldn't quite believe how quickly they'd gone from making out to whatever this was, but he was game to find out.
"Stand at the foot of the bed," came her next command.
He moved off the bed and stood before her. Lindsay kicked off her shoes, then rolled onto her side. She propped her head up with one hand to make sure she had a good view, while her other hand smoothed out the hem of her dress.
"Now your shoes," she said imperiously, almost completely succeeding in suppressing her smile.
Tom bent down and removed his shoes and socks. He stood back up, hoping his muscles looked good topless in just his jeans. He found her smiling at him. He grinned back nervously.
Still smiling, she spurred him on, "Now the pants."
His smile faltered now. It didn't seem right that she was still fully clothed while asking him to strip. A ridiculous, but still unpleasant, thought that this was all an elaborate prank flashed across his mind.
Seeing his hesitation, she dropped her smile. "Now."
He took another half a second, looking her in the eye, weighing his options. Then he sighed, looked down, and quickly unbuttoned his pants. He took his zipper down and slid them down his legs.
He realized he had expected something to happen once his pants were off, a laugh from her, or a playful wolf whistle, or another command. But there was only silence.
Her eyes moved over his body at a leisurely pace. He looked down at himself and felt his cheeks flush with embarrassment when he saw how visible his straining erection was in his boxer briefs. A little damp spot had formed from the pre-cum their grinding had produced. Tom struggled to find a good location for his hands. His instinct was to cover his crotch, but he thought that would look pathetic, so he settled for letting them rest at his sides.
Her smile was back now. Her eyes rose from his crotch up to his eyes, and he had to suppress a shudder when they made eye contact again. The beating of his heart pounded loudly in his ears. He tried to talk himself down in his head, "You've been naked with women before," he thought. But never standing in front of them on display. And never when they hadn't been equally undressed. The pounding of his heart in his chest wasn't slowing down. He was uncomfortable and totally unsure what to do about it.
"Turn around Tom," Lindsay ordered.
He felt relief as he turned towards his bedroom wall. At least like this, he didn't have to worry that his facial expression looked weird or make eye contact with her. Besides, he had a decent body, better than decent, he had nothing to be ashamed of. He felt himself calm down a tick, but then her next instruction came.
"Now take off your underwear, Tom."
Suddenly, his heart rate was jacked again. Still facing away from her, he asked, "Aren't...aren't you going to take your dress off?"
Her response came back strong. Her voice confident and full of honey.
"Oh Tom, you said you would do what I told you. Didn't you? Please don't disappoint me."
He waited another moment, but no further explanation was forthcoming. "Fuck it," he thought and hurriedly pulled his underwear down and stepped out of them.
Silence again. At least he couldn't hear anything above the pounding of his own heart and his breathing. Why was this so uncomfortable? Why weren't they having sex right now? Why was his dick so hard? His emotions were surging such that it was starting to be difficult to breathe.
"Turn around for me now Tom."
He turned around and found her still in the same position, lounging on her side, staring at his naked body. Seeing her immediately helped his anxiety. He now had lust and irritation to distract him. He was pleased to see her staring at his well-endowed hard cock, her mouth slightly open in her desire. He fantasized about ripping her clothes off and fucking her hard against the wall in retribution for putting him through this, but in reality he said nothing and waited for her next instruction.
"That is a beautiful cock," Lindsay thought before recovering from her momentary shock. "You look...good," she praised, but seeing him smile victoriously, she quickly added, "Come lie down on your back."
He moved to her, reaching for her eagerly. She grabbed his wrists, denying him as she maneuvered him into her fantasy. She moved his arms over his head, pinning his wrists to the mattress high above him as she straddled him with her knees under his armpits.
As she'd moved into position, her dress now covered his head. She couldn't see his face crouching over him like this. She imagined what he must be experiencing, unable to see her soaked panties hovering a few inches above his face in the darkness under her dress, but surely smelling her need. The naughty thought made her moan and squeeze his wrists tighter. Tom must have taken this as encouragement because she felt him raise his head and push his nose against her panty-clad, juicy quim.
"Mmmrrghh," Lindsay groaned, quickly bringing one hand down to push his head back against the mattress through her dress. She took a breath, panting above him, one hand on his wrists, one pressed against what she hoped was his forehead, trying to decide what she wanted next. She wanted to see him.
Pressing down a little tighter with each hand, she said, "Stay!" before releasing him and pulling her dress up over her head.
Tom blinked up at her as his eyes adjusted to the light. She was the image of female arousal. Her cheeks were flushed; her pupils dilated. Her chest heaved in her lace pink bra as she panted. Her white panties were practically transparent over her mound, soaked through with her juices. God, he couldn't wait to taste her.
Her eyes bore into his until she seemed to come to some decision. She stood up on the bed and pulled her panties off. She immediately descended on him again, pressing her knees to the mattress on either side of his head this time so his arms were down.
Lindsay ran a forceful hand into his hair and searched his face for any reservations. Finding none, she loosened her grip and stroked his hair for a moment, looking into his eyes and enjoying the perverse intimacy of the moment. She was in complete control. They might stay right here forever if she wished it.
At last she took a firm grip on Tom's head and lowered herself down, pausing tantalizingly an inch above his lips. "Eat me," she demanded in a voice that betrayed more want than she intended.
Tom had been looking forward to this from the beginning, but now commanded to lick her cunt after being repeatedly denied, he felt like a beast unleashed. He thrust his face flush against her lower lips. His tongue lashed out thick and wet across her labia. He nuzzled her clit as he ran his tongue in generous circles around her fuck hole, flitting up from the base of one lip, gently swiping her clit, then traveling back down the other side of her sex. He didn't even realize he'd shut his eyes, losing himself in her bouquet, until she told him to open them.
He looked up at her with his tongue flattened against her opening. Time stopped as they shared a look that conveyed more than either of them would have been able to verbalize. "I think I'm in love with this woman," entered his mind unbidden. Tom continued working her sopping wet pussy over as they stared into each other's eyes.
Lindsay had to break eye contact first. The feelings his tongue was conjuring between her legs, combined with the intensity of his eyes, were threatening to make her lose control. She was panting with need, as she tilted her head back and absently looked about the room, trying to regain her train of thought, to avoid being overwhelmed by animalistic urgency and those fucking eyes of his. She looked over her shoulder and caught a glimpse of his cock standing straight up like a flagpole. That didn't help. She looked back down at him and ran her fingers through his hair longingly.
She'd never been this aroused; she felt like she might burst into tears at any moment. She realized at some point she'd started moving her hips a bit, humping his face and revealing her rhythm but still trying to hold back the dam.
She stole one more glance down into the intensity, lust, love, fucking feeling poring out of his eyes and she knew she had crossed the point of no return.
"Arrrrrrhhhhhh!" she howled as she bucked on his face with abandon. Pleasure took her as she lost all control. "Unghhh unghh unghhh" she moaned like a woman possessed as the contractions of her orgasm rippled through her body.
Finally, Lindsay felt her strength leaving her body and rolled off of him onto her back. Her eyes unfixed took in the ceiling of Tom's bedroom as her breathing slowed. A smile crept across her face, concluding the best orgasm of her life.
As rational thought returned to her consciousness, she looked over at Tom. He was still on his back, but he'd pulled a sheet partially over him, pitching a little tent. "Modest or cold?" she wondered. She couldn't see his eyes, but she noticed his nose and cheek were glistening with her juices.
She rolled onto her side and brought her face into his view. He looked up at her with awe like she was a mythical creature. His expression made her smile wider and then laugh. She kissed him deeply, tasting herself on his lips. It didn't taste bad to her - she certainly hoped it didn't taste bad to Tom - and it made her feel kinky.
"You did good, Tom" she praised.
"You liked it?" he asked coyly.
"I think that may have been the best orgasm of my life."
The look of pride that washed over Tom's face delighted her.
"I think you're the sexiest woman I've ever met," he declared as he reached a hand around her head and pulled her lips back to his. His kiss became more aggressive and he started pressing forward to roll her onto her back. But Lindsay pushed back and pulled away from the kiss.
"So I guess that means the tally is even now, one orgasm a piece today, right?" she teased.
At this, he frowned.
Lindsay let that thought linger for a moment before sending her hand down his body, under the sheet that he'd tried to cover himself with, and palmed his dick with her open hand. In a baby voice she said, "But we can't leave little Tom hanging, can we?"
He grinned at her and again moved to roll on top of her, but she pressed back to keep him supine. "Relax sweetheart, let me take care of you," she said as she snatched the sheet off him and moved towards her prize.
Tom watched her move down his body, pushing his knees apart to make a space between them for her to kneel on the bed. She lightly grasped his penis in one hand, while the other ran up his inner thigh. Her breasts looked amazing, and he mentally kicked himself for not getting her out of her bra by this point.
"Uh...why don't you take off that bra?" he urged. He fully expected some witty retort or denial from her. But she just gave him a smile, reached behind her to unfasten the brassiere, and freed her boobs. Her bare tits stared back at him. Pink puffy areole stood erect on her mounds. They reminded him of a raunchy porno from the 70's he'd seen once, and they made his dick jump. Lindsay chuckled at this reaction and reached out for him again.
She took him into her hands again, stroking his cock and fondling his balls. One finger teased his taint. He felt so good in her hands. "Will she make me ask for it?" he wondered. He propped himself up on his elbows to see her better. Her face wore a little smile, but she was focused on him, watching his facial expressions closely as she worked on his sex. She sent an exploratory finger between his ass cheeks and grazed his asshole for the first time. His breathing quickened and he grimaced slightly, some might have thought he was uncomfortable, but she recognized the way he spread his legs a little further apart and tried to push himself into her hands. He was a butt slut; she'd been told as much, but now she knew for herself. She slowed her dick hand and focused on her other hand, squeezing and tugging on his sack while rubbing a finger hard over the bulge between his testicles and his anus. A fingernail drawn across his balls sent a chill up his spine. She pressed a finger pad against his opening and paused. "Where's your lube?" she asked.
Tom blinked at her a moment and then reluctantly removed himself from her grasp, rolling onto his side to retrieve a little bottle from his bedside table. He rolled back and handed it to her. His dick was so hard it hurt. He almost couldn't believe this beautiful woman naked between his legs was asking for lube so she could finger fuck his ass.
Lindsay made a little show out of lubing up her middle finger. Then she rubbed the cool gel around the rim of his anus and started pushing some into his opening. Not quite penetrating yet, just getting right up to that point and then decreasing the pressure again. Each time she pushed against his tight little butthole his dick would throb in her hand. After an arbitrary amount of time, she decided he was ready and without saying anything, she slid her finger about an inch inside him.
"Ohhhh," Tom yelped, feeling the heat of well-lubed penetration. His sphincter involuntarily clenched tightly around the invading digit. Lindsay kept her finger still until his contraction abated, rubbing the thumb of her dick hand along the bottom of his cock just under his glans. She moved the finger in his ass up, down, left, right, without changing the depth of penetration, loosening him up.
"I want you to squeeze me as hard and long as you can, and when you relax, I'm going deeper," she announced.
Tom tried a few experimental contractions. It made him feel so slutty to squeeze his asshole around her. He focused, took a deep breath, and tightened up his butt as much as he could. The thought that as soon as he gave up, she'd be deeper inside him, pushed him on. Finally, his strength gave out and as his little hole relaxed she thrust forward. His body reflexively tried to clench down again to slow her penetration, but it was too late. Her finger was all the way inside him.
The only sound now was Tom's panting as she began to slide just a few millimeters back and forth in his ass. The muscles in his ring were beginning to learn that resistance was futile and give up. The pleasure to pain ratio skyrocketed as his tight hole was expertly widened.
Lindsay smiled. "That's it, baby. Open up for me. Give me your ass," she cooed. He was spreading his thighs like a slut, driving his heels into the mattress to buck his hips on her finger. She loved his dick, throbbing in her hand, her little barometer of his arousal. She would use it as a tool to map his g-spot, where his prostate was most vulnerable to her. Lindsay resolved that she would make him feel so good that he'd become completely addicted to her.
She curled her finger inside him. His prostate gland was throbbing and she could feel it bulging into his passage against her fingertip. She kept her ministrations light, knowing that he was close and that smashing her finger against his prostate would force him to cum.
"Do you want me to make you cum, Tom?"
Tom just moaned in response and pushed his ass into her hand.
"No, you have to say it. Beg me to make you cum from your naughty asshole."



Tom had never been good at dirty talk. But he liked that Lindsay obviously was. He smiled even as his cheeks flushed with embarrassment. Her long slender finger was on an out thrust as he fully embraced slut mode and clenched his sphincter around her, trying to keep her from leaving, simultaneously humping his whole pelvis towards her hand. He tried to think of something naughty to say in response, but his thinking functions seemed to be disabled at the moment. "Please make me cum," he said weakly as a half-moan.
Lindsay smiled and went for it. Careful not to jump the gun and go for it directly. She steadily increased the speed of her finger fucking in and out of his slutty butt hole, lengthening her strokes of his manhood, pushing harder against his prostate with each thrust. She felt his climax approaching, every muscle in his body tightening, his back arching. Then she smashed her finger against his gland trying to flatten it back into the wall of his rectum.
Tom saw stars. His asshole slammed closed tightly around her digit. His mind went white with blinding pleasure. He felt the first shot of cum splash under his jaw as his cock twitched in Lindsay's hand. She kept up the rhythm, stroking his member, sliding her finger in and out of his clenching ass, emptying his balls, and utterly conquering him.
When it finally ended, Tom relaxed the extreme arch of his back that had driven his chest up and his head back and looked down between his legs to see if Lindsay had survived the cataclysm.
"Good boy," she praised with a smile.
****************************************
Things were good. Tom had never imagined that his fantasy girl would actually exist in real life. Or that if she did, he'd ever have a chance with her. Lindsay was the hottest woman he'd ever had, hell ever seen, in porn or elsewhere. It wasn't how she looked, though she was objectively attractive, but it was her presence in the bedroom. Her confidence, her lack of hesitation. She knew exactly what she was doing and when to do it. She was like a supernatural creature, a once-in-a-generation talent for driving him wild in bed.
Still...even in paradise there were things that could be better. Since that first night of life-changing sex at his place, he'd seen her five times. The day after. The day after that. Then, he'd worried about appearing needy, clingy, pathetic - all those adjectives employed by people not in love. He'd forced himself to go 48 hours without contacting her. When they'd met up the next day, she'd asked him about it.
"So Tom, why didn't you text the last couple of days?" she'd inquired while fixing him with a piercing stare.
"Oh...just that I've been a bit busy...and I mean we have been seeing quite a bit of each other," he'd replied lamely.
Lindsay looked skeptical. "It's fine if you were busy or if you need some space, but is that the truth?"
"Well I didn't want to seem clingy," Tom admitted, flustered from being called out.
"So you wanted to see me, but you didn't text because you didn't want me to know that you wanted to see me?"
Tom turned red, surprised by how ashamed and guilty he felt now.
"That seems foolish, doesn't it Tom?" she questioned.
Not wanting to admit total defeat, Tom gave her an apologetic look and shrugged.
"From now on, if you want to text me, text me. If you need space, tell me you need space. And I'll do the same. Ok?"
"Ok," he'd sheepishly agreed.
A few minutes later, something occurred to him.
"Hey, why didn't YOU text ME?!" he accused.
For an instant Lindsay looked caught. Then, she broke into a smile and said, "Cause I'm not a clingy, little bitch." She'd laughed and followed up with, "No more talking! Time for you to get naked."
The sex that night had been glorious.
Still, in five nights together, he'd yet to fuck her. He hadn't even gotten a blow job. Tom wrestled with whether to bring this up, not wanting to mess up a good thing - the best thing he'd ever had. Each time they'd had sex had been better than anything he'd had before her, but it nagged at him. Would she EVER suck his dick? Would she ever take his cock inside that tasty wet pussy? What if she had some weird aversion to the idea, like it wasn't 'dominant' enough for her? Could he live with that? The volume of this internal monologue had now become deafening. He needed to know. So the next night, shortly after they'd gotten back to her place, he asked.
"Listen Lindsay, I like you a lot. I'm pretty sure I'm falling in love with you. You're so good in bed that you've probably ruined me for other women anyway. But...you've been direct with me and you've encouraged me to be direct back...so I need to know, when am I gonna get to fuck you?"
For a moment, she looked surprised by his little speech. Then she recovered and gave him that same wolfish smile that made him love and fear her at the same time.
"You mean, when are you going to get to put your pecker in my perfect little kitty?" she teased in an exaggeratedly high-pitched voice.
"Yeah, when?"
"Soon I hope. I'd be lying if I said I hadn't imagined how your big, throbbing johnson is going to feel inside me." She grabbed his crotch with one hand and gave him a little squeeze. She put her lips close to his ear and continued in her most whorish voice "Your massive phallus, your huge manhood, your..."
"Alright, alright," he pushed her back where he could look her in the eye and removed her hand from his crotch. He enjoyed her naughty talk, but this was serious and he wanted an answer.
"When?" he asked calmly but firmly.
"Just as soon as you take my cock inside you."
His eyebrows went up questioningly.
"My strap-on cock I mean."
Tom said nothing. He hadn't prepared for this. He'd actually fantasized about her fucking him with a strap-on. But he'd imagined this would happen 'someday.' Like someday far from now. Not right now. Not before he got to fuck her.
In a low quiet voice, he asked, "How big is it?"
Lindsay smiled at him and went to her bedroom. She returned holding a purple rubber dildo attached to a black cloth harness. She handed it to him, looking nervous and hopeful.
"It's big," he noted.
"Not as big as you."
"Your vagina is bigger than my asshole."
She touched his arm and gave him a conciliatory look. "That's why it's not that big for your first time. And look, I'm not going to leave you to figure out how to take it all on your own. I'm going to train you to relax. I'll teach your asshole how to submit and loosen up. I promise I won't fuck you until I think you're ready."
It felt weird holding her dildo in his hands. He thought about it fucking him. He gulped, finding it suddenly difficult to swallow his saliva.
"Have you ever fucked someone with one of these before?" he asked, basically just stalling at this point.
"No. You'll be my first."
He took in the innocent, vulnerable look on her face. It wasn't a look he had seen often.
"I really want this, Tom. I think you'll really like it too."
After a few moments of silent contemplation, he knew he was going to say yes. But maybe he could get something else out of this.
"Ok, but since we're going for the spirit of equality, taking turns being the fucker and the fuckee, then it seems like you owe me a blow job. I've gone down on you loads of times but I've never felt your hot mouth wrapped around my dick."
He tried to keep a poker face as he waited for her reply. She in turn stared him down in silence with an unreadable expression on her face. A minute passed.
Then she said, "Hmmm, that's not quite right. I...I don't want equality exactly. I mean I want us to have equal respect for each other, but I don't want our roles in the bedroom to be the same, I don't think you do either. So I don't want you to misunderstand how it will be the first time I take your dick inside my cunt. It's not like I'm going to let you bend me over and pound my brains out."
"So how will it be then?"
"I'll be the fucker in both cases. When you give me your ass, I'm going to take you. I'm going to spread your legs and penetrate your tight little virgin hole with my dick. Of course I'll take your feelings into consideration, the sounds you make, your cute little facial expressions," she smiled up at him, "but I want you to give up control, to surrender that to me. I'll be controlling the pace, the angle, the depth. There will be no doubt in our minds that it was you who got fucked that night."
His facial expression was hardening a bit now, his guard starting to come up as his limit for vulnerability was approached. She ran a hand across his cheek and into his hair, caressing him lovingly. Then she continued, "Then, when it's time for me to take the penetration, perhaps on the following date, I'll accept every inch of this big, fat dick," she lightly stroked his erection through his pants, pleased he had become increasingly hard as she spoke, "into my tight, wet pussy." She paused for a moment to let him picture it. "It's going to feel so good for you, buried deep inside me, clutched between my velvety walls, the strong muscles in my cunt squeezing you and pleasuring you." She grinned as his cock throbbed and he let out a little moan. "But..." she said giving his cock a little squeeze, "you'll be on your back, your wrists and ankles will be tied to the four corners of this bed, you'll probably have something in your ass. I'll be controlling the pace, the angle, the depth. I'll be fucking your cock with my cunt."
Her pussy clenched at the little pout on his face now. An interesting mixture of disappointment and lust. She cradled his face in her hands and gave his frowning lips a little peck. She giggled and brought her lips right to his ear, "Oh poor baby. You know you'll love it. Your dick is rock hard right now. I'm going to give you pleasure that you never even dreamed of," she took his earlobe into her mouth between her teeth and then gave a teasing lick to his ear canal.
She moved back to look into his eyes again. She'd given him full disclosure to make an informed decision. Now, she slid her hand down to his dick and resumed stroking. No harm in helping him make the right decision.
"Hurry up and decide so we can get to that blow job you mentioned," she prodded.
Tom already knew what his answer was. She probably could have asked him to cut off a finger and he would have eventually agreed. But he didn't want to look like a slut, not to her, at least not in an easy, desperate way.
So after what he deemed an appropriate amount of time to weigh the decision, he gave her a reluctant smile. "I'll do it."
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"Good choice, Tom. You won't regret it," Lindsay praised him for agreeing to take her strap-on up his ass.
They stood there for a moment, recognizing the significance of what had been said: Him standing there awkwardly, still holding her dildo in his hands, his erection bulging in his pants; Her stroking his cock through the fabric, grinning wickedly at him, victorious.
She grew impatient first. "Let's move this to the bedroom. Bring my cock with you."
As they entered her bedroom, she took the strap-on back from him. He seemed eager to be rid of it, if only temporarily. Lindsay was about to put it back in her drawer, when she changed her mind and positioned it on top of the dresser, still in the harness, sticking straight up with pride.
"Get those clothes off," she instructed. While he stripped, she went back to her drawer and retrieved the next part of her plan.
"I'm such a nice girlfriend. You don't even know how lucky you are," she remarked dramatically as she passed him an unmarked black plastic box.
"I have some idea," Tom replied smiling at her as he accepted the box, standing buck naked in front of her. When he opened it, he found six burnt-orange colored butt plugs of various sizes.
"These are the softest, squishiest butt plugs money can buy," Lindsay proudly informed him. "Only the best for my boyfriend's tight virgin boypussy."
"Boypussy?" Tom asked with a raised eyebrow.
Lindsay gave no sign of retreat and confidently responded, "Yes, your boypussy. You know, the hole where I fuck you, where you submissively accept penetration from my big girlcock."
Tom looked uneasy but said nothing.
"Oh Tom. You know I love fingering your tight little asshole, but I'm positively creaming my pussy thinking about fucking you. So when all my talk about your little boy pussy makes you uncomfortable, I need you to be strong, to swallow your pride, and to bend over and take it like a good girl."
Lindsay sat on the edge of her bed, spread her legs, and rubbed the mattress in front of her crotch. "C'mon baby, stop thinking so much. Come sit between your Mistress's legs."
With an embarrassed smile and a slight flush in his cheeks, Tom sat between her legs, facing away from her, naked as the day he was born, leaning back against her fully clothed body.
With the mattress sagging slightly at the edge under Tom's weight, Lindsay could just get her chin over his shoulder to look at him in the mirror that rested on the floor, leaned up against the wall in front of them. "I bought that mirror at a garage sale yesterday. I saw it and it made me think of you. Do you know why?"
She ran her hands all over his bare skin, though she carefully avoided his cock, teasing him, trying to drive him crazy and succeeding. Tom melted into her touch, closing his eyes and letting his head fall back over her shoulder. He played along, "Why?"
"Look how nicely I can see you while I play with you. Like without the mirror, when I do this, (she slid a finger down the crack of his ass) I wouldn't be able to see you blush like a virgin. But the pose I was actually thinking of when I bought this mirror was you on your knees on the floor before me, my hand in your hair, guiding your face in my cunt, while I stare at the reflection of one of these plugs peeking out from between your butt cheeks."
Tom's eyes shot open now. "This woman is possessed by a succubus," he thought to himself, not for the first time.
"In fact, there's no time like the present to start stretching that butthole. Why don't you pick out one of your new toys to model for me tonight?"
"I thought we came in here for me to get a blowjob," Tom protested.
"And you will, provided you don't fuck it up," Lindsay answered him with an edge in her voice.
Tom managed to hold her gaze for all of two more seconds before he stood back up and opened the little box of anal toys again. He looked through them quickly, selected one, and reluctantly held it out to her.
She gave him a look of mock disappointment and took it from him. "The smallest one in the box, imagine that."
Tom stood before her, naked and sheepish, waiting to hear what else stood between him and his precious blowjob.
"Come lay across my lap like the naughty boy you are," she said with a smile after shucking off her slacks.
Tom loved her smile. He loved making her happy. And he loved how easy she made it for him, telling him exactly how to please her.
As he crawled onto the bed and over her lap, he discovered that this position made him feel like even more of a dirty pervert than he already did. She placed him where she wanted him, her hands on the scruff of his neck and on his ass, guiding his rapidly hardening erection between her bare thighs. She ran her hand idly over his full buttocks, admiring her property.
Tom looked back over his shoulder to see what she was up to, but she brought her hand back to his neck and pushed down, scolding him, "Keep your head down, slut." A hand pushed down on the small of his back. "Arch your back more, lift that ass high in the air for me." Then Lindsay returned to fondling his derriere, commenting to herself in a breathy voice "such a sexy ass...".
Tom was beside himself with arousal. His position, her words, her touches...all culminated in a rock hard erection throbbing where it was trapped between Lindsay's legs. He worried that he might cum like this and miss out of her promised dick sucking, but he couldn't bring himself to ask her to stop.
Then he felt her grip his butt cheek firmly, her thumb digging into his crack and spreading his ass wide. He knew his asshole was exposed and she was probably looking right at it. The thought sent a chill through his spine and another throb through his cock.
Her fingers began to move up and down the inner valley of his cheeks, pressing on this side and that side, but skillfully avoiding his hole. She seemed wholly unhurried, like she was completing a daily chore. Like she was a craftsman, constructing pure eroticism. He admired her patience and restraint, but it made him face the fact that he was waiting for her fingers to press up against his anus, that he wanted her to do it, badly wanted her.
He was on the verge of asking for it directly when he felt what he thought was the pad of her thumb cover his opening completely and push his entire ring deeper between his buttocks. A little whimper escaped his lips as he grappled with his surging arousal.
Lindsay was having the time of her life. She was just playing with him exactly the way she wanted, and judging by the firmness of the dick she felt pulsing between her thighs, it was exactly what he wanted too. She opened a little bottle of lube with an audible pop, spread his tush with one hand, and poured a gratuitous portion over his asshole. She watched his little hole tighten, shocked by the cool gel. She felt some of the lube drip onto her thighs. Some would probably get on the bed, but she didn't care. Her panties felt like they were soaking through anyway. She spread the lube around his hole and just inside with the tip of her finger before taking another moment to stare at his anus, glistening like the randy pussy she was training it to become.
She pushed one hand down on his lower back and he responded as she wanted, arching his back a little more, offering his slutty ass to her for penetration. She placed the tip of the middle finger of her other hand against his opening and slid inside him to the second knuckle.
Lindsay smiled as he grunted and involuntarily clenched his sphincter tight around her finger. After a few breaths, he relaxed and arched his back again, swallowing a little more of her finger with the movement. Slowly she started sliding it back and forth a millimeter at a time.
She took a moment to enjoy the scene. A sexy boy she loved, bent over her knees, moaning like a whore with her finger up his ass and his dick clutched between her thighs. Lindsay congratulated herself on every decision that had brought her to this point. In short, she had won. Either she was a master chess player or just incredibly lucky, but what she wanted was literally in her lap and she had complete confidence that this was just going to get better and better. As fantasies flashed through her head, she wondered if he had any hard limits that she wouldn't eventually be able to push through and how far she would be willing to go looking for them.
She pulled her finger free before his sphincter had a chance to realize what was happening and clench down again.
"Alright Tom, I think your horny ass is ready for the plug." Tom said nothing, but Lindsay chuckled a little as she noticed his back arch a little more for her. She lubed up the silicone toy and brought it to where it was just barely kissing his anus.
"Do you want it, Tom?" she teased.
"I want it," he responded impatiently, hoping he wouldn't be required to say more humiliating things.
"Do you want me to stretch your asshole?"
"Yes."
"Yes, what?"
Tom sighed. So much for hoping. "Yes, I want you to stretch my asshole."
"Beg me to help you stretch your ass so that your girlfriend can butt fuck you," Lindsay pushed, confident he would say it for her but enjoying it all the same.
"Please stretch my ass so my girlfriend can butt fuck me," he said in a pleading voice accompanied by another little push of his dick against her thigh.
"Sure thing, sweetie." She pushed the plug against his little asshole, gradually increasing the pressure. Lindsay watched in rapt fascination as the muscular ring slowly lost out to her force and spread around the widening sex toy. His sphincter clenched hard trying to push the plug back out, but she held it steady. She heard his breathing quickening and she coached him, "Slow, deep breaths baby. You're doing so good. Almost there."
As instructed, his breathing slowed and his anus slowly loosened again. She increased the pressure and as he took the widest point inside him he yelped and tried to clench again, but it was too late. The squeezing of his asshole now only served to pull the plug deeper inside him, seating itself firmly in his rectum.
Lindsay caressed his ass cheeks and praised him, "Good boy."
She gave him a little spank and told him to get on his knees on the floor. He did as he was told, kneeling on the hard wood. She thought about leaving him like that, but she wanted his focus on his tongue and newly plugged asshole, not on his knees, so she dropped a pillow on the floor for him to kneel on.
"Now I'm not going to tie your hands, but I want to you put your palms on your thighs and leave them there. No hands allowed right now."
Tom put his palms on his thighs and looked up at her. His face was flushed and wore a pained expression that seemed to be a mix of humiliation and uncontrolled arousal. His dick stuck up in front of him ridiculously at a 45 degree angle. Lindsay took his face in her hands and kissed him gently on the lips with her mouth closed. Then more lewdly, sucking on his lips and thrusting her tongue deep into his mouth.
With a handful of his hair in each hand, she pulled his head back to glimpse the dazed but happy look on his face and then pushed his face between her legs, pressing his nose against the damp crotch of her panties.
"Breath deep, Tom. Smell how wet I am for you."
She watched him inhale and then groan with want. For the first time tonight, she didn't have to prompt him to use his words.
"Please..."
She waited for him to continue, "Yes, Tom?"
"Please let me lick your fucking pussy." He said it with need, with desperation, perhaps with a little bit of anger at being denied. Lindsay thought about teasing him further, but something in his tone told her that she might be close to losing control of the situation.
She stood quickly. "Take off my panties, Tom." She'd expected him to reach up and rip them off, but was pleasantly surprised when he took the hem in his teeth and tried to drag them down. He got the front of them down to the point that his nose was pressed into her bare slit, but her ample bottom wouldn't allow the back hem to slip down.
She watched him struggle for a moment, igniting her passion further, then decided she couldn't wait any longer. "You can use your hands to take them off, but not after."
Tom pulled her underwear down to her ankles but didn't wait for her to step out of them before shoving his face into her mound to feast on her.
Lindsay felt his tongue lash into her vulva with raw, hungry strokes. She immediately grabbed him by the hair and wrenched his head back. "Gentle!" she admonished him before bringing his face back to her sopping quim. He licked more carefully now, slicking her lips fully with his saliva and her own juices. She looked to her mirror on the floor behind him, but the angle was wrong with her standing, so she pulled his head away from her again, stepped out of her wet rolled up panties and sat back on the edge of the bed, guiding his hungry mouth back to her cunt as she did.
She ran her fingers through his hair lovingly as he ate that pussy with abandon, his eyes closed, his lips vibrating when he intermittently moaned directly into her crotch. She glanced up into the mirror and saw that she'd recreated her fantasy perfectly. The butt plug stuck out prominently between his cheeks like a flag claiming his ass as hers.
Lindsay decided to experiment with the control she now had. She pulled his head right then left to focus on each of her labia. She pulled his head up so his tongue was whipping about directly over her clit. "Open your eyes, Tom." His eyelids parted and he stopped licking and tried to move back to better look at her, but she held his head tightly against her mons. "I didn't say stop." His tongue got back to work as they held eye contact.
"Do you realize Tom how much I own you? Let me describe it to you. You're butt naked on your knees on my bedroom floor with your tongue in my cunt. Your asshole can't close because my plug is deep in your ass."
Tom's eyes closed and a deep, guttural moan left his throat.
"EYES OPEN!" Lindsay shrieked, pulling on his hair for emphasis. They stared at each other again as he continued to pleasure her with his mouth, his submission leaking out of his eyes into hers.
"I love how you surrender to me Tom, and I know you love it too." Lindsay's orgasm was close, her voice now quivering with need. Without breaking eye contact, she pushed his head lower and his tongue started pumping her love tunnel. She had no plan now, working purely on instinct. As she looked into his submissive eyes and felt her orgasm approaching, she pushed down ever so slightly on his head again. Her eyes held a question, not sure what he would do. His eyes read hers for a moment, then his tongue dipped down and licked her asshole.
"FUUUUCCCKKK!!" Lindsay screamed as she came. She crushed his head between her legs, holding onto his skull for dear life, as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed over her. "Uhhh, uhhhh, uhhhh," she moaned with each contraction as she came down from the pinnacle.
Finally her muscles relaxed and she was able to sit back, press a foot into Tom's chest and push him back. He fell back onto his hands and looked up at her, panting to catch his breath. For a moment they stared at each other like wild animals before her face broke into a wild grin and she started cackling like an insane woman.
"Hahaha! Fuck yes! What a man you are, Tom, you bad bad man!"
Tom smiled back proudly from the floor.
"Come lie down up here. I want to suck that dick."
Tom scampered into her bed with Olympic speed.
She straddled his chest and finally took off her top and her bra. She enjoyed how dirty it felt to grind her bare pussy on his chest and spread her juices on him. Then she moved down his body and shoved her tits in his face. He took her nipple in his mouth and sucked like a babe. At the same time, she pushed his wrists above his head and told him to keep them there. She kissed her way down his neck and chest, taking a nipple between her teeth briefly before continuing down his belly.
When she got to his cock, she let her hot breath blow against it for a few breaths to tease him. "Are you sure you want a blowjob, Tommy?"
He surprised her by thrusting his hips up off the bed, the tip of his dick glancing off her cheek.
She gasped with exaggerated indignation before taking his balls in her hand, gripping firmly and pulling him back down to the mattress. "You're lucky you just gave me the best orgasm of my life," she chided.
Lindsay pressed her tongue flat against the base of his cock, pinning it against his belly, and slowly dragged it up, pulling off just before she got to his crown. She planted a wet kiss on the head. Then she went down and started licking his balls. When she sucked a testicle gently into her mouth, Tom luxuriated in the unique sensation. Then he felt her tugging on the plug in his ass. He felt his anus reflexively squeeze down on the squishy butt plug, which he admitted to himself felt delicious.
Lindsay let his testicle pop out of her mouth. "Oh Tom, it looks like your ass doesn't want to let go of this plug," she teased him while she alternately pushed and pulled on the rubbery toy. Then she pulled gently but firmly until his now loosened ring lost its grip and the plug popped out of him.
She set the plug aside and then, for the first time that night, took his penis in her hand. She felt its warmth, how it was hard at its core but covered in delightful softnesss, how it flexed in her hand like a mythical creature. She angled his dick away from his body now and slowly traced the tip over her own lips. She let her tongue flutter out and lick at the precum oozing from his slit.
"Now Tom, in a minute, I'm going to make you cum in my mouth. I'm going to drain you dry, baby. But first, you need to tell me something. I'm going to let you decide this. Do you want an empty asshole when you cum or do you want to feel your pretty asshole contracting around my finger as I push on your prostate and suck out your seed?" Lindsay knew any good lawyer would object that she was leading the witness, but she'd decided she would let him enjoy the end of his blowjob however he wanted.
Always dependable, Tom answered, "Your finger. I want your finger."
Lindsay smiled knowing that she would soon have him literally wrapped around her little finger. "That's my baby. Now grab your thighs and pull your knees up to your chest. Spread yourself for me."
When he did, she pulled his dick back so that it was taut, sticking up between his legs more than 90 degrees from his belly. She took the first several inches into her hot wet mouth. She stroked the base in time with her bobbing head as her other hand fondled his balls and teased his perineum. She stopped bobbing her head and let her tongue explore the meat in her mouth as she hooked a finger on the lip of his asshole.
She slid her finger deep in his ass, surprised at how loose he was now. "Butt plugs work," she thought as her finger grazed his swollen prostate gland, which protruded from the wall of his rectum.
She pulled his dick from her mouth with a pop from the suction of her lips. "I'm going to make you cum now baby. Cum for me." She took his dick back into her mouth, not going for depth, but rather positioning her tongue to stimulate the underside right under the head. She worked the finger in his ass in the classic 'come hither' motion, stroking his prostate. She sucked gently on his fat cock as she wagged her tongue under his tender head.
Finally, she felt his cock strain between her lips, so she sucked hard and smashed her anal finger against his prostate, flattening the engorged gland back into the walls of his rectum and triggering a massive orgasm. His pelvic muscles spasmed in unison. His dick jumped in her mouth and blasted a jet of hot cum against the roof of her mouth. His asshole clenched down hard on her finger like it was trying to break it off. When he started to relax, she released his prostate and focused on sliding in and out of his rhythmically contracting sphincter. She stroked his dick into her mouth, draining him of all his backed up cream.



After several waves, his orgasm ended and he let go of his knees and straightened his legs. Lindsay had swallowed all his seed. It belonged to her. She wouldn't waste it.
She licked the remnants from his tip like a cat finishing a saucer of milk and then let his cock fall back against his stomach. She climbed up the bed and rolled over next to him on her back. They were both still panting with the exertion, but eventually their breathing returned to normal. Lindsay reached over and guided Tom to roll towards her and rest his head on her chest. He wrapped an arm around her body and she ran her fingers into his hair, feeling the weight of his head on her chest, feeling more content than she could ever recall.
************************************
Lindsay and Tom honed their skills over the next month. There was no hesitation now, no questioning. They both realized that they had touched on something special, an opportunity to reach a level of intimacy and ecstasy that was rare for most mortals.
Lindsay was a determined trainer, and Tom strove to exceed her expectations. He liked how she was the one to shove each new butt plug up his ass as he was bent over her knees. He liked eating her out as he got used to a new plug after it was in place. She had rewarded him with a blowjob after each time he graduated to a larger sized plug. He was anxious to be ready to take her strap-on. He told himself that it was because after that he could fuck her, and while he was excited about that too, he knew it was really a secondary motivation for him. Really, he just wanted to please her and to submit to her in yet another way.
His self-esteem was at an all time high. It surprised him that he not only wasn't ashamed of his atypical sexual perversions, but he wished other people could somehow know about it and be envious. He felt like an experienced sexual athlete. Like most people practiced amateur sex, but he was training for the major leagues. His tongue muscles had gotten stronger; he could now go down on Lindsay for 30 minutes at a time. He'd made her come everyday of the week, sometimes multiple times in one night. His asshole was trained and could accept large plugs with minimal discomfort. He knew it seemed a little perverse, but how many of his friends could regularly lick their girlfriends to orgasm? How many had triggered an orgasm by licking a woman's ass? How many of them would be able to take the butt plugs he could? He knew some would call him whipped, but he knew the voices in his head were just jealous of his experiences. He was living his best life.
There were setbacks of course. When she'd pushed the 4th plug inside him, he'd felt a little itch inside his butt, and when she'd pulled it out later, she discovered that he had a little tear and bled a little. Lindsay felt responsible and guilty and apologized profusely, but he had healed up quickly without issue. After another few sessions with the 3rd plug, he was able to take the 4th.
Last night, Tom had taken the sixth and biggest plug. Lindsay had been ecstatic, heaping him with praise for his achievement. They'd set a date: this Saturday night he would lose his anal virginity. He would spread his legs for her and let her butt fuck him.
Lindsay had made him promise not to cum again until then. He was to call her for help whenever he got horny so she could help him. Today, he'd found out that her help came in the form of taking him over her knee, spanking his ass to a glowing pink hue, while working one then two then three fingers into his asshole. She'd brought him to the edge of orgasm three times before withdrawing her fingers and leaving him wanting like a bitch in heat. "Wait for me Tom. Wait for Saturday. It's important." As she left, she paused at his door and said over her shoulder, "Don't hesitate to call me if you need my help again."
Now as he laid alone in bed trying to fall asleep, he reflected on the day's events. There was a dull ache in his ass and his butt cheeks were still tender from the spanking. He'd found today's scene erotic as hell, she was so forceful, such a powerful dominant goddess, and he was looking forward to Saturday, but a sliver of doubt had begun to worm its way inside his head.
Did he fully understand what he was getting into? Was he in over his head? Was Lindsay a sexual savant dominating him with precision control or was she an out of control predator? Could he trust her to keep them from spiraling into depravity?
With these thoughts rattling around his exhausted horny mind, he fell into a fitful sleep.
In his dreams, he was in a dirty cellar on his hands and knees on a bare mattress. He was gagged, blindfolded, and his wrists were handcuffed through a loop of material holding them tight to the mattress. A thick leather collar clutched him by the throat, attached to Lindsay's hand by a chain leash. She was sodomizing him with a huge strap-on dildo and laughing maniacally. He squealed into the gag and tears fell down his cheeks as she mercilessly pumped her hips to break him in permanently. She told him she couldn't believe he'd actually let her go this far. She'd never imagined he was so pathetic and after she gaped his asshole she'd be leaving him.
He woke up suddenly in his bed, his sheets soaked with his sweat. He tossed and turned after that but couldn't fall back asleep.
As he sipped his morning coffee, Tom told himself that he'd feel better on Saturday. These were just expected jitters before their big event. He trusted Lindsay. He knew he could trust her.
Then he checked his post and found he had a delivery. He opened the cardboard package to find a pair of white satin panties with a bit of white lace along the hem. These were not slutty panties; one might call them beautiful, innocent. He was thinking that they seemed too big for Lindsay when he saw the note in the box.
"I looked for a pair of men's underwear for our special night, but I just couldn't find anything that screamed 'I'm losing my virginity tonight' half loudly as these do. Wear them for me on Saturday night along with the number 5 plug. I made 7 PM reservations at a Michelin star restaurant so be wearing a coat and tie when I pick you up at 6:30. Can't wait, lover! - Lindsay"
Tom looked at the white satin sliding between his fingers and thought of his dream. Before he knew it, he was dialing her number.
"Hey baby!" Lindsay answered her phone with a smile.
"Women's panties! Really?!" Tom snarled into the phone.
There was no response for a moment, then, "I think they'll look great on you. I spent hours picking them out."
"Where is this going?"
Again the silence spread out as she measured his words. "I'm not sure what you mean," she responded. Her voice was clear but there was caution in it now, maybe even fear.
Tom wasn't entirely sure what he meant either, so he didn't say anything. He was scared. He loved her so much he felt like it might kill him.
When she realized he wasn't going to clarify, she continued, "Look if you don't want to wear them, don't wear them. I just thought they would be...festive." Lindsay thought that sounded lame, so she tried again, "I know you're scared, Tom. You scare me too. I don't know what I'd do if I lost you. I promise you I'm going to make you feel so good on Saturday and I'll make sure you don't regret it." Her voice was raw on the verge of cracking with emotion. "Trust me, Tom."
When he still didn't say anything, she changed the subject. "How's the no-orgasm challenge going?"
"I haven't cum," he said defensively.
"That's good, Tom," she said, trying to discern his state of mind. "I haven't either actually. I thought earlier about calling you over to lick me out, but I determined that would be hypocritical." She thought she heard him chuckle softly on the other end of the line.
Finally, he said something. "So what kind of Michelin star restaurant did you book? Thai?"
Of course, she had not booked Thai.
On Saturday, when she picked him up, she was dressed for the Oscars. She was poured into an elegant backless dress. He wondered if she'd had her hair and make-up professionally done. She practically glowed.
He suddenly felt underdressed despite his suit and tie, and he was glad he had the white satin panties on under his pants. He hadn't told her whether he would or wouldn't wear them. They hadn't spoken of it again. Tom wondered if she'd guessed he would wear them after all.
It was the nicest restaurant he had ever been to. Lindsay had chosen a booking with wine and cocktail pairings. As they enjoyed the complex flavors, Tom felt pleasantly buzzed and content. He felt honored that she was treating the evening with such respect. The fancy restaurant, the dress, the hair, the make-up, but he felt most honored by her manner. She seemed uncharacteristically nervous, and it touched him.
After the last course, she reached her hand across the table, and he slid his hand into hers. "I love you Tom. I've known for a while now. I'm never going to let you go. I'm going to make you so happy that you'll never want to leave." Her eyes glistened in the candlelight as she spoke.
Tom squeezed her hand, lowered his eyes, and said softly, "I'm yours, Lindsay."
They said nothing as they rode in the backseat of the Uber on the way back to Lindsay's place. They stared at each other in anticipation, undressing each other in their minds.
As soon as the front door closed behind them, Lindsay pushed Tom against the wall, her kisses hungry and demanding. He kissed her back with equal need.
By the time she pushed him into the bedroom, he'd been stripped of his coat, his tie, his shirt, and his socks and shoes. She dropped to her knees now, tugging furiously at his belt. As she did, she noticed a bit of white lace sticking up over the top of his pants. She stopped and looked out at him, her face lit up with pleasure and surprise. He smiled back and looked away, still a little embarrassed. Lindsay squealed with pleasure and resumed stripping off his pants, then pushed him back onto the bed wearing only his panties.
Tom propped himself up on his elbows as he watched her take off her dress. She undid the tie at the top and started sliding it down her body. She hadn't been wearing a bra, and now her bare nipples poked out proudly atop her full breasts. As the dress fell to the floor, she revealed a black lace v-cut thong topped with a garter belt that held up her thigh high stockings.
Her sexuality was powerful and dangerous, and she knew it. She smirked at him as she retrieved her harness from her bedside table and strapped on her cock. She tied her hair up in a ponytail and moved onto the bed.
Tom playfully retreated away from her, shimmying backwards with his hips and elbows to the top of the bed.
Lindsay closed the distance quickly. Pushing between his legs, she put one hand on his hip and the other behind his head as she drew him into a deep kiss. She ground her pelvis against him, her rubber dick pushing against his throbbing cock, separated only by the delicate white fabric.
She pulled back and shared a hungry look with him before slowly and meaningfully hooking her thumbs under the upper hem of his panties and tugging them down. After they cleared his buttocks, she pulled the straight up, bringing his legs high into the air to slip them off completely.
Lindsay looked back down at her now nude submissive man, and as if he could read her mind, he pulled his knees up on his own and spread his legs in offering. The butt plug was lodged firmly in his rectum as requested, and she grinned as she slowly eased it out of him.
She took her time lubing up her strap-on as well as his anus, happy at how easily her fingers slid in and out of his slippery hole. Neither of them had said a word since they had entered the apartment. It may have been the longest period of silence during their entire relationship, but she couldn't think of anything to say that was worthy of this moment.
He kept his eyes on hers as she shuffled forward and brought the head of her dick to his virgin asshole.
Lindsay kept watching his face as she penetrated him and smiled at what she saw. He looked so slutty with his mouth hanging open, his eyes unfocused, his voice making little moans, his dick throbbing in her hand. She arched her back pulling back a half inch before thrusting her dick deep into this ass.
He was struggling a bit, she could tell, but he'd struggled before and knew how to deal with it. He took slow deep breaths through pursed lips and focused on surrendering his body to her completely.
Lindsay paused once she was balls-deep inside him. She brought his lips to her breast to nurse while she gyrated her hips slowly. She felt his cock get even harder between their bodies and sent a hand down to stroke him and get him close. She looked back up to his face to find him biting his lower lip, staring at her as he tried to deal with all the sensations in his body.
She squeezed his rod in her grip and began fucking him outright. He squealed as his asshole gave up and let her girlcock slide in and out of his body. They were both moaning like pornstars when his dick seized up and spewed hot cum between their bellies up under her tits. She kept up her thrusts as his moans became higher pitched and he emptied his balls completely.
Catching his breath in the afterglow of the most powerful orgasm of his life, Tom gazed into Lindsay's eyes. "That was amazing, Lindsay."
He had done it. He chose his next words carefully, "I can handle this, maybe even as often as you want. But this...this is as kinky as things are going to get, right?"
Lindsay gave him a naughty grin. "Oh Tom! You're so cute!"
The End
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Synopsis: Young man falls madly in love with a dominant woman and accompanies her home to meet her parents. She's from a (fictional) island nation where extreme dominance and submission are part of mainstream society.
My name is Lee.
I was a 24 year old grad student working on my PhD in computer science when I met her.
Viktoria was a MBA working in mergers and acquisitions for one of the biggest firms in town. We came from completely different worlds and never would have met except for a freak coincidence attending the same party hosted by friends of friends.
She was unlike anyone I had ever known. She was so put together when I saw her: the dress, the jewelry, the make-up, that I figured she was out of my league. I had immediately consoled myself, telling myself that she was probably one of those business/management types who was too stupid to understand the technical details of what people like me did, but who would forever rule society through their ability to bullshit and control others.
When she looked over and caught me staring at her, I looked away. But when I looked back, she held my eye contact and crossed the room to introduce herself. She asked me about my work and surprised me by asking intelligent follow-up questions to really understand what I was talking about. Contrary to my initial impression, she was no bullshit. She was direct and every word out of her mouth seemed intentionally selected, rather than settled upon to fill silence. She was slightly older, five years or so, but I suspected she had been like this all her life. After an hour of talking that felt like five minutes, she asked me point blank if I wanted to go home with her. I think I sort of giggled like an idiot and nodded. She took me by the hand and pulled me directly towards the door. I only managed to make eye contact and wave to my host as she whisked us out of the party. That night was not the first time I had gone down on a woman, but it was the first time I had done so on my knees while she was standing. The fact that she reciprocated with only a handjob seemed asymmetrical to me, but it also kind of turned me on.
What followed was a whirlwind romance. At the end of the first week, I knew I had never felt this way about anyone else. After the first month, I was picturing us getting married and settled down. As our relationship deepened, the sex also got better and better, though stranger might be another way to describe it. She had the odd combination of chastity (told me I wouldn't be fucking her unless we got married) and kink. She liked to tie me up, she love to sit on my face (a first for me), she always fingered my ass when she gave me blowjobs (another first for me). But it worked for me. I was head over heels in love with her. After 6 months, we remained madly in love, more so than ever, and she invited me to visit her parents in their homeland on the island of Algoria.
I had never met anyone from Algoria but I had googled it shortly after we met. I read that the tiny country had an economy that boomed despite its limited population and natural resources, and that they were known for having an atypical matriarchal culture where women held most leadership positions and men did the majority of the child-rearing. I figured this might explain some of her more atypical personality and sexual traits, but clearly she no longer lived there so I figured she'd likely left behind many of the beliefs of her home country for those of her adopted country.
She spent weeks planning the trip, which puzzled me since it didn't seem like she'd need to do much more than book the flights, but I figured she was nervous about me meeting her parents and wanted everything to be perfect. Being nervous even a normal amount was very unusual for her, so I worried that her parents must be tough to impress. I hoped I would measure up to their standards.
When we arrived in Algoria, her parents met us at the airport. Her mother Astrid was perhaps even better looking than Viktoria, despite her age, which caught me off guard. Her father George wore a tight black necklace around his neck like a choker, but their clothes were also slightly different than what I was used to, so I figured this must be local Algorian fashion.
After dinner the first night, the four of us sat in the living room and her mother announced that we're going to watch a video on Algorian culture to help me better understand them.
"Great, sounds good. I'd love to know more about where Viktoria comes from." I said with a smile. Her mother returned a thin smile, but Viktoria and her father just looked nervous. I could have sworn I saw Viktoria visibly swallow her saliva as she took my hand in hers and turned towards the screen.
The video started off as a typical educational video with a formal host/narrator woman speaking directly into the camera and reviewing the strength of Algoria. Its ability to survive as an independent society for thousands of years, its adaptability in the global economy, now particularly strong in electronics and software, and the objectively superior statistics on population health, literacy, and happiness.
Then the tone shifted. The pretty hostess of the program looked into the camera and spoke confidently "It is not well appreciated outside of Algoria that the foundation of all of our success is our culture, which recognizes the central importance of sexual relationships and well defined dominant and submissive roles."
My eyes widened in surprise and I looked around the room to see if this was some kind of joke, but everyone's eyes remained calmly on the screen. Viktoria squeezed my hand ever so slightly.
The program continued. "While other societies leave interpersonal relationships to chance, Algorian society has long realized the perils of such an approach. Many individuals in those societies do not even take dedicated time to figure out if they themselves are more dominant or submissive. As you can imagine, this leads to a multitude of problems that fracture a society at its very core."
The screen now showed an unhappy-looking beautiful woman, comforting a baby in her arms in the middle of the night in her bedroom. Behind her, an overweight man snored loudly.
"Natural dominants become bitter when forced into other roles," the narrator explained.
Now a video of the man wearing a pair of pink panties and looking at himself in the mirror with a mixture of arousal and shame.
"Natural submissives feel intense guilt about their instinctual needs and desires, especially when these conflict with the expectations of their society."
The man in the video was now jerking off in the dark in front of a glowing computer monitor that displayed a video of a dominatrix spanking a man over her knee.
"This internal conflict leads to secrets and lies within the relationship and often infidelity."
The screen now showed the same man in a bathroom stall being sodomized by a clothed woman wearing a strap on.
To say I felt uncomfortable would be the understatement of the century. I would've been embarrassed to watch this by myself, much less in front of my possible future in-laws. My cheeks were flushed and my mouth was dry, as I tried to think about the appropriate response to this video. Was this a test? Were they waiting for me to burst out laughing or to stand up and storm out? Could this possibly be real?
Again I stole a glance at Viktoria and her parents, but no one met my eyes. All of them kept watching the video so I did too.
"Algorian society avoids these pitfalls by explicitly recognizing dominant status."
The screen showed young people taking written exams, competing in sports and debate, and talking to guidance counselors.
"Dominants are identified starting at age 18 via a variety of tools that encourage introspection and open exploration. Interestingly, a majority of those who reach this first step are male, but this is because many characteristics are easily confused for suitability for dominant status. For instance, ambition, aggression, pride, and competitiveness are often mistakenly thought to indicate a dominant, when in reality these qualities often require the control of a dominant hand to keep them from becoming self-destructive.
A dominant must be extremely patient and slow to anger. They assume responsibility for both their own happiness and that of their submissive. Long term planning, discipline, and stability are essential qualities.
Those who show possible dominant tendencies undergo extensive training in how to nurture a submissive..."
The screen now showed a young woman running her fingers through the hair of a man wearing a choker and a graduation gown, having just obtained some kind of degree.
"...how to maintain discipline and control when times get tough..."
The screen showed the woman returning home from work looking exhausted to find her man drinking beer and watching sports while some sort of wood working project sat half completed in the living room and dirty dishes piled up in the sink. The scene changed to the man bent over her knee on the couch, looking unhappy but not resisting. The woman ran her fingers into his hair before pulling his head back roughly, making him wince. She swung her other arm back and delivered an open handed slap to his pale buttocks, which were now centered on the screen. I couldn't believe how explicit the video was. The image on the screen then split so that one camera showed the man's face and the other his ass. As the loud spanking continued, his buttocks reddened and his grunts became angry. His facial expression went from unhappy to irritated to enraged to sad. He began whimpering as tears formed in his eyes and began running down his face. Finally, she finished administering his punishment and pulled him up, so that he was now straddling her on the couch. The woman also had tears in her eyes and they shared a passionate kiss before she brought his face into her cleavage and kept rubbing his back as he calmed down, his bright red butt cheeks prominent in the shot.
The narration continued "...how to avoid suppressing the submissive's personality and instead championing it and using it to maximize the couple's happiness..."
The segment ended with the man having completed his wood working project, now a beautiful piece of furniture. He had apparently won some type of contest for the piece and received a ribbon on stage while an audience applauded, the camera zooming in on the man's wife applauding vigorously in the front row.
"After training and testing to endure a high probability that the dominant has the ability and desire to care for a submissive and assume that incredible responsibility, approximately 10-15% of the Algorian population is ultimately designated as dominant. This is recognized by an obsidian ring to be worn on the right hand."
I instantly recognized the ring that Viktoria always wore. It was a simple dark band. I had asked her about it before and she had told me it was an Algorian thing and left it at that.
I stole a glance over at her mother and saw that Astrid had the same ring on her right hand. Astrid also wore a similar dark metallic band on her left hand, though this one had what looked like a little saw sticking out of it where a gemstone would normally sit on a wedding band.
The video was continuing to discuss something about how woman's nurturing, disciplined nature was often more suited to the dominant role, though many women with higher levels of untamed passion and spontaneous emotion were better suited to the submissive role, but I wasn't really listening. My emotions were up and I was on the verge of losing control.
Part of me was scared. Clearly I was on an island of insane fetishists. If I stood up and ran out the door, would the police stop me before I got to the airport and throw me in a cage? The other part of me felt sick. The love of my life was raised in a sex cult and had likely been irreversibly brainwashed. I felt a sinking feeling in my stomach as the future I had imagined for us shattered in my mind. I was pulled out of my internal distress as I heard the video transition to a discussion of submissives.
"Submissives are not designated by any formal testing. Instead an individual obtains submissive designation when they accept the collar of their dominant. In place of the training and testing that dominants undergo before they achieve their status, a submissive is trained by their dominant beginning when they accept a training collar and their submissive status becomes permanent after a six month training period. The foundations of submissive training include orgasm control, anal receptive intercourse, and obedience/discipline."
At this point my jaw had involuntarily dropped open. I was in shock. I just wanted to get out of there. I started to rise from my seat, but Viktoria squeezed my hand so hard it hurt, pushed our clasped hands down into my lap to slow my rise, and turned to look me in the eyes. I can only describe the look in her eyes as... intense. It was passionate, almost angry, commanding but at the same time pleading.
I let myself fall back into the chair and the video continued.
"Orgasm control is achieved with special chastity belts that submissives wear almost all the time, at least during the training period."
The screen showed a man's penis being fitted into a clear plastic cage, followed by a clip showing one of the rarer female submissives being placed in a clear plastic chastity belt that completely covered her vulva. I noticed both of them were completely devoid of any pubic hair.
"Chastity belts help submissives avoid pleasuring themselves without permission. The connection between submission to the dominant and obtaining an orgasm is essential to a deep and long-lasting relationship."
The video showed the female submissive on her back, smiling up at her dominant adoringly as he ignored her exposed sopping wet pussy and instead slowly thrust his lubricated cock into her asshole, deep into her rectum. The video transitioned to the end of their copulation with her shrieking with ecstasy as the man held a vibrator against her clit as her anus spasmed on his erection.
Next, the video transitioned to an attractive muscular man lying on his back pulling his knees wide and up to his chest, offering himself to a woman who was stroking a big silicone cock, spreading thick lubricant along its length.
The narrator resumed, "Anal intercourse is perhaps the purest reflection of dominance and submission. This has been recognized since antiquity. As the submissive accepts the penetration of their most private area, feeling their dominant enter their very core, the subconscious mind surrenders beyond what the conscious mind is capable of..."
At this point, the woman had pushed her phallus into her submissive's ass. His mouth opened as his breath caught, his eyes unfocusing as his attention moved inward. The woman's mouth opened slightly also as she focused on his expression, drinking up his emotion as she thrust deep inside him. As she bottomed out, his eyes refocused on hers, searching briefly for direction before she pushed her tongue into his mouth.
Despite the maelstrom of negative emotions swirling in my brain, I felt my dick harden in my pants while watching this part. It was beautiful and so erotic. The camera transitioned to an angle just behind and below the woman, featuring her powerful buttock muscles clenching and relaxing with the slow deliberate thrusting.
"A similar subconscious effect is reinforced in the dominant. As they watch their submissive spread themselves and offer their anus for penetration, the dominant understands the depth of the trust and surrender they've been gifted."
The woman's thrusts were rapid now, both of them moaning, feeding on each other's arousal.
"To achieve orgasm, the submissive must let go completely in order to receive the powerful, rapid thrusting required without pain or injury."
The woman leaned back on her heels now, displaying supreme muscular control and strength in her glutes while pistoning in and out of her man's stretched sphincter. She kept a grip at top of his thigh for leverage while her other hand stroked the man's erection. She let out a war cry, increasing the speed of both her hips and and her hand, and the man's thick cum poured out onto his stomach.
The screen now returned to the hostess of the program speaking directly into the camera.
"It's important for those who have been offered a dominant's collar to consider several points. The first is what a rare opportunity you've been given. Few human beings, even in Algoria, are ever offered such a deep commitment. When a dominant offers their collar, they are accepting sole responsibility for the leadership and happiness of both people. It is their job to figure out exactly what your needs are, plan out how best to fulfill them, and execute that plan. All that is asked for in exchange is submission and obedience.
That said, you must recognize that obedience will not always be easy. If you disagree with how your dominant is pursuing the long-term happiness of you both, you should say so, but then you must obey. If you do not, you will be disciplined and dominants are given broad authority under the law to discipline their submissives as they see fit. Collared submissives retain the right not to be mistreated and their wellbeing is ensured with regular required visits with a social worker and therapist. However, submissives cede most other rights when they accept their collars. For example, the right to own property, to vote, etcetera. Less than 1% of collared couples are ever dissolved, but in the unlikely event that the couple separates, it is considered cruel and unethical to allow submissives who have been collared for more than 6 months to live independently without a dominant. In that rare case, the state assumes custody if a replacement dominant suitable for the submissive cannot be immediately found."
My erection was now completely gone and my fear was reaching fever pitch.
"We hope that this has been a helpful introduction to the dominance and submission which has led to unmatched levels of happiness and prosperity in Algoria."
The screen went dark and silence pervaded the room. All eyes turned towards me.
I felt so tense that I thought my entire body must be vibrating like a piano string. My hand felt numb either from squeezing Viktoria's hand so hard or from her squeezing mine.
Finally, Viktoria's mother Astrid spoke, "Lee, I know that must have been very shocking for you. It is very rare for a non-Algorian to be offered a collar and even rarer for it to be accepted. I have counseled my daughter that your relationship is very unlikely to move forward, but she insisted on bringing you here and making you her offer. Not only are you not an Algorian, but you are a fiercely independent individual."
Seeing my confusion on how she thought she could speak about my personality even though we'd never met before today, she quickly added, "The personality test that Viktoria emailed you about a month ago. You scored very high in independence and ambition, both attributes that are less common among submissives."
Then she took her husband's hand in her own and smiled, "But you also scored very high in loyalty and self-sacrifice. In this way, each of your scores was very similar to George's. Perhaps we've set a bad example for Viktoria leading her to think that our match is less rare than it really is."
George gave me a very warm smile now, as if we were kindred spirits.
"George already had an impressive career when he shocked many of those who knew him by accepting my collar. Though I love to point out that his career has skyrocketed since then."
They shared the easy smile of an older married couple. Then, Astrid returned her attention to me. "It was a great honor for me and my family to collar a man like George, but it was not easy. Like a stallion that needs to be broken, his strong will required all of my energy to harness during our early years."



I had expected another easy smile between them after the quip about him being a broken stallion, but neither of them reacted to it at all. She continued with total seriousness.
"To train someone like George...someone like you...who is not even Algorian to take the collar would be an unmatched feat. Even for someone like my tenacious daughter, whose own scores in dominance training were some of the best of her generation..."
She paused to allow me to be impressed. It was obvious she was very proud of Viktoria.
"...this is unlikely to succeed. But this is what my daughter wants," she threw her hands up here in mock desperation, "the only thing she's ever wanted really..." she added with resignation in her voice, "so of course, we will do whatever we can to be supportive."
The room once again fell silent.
"Well, I'm sure you two have a lot to talk about. Let's all retire for the evening. It was lovely to finally meet you in person, Lee," Astrid concluded as she stood and led George from the room.
I thought about trying to manage a "nice to meet you too," but I felt that any opening my mouth would most likely result in me screaming, so I settled for a slight nod of acknowledgement as they left the room.
I looked over the Viktoria now. She stood, still not releasing my hand, and said, "Come. We'll talk in my room."
She led me up the stairs and closed her bedroom door behind us. Finally, she let go of my hand. My hand felt weird to be free after being held so tightly for so long.
"Before you start, know that I love you more than I will ever love anything else," and she pressed her lips hard against mine. My emotions boiled over now, hot tears forming in my eyes and trailing down my cheeks. When she pulled back, I saw that she was also crying.
She pulled her chair out from her bedside desk, turned it around to face me, and sat down. "Ok, go," she said.
I stood in front of the woman I loved, the woman of my dreams, the woman who I now knew was batshit crazy. I took a deep breath to center myself and opened my mouth to speak.
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"What the fuck, Vik?! Like seriously WHAT THE FUCK?!" I screamed at her with my cheeks wet with tears and my face angry, screwed up with raw feeling. I knew her parents would probably be able to hear me across the house with how loud I was yelling, but I did...not...care.
"How could you bring me here and just ambush me with this crazy fucked up shit?! Did you think I would just say ok and put on a...a...." my hands gesticulating wildly now, my brain unable to keep up with my emotion, "...A FUCKING GIMP SUIT and be your bitch?! Is that your idea of love, Vik? Do you think I have no respect for myself? Do you have no respect for ME?!"
I started pacing back and forth in front of her. She keep her eyes on me and swallowed visibly, but kept silent for the moment, allowing me to get it all out. With no retort from her yet to stoke my fire, my rage burned out to sadness.
"How could you?! How could you do this? Would you really throw away our life together? For what? For some...sex fetish?!" I spit the words out at her with disdain.
"Don't you understand what we have? How rare it is?"
Suddenly I felt a glimmer of agency, a bit of hope that all was not lost. "I'm not going to let you destroy our relationship. We're going to get through this." My voice lacked conviction, but it felt good to say the words anyway.
I stood before her breathing hard, letting the silence lengthen. Though her body was still, her intelligent eyes were active, studying me. Her image evoked that of a military general, a genius tactician, receiving multiple streams of information in real time, weighing possibilities, and formulating plans. Fuck if that didn't turn me on. It struck me again in that moment how I'd never met anyone like her.
At last she spoke. "Lee, my darling..." Her voice was uncharacteristically uneven, charged with emotion. It reminded me of the crackles and pops of a bonfire.
"I'm sorry for this part. I knew it would be shocking and painful for you, but I could not see a way to spare you this. I knew if I told you everything when we were back in the States that you would never make this trip. The only way to let you know was to 'rip off the bandage' so to speak, to bring you here and show you that it's not what you fear. It's different from what you're used to, yes, but it's not depraved, it's not cruel. Algorian culture is something very beautiful."
"Vik, it might not seem that different to you, but I want you to know, if you think I'm going to do any of that shit, then..."
"Shh shh shh, don't worry about anything tonight. Don't make any decisions. You can't make any decision until you properly understand what it is you're deciding. Just let the information wash over you for now."
"But..."
"It's ok, Lee. We have lots of time before you need to make any decision, time to talk and time for me to show you how things work here. You're doing so well, darling, given everything that I've shown you tonight. I was worried I was going to have to tackle you to keep you from running away screaming when we showed you the video." A hint of a smile graced Viktoria's features for the first time that night.
"So you would have tackled me?!" I asked incredulous, my heart rate spiking up again as the image of physical violence reactivated all my worst fears about the place.
Viktoria didn't even blink. "Of course. It's like you said. What we have is very rare. I'm not going to let you throw it away. I'm going to fight for it like you can't even imagine." Her eyes burned with a conviction that seemed to soothe us both. Familiar territory. We were still in love after all.
I calmed myself and tried what I considered to be a more constructive approach. "Listen, Vik, I love you. I can't imagine my life without you. Just because you were born here, doesn't mean you have to live this way. We can leave here and never come back. We could--" She silenced me with a raised open palm.
"Let me stop you there and clarify so we don't waste any time on this point. My views on Algorian culture, on dominance and submission specifically, were not naively adopted and accepted without question. You know me. You know that I'm not some gullible, easily brainwashed person who's never considered her life. This is what I want. Even if this isn't what I wanted, it's who I am. I could never betray myself by settling for less."
She paused here and I started to interject, but she raised her hand again and continued in a voice so heavy with emotion that she seemed to be struggling to get it out, but also so soft that it was almost a whisper. "So while you should know that we have plenty of time over the next two weeks for you to learn about my culture, about the life that I have planned for us together, you should also know that you will either leave this island wearing my collar or you will leave without me."
There it was. An ultimatum. It was obvious that there was zero room for negotiation.
I felt like I'd been physically struck across the face. I shot her a glance filled with shocked betrayal, as my legs felt weak and I let myself fall back to sit on the edge of her bed. The sinking pit in my stomach felt worse than ever. "Urrghh...GOD!" I moaned, clutching my stomach with one hand to deal with the cramping pain sprouting there.
She moved then. Out of the chair, onto her knees in front of me, concern written across her features. She reached out and squeezed my hand.
"It's not so bad as you fear. I'm going to make you happier than you've ever been, my love, I swear it. I only say these things because we have a fixed amount of time to agree on a plan for the rest of our lives together, and any time we spend on scenarios where you're uncollared aren't realistic."
This did nothing to make me feel better and I let out another guttural groan and turned away from her.
She clasped her other hand over mine. "I'm not explaining this well. Let me explain to you." She took a deep breath to center herself, plotted a course, then she took off again,
"I never thought I would find love. As you know, I'm a very sexual woman, and I was no less so as a younger woman. I experimented widely and it was crystal clear that I was dominant. And not just a little. Irritatingly so. Vanilla sex did nothing for me. But dominating men, fucking their asses and making them submit, it invigorated me. It was like technicolor after living my life in black and white.
I loved everything about it. Spreading a man's cheeks and exposing his vulnerable, dark little hole, teaching it to take my finger, watching his shame as he realizes he's arching his back like a bitch in heat to brush his horny prostate up against my conquering digit, savoring the way he twitches and squeals when I finally stretch him around my cock, the power in my hips as a bury every last inch up his backdoor, the diminishing resistance to my thrusts that signals his ultimate submission. I was addicted. I typically took an orgasm before and after off my lovers' tongues, but those were just apertif and digestif; the main course that really made my cunt clench was always the ass fucking. If I didn't pound some guy's butthole for a week, I wouldn't be able to think of anything else.
I fucked a bunch of guys. Here in Algoria I was a hot commodity, a young dominant woman in her prime who somehow lacked the usual awkward uncertainty of a beginner. I fucked without hesitation, like a pro. I fucked as an art form. I somehow intuitively knew just what these men needed because it was what I needed.
But among all the men I bedded, I never found one that I wanted to collar. Part of it, initially at least, was that I was getting all this ass, so why burden myself with the responsibility of ownership? But over time, it became more and more obvious that I just didn't think any of them were worthy of my collar. I've always been like you Lee, a hopeless romantic, chasing 'happily ever after' while fully realizing it's unrealistic.
Most truly dominant women in my situation eventually just collar a man as a pet. Someone to come home to, to heap affection on, to take convenient frequent sex from, to be an accessory to their lives. The love is real...but the volume is lower, softer. Regular people love their dogs, but not like they love their spouses. But a collared pet, a cute little wounded bird that's wholly dependent and wholly submitted to you, is usually the best form of long-term companionship a dominant can hope for. You know what I'm talking about, Lee, in your country this arrangement takes many forms but is sometimes referred to as a 'trophy wife,' right?
But I had no interest in a 'trophy husband.' Maybe what my mother says is true and their example poisoned me. But I wanted a strong man. I wanted to be part of a 'power couple.' And it quickly became apparent that my ideal standards were not compatible with reality. The men I considered worthy of my collar wouldn't submit; the men who would submit I didn't consider worthy.
So I resigned myself, especially once I left Algoria, to a life of solitude. I still had friends and lovers of course, but what I mean is a life without an intimate confidant whose depth of connection would give meaning to the rest of life. I would frequent bdsm clubs and online forums to find men who would meet my physical needs, but never the same man twice. It was sad, but I thought it better than lying to myself about what I wanted or settling for a poor imitation.
Then I met you, Lee! I confess when I crossed that room to talk to you it was because I liked the way you looked and I sensed I might be able to talk you into bending over for me. But then you opened your mouth and I fell in love. You seemed like the man of my dreams. When I pushed you down to your knees and pushed your face into my crotch, I was shocked that you let me. Do you remember that? I remember every detail. Butt naked, on your fucking knees, looking up at my with those big puppy eyes while eating my pussy - to this day that remains one of the most powerful orgasms of my life.
As I fell further and further in love with you, I kept waiting for my fantasy to end. But you continued to surprise and impress me. After the first time I pushed my finger up your ass, after you moaned like a slut as your little hole sucked on my finger like it was your pussy, I realized that you might be the one.
I wanted so much to tell you about all of this. I wanted to share my vision of our future with you. But I knew that it would shock you. I knew I only had one shot at this and it was too important to risk scaring you off before you even got here. I hope you can understand."
I didn't hate her story. From her perspective, her recap of our relationship made perfect sense. Somehow that made my strong instinct that I was not compatible with Algorian culture all the more heartbreaking.
We sat in silence for a moment alone with our thoughts. Then Viktoria stood up.
"I think that's plenty of information for tonight. All I want you to do is to keep an open mind. Make no decisions tonight. Just let what I've told you marinate in your head. Will you try to do that for me, darling?"
I looked up at her pitifully. "I'll try."
"Thank you," she said, still continuously studying my face. "Now let me make you feel a little better tonight. Let me take care of you."
Viktoria lifted her blouse over her head and hit me with the magnificence of her bust. Her full, milky white tits rose proudly out of the most exquisite black brassiere I'd ever seen her wear. A medallion on a gold chain threatened to fall deep in her cleavage. For a moment, I couldn't look away. And then I felt a pang of anger.
"You think you can just take your top off, flash your boobs at me, and what? I'll just crumble?"
Viktoria raised a single eyebrow as if to say "that's exactly what I think." Instead she said, "You've had a hard day, my love. It's not crumbling to allow yourself a bit of pleasure. But if I don't make you feel better, then by all means look away," she said while sensuously running her hands over her body, as if her own form was so irresistible that even she was distracted by it.
She spun around, facing away from me and reaching back to for the zipper on her skirt. It was a long one, knee-length, formal. The way she slowly lowered the zipper, exposing the tops of her buttocks and the black thong diving down the center, made my breath hitch.
I somehow managed to tear my eyes from her pert derriere to look up at her face. She was looking back at me over her shoulder. She wore a wry smile that some might have confused for cruel or manipulative, but to me it said, "This is my kung fu. I love that I can do this to you. Prepare to be amazed."
We held each other's glance for a moment before she dismissed me by glancing down at her own round backside as if to say "go on." She was holding the skirt at mid-ass cheek, the point of maximal stretch. Then she started the slowest, most sensual shimmy. Her skirt didn't fall in a boring heap. It clung and caught, painstakingly making its way down her thighs.
It crossed my mind that any sane man would, at this point, stop and beg to get down on his knees and worship this beautiful ass. But I was actually proud of myself for having the restraint to keep my seat on her bed, drooling over her.
At last she sent the magnificent garment all the way down to her ankles and stepped out of it. She kept her heels on. Such a simple, powerful maneuver, wearing high heels with lingerie, but never employed by the other women I had been with. But Viktoria knew what she was doing. It made me think, vaguely somewhere in the back of my mind, that this was not a normal woman. This woman was special. Maybe it made sense that she would require a special sex life. Maybe it wouldn't make sense to love a special woman in a normal way.
As that thought bubbled through my brain, Viktoria straddled me on the bed, throwing her arms around my neck and threatening me with her cleavage. I placed my hands on her hips noncommittally. A confused sort of fear had gripped me. I wasn't sure what game I was playing at this point, but it felt like I would be losing if I gave in to temptation and buried my nose in her chest. I looked up into her eyes, clearly looking for direction, unsure how to save face without neglecting my throbbing erection.
She gave me the smile a wolf gives a sheep as she pulled my face deep into her cleavage. I closed my eyes, exhaled, and let the rigidity melt out of my body. She ran her fingers through my hair, across my scalp. I pulled her body against mine and felt her smooth, soft skin against my cheeks.
She tugged my head back by my hair, met my eyes with complete lust, and then shoved her tongue into my mouth.
I was in heaven. I was defeated. I just wanted to be hers. I was all in.
My eyes were opened by the clicking sound of her bra unclipping. She pulled further back and freed her breasts. Perfect stiff nipples stared me down and I actually moaned aloud with want. I made to move my face forward, but she gave my hair a playful tug to hold me still. A subtle clarification, a momentary reminder of control. Then she pulled me to her bosom and made me suckle. I mean she held me head with one hand, while gripping her breast with the other hand and stuffing it into my mouth. She moved my head back and forth between her nipples at seemingly random intervals, never letting me know when one erect tit would be plucked from my mouth and another one pushed inside.
After an indeterminate period where all I saw were boobs, she pulled by head back to take a look at me. My eyes were glazed with a thick combination of surrender and lust. She must have noticed because her next move was to shove me back on the bed on my back. She unbuttoned my shirt with hurried hunger before tugging at my belt and ripping my pants down my legs. She paused here just long enough to note the wet spot on my underwear at the tip of my rock hard cock. She pressed the pad of her thumb against the fabric struggling to conceal my swollen head. She teased the tip back and forth a few times before taking the waistband in both hands and yanking them down.
I looked down at her past my dick, sticking straight up like a flagpole. She pushed my knees up and apart. I could tell she was looking at my asshole below my tightened sac and throbbing cock. I wanted her touch badly. My dick needed it. But she ran her hands along my inner thighs, avoiding my cock, teasing me. Then she moved her hands under me and cupped my ass.
"I...I can lick you," I stammered an offering.
"Baby, I told you, tonight I'm taking care of you. I know what you need. And I think a nice sloppy blow job is just the thing. Am I right?"
I gulped. "Um yeah babe, that would be great."
Vik moved her hands so that her thumbs were together pressing against my perineum, while her index fingers met in my pubic hair, encircling my sex without touching it. She smirked at me. "You know, my mother would say I'm spoiling you. She'd say I should sit on your face and smother you for an hour until the fight's gone out of you, that I should push my soaked panties in your mouth and gag you, that I should at least shove a fat dildo up your ass -- all of that before considering taking your cock in my mouth..."
The silence drew out while my cock throbbed as impatiently as ever.
"But...I'm not my mother, am I?"
I blew out a breath I hadn't realized I'd been holding and chuckled with relief. "No, you most certainly are not."
At this, Viktoria gave me a thin smile. "I'm not dogmatic. I know what you need and I'll make sure you get it. And right now, you really need this blowjob." Now she chuckled and my dick gave a twitch of righteous indignation.
"Come on now, just like at home, arms up to the headboard." Just like the bed in her apartment, this bed had a frame with vertical iron bars forming the headboard. In her apartment back home, she had used scarves to tie my wrists to the bars. Here there were high quality black leather cuffs attached to the bars, which had escaped my notice until that moment.
I looked back at her, thinking this was not quite the free blowjob that had been advertised. But I lifted my wrists anyway.
"I don't have to cuff you, Lee. I trust you. If you promise to hold onto the bars and not let go until I'm finished, I'll leave you untied. But I think you'll have a better time if I cuff you. Otherwise, you'll be distracted, focusing on not letting go of the bars when you should be focusing on the pleasure I'm giving you. But it's up to you. Either way, this will help you to see that there is freedom in submission. Submitting to be restrained can free you to experience greater pleasure."
She leaned over me now and lightly took my wrists in her hands, her tits dangling, nipples scraping against my chest. "So, would you like me to bind your wrists, darling?" she questioned innocently while skewering me with eye contact.
I wanted it. But I hated to follow her script so perfectly. So I gave an admittedly bratty reply. "Yes Ms. Dominatrix, please tie me down and have your way with me."
She frowned slightly at this, annoyed at my breaking the mood, but said nothing as she fastened the soft leather tight around me.
Then she leaned over to grab something from the bedside drawer and came back with a little bottle of lubricant and two black latex gloves. As she donned the gloves, I protested, "I'm not clean."
"Consider me warned," she said before ending the conversation by taking my cock in her gloved hand. She grasped it by the base and slapped it against my belly a few times, while fondling my balls and tugging on my sac with her other hand. With the professional air of a surgeon performing a procedure, she brought her red, painted, luscious lips within millimeters of my glans and then looked back up at my restrained form.



I felt her breath hot on my prick. Looking deep into my eyes, she planted a wet, closed mouth kiss on the tip. I groaned and twitched in her grasp. She pulled my cock up and pressed her tongue flat against the base between my balls. Ever so slowly, she started to drag her tongue up the underside. I almost came when she reached my frenulum, but she perfectly timed a quick squeeze of my testicles to stave off a premature orgasm. Then she pressed her nose into my pubic hair before dragging her tongue down the topside. She patiently attacked from every angle, making me writhe with pleasure. I admit, I was very thankful for the cuffs.
Finally, she released my balls and slid her hand down, bringing the pad of her thumb flat against my anus. She gave it a few experimental taps, watching my dick jump with each one. Then she started pushing on different sides of my rim as if testing for weaknesses. Her tongue returned to my shaft, giving me just enough attention to stay at a simmer.
I spread my legs further apart, flexing my knees open and grinding my pelvis against her finger. I felt my cheeks flush with embarrassment as I realized what I was doing and I looked up at the ceiling to avoid eye contact in case she looked up. But if she noticed anything was amiss, she gave no indication. After another few moments, my want exceeded my shame and I resumed actively grinding against her hand.
Without warning, she released me. I looked down and she gave me a knowing smirk while opening the lube and pouring a generous helping onto her fingers. Ignoring my cock, she dug the thumb of her dry hand into my taint and lifted my balls, while the middle fingers of her lubed hand spread the cool gel across my asshole.
Everything felt tightened. Engorged. I felt like my swollen prostate was trying to pop out of my taint. The fine tip of a feminine digit poked gently at my bullseye, more waiting to be swallowed than attempting to drill. I realized that I wanted her finger inside me. Badly. I hoped that she wouldn't make me say so. At least not tonight.
She watched me closely while holding my dick lazily in her cheek. I exhaled and my sphincter loosened enough to admit the very end of her finger. She penetrated me just deep enough to hook my rim and tug on it. Up, down, side to side, stretching me open. Her eyes seemed a bit cold and calculating. I don't know whether my eyes betrayed my need, but at that moment, she slowly but continuously slid her finger in to the hilt.
"Urrrgghh," a groan I hoped (and doubted) sounded masculine escaped my throat. Fire burned up from my tight ring, but at the same time I thought I might cum. She spit my dick out, but continued lightly stroking it while her other hand stayed still, feeling the weakening protests of my contracting asshole.
Sooner than I would've liked, the finger fucking began. The volume on the burning sensation increased with the redoubled efforts of my anus to fight the invader. Contrary to the few times she had done this to me before, this time she seemed to be actively avoiding my prostate, fucking straight in and out without any 'come hither' curling of her finger. She kept her eyes on mine as she gave me a few languid ice-cream cone licks to console me.
The burning in my butt gradually dropped to a low simmer as my body realized it was getting fucked and gave up on trying to squeeze her finger out. I instinctively tried to angle my pelvis so that her thrusts would tap my prostate. Then fresh pain bloomed from my poor stretched ring as she shoved the tip of a second finger alongside the first.
"Whoa! whoa! It hurts!" I whined as my eyes shot open with the intrusion. I'd never been stretched this far. Her two fingers felt like a baseball bat. My hips tried to buck away, but she held me fast by my rigid prick. "It hurts, take it out, take it out now."
Viktoria didn't look particularly sympathetic and she didn't move her fingers at all, but she did try to soothe me. "Breathe baby. Give me some nice deep, slow breaths. You're ok, I'm not going to injure you. Just breathe and let me stretch you. That's it, Lee. You're such a good boy for me."
The pain had cut through the fog of lust and I suddenly felt very foolish tied to the bed with my girlfriend's fingers up my ass. Doubt assaulted my thoughts, but I focused on her voice and managed to slow my breathing from panicked panting to something more resembling the pursed-lip breathing of Lamaze. My hips searched in vain for a more comfortable position. She didn't fight me but moved with me so that I couldn't dislodge even a millimeter of her fingers. Her other hand squeezed my cock, her thumb rubbing the underside.
After maybe 30 seconds, the pain had calmed from an all-consuming sear to a prominent throb. I had never felt so vulnerable. Vik dropped her face back to my junk, looked up at me, and gave me a victorious smile. "Good boy," and then she broke eye contact and sucked half my shaft into her wet mouth.
The intensity of the pain from the anal stretching didn't diminish so much as a new pleasure rose alongside it. Her lips tugged on the skin of my shaft as she bobbed her head. Her tongue swirled around my staff as it grew even bigger in her mouth. As the pleasure began to outpace the pain, she shoved more of herself up my ass. I squealed like a bitch. I lifted my hips, trying to escape her fingers and thrust further past her lips, but like before she just moved with me.
Back and forth, pain and pleasure jockeyed for dominance in my head. She played my body like an instrument. When pleasure took the primary position, she would finger fuck my butthole a little faster. When pain rose to prominence, she would send her tongue into overdrive on my dick. I felt like I was losing my mind. The few thoughts I felt like I could control I devoted to trying to relax my ass. I tried to breath deep. I tried to let my legs hang apart instead of tensing them. I tried to surrender to her completely.
She came up off my cock and looked up at me with exhilaration. "You're doing so good baby." I was well aware of her fingers sawing back and forth through my backdoor as she said this. Through my whimpering, I wasn't capable of formulating a response, but she didn't seem to expect one. "We are meant for each other. I'm going to spend the rest of my life making you come harder and harder for me."
She changed the angle of her fingers now. I moaned like a whore as I felt her fingertips graze my bulging prostate.
"Time to drain your balls now. I want it all. Give me everything, hold nothing back." With a crazed glint in her eye, she took a firm grip on the base and took my cock deeper in her mouth than she ever had before. She paused with two inches to go, accompanied by a muffled gagging sound, before steadying herself, taking a breath, and accepting my thick prick into her gullet. She pressed her nose into my pubic hair and moaned around my cock as she started to really pound my prostate from behind. Her fingers flew back and forth in my bottom.
I could feel my orgasm starting to crest and I felt fear. Like the fear of lighting the biggest firecracker of your life. You're pretty sure it will be awesome, but you also know there's a chance the explosion will blow your hand off.
I clenched my asshole around her thrusting fingers, sensations spiked, and I started to cum. "Ahhhhhh," I screamed as my back arched up off the bed. My muscles spasmed and I pulled hard against the leather restraints on my wrists. I felt hot cum flowing out of me straight down my lover's throat as I bucked my hips wildly on her fingers.
After the first few volleys, she pulled back so that she could lash the spurting head of my cock with her tongue as I rode out my climax. My body was racked with wave after wave as she drained my essence from me.
Finally I was empty. Still panting from the violence of the orgasm, I glanced down at her. She didn't look up, still fully engaged in ensuring she'd induced every last contraction available. She suckled my softening dick gently, letting me come down softly from the ejaculation.
I groaned as my penis slipped from her mouth and her fingers slipped from my asshole. She discarded her gloves and moved up my body, grabbing the leather cuffs on my wrists. Before releasing them, she looked into my eyes and opened her mouth, showing me a huge load of thick, milky white cream. For a terrible moment, I thought she was going to feed it to me. But she closed her lips and swallowed the mouthful of cum with an audible gulp. Then she licked her lips like it was the most delicious nectar and finished unfastening my cuffs. I brought my sore arms down to my chest. "Stay here," she said as she got up and went into the bathroom. I heard her heels click against the tile as she moved around.
She returned moments later with a hot, warm towel. I had straightened my legs, but she brought my knees up to my chest again and spread them apart. She ran the warm cloth between my butt cheeks and up across my scrotum, wiping away the excess lube. As I lay on my back looking up at the ceiling, feeling Viktoria lovingly wiping my ass clean, I was surprised that I didn't put up even the slightest protest. It was so intimate. But protesting would've been nonsensical. I was hers after all.
She returned to the bathroom briefly before finally slipping off her heels, cutting off the light, and crawling back into bed. She slithered into my arms, resting her head on my chest and wrapping an arm around me. I hugged her against by side and palmed her skull against my breast.
I lay there wondering if I had ever felt so at peace, between the rise and fall of her chest, the satisfaction of a pair of completely drained balls, and the dull ache in my ass. My thoughts felt pleasantly slow, like I was more animal than human. There were no details, but I felt certain I could never leave this woman. I would walk through fire for her. Those were just the facts.
Then something occurred to me and my eyes shot open. "You didn't come! I'm sorry. Let me go down on you."
She propped herself up on an elbow and smiled down at me. "Don't worry sweetheart. If I want you to go down on me, I won't hide it. You'll know because you'll find your head being pushed between my thighs. I had a good time. Here, let me show you."
She moved back and forth beneath the covers before coming up with a handful of black lacy fabric, which I recognized as the thong she had kept on the whole time. She held them in front of my face and said, "Smell." The scent of her cunt was strong before I even started to inhale. As I lifted my nose to sniff, she pressed the warm panties against my face. They were absolutely soaked. I groaned as fresh arousal moved through my already well-fucked form. She pulled them away with a chuckle.
"Mmmm, I really want to go down on you now."
"Hmmm, maybe tomorrow...if you're good."
She leaned down and kissed me hard, smashing our lips together before gently slipping her tongue into my mouth. Then she rolled off me and turned me on my side. She spooned me, slipping an arm under my neck and another around my shoulder. I felt the tickle of her pubic hair on my buttocks as she pressed her mons against me.
"Everything is going to be alright, Lee. I promise."
I drifted off with her words echoing in my head.
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I awoke to an empty bed, cold and naked. I usually slept in a t-shirt and boxers.
I groggily shook myself awake and sat up. "Last night was fucking crazy" I thought to myself. I clenched my asshole hesitantly, but thankfully no soreness remained.
It had been intense. Viktoria had pushed me way beyond my comfort zone. I had been scared. But then it was, without a doubt, the best sex of my life. I immediately wondered if it was the best sex I would ever have. How many women were capable of dominating me like that? Probably only a small subset of the already small fraction of women who have the desire to dominate their lovers.
It was an amazing experience and I felt closer to Viktoria than ever, but in the light of day I had lost the certainty and acceptance I had felt last night in my post orgasmic haze. If last night was as extreme as it would go, then I could handle that, hell I would thrive with that. But from what I had glimpsed of Algoria so far, I knew Viktoria probably saw last night as almost "vanilla."
I reached over to check my phone on the bedside table and noticed a pair of blue panties next to my phone with a little note next to them. "Wear these for me today. - Your Goddess Viktoria." There was an imprint of her kiss in red lipstick on the note.
"Sheesh, now she wants me to wear her panties?" I thought to myself as I held them up. I was pretty sure I'd never seen her wear this color. They were thong style with two wide triangles of robin's egg blue fabric connected by a thin cord. They were high quality with a bit of lace on the larger front panel, more suggestive of a princess than a whore. Then I noticed that they seemed too big for Viktoria. Did they belong to someone else? Had she purchased them for me?
After a brief internal debate, I let them drop back on top of the bedside table. Things were moving too fast; I needed to take a breath. We could discuss the panties later, I decided. I grabbed a pair of boxer shorts out of my luggage and got dressed.
I came down to find Viktoria and her mother seated at the kitchen table talking while her father was finishing cooking breakfast. When she saw me, Viktoria popped up and embraced me. "There you are, sleepyhead. We were starting to wonder," she said with a playful smile before pulling me into an open-mouthed kiss. This was unusually affectionate for her, and I was a little embarrassed in front of her parents, but I liked it, returning her embrace and accepting her tongue in my mouth. Once she was satisfied, she pulled away and told me where to sit.
"Good morning, Lee," her mother greeted me cooly.
"Good morning, Astrid," I answered her.
"How do you take your coffee, Lee?" her father asked me amicably.
"Cream, no sugar. Thanks George."
Thankfully breakfast progressed without any drama. Vik announced her plans for the day: taking me to see the sights and learn more about Algorian culture first hand.
After breakfast, we returned to her room to get our things together and head out. As I bent over to dig something out of my luggage, I guess she must have seen the hem of my boxers sticking up from the waistband of my pants.
"Why aren't you wearing my gift? Didn't you see my note?" she asked. Her voice seemed a little hurt.
I straightened up and turned around to find her looking at the panties I'd dropped on top of her note, clearly not in the same configuration she'd left them.
"Yeah I saw them. I don't know. I wanted to talk to you about them. Wearing panties seems kind of weird."
This was clearly the wrong answer. Vik normally had a pretty good poker face, but her countenance rapidly darkened. "First of all, they're not weird. Those panties are nice, they're specially made for submissive Algorian men with a larger front panel to hold the package. I bought them for you. You should be HAPPY to receive them."
Her voice had become steadily louder as she spoke. I sensed she wasn't done.
When she spoke again, her voice was ominously quieter.
"But more importantly, I TOLD you to wear them. You saw my note and you...ignored it."
She seemed to be vibrating every so subtly, like a piano string about to break. I foolishly tried to defend myself. "I just wanted to discuss it first..."
"NO! If I want you to quit your job, or move to another country, or get your tongue pierced, then I can understand that you might think such a decision was so important that you'd feel the need to come straight to me to discuss before obeying...But for a small decision like this?! For choosing which fucking pair of underwear you're going to wear today?! There should be NO FUCKING DISCUSSION!! I want you do to it. That should be enough, period! Are you trying to fuck with me? Is this some passive aggressive rejection? Could you make it any more obvious that my word means nothing to you?!"
Tears glimmered in her eyes as she screamed at me. I deeply regretted making panties my battle. Mostly because it was obvious it was a battle I was going to lose, that I deserved to lose.
She continued in a strained, controlled voice, "Look. I'm trying to meet you halfway, to ease you into this. But you need to commit to at least trying to submit to me. Fuck, even after I sucked your balls dry last night..." She shook her head in disgust and disappointment. And it broke my heart.
"Look I'm sorry Vik. You're right. I, I wasn't thinking. I'll go change right now."
I snatched the baby blue thong off the nightstand and made for the bathroom.
"Right here!" She spit the words at me, stopping me in my tracks. She pointed right in front of her. Still slightly unnerved by the intensity of her glare, I struggled to get my belt unbuckled and then slid my pants and boxers down in one motion. I stepped out of them and stepped into the delicate underwear. As I pulled them up my legs, I slowed as I got to my waist. I pulled the triangle of fabric up over my dick, which had shamefully hardened to half mast. One of my testicles had fallen out the side, so I slipped it back in, the little pouch of soft cloth now smooth over my dick and balls. Then I slid my thumbs along the waistband and pulled them up in back, feeling the strap press in between my butt cheeks. Surprisingly I felt slutty and a little turned on. I quickly stepped back into my pants and pulled them up to cover myself. Feeling the inside of my pants against my bare buttocks was a novel sensation for me.
"Ok. Are we ready to go now?" I said hesitantly, looking up at her again to see if her ire had been sated. She didn't look happy exactly, but she seemed mollified. She stepped forward and pulled me slowly into a tense hug, before sending one hand down my back to feel my ass up. Then she pulled back to look me in the eye.
"I'm not being unreasonable. I KNOW you're going to love wearing my collar. I'll take responsibility for guiding us to becoming the happiest couple we can be, but YOU have to obey. This is the kind of relationship I want. Tell me right now if you know you don't want that."
I said nothing and looked down. After it became clear I wasn't going to say anything, she continued, "Now tell me you won't argue with me about your underwear anymore."
I looked up at her now and conceded, "I won't argue with you about my underwear anymore."
"Alright, come here sweetheart." She pulled me into a tight hug. I was still trying to decide if I should've said something else, when she pulled back and said in a no-nonsense tone, "Now we just need to punish you for disobeying earlier and then we can move forward."
I shot her a look that said "are you serious?!" but managed to hold my tongue. Responding to my unspoken question, she just stared me down until I gave her a little nod. "Take your pants down to your knees," she instructed me as she sat down on the edge of the bed. When I had them down to mid-thigh, she grabbed my wrist and pulled me over her knees. She placed a firm hand on my lower back and with her other hand began to fondle my bare tush, unprotected by the thong. My erection throbbed against her inner thigh separated only by the thin fabric of the panties.
"I like that this excites you. It excites me too. But remember, this isn't going to be a fake spanking in kinky fun. This is a punishment for your disobedience. I'm going to give you 20 swats. I want you to count each one aloud. Understand?"
"Ok."
She caressed a spot on my lower right butt cheek, making little circles on her target. I couldn't help but look over my shoulder just as she took a generous backswing and brought her hand down hard on my bare ass. Her palm made a loud clap as it connected.
"One," I said. I looked down at the mattress inches in front of my face as her petite little hand rubbed little circles on my left buttock, signaling a new target. I felt like a pervert and a slut. I couldn't help but arch my hips a little more. The thong went taut against my perineum. *Smack, slap, smack*
"Two, three, four!" I squeaked out in a higher pitch than intended. All three blows had connected full on the same spot. A light burning sensation sprouted there.
By the time we got to 15, my entire bottom stung. Only one of the spanks had glanced off at an imperfect angle. The rest had all landed with a resounding slap. I had not been able to detect any pattern to her attacks, moving from one buttock to the other randomly. Through it all, my treacherous cock throbbed away inside the panties.
"Keep your back arched and your ass raised," she scolded me as she pushed down harder on my lower back and drove a thumb into the meat of my right ass cheek. I could hear lust in her voice.
The last five spanks came one after the other on my upturned ass. "16, 17, 18, 19, 20!" I yelped with relief. She ran the hand that had been at the small of my back over my reddened backside. Her hand felt cold, making me realize how much heat was coming off my rear end.
Suddenly her hand shot between my legs and grabbed my panty-covered erection. "Thank me for spanking you," she commanded in a breathy voice.
"Thanks for spanking my ass," I answered with a bit of resentment in my voice, though my dick jerked involuntarily in her hand.
"Get on your knees and thank me properly."
She pushed me off her lap onto the floor. Viktoria stood up, dragged her panties down to her knees, and pulled my face into her hot gash. Her cunt was soaked. She was in need, especially after not cumming last night I thought. Moaning, she humped my nose with adorable little pelvic thrusts. Typically she maintained eye contact when I ate her out, but not this time. There wasn't much for me to do besides put one hand on her thigh for balance, squeeze her round, beautiful behind with the other, swipe my tongue out to taste her, and hang on while she used me.
She came in minutes. She had one hand on my shoulder for balance and the other hand buried in my hair, pressing my face tight against her quim. Both hands tightened to death grips. She squealed like a banshee as she rode out her orgasm on my tongue.
Finally, her body slumped down on me as her muscles stopped contracting. She didn't release her grip on me and I didn't pull away. My knees and shins were in pain, but I felt so lucky that she was this disinhibited with me. She was so fucking sexy that I had no desire to leave my position, kneeling at her feet, feeling her walls grip my tongue, smelling her cunt.
Finally she stepped back. "Wait here. Don't move."
I watched her stumble off to the bathroom. She returned with a towel to clean my face, dabbing not wiping.
"There you go. Your face looks normal now. Well, still a bit red, but not shiny with my cum anymore at least," she graced me with a smile. "C'mon and get dressed now."
I slowly rose to stand, feeling the stiffness in my knees. As I grabbed my clothes and ambled towards the bathroom to get myself together, she called out, "But don't wash your face. I want you to wear my dried juices so you can smell me all day."
I looked back at her with a shocked expression, but after no 'just kidding' came, I just gave her a nod and kept going.
As I took in my reflection in the bathroom mirror, I thought I looked a little out of it. "Freshly fucked" was a phrase that came to mind. I turned around to survey the damage to my posterior in the mirror. My bum was pink, that was for sure, the skin still flushed from my lover's palm, but I was actually surprised it wasn't more red. I gingerly slid my pants up over my tender booty and noticed a little wet spot on the front of my underwear from my precum. Maybe I'd get to cum later, I hoped, as I rearranged myself in the panties, pointing my dick back down in the cloth pouch. Last, I got my hair in order and convinced myself that no one could tell from my appearance that I'd been recently involved in debauchery.
When we got to the base of the stairs, she took my hand and dragged me towards the front door. "Alright. Lee and I are heading out. We'll be back for dinner," Viktoria called out to her parents as we moved past the living room.
"Have fun, you two!" her father replied good-naturedly.
I kept my head down and gave a little wave to the room in general, not wanting to make eye contact on the off chance they'd heard the slapping sounds of their daughter giving me a bare-assed spanking.
Viktoria spent the rest of the morning taking me to her favorite places in the city. We strolled through parks beautifully maintained with species of flowers I had never seen. We walked under the shade of enormous trees that must have been a hundred years old. We toured museums showcasing both Algorian and foreign art. The experience did me a world of good, reminding me that this was a stable, vibrant culture, and not, in fact, a sex cult. That said, I did notice many people wearing the now obvious black collars around their necks. I had seen both collared men and women. As we lunched at Viktoria's favorite cafe, I decided to bring it up.
"Don't they find it embarrassing? Letting the whole world know?" I asked Viktoria.
"Letting the whole world know what?"
"That...I don't know...that they're the ones getting fucked! That they're doing this whole intense domination/submission thing. Don't they want to keep that private?"
Viktoria took a moment to ponder my question. Then she replied, "Do you think it's weird that some women wear pink dresses in your country?"
I frowned. "That's not the same thing."
"Fair enough. But it does give you a sense of who's "getting fucked" as you put it. It just seems less jarring to you because you're used to it. It's more similar than you realize."
She watched me squirm on this for a minute. Seeing that I remained unconvinced, she added a frustrated sigh, "You know, it IS different. Algorian submissives are proud to wear their collars. It's an honor here to receive a dominant's collar." The way she huffed made me realize that a part of her was pissed off that I wasn't on my knees thanking her for the honor of being selected as her bitch.
"A collar has to be earned. It tells people the collared person is...let's say 'intense.' They managed to attract a dominant and merited a life-long commitment more serious than marriage. They've taken a leap of faith and allowed themselves to be collared."
Viktoria's approval of the concept was obvious from the warmth in her voice. "Some would say they're living their lives on a higher plane." She turned her pretty eyes on me as she said this, daring me to argue with her. I plastered a diplomatic smile on my face and changed the subject. "So where to after lunch, tour guide?"
She eyed me carefully, debating whether to press the issue further, but she let it go. "I thought we'd go to a sex shop," she said nonchalantly as she buttered a roll.
I gave her a skeptical frown at this news, but she just returned an easy smile as she popped the buttered bread into her mouth.
The sex shop turned out to be very nice. Not seedy at all like the sex shops I'd been in back home. This was more like an Apple store. Well lit with expensive-looking, well-designed displays.
I noticed the popularity of bondage gear. Viktoria told me that even though only a minority of people achieve dominant status and collar their partners, almost everyone in Algoria dabbles in bdsm. It's considered to be an important part of a normal sex life.
Viktoria guided me over to the section displaying chastity cages. Different sizes, colors, plastics of varying rigidity, even metal ones. "Which one do you like, sweetheart?" Viktoria asked me with a shit-eating grin. I stared daggers at her and suggested we go look at the bondage harnesses. She tugged me back to her as I tried to slip away, affixing me to her hip with an arm around my waist. "Oh c'mon. You're going in one soon enough. Let's have you fitted so you can find one you're comfortable with."
"No, I'm not ready for that," I whined with a pained expression on my face. I didn't pull out of her grasp, but I tugged on her arm like an errant child. I surprised myself with how badly I wanted to get out of there, feeling the flight-or-fight reaction of a cornered animal.
She stood firm on the spot, piercing me with high-powered attention, studying me as I silently pleaded with her to drop it. Then she let it go and led me out of the store.
The trip home was passed mostly in strained silence.
That night as I showered before bed, I realized how deeply exhausted I was. I had been on an emotional rollercoaster since I had arrived. I had come expecting to leave with a fiancee and now I was facing leaving alone or...enslaved! Stressed I was.
As I dried myself off, I told myself that tomorrow would be better. I just needed a good night's sleep to get some perspective.
When I came out of the bathroom in my towel, Viktoria was waiting for me in bed. She was wearing an elegant lace negligee. I could see her pink areolae through it. Fuck, this woman was sexy. My thoughts remained painfully conflicted, but I mused fatalistically that there were worse fates that could befall me than becoming the lapdog of a woman like this.
I tried to ignore the knots in my stomach and moved across the room to my suitcase. I opened it up to find a pile of panties and no boxer shorts. Anger boiled up unbidden from somewhere inside me. "She just keeps pushing me. I don't like being pushed," I raged internally.
I immediately shot Viktoria an accusatory look.
She sat there in her fancy lingerie, innocent and evil at once, and gave me a big smile. "I got you a bunch of different colors and styles. See which ones you like best and wear those."
"Maybe I like boxers the best," I muttered while I examined the pile.
"I think you look sexier in these than in those old boxer shorts. And these fabrics are more comfortable."
"I don't think a strap of latex up the ass qualifies as comfortable," I sulked as I held up a particularly skimpy G-string.
Her smile disappeared as she raised an eyebrow at me. "Maybe you'll enjoy feeling that strap massage your crack and tickle your asshole all day long. I think it will make you feel sexy and submissive..." she paused and then increased her volume a notch, "And I think that even if you find them uncomfortable, you'll be happy to wear them because it pleases me and because you told me, just this morning, that you won't argue with me about your underpants anymore."
I scowled at her but said nothing.
"Put the white pair on and come to bed."
The white pair were the most plain. They could almost be men's briefs but the fabric was definitely softer and more glossy than any men's underwear I'd ever seen. I slipped them on, got into bed, turned out the light and laid on my side facing away from her.
While the tiny, rational part of my brain, allied with my dick in this case, silently pleaded with me not to ignore the beauty lying next to me, my emotions were in control at the moment. I was tired and stressed and irritable and childish and moody. I just wanted to sulk and go to sleep. I was pretty sure that if she grabbed my panty-clad ass right now I would snap at her.



Instead I felt her hand gently clasp my shoulder and give me a comforting squeeze. I took a deep breath and blew out some tension.
"Lee honey. Are you alright?"
"I just need to sleep. I'll be better in the morning." For a moment, I thought that might satisfy her. But then,
"You seem upset."
I rolled back over on to my back and looked at her. "I'm not sure I can do this." My voice sounded weak and scared.
"Of course you can. You're strong and smart, and you have me here to help you. You'll adapt."
"I'm not sure I'm submissive."
At this, she looked amused and incredulous simultaneously. "You are, sweetheart. Just the right amount."
"I mean, maybe I just don't have a lot of strong opinions about things. Like, just because I want you to decide where we go for dinner, does that make me submissive? I just don't really care about restaurants!"
She gave me a patronizing smile and laid her hand on my cheek affectionately. "Honey, you're lying here in my bed wearing panties, your balls still haven't fully recovered from the massive orgasm you had from me finger-banging your asshole last night, your cheeks are still a little pink from the spanking I gave you this morning, and you're carefully contemplating whether to make a lifelong commitment to become my collared submissive. That's plenty submissive for me!"
I squirmed uncomfortably at her characterization, but she pressed her body against mine in a kind of little hug and continued, "Hey, hey, just listen to me. I love you Lee. I love that you typically show your love for me by submitting to my will. It brings you more pleasure to please me by going to the restaurant I want to go to than it would to go to any other restaurant. You can call it 'not having strong opinions,' that's fine. But I know you have strong opinions when I need you to. You're your own man, Lee, you have your own principles. That's why you're struggling so hard with this. You won't passively accept it, you're too strong-willed. A weak-willed man would just take my collar and say 'yes dear.' I'd never collar a man like that. I want a partner, one who will submit to me his pride, his...underwear preference," she smirked at me here, "who cares more about obeying me than what his friends might think, but who will fight me like hell if he really disagrees with what we're doing. I'm steering the ship, but I don't want to sail alone. I want someone who lets me steer, but who will raise holy hell when they see an iceberg."
This was all sounding good to me. I let her pull my head to lay on the tops of her breasts. She ran her fingers through my hair, and I replied, "I want to be all that for you. This is just all coming on so fast."
"I know it's fast, and I'm trying to be patient with you, but sometimes things need to change fast and we have to adapt. What if I told you I was joining a colonization mission to Mars and needed you to come with me? What if war broke out right now and I needed you to become a refugee and protect me? What if I was diagnosed with a serious illness and needed you to take care of me full-time? Would you say that it's all coming too fast and you're not sure if you can be there for me?"
"Of course not."
"Damn right, of course not. You would step up. Because you love me. Well, this is one of those times, Lee. I know you're going to take my collar. I know you won't let me down."
She was clutching me painfully tightly in her arms at this point. She paused, taking a breath from her little speech. Then she released me and pulled me back so she could look me in the eye.
"I know some of this is shocking to you and so maybe it'll take you a minute to realize what an honor my collar is. But you need to really commit to submitting to me. Right now. You owe it to yourself and you owe it to me to give our relationship the best fucking chance you can."
Her words spoke to me. The idea that I might not 'step up,' that I might 'let her down,' was completely unacceptable to me. I felt empowered, previously fearing that extreme passiveness was what was being asked of me, and now awoken to the idea that I needed to get busy actively submitting.
"I've reserved a spot at the courthouse for a collaring ceremony, 10 days from now, the day before our flight home. So technically you have until then to decide. But until then I want us to behave as if you're collared. To give you at least a week to understand better what it will be like. That way you can make an informed decision. Does that make sense?"
"Yeah Vik. I'm sorry. I'm here for you, for whatever you need."
She continued excitedly, "Good. Then we're still on schedule. Tomorrow I've booked you for a full submissive package at the spa."
"Um, what?" It felt like the background music was suddenly cut. 'God-fucking-dammit!' I thought.
"It's very common, all collared submissives regularly go and even many couples who aren't dominant/submissive go as a novelty. They'll wax your body bare. You'll be fitted for a chastity cage and training plug. And then, tomorrow night, I want to take your virginity, I want to fuck you with my strap-on. We shouldn't wait any longer."
And just like that, the wind went out of my sails. Why couldn't I hold on to that good feeling I had just a few seconds ago? Why did I seem to have such a hard time squaring the imagery of me fighting a war for her on Mars or whatever and me getting fucked in the ass while wearing a chastity cage?
She saw my face change. "What? What's wrong?"
"The chastity cage, Vik. Is that a deal breaker?"
"A...deal breaker?"
She looked exasperated, like a professor who'd spent an hour lecturing only to realize her students had earbuds in, listening to music the whole time. She took a deep breath. "Lee, you need to understand, I'm not MAKING A DEAL WITH YOU! I WANT YOU TO SUBMIT TO ME! I WANT YOU TO FUCKING TRUST ME! If I want you to swear off orgasms until further notice, then I expect you to do that because I said so. If I want you to cum on me every single day, then I expect you to do that too. And if I want you to wear a chastity cage, then I want you to do so until such time as it becomes crystal-fucking-clear to you that it violates your core principles and integrity. So tell me what is this deeply felt objection to wearing a chastity cage you have?!"
I blinked at her, realizing that her diatribe had ended. "I, um, I need to think."
"Do that!"
We both lay back looking up at the ceiling. I tried to put my finger on what my objection was. Most of my friends back home would think me a pussy-whipped bitch already, letting my woman spank my butt pink and drag a thong up my ass. I didn't care what other people would think, at least I didn't think that was my main objection. I trusted Viktoria; I loved her. But was I really going to let her butt fuck me with a strap-on dildo? Especially without ever even fucking her once? I imagined myself leaving this island with a hairless cock, just released from a chastity cage, my anus sore and freshly fucked, flying home without the love of my life, without ever having had proper sex with her even once, the mocking laughter of my would-be mother-in-law echoing in my head. That was not a scenario I could live with.
"I want to fuck you. I mean properly. Traditionally. With my dick in your fucking cunt."
She gave me a patronizing smile and said, "Of course dear. I want that too. After your collaring ceremony, we can--"
"No! Now. Right fucking now."
"Impossible. It's basically heresy for a dominant woman to let an uncollared man fuck her. Much less one that she's never even properly ass fucked."
I stayed silent for a moment as my brain processed this new information. A dominant woman wouldn't let an uncollared man fuck her. Viktoria and I had discussed past romantic partners; she'd told me that she'd had no one serious, no long term relationships, but that she had been with many men. I had taken that at face value. But now..."Are you telling me that you're a virgin?"
Viktoria looked at me and raised her chin to meet my challenge. "In that one particular way, yes."
"You've never had a man's penis in your vagina?"
"That's right. You see now what you're asking of me?" We sat in silence, furiously contemplating.
"I still need it. Before deciding about the collar."
"Why?"
"I just do. I trust you, I swear I do. But I can't do all that stuff you said without this...this last proof that your commitment to me is as deep as mine to you."
Viktoria considered this a long time. It looked like a violent battle was raging behind her eyes. Finally, she stuck her finger in my face and said "You agree to submit. Everything I said. No more bickering. You obey me. Tomorrow night you take it up the ass like a good little bitch. You do all that..." she paused here waiting to see if I would start arguing, but I just kept breathing and listening, "...and I will break my traditions. I will compromise. I will give you my virginity and take your penis inside me, inside my cunt, before the collaring ceremony."
"Not just before the ceremony. Before I decide if there will be a ceremony."
Viktoria's eyes flashed with anger. "Fine. FINE! I agree. Fucking Christ!" And with that, she jumped out of bed and stormed out of the room.
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I'm not sure how long I laid there alone in the dark. I heard Viktoria come back into the room maybe an hour later and slip back into bed. She was snoring shortly after that.
But I couldn't sleep. I was exhausted, but my thoughts were feverish. I couldn't decide what was reasonable. Was my anxiety just my stupid pride and arbitrary societal norms? Or was my anxiety a warning sign that this was really wrong? Was I failing to be a supportive partner to the love of my life or was she manipulating me into being something I'm not? I recognized that I enjoyed submitting to Vik. It made me so hot when she finger-fucked my tight asshole last night and when she spanked me this morning. But maybe that was a perversion to keep in check rather than embrace?
Her admission that she was a virgin in the usual sense of the word also worried me. What if she didn't like it? What if she said, "Hmm, I don't see what all the fuss is about. Might as well throw away the key to your chastity cage!" I eventually concluded that my demand to fuck her before making a decision about the collar was necessary and fell into an uneasy slumber.
We left for the spa early the next morning. Viktoria seemed pleased that I was going along. While she drove, I fidgeted nervously in the passenger seat, though my exhaustion kept me from really freaking out about what was about to happen. She glanced over at my worried expression and seemed to take pity on me. "Don't worry, baby. You're going to be fine. Tons of people do this. Just look at it as an exciting adventure. I'll tell them exactly what we want. You won't have to make any decisions. Just try to relax and enjoy the experience, ok?" She took one hand off the steering wheel and gave my thigh a little squeeze. I nodded and returned a weak smile, trying to internalize her words and hold up my end of the agreement we'd made last night.
When we walked into the spa facility, I noticed that the concentration of collars and obsidian rings here was much higher than it had been in the museums and parks we'd visited. Viktoria took my hand and marched us up to the counter.
"Good morning. We have a 9:00 AM appointment under Viktoria."
The young woman on the other side of the counter tapped away at her computer. "Yes, I see it here. For the luxury full submissive package, correct?"
"Yes, that's right. I want everything done."
She typed a few more buttons. "Alright, and is your submissive collared?"
Viktoria blushed slightly. She squeezed my hand and looked in my eyes as she answered, "No, not yet. But soon we hope."
The receptionist didn't react to this except to click another few keys and inform us, "Ok. In that case, there are a few consent forms he'll need to fill out."
She handed Viktoria the forms and we went to sit down in the waiting area to fill them out. One was a general consent form for the facility and the other was specific to the package Viktoria had ordered. She rushed me through them, showing me where to sign and initial, but I scanned both documents. It looked consistent with what she'd outlined to me last night. Hair removal, chastity device fitting, and anal plug insertion. It was surreal signing a legal document with the words 'anal plug' on it.
We returned the forms and waiting for the receptionist to process them. I shifted my weight from one foot to the other uneasily. Vik was bouncing lightly on her toes. She seemed giddy with excitement.
"Alright, you're all set. Lee, this is Andrea, she'll be your technician today."
An imposing young woman stepped up and shook my hand. She was one of the most muscular women I'd ever seen in person and almost as tall as I was.
Viktoria smiled and shook her hand as well. "Listen Andrea, Lee is from America, and he's a little nervous about all of this. So please be gentle with him."
"Oh oh course, madam. We have pride ourselves on guiding submissives of all levels, doing what we can to help them reach that next level of surrender. Couples come from all over the world for our services. I promise you we will take good care of Lee."
Viktoria replied with uncharacteristic nervous energy, "It's just a very special day for us." Then she leaned in and whispered something in Andrea's ear.
Andrea's eyes lit up. She exclaimed, "Oh how special! Don't worry at all, you came to the right place. I'll be very gentle with him and when you see him next, he'll be a new boy."
At this I panicked. "Wait, you're not coming with me?" I had just assumed she would be in the room when all this stuff was happening.
Viktoria squeezed my hand. "No, dominants aren't allowed in that part of the spa. It's a safe space just for submissives. But don't worry, Andrea is going to take good care of you. You're getting the full luxury package, so enjoy it!"
Andrea beckoned me to follow her. Just before we turned at the end of the hallway, I looked back to see Vik giving me an encouraging wave.
Andrea turned back to me as we walked, "So American, huh? First time in Algoria? What do you think?"
"Uh...it certainly is...different."
"Ha, well said! You're adorable. And if you don't mind my saying, your dominant is a knock-out! Well done boy!"
"Uh thanks," I replied blushing.
"You bet!" Andrea said enthusiastically. "By the time we're finished with you today, we'll have her salivating over you! I've helped a lot of submissives along the path towards finally getting that offer to be collared. You're in good hands!"
I realized that Andrea didn't realize Vik had already offered me her collar. She seemed to think that this was some effort to make me into the 'belle of the ball,' to encourage my dominant to make me such an offer. It reminded me of women trying to encourage a man to propose, to make him 'put a ring on it.'
Andrea watched me thinking silently. "I imagine a lot of this is new to you, so feel free to ask me any questions you want. I'll be with you all day. We're going to get to know each other real well! I'm a fully licensed submissive technician. Here at the spa we don't just help prepare the body to submit, but also the mind."
On that somewhat ominous note, she opened a door and led me into a room with lockers.
"Alright," she said closing the door behind us, "let's get those clothes off. Put everything in this bin and all lock it up until we come back at the end of the day."
Then she just stood there blinking at me.
"Uh...are you going to step out? Is there a robe or something for me to change into?"
She giggled at this. "No, silly! Submissives don't wear any clothing in the spa. Modesty is definitely NOT a virtue for a sexual submissive. Besides, I'm going to be seeing everything, in detail, so nothing to worry about!"
I watched her carefully and concluded she was serious. I blew out a slow breath. "Okay. In for a penny, in for a pound." Quickly I stripped everything off, taking my white panties down with my pants, putting everything in the bin like she told me.
"Oh! You're not in chastity!" she cried.
"Um...I thought that's what I'm here for?"
"I mean, yes of course, expert chastity fitting is part of your package. It's just that most submissives come in wearing at least an imperfectly fitted cage. It's spa policy that submissives be in chastity in all common areas. But don't worry, it's no big deal. I'll put you in something that's too big but will do the job until we get rid of all that wild hair and get you into a properly sized cage. I'll be right back."
She left me standing alone in the room, buck naked.
Less than a minute later, she returned and handed me a little black plastic thing. "Here you go. No worries."
I turned the device over in my hands. It looked like the outline of a little black penis with a ring at the base. I looked back up at her sheepishly.
"Umm, I've never...."
Her eyes got big with realization. "Oohh, I'm so sorry. Not to worry. Here let me help you."
She took the device back from me and directed me to straddle the locker room bench. She had me lean back and grab the bench behind me with my hands, and then bring my feet up on the bench in front of me.
"C'mon, just relax your legs and let your knees fall open. No need to be embarrassed. I do this all day long."
Needless to say, I was still extremely embarrassed. From the heat I felt in my cheeks, I guessed my face must be reaching tomato-range. Luckily the awkwardness of the moment kept me completely limp.
Andrea snapped the ring part away from the penis cage part. She slid the ring over my dick and then carefully pulled my testicles through one at a time so that the ring was more or less flush with my body. Then she fed my limp cock into the cage and connected it to the ring. She took a chain off her neck and inserted a little master key into the top of the device, turning it with a little click.
"There we go. All good now!" Andrea reassured me. "So our first task will be to wax you so that your body is completely bare. We're going to get you that sweet, innocent, defenseless look that dominants can't resist!"
She paused here, as if waiting for me to cheer. But when I just swallowed and kept blinking, she continued, "First, I'm going to give you some time to relax in one of the baths. The water will only be lukewarm, but it will help open up your pores and prepare you for the waxing. Oh, also here take two ibuprofen, it will help lessen the discomfort."
I took the pills from her solemnly. After I swallowed, she slapped me on the back. "Hey, it's ok to be nervous and embarrassed. Just think of them both as opportunities to deepen your submission to your dominant. You're offering her your nervousness and your embarrassment. Everyone is a little nervous for their first waxing, but it's over before you know it. You're going to be fine."
I conceded a forced smile, which seemed to satisfy her and she led me out of the room through a different door towards the inner part of the spa. I stepped into the hall wearing only a cage around my penis, and I hoped we would not encounter any other humans.
As we walked down the hallway, a side door opened and a plump woman walked out with a male technician. She was older than me, maybe late thirties, with big tits. She had barbell piercings through each nipple. I also couldn't help but ogle her chastity belt, which just looked like metal panties to me. She gave me a casual smile but didn't break stride as she turned to follow her technician down the hallway in front of us. From behind, a massive butt plug was clearly visible sticking out between her buttocks.
I shot Andrea an incredulous look. She flashed a conspiratorial smile and leaned into my ear to whisper, "Don't worry. That is a HUGE plug even by Algorian standards. Her dominant must either be extremely well endowed or more likely into fisting." She giggled as if to show me this was all good fun.
We turned into a room with three pools, each about the size of a hot tub. There were a few other people soaking, but they didn't seem to pay us any attention. Andrea directed me to get into the pool at the far end of the room.
"Now you just relax and let the yourself have a good soak. I want you to start getting into a submissive mindset. Today is all about helping you find that deeper subspace, ok? I'll be back to collect you in about 10 minutes."
The water was much cooler than a hot tub, but still pleasantly warm. I submerged up to my neck and let my head rest against the side. It was then that I noticed the images being projected onto the back wall of the room. It was pornography. The word "submission" was shown followed by short clips of penises and dildos sliding into willing assholes. I felt my own anus clench in solidarity. The word "pleasure" flashed across the wall, followed by clips of faces in ecstasy. Eyes rolling back in bliss. Jaws dropping open with rapture. I felt my dick beginning to stiffen and strain against the walls of the chastity cage. "Kneel" was written against the wall in cursive script. A dominant woman pushed a submissive man's head into her crotch, his forearms lashed together behind his back, his buttocks flexing to keep his balance over widely spread knees.
At this point, I decided to close my eyes to avoid exacerbating the growing ache in my groin. Without the distracting images, I became more aware of the complex scent of incense in the air. There was also some kind of electric trance music playing softly over the sounds of water slapping the sides of the little pool. My thoughts moved inward and I reflected on Andrea's words. As surreal and humiliating as this experience was, I tried to look at it as a way to express my love for Vik. I did love her. It had made me happy to see her so giddy with excitement in the waiting area. Maybe this wouldn't be so bad...A vision of tonight entered my head. But instead of focusing on how embarrassing or painful it might be for me, the focus was on Vik. I imagined her face lighting up when I bent over for her.
"Hey there, Lee!" I opened my eyes to see Andrea towering over me. "You look like you're falling asleep. Glad to see you're nice and relaxed. Let's go." She had a fluffy white towel in her hands.
I lifted my nude form out of the pool and reached for the towel, but Andrea pulled back.
"No, no. I'll dry you. Come stand here and put your hands against the wall."
Again, it was a little embarrassing, but in another way it was really nice. I let the water drip down my nose as I felt the warm, soft towel move across my back and shoulders, down each arm, then down to my thighs and calves, before patting my butt cheeks gently dry.
"Reach back and spread your cheeks for me, Lee," Andrea instructed nonchalantly while squatting behind me.
I did as I was told, pressing my shoulders and the side of my face against the wall to keep my balance. The downy cloth moved through my crack, across my anus, and down to my balls, which hung down in the chastity ring. I felt my cock strain in the cage. "Fucking pervert," I thought with shame.
"Good boy, Lee. Now turn around for your front side."
She stood up and took my neck in one hand to keep me steady, while covering her other hand with the towel. She pushed her towel-covered palm onto my face, rubbing throughly to dry me. She moved her hand up into my scalp, tousling my hair. It was incredibly relaxing. It reminded me taking baths as a child.
Andrea continued diligently down my body, having me put my hands on her shoulders for balance as she had me lift one foot and then the other, drying my soles and in between my toes. Finally, she wrapped the towel around my caged penis, letting the water in the holes of the cage absorb into the cloth.
"There we go, all dry now. How do you feel?"
"Good," I acknowledged.
"Ready to be waxed?"
"Bring it on" I said, smiling and giving her a little fist pump with mock enthusiasm.
"That's the spirit. Let's go." Andrea led me out of the pool room, down a hallway, and into a small procedure room centered around a massage table with one of those padded hoops at the top for your face. "Lie down on the table, face down."
I put my face in the hoop, leaving my bare ass sticking up in the breeze.
She did my butt cheeks first. "Ahhhh!" I surprised myself by crying out, but the pain was worse than I anticipated.
Andrea laughed sadistically. "Haha, that's a good boy! Feel free to scream. No one to impress here."
After my ass was hairless, she did my back, then my arms, then my legs, then my stomach, then my chest. I'd shed some tears by this point but wasn't frankly sobbing at least.
"Alright sweety, home stretch now. Turn on your side and bring one leg up. There you go. Now take one hand back and spread that sweet ass for me. That's a GOOD boy." The thick, hot wax spreading down my crack and all over my hole made me feel nasty. "Eeeekk!" I screeched with the delicate hairs around my anus were ripped out.
"Oh wow, that looks nice!" Andrea complimented me as she ran her thumb over my freshly denuded rim, "I couldn't see what I nice dark pink asshole you had with all those hairs in the way. Nothing like a stripped ass-pussy to show you're collarable!"
Andrea raised up the head of the table and had me sit up with my feet in stirrups for the last part. I was still breathing hard with a few tears running down my cheeks, when she unlocked my cage. My dick quickly rose to half-mast.
Andrea smiled at my tear-stained face. "Awww, poor baby. Just a little more to go. Looks like your dick is excited to get naked, getting a little chub like a pain slut, huh?"
The tears began openly flowing when my pubic hair was ripped out, but I managed not to sob. Andrea found her professionalism, ignoring me and staying on mission. She had my hold my dick to one side and then the other to get me completely bare.
"Alright all done. You did it, Lee! The hard part is over for the rest of the day!"
I didn't say anything, but managed to give her a little smile through my whimpering and crying.
She reached out a hand to caress my forehead, but she didn't look sympathetic. She looked proud.
"You're doing very well, Lee. Use this experience to go deeper into subspace. I'm going to step out for a few minutes to take a break. While I'm gone, I want you to explore your stripped, submissive body. Look at everything in the mirror here, your flushed face, teary eyes, hairless dick, that tight pink asshole, and think about how whipped you look. This is what your dominant wants. It's what makes her cream her panties. That complete and total submission. Worth more to a dominant woman than a diamond ring."
She smiled at me again. "See you in a few, cutie," and she left.
I sat up and sniffled as I took in my reflection in the wall mirror. My cheeks were wet with tears. My chest hair was all gone. Had my nipples always been so prominent? I stood up to get a better look at my genitals. My bare cock looked somehow bigger and less imposing at the same time. Like a teenage boy with a big dick. I turned around and looked over my shoulder at my naked rear. Without any hair, it looked a bit softer, rounder. I flexed my glutes to try to shake the word 'fuckable' out of my head and make it look more masculine. Then I relaxed and reached a tentative hand back to spread my ass. Even so, I couldn't see very well. I straightened back up and walked up close to the mirror. Bending over and pulling my cheeks apart, I looked back. She was telling the truth. Above a pair of silky smooth balls, a tight, virgin asshole. This is what I had pledged to deliver to Vik tonight.
"Getting a close enough look there?"
I shot straight up to see Andrea standing in the doorway, a jovial grin on her face. She pushed an IV pole in with a red rubber bag handing from it, attached to a coil of plastic tubing.
Before I could inquire as to this new torture device, she handed me a little glass vial filled with translucent amber liquid. "Here, drink this."
"What is it?"
Andrea smirked. "I'll tell you after you drink it."
I frowned at this, my skeptical mind reasserting itself with a bevy of new questions.
Now Andrea was the one to frown. "Oh Lee, you were doing so well. It's part of the package your dominant ordered for you. You asked once and I told you I'll tell you after. Now just drink it!"
I brought the vial up to my nose and sniffed. A heady perfume of alcohols mixed with some fruity scents. I glanced back at Andrea, who seemed to be getting more frankly pissed by the minute. I brought the vial to my lips and threw it back.
Andrea took the empty container back from me, but still seemed annoyed. "Think, Lee! That's not how you get the collar of a high-class dominant like yours. What's she going to think of your commitment if you balk at a little thing like this?"
"So what was that?" I asked, letting her reprimand pass by without comment.



Andrea took a deep breath, eyeing me warily as if readjusting her prior assessment that I was the perfect little sub.
"The same stuff that's in your enema bag here. Algorian elixir. Expensive, but of unmatched quality. I'll tell you more once we get it flowing. What position do you normally take your enemas in?"
"I uh...I've never done that."
Andrea paused a beat to see if I was serious. "Oh...well then, this is important. Let's find out how you like it. Let's try on your knees first."
She positioned me on my hands and knees and then handed me a little bottle of lube. "Ok lube up a finger and see how tight you are in this position. Remember you're not trying to really stretch yourself. You just want to loosen up enough so that your anus accepts the nozzle without any pain."
This rose to a new level of indignity, but somehow the events of the day had almost completely numbed my capacity for embarrassment. While kneeling, I poured the viscous fluid down my middle finger. Leaning forward to support myself with one hand on the floor and reaching back between my cheeks with the other, I smeared the cool gel around my bare rim under Andrea's clinical gaze. Then I took a deep breath and focused on pushing out as I accepted my own fingertip into my anus. My ring squeezed my finger involuntarily, but it felt good, warmth without any real burn. I began to slide in and out just a few millimeters at a time.
"Stop fingering yourself, slut," Andrea chuckled, "Take your finger out and try another position."
My face flushed at the accusation. I tried it again laying on my side with one leg up, then both legs up. Then she had me try it on my back, reaching down past my balls to get at my hole. Finally, I determined that it was easiest for me on my side with both legs up. It reminded me of an animal, like how a dog rests on the floor.
"Here you go," Andrea said as she handed me the lubed nozzle of the enema tubing. I slid it home and she released the clamp to start the flow. As my intestines began to fill with fluid, Andrea began to lecture, "Submissives are responsible for keeping their rectums clean and ready to be fucked. Your dominant may prefer to have you douche just before she fucks you, or she may want you to give yourself daily or twice daily enemas so that you're always ready for her cock."
She rubbed my ass gently as I continued to fill. "The Algorian elixir pouring inside you is a mixture of local wines and an ancient combination of herbs. It's going to soothe all that insolence out of your head. It'll get you back in touch with that perfect submissive inside you, the one who just wants you to shut up so it can shine. The elixir is said to have both relaxing and aphrodisiac properties. It's not for everyday, only for special occasions. Like losing your virginity, for instance"
I looked up at her in surprise.
Andrea flashed me a wicked smile. "Yes, your dominant whispered it in my ear. She said tonight's the night she pops your ass cherry. I'm so happy for you, sweetie. This is one of the most significant moments in a submissive's life. You just relax and follow my instructions and we'll get you all ready for your special night."
Once the flow ebbed, Andrea had me clench and hobble into the bathroom to release the enema. Then she had me squat over the bidet to clean my backside.
I was already feeling tipsy as she walked me back to the massage table and had me lay back down face down. I seemed to have reached a passive state where acceptance of Andrea's instructions was the strong default.
Warm oil was spread over my naked skin. Strong hands kneaded my muscles. I actively moaned my appreciation as Andrea continued relaxing me. My skin delighted in her touch, maybe since it was newly hairless or because of the alcohol smoothing out my thoughts, I couldn't say. She would squeeze a muscle, increasing the intensity until it gave up and went limp under her fingers. As she worked fresh oil into my palm and tugged gently on my fingers, I couldn't quite believe how relaxed I felt lying there butt naked with a virtual stranger.
She moved down to my feet, then up my legs, caressing and squeezing my thighs, until she was kneading the meat of my ass. She took a cheek in each hand and spread my ass. I couldn't see her with my face in the massage head rest, but it was like I could feel her stare on my tight hole. The realization made me clench my sphincter involuntarily.
"Yes, tonight your dominant will be taking in this view. Winking your asshole at her is a great way to show her how ready you are for her to fuck you."
I clenched and unclenched a few times before I even thought about whether I should. I was glad she couldn't see my blushing face. I didn't want to think about whether or not I was a slut. I just wanted to submit.
"But you need to practice your presentation. Here, get back up on your hands and knees and then sit back on your heels. When she tells you to bend over, how are you going to do it?"
Maybe it was the wine I'd absorbed rectally, but for whatever reason, I really went for it. I bent back down on my hands and looked back at her over my shoulder, giving her my best impression of a doggy bitch in heat.
"Not bad, but arch your back more. Stick your butt out behind you more. Show her how badly you want her to take your upturned ass. There, that's better."
I watched her open a cabinet and withdraw a box of latex gloves and a black case. "Here, have a look a these," Andrea said, passing me the case as she donned the gloves.
I flipped the case open and found five black rubber butt plugs of increasing size. The smallest size looked thicker than what I imagined Vik's two fingers measured. The largest size seemed like it must just be a novelty that no one would actually try to take up their bum.
"So which one would you say best represents 'your level' right now?" Andrea asked me.
"My level?"
Andrea sighed. "Yeah, which one is closest to the size you feel confident taking regularly?"
"Is there another box with the smaller plugs?"
"Haha! Oh Lee! You sure are a different kind of submissive. I guess some women must really go for the bratty, reluctant thing, huh?"
I thought to myself that doesn't really sound like Vik, as I felt Andrea's gloved finger start lubricating my pucker. I pushed my hips back to see if I could take the tip in. For some reason, it seemed easier for me to accept penetration if I could actively control the initial insertion. Her finger slid in just a few centimeters. Then, she held her finger still and let me move my hips and fuck myself on it.
"Well let me ask you this. Do you know how big your dominant's cock will be tonight?"
Suddenly this seemed like incredibly relevant information. How could this not have come up during our negotiations?
"I uh, I don't know."
Andrea just sort of nodded and kept working to stretch my hole on her finger. It seemed that she'd finally accepted how clueless I was.
"Well, traditionally a male submissive is supposed to be fucked with a cock at least a little bigger than his own by the time of his permanent collaring ceremony. But even most traditionalists use a smaller tool for cherry popping. We'll get you stretched out and filled with a nice training plug to walk out of here with --"
"Urrgghgh," I groaned as she slid a second finger in next to the one I had been taking so well.
"Hey! C'mon now, don't clench up. It's just my second finger. Don't be a baby, c'mon give up that asshole to me."
I took a few rapid, deep breaths and tried to push out, but whimpered again when this resulted in her fingers sliding in deeper.
"Oh hush! You're fine. Just let go. Keep breathing. Don't fight me."
At last her fingers were sliding back and forth in my greased asshole with minimal resistance. I felt proud since I had powered through.
"Alright, that's a good boy. Now let's get started."
Andrea removed the smallest plug from the box and I heard her squirt lube on it as she moved back behind me. The tapered point pressed up against the slightly swollen rim. The muscular ring had been spread around Andrea's fingers just moments before, so it remembered not to clench. My asshole opened up and tried to accept this new challenge. The first inch felt great. I stayed passive and let my anus stretch to accommodate being stuffed. But then it just wouldn't stretch any more.
"Ooohh, that's a bit spicy," I complained. She backed out a few millimeters and then pushed back in harder.
"Uggh, it's too big. It's too--Ah!" Andrea spanked me hard and it made me clench down.
"It's not 'too big,' ok? Jeez, it's all in your head. We've got plenty of time to stretch you, so no more saying 'too big,' in fact, no more saying words. Just moan to let me know how intense it's feeling and I'll take care of working you open."
She had me try to squeeze the plug for ten seconds before shoving it deeper when I relaxed. She took her time but never retreated. It felt like I was taking a massive, hard shit, but finally I felt my abused butt hole swallow the thickest part of the plug and pull it home.
Andrea told me again that I was a good boy and kneaded my glutes between her thumbs. I was just relieved to be done with the butt plug.
"Alright Lee. Let's take a break. I want your body to get comfortable being plugged before we go to the next size."
"Fuck," I thought, "This lady is crazy. I'm at my limit. I can still stand up and walk out of here any time I want." But when I thought about how disappointed Vik would be if I chickened out, I knew that it would have to be pretty bad for me to actually get up and leave. I imagined her taking me to the emergency room with a torn asshole, her loyal mate who sacrificed his body for her. In my fantasy, she was crying, "I'm so sorry, Lee. I can't believe you went so far for me. Let's just forget about all this and go home..."
Andrea's voice called me back to reality. "Squeeze that plug with your ass a few times. Let your body realize that it's not going anywhere. Move your hips back and forth, then I want you to walk around the room a bit."
I groaned as I started to move. I knew I looked ridiculous waddling around the room with my gait unnaturally widened. My ass stuck out behind me since I couldn't stand up totally straight without increasing the tightness of my narrow opening gripping the plug.
"That's good. That 'poorly veiled pain' look is like gasoline to a dominant's fire. Let's her know that you let your boundaries be pushed for her, that there's a thick plug stretching those boundaries right now. Ha! Now really get into it, let your hips sway side to side as you move."
I tried to be more sensual. I recalled every slutty girl I had ever seen work her ass in a pair of booty shorts, hypnotizing all who witnessed her strut. I tried to channel her. "My butt is a sex object," I thought, "I'm trying to tempt Viktoria to lose all control and just take me."
The plug still ached inside me, but I felt better. Less like a victim, more like a player. "I'm choosing to do this. This is how the game is played here, and damn it if I'm not going to win." I clenched the plug in my rectum again. This time the burn made me feel like a pervert, but in a good way. Like a dirty slut. My dick started to harden again.
"Alright sexy, that's enough of a break," Andrea said with a smile, "For this, let's have you stay standing. Come stand here next to the counter and bend over."
I put my hands on the counter in front of me and bent at the waist. Andrea pushed down between my shoulder blades until my chest and face rested on the countertop. She tugged on my plug until my sphincter lost its grip. It squeezed down reflexively, trying to catch the plug, but Andrea held it steady with its widest part just outside of my narrowest part. Then she pressed it back in. In and out. She kept popping it in and out of my asshole until the clenching eased and the plug moved smoothly through my ring.
Finally, she plucked it out and walked back to the case, selecting the next size up. As she greased it up, she noticed me watching her with trepidation.
"This will be the last one for today. After it goes in, it won't come out until your dominant removes it." She walked back behind me. I felt the tip enter me easily, my pucker yielding to the now familiar sensation of being penetrated. But I quickly reached my limit. I groaned as Andrea increased the pressure. My butthole felt like there was nothing more to relax. This was as big as my hole could get. I tried to breathe deeply and not let the increasing sensations of pain and pressure worry me.
Andrea pressed her other forearm across my lower back and gripped my hip for more leverage. I cried out as she managed to stuff another millimeter inside me. A thin layer of sweat broke across my body in microdroplets. The sensations had intensified from sexual to medical.
"PUSH OUT!" Andrea grunted with frustration.
"I AM PUSHING OUT!" I whined defensively.
"MORE!"
I took a quick breath in and pushed as hard as I could. "AHH, FUCK!" I shouted as I was stretched even further. I reflexively tried to straighten up, but Andrea shoved her forearm roughly against my back to hold me down.
"Ahhhh, arrggh, fuck, Jesus, ahhh," sounds left my mouth with every breath. I wasn't focused on the plug anymore. I was just trying to cope with the feeling of being forced open.
Eventually I could sense that I was wrapped around the thickest part. I held my breath for a second as it dawned on me that this was about to get even more intense. My asshole was so desperate to close that I knew it would squeeze down hard as soon as it had an opportunity.
Andrea seemed to sense it too. She was still pressing me down hard on the counter with one arm, but she was hardly putting any pressure on the plug now. Just holding it steady, right at the threshold, waiting for the inevitable. As I felt my poor anus start to pull the toy inside me, I looked over my shoulder. Andrea was staring at my bottom with rapt fascination. She looked up and met my eyes and gave me a wide smile. Then I felt it.
"Oooohhh fuckkk!!!" My asshole felt relief at being able to return a less stretched state, but the thickness of the plug moved deeper inside me, stretching places I couldn't see. My intestines cramped and I cried out in pain.
"Take it out! Take it out! Oh fuck! It's too big. It's too big. Ohhhh, unghhh, hughhh, huhhh." I broke down in whimpers as I rode out the cramps. Andrea just held me down and murmured, "Good boy. You did a good job. It's all inside you now."
After a spell, she released me and let me stand up. As I gingerly straightened my hips, I saw the thick black rubber base protruding between my buttocks in the mirror behind me. Like a nurse supporting a feeble patient, she held my hand and helped me lie back on the table, putting my feet up in stirrups.
I let my head rest on the soft leather and tried to relax. My breathing was still fast and tears were still rolling down my face, but I could sense that my body was slowly getting used to being this filled.
Andrea placed three white plastic cock cages on the counter next to us, identical except for their sizes. She picked up the medium sized cage and began disassembling it.
"You know, she could have chosen a rigid metal cage for you. This soft plastic has some give to it. Your dominant must have a bit of a soft spot for you," she teased me as she brought the device between my legs.
My dick was limp. All my attention was still on my well-stretched rectum. She slid my limp cock and balls through the ring, pressing it up against my pelvis. Frowning, she removed it and tried the smaller-sized ring. I thought it was too small for sure, but she carefully fed my penis through it, followed by one testicle at a time. When she finished, the ring pressed flush against my body. She repeated the process with the cock cage piece, ultimately choosing the larger size. I heard a click and looked down.
Where my cock had been just a moment before, there was now a white plastic cage in the shape of a short cylinder, lying atop my smooth, full balls.
Andrea brought a chain over with two keys on it. She twisted one key in the device to lock it. "There we go. All done, Lee!"
She moved about the room, cleaning up her supplies, while I continued to calm down. I raised my head up and looked at my naked body in the mirror. A black plug and white chastity cage hid my sexual organs.
"She wants you to wear these clothes out. Take your time. When you're ready, the waiting room is through this door and all the way down the hall. I'll go talk to your dominant." Andrea set the keys on the counter. "I'll leave these here so that you can be the one to hand them to her." She gave me a smile and a wink, and then she was gone.
I laid there for a little while longer, tripping on the surrealism. Ultimately, I started to feel a little cold, so I took my legs down out of the stirrups and sat up to give myself a hug and warm up my arms. I looked at the little bundle of clothes Andrea had left me. They were all white: pants, a shirt, some satiny bikini-style panties, and sandals. I slid the panties on, appreciating the slippery fabric against my bare cheeks while wishing I could feel them against my cock as well. The pants were made of linen. They were loose in the legs but gripped my backside tightly. The silken shirt had three-quarter sleeves. It was extremely comfortable but reminded me of a woman's blouse. I checked myself out in the mirror, momentarily fretting about the visible outline of the plug against the seat of the pants before deciding I had bigger things to worry about. I felt dazed and beaten from the combined effects of the liquored enema, the massage, the waxing, the caging, and the anal stretching.
I teetered over to the door, feeling my poor asshole straining to contain the plug with every step, before I realized I had forgotten something. I retrieved the chain with the two keys from the counter and left the room.
I found Andrea talking to Vik when I entered the waiting area. Vik was holding a plastic bag that appeared to contain the clothes I had come in wearing. Andrea was talking animatedly, "A natural! I'm telling you, I see a lot of submissives, but that boy was made for the collar! A little rough around the edges, sure, but that just needs training---Oh look who's here!"
Vik had been smiling and looking at the floor, while clutching the little bag of clothes and listening to Andrea gush. Now she looked up at me. Her eyes lit up as she scanned me head to toe. Then she stared into my eyes and I was drawn to her by an invisible tractor beam.
"Lee! You look great! How was the --" I crashed into her, pulling her into my arms. I hooked my chin over her shoulder and buried my face in her hair. Vik hugged me back and I growled with the overwhelming feeling of happiness at being back in her arms. I couldn't see Andrea, but I heard her say, "Awww, so romantic. It was a pleasure serving you today. I'll say goodbye now. Good luck, you two!"
We didn't move. "Thank you, Andrea," Viktoria said politely as she continued rocking me back and forth in her arms, lightly running her fingers through my hair. I was surprised by how much I needed to hold her in the moment. I didn't cry, but my emotions were up and as I breathed in Vik's shampoo I felt like I might break down at any minute.
She held me until I finally pulled back. We looked at each other as if meeting for the first time, as if we were rediscovering each other. No words were spoken. I looked into her beautiful eyes and wanted her so much it scared me. She held my gaze and smiled gently. The smile spread to my face, then hers intensified, and mine enlarged, until we were both grinning like idiots.
It was then that I felt a metallic weight in my hand. I looked down and opened my hand. "Oh here," I mumbled, holding my palm out to her with the bunched up chain inside. She looked down at the keychain in my hand and gulped. She looked back at me and I could see from the water in her eyes that this meant a lot to her. She reached down and tentatively pinched the chain between two fingers but left it there, looking back to me as if for permission. I wanted her to take it. "Please," I said, "I belong to you." She was beaming and tears fell from her eyes as she took the chain and brought it over her head. She fingered the chain as the keys dropped into her cleavage. When she looked back up at me, her eyes were ablaze with lust.



Her hand shot out, hooking behind my neck and drawing me to her. Our lips crashed together. Her tongue penetrated me and I sucked on it hard. I could've stayed there making out for hours, but she took my hand and started for the exit.
"Oooh!" I cried as the thick hunk of rubber up my ass announced itself from between the muscles that tried to follow Vik's hurried pace.
Viktoria spun back around, fixing me with a worried look. "What?!" She took in my strained expression and bowlegged gait. "Oh! Ohhhhhhh." Vik lit up and giggled with delight. "Oh baby! We can take it slow. C'mon, you set the pace." She took my hand with a smile on her face, wrapped her other arm around my waist, and shepherded me back to the car.
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Vik opened the car door for me and put me inside. Her excitement was palpable as she ran around the car and hopped in the driver's seat.
As she sped through the streets, I stared at her the whole way home. I couldn't look away. My desire for her was too overwhelming. I felt drunk with want. With the need to belong to her. Something had clicked, and I now felt a glimmer of her power. It was like realizing I was in the car with my idol, like a pro athlete or an actress. I was her biggest fan.
Once home, she pushed me through the house towards her room. Her mother called after us, but Vik just yelled over her shoulder that we would see them tomorrow. She opened the door to her bedroom, dragged me through, then closed the door and slammed me up against it. Her body pressed mine against the door and she attacked my mouth hungrily. My hands roamed across her flanks and her fine ass as she kissed me.
Her hands slipped up my shirt and she felt the smooth skin on my now-hairless chest. She pulled my shirt up over my head in a frenzy. A crazed predatory smile appeared on her face before she pinned my wrists to the door and started to suck on my neck. It felt good. Then it felt rough, animalistic. I felt a perverse thrill at the realization I would have a hickey. I arched my head back as much as I could against the door, offering my neck to take her mark.
Once she was satisfied that her suckling had bruised me, her demanding lips traveled down my neck and before I knew it she was sucking on my nipple. I moaned at this new, surprising, and somewhat painful sensation. I reflexively tried to push myself off the door to dislodge her, but she slammed me back into it with impressive force. I groaned but let her have her way, trying to use the weird sensation to get into subspace for her.
She returned to my mouth and thrust her tongue in search of my tonsils while her hand went to unfasten my pants.
"Woaatt!" I tried to say with her tongue in my mouth. I managed to grab her wrist with my free hand.
"Wait!" I stammered when she pulled back. Her dismayed face searched mine for the source of this interruption.
"Let me do it." It was a request. And she judged it as such. She studied me for a moment before releasing me and backing up to sit on her bed. She spread her legs, keeping her heels on the floor and leaned back on her elbows. Once comfortable, she smiles and raised her eyebrows as if to say, "Well?".
I moved to stand right in front of her before turning around. I wanted to present her with the ass she owned. Lowering the zipper, I tried to shimmy out of them like she had done with her skirt the other night, but the tight pants seemed to be dragging the panties down with them. So I aborted and held the panties up with one hand while I tugged the pants down with the other.
Bent over with my pants down to just above my knees and one hand still holding up my panties, I looked back at Vik expecting to see her laughing at my ridiculousness. But she was staring at my ass with all seriousness. I took this as a good sign.
I took the pants down to my ankles and straightened up to step out of them. Then I felt her hands on my ass, feeling me up. Gentle caresses over the smooth, silky fabric encasing my smooth rear. Then more insistent clutching, pinching, cupping my butt cheeks. A slutty impulse seized me, and I shifted my weight into one leg to give her a bigger handful. She teased a finger under the hem, feeling my smooth waxed skin.
"Turn around, Lee"
I turned around and gave her a nervous smile.
"Show me what belongs to me," Viktoria ordered looking down to my crotch.
I hooked my thumbs under the waistband and gingerly took down the panties, displaying my caged cock to its owner. My mons was still a little red since my pubic hair had been thickest there.
She ran her hand slowly down my smooth pubis before taking my hairless balls into her grip. She weighed them in her hand, assessing her property. Keeping one hand holding my balls and the base of my cage, she pressed the other against my hip to spin me halfway around. Her gaze was fixed on my derriere as she fondled my bare cheeks and the plug peeking out between them.
"Thank you, Lee," she said softly, almost a whisper. And then the tone shifted.
"On your knees," she told me.
I kneeled down before her as she rose from the bed to stand. The plug seemed to swell in my ass as my muscles flexed into the new position. She raised my chin and stared down at me. Her thumb slid gently over my lips, and I intuitively opened my mouth and sucked on her finger. She pressed my tongue down with the pad of her thumb and it made me feel so submissive, kneeling there butt naked while she remained fully dressed, her finger violating my mouth, her plug violating my ass.
Vik plucked her finger from my mouth and wiped it dry on my cheek before turning around.
"Unzip my skirt."
Her waist at eye-level, I took hold of the zipper and lowered it slowly, reverently. Her pert buttocks rose on either side of her satin thong. Instinctually I let my face fall forward, burying my nose against the fine fabric in the crack of her ass. Her hand reached behind her and pushed back against my forehead to remove me from her rump.
"Sit back on your heels," she ordered, but her voice quivered, revealing that she wasn't totally in control.
My eyes closed and my mouth dropped silently open as I struggled to comply with her orders. I wasn't really flexible enough to sit on my heels under normal circumstances, much less with the butt plug stuffed inside my tush. Vik saw my dilemma and came to my rescue.
"Don't move. You're fine like that. Open your eyes."
I looked up at her. Her face was flushed. She looked uncharacteristically unsettled, like she was on the verge of losing control. She reached out and took my hair in her grasp.
"Keep your mouth closed," she said as she pressed my face into the damp crotch of her panties.
For a moment, we stayed still. Her hand kept a dominating grip in my hair. I could feel her trembling as I inhaled the thick bouquet of her cunt.
"I need to slow things down," she said aloud, seemingly talking to herself as much as to me. Holding my head steady now between her thighs, she continued, "If I fuck you now, without more control, I'll break you." At last, she pulled my head back. Her expression had regained its characteristic swagger. She smiled down at me confidently.
"You must be hungry, my darling?"
I realized I was ravenous. I hadn't eaten all day. But I had competing appetites. As delicious as a steak sounded, it didn't hold a candle to how badly I wanted to eat her out right then.
"A little. But I'm hungrier for you, Vik. I want you so bad right now, baby."
Her widening grin told me that was the right answer. She stepped over to her bedside table and rummaged in one of the drawers. A large metallic foil pouch appeared in her hands. I looked at her with confusion.
"Emergency rations," she explained with a smirk. I could see that the end of the pouch tapered to a small opening, like a nipple. It reminded me of one of those camelback water bottles. She broke the seal and squeezed out a strip of milk-colored gel onto her finger, the consistency of jam. She held her finger out to me so I could get a closer look. "It's a high calorie, rapidly absorbed dietary supplement. Good for keeping the energy up during exercise on the go, like long-distance cycling or...a marathon sex session."
Seeing my uncertain expression, she leered at me while bringing the finger to her own lips and licking it clean. On Vik's lips, it reminded me of cum, and I wondered if it had been intentionally made that color to resemble thick jizz.
Vik smacked her lips and said, "Doesn't taste like much, but it'll keep your energy up enough to serve me." She stuck her tongue out at me playfully before re-coating her finger and popping it into my mouth. She was right. Not much flavor, just sort of sweet, but my body could sense calories and I hungrily sucked her digit clean.
She squirted another generous helping on her finger and brought it towards my face, this time stopping a few inches above my lips. I shot her a questioning glance. "Go on," she encouraged. I pushed down into my knees and shins, firing the muscles in the backs of my legs to raise myself up towards her hand. I took her finger into my mouth and sucked, feeling a fresh wave of submission wash over me. Vik bit her lip and sent her other hand down the front of her panties as she pushed in and out, finger fucking my eager mouth. She persisted even after her finger was clean of the nourishing gel.
At last, Vik backed up and sat back on the edge of her bed. She crossed one leg over the other and applied a dollop of cream to her raised toes. She raised an eyebrow and I dove forward to take her toes into my mouth. I ran my tongue between each toe before sucking on the pad of each one. My asshole clenched its plug from the pure subjugation of the act. She had me do her other foot and then lick a squirt from her inner thigh.
I was hoping the next bit of goop would be in her groin, but she moved on, instructing me to lie on the bed face up with my feet down at one end and my head in her lap. She added a pillow to raise my head higher. Then, she arched her head back so that my view of her face was obscured by her generous bust. Her brassiere unsnapped. Perfect breasts and big pink nipples filled my vision. As she held her tit up to squeeze some gel on her nipple, I thanked God that I had lived to experience this.
Vik leaned forward over me and with one hand on my head and the other grasping her bosom, she pushed the cream-covered nipple into my mouth. I closed my eyes and moaned as I nursed on her boob. I felt her nub stiffen as I lashed by tongue back and forth across her nipple. She held me there long after I'd licked her breast completely clean. After having me suck more gel off her other breast, she pulled back and sat upright. She regarded me through her cleavage, and I held her gaze, panting with arousal, waiting to see what she would do next.
She had me sit back up before standing herself. Her panties were damp over her sex. Viktoria noticed me noticing her arousal. Without any hint of embarrassment or hesitation, she commanded me, "Lay down with your head on the pillow and your eyes closed!" I rushed to comply and hoped to taste her pussy soon.
I was not disappointed.
The mattress shifted. Then I felt pressure on my shoulders and the smooth skin of her thighs enclosing my skull. The sweet, thick smell of her entered my nostrils, drowning me in the scent of my mistress's cunt. I had to resist the urge to search her out with my tongue. She took her time, letting me anticipate while she ran a hand into my hair.
Then she plopped herself down on my face. Her wetness smacking me like a sloppy kiss. With a firm grip in my hair for balance, she lazily ground her hips in a slow circle. My nose, my chin, my cheeks were quickly coated with her fuck honey. She hadn't expressly forbid me from licking her, but I felt I should wait for her permission, like it would be rude to presume that her rubbing her sopping wet quim across my lips was an invitation to eat her out. Somehow it was more submissive to let her grind on my face than it was to give her head, and we were both getting off on it. But I felt like I was close to losing control.
"Alright Lee," she said breathlessly, "lick my cunt."
My tongue left my mouth like a race horse let out of the gate. It was wild, undisciplined. I licked her like a dog, lapping the sweetness from her labia. She moaned and writhed above me. I felt like she was close.
Suddenly her hand tightened in my hair, pinning my head against the mattress, and I felt the firm muscles in her thighs tense as she lifted herself up, beyond the reach of my tongue.
My queen panted on top of me, her breathing the only sound. At last, she said, "We can't forget that this is about nutrition." She reached over, retrieved the pouch, and squeezed more gel into her hand. She discarded the pouch back on the mattress and slathered the gel all over her crotch. When she was covered, she still had some in her hand, so she rubbed it all over my face, lewdly sending random fingers into my mouth as she hurriedly wiped her hand clean.
Then, she took a handful of my hair in each hand and mounted my head again. While before she had stayed still and allowed me to eat her, now she was actively humping my face. "Lick me bitch!" she demanded in a breathy voice. Her feminine hips forcefully gyrated on top of me. She swiped my nose through her slick slit like a credit card. I had no control of her movements, but I tried my best to keep my tongue out, licking her moving pelvis at random. I brought my hands up to her thick ass, feeling her strong buttocks squeeze with every thrust. She let me fondle her ass until she realized that I was trying to dampen her thrusts and defend my face from the beating it was taking from her vulva. "Put your fucking hands down!" I reluctantly let my hands fall to my belly. She had been leaning over me, but now she changed her posture, sitting upright. "Stick that tongue up my twat." She stayed still long enough for me to find her hole and push my tongue up inside her. Then she started bouncing herself on my tongue. "Ooooh, ughhhh, uhmmhh, fuckkk," her high-pitched cries matched the rhythm of her accelerating hips. Her clit was stiff as she ground it against my nose. "Uhhggh, ooomphh, ahh, ahhhh, aaahhhh." The muscular walls of her cunt clutched on my tongue as she climaxed.
As she came down from her orgasm, she fell backwards. Her ass landed on my chest and she let her upper body fall backwards, catching herself on her elbows. For a moment, panting to recover, we gazed at each other while lying on our backs. That was the roughest sex, of any kind, I had ever experienced. My entire face felt sore. I imagined it was redder than hers. I looked down the length of my body, past my caged cock, past her glistening snatch, past the fantastic rack that rose and fell with her breathing, to her flushed post-o face. She looked like a woman who had cum so hard it had knocked her into orbit. And that filled me with pride. Suddenly her eyes seem to come back into focus and she looked right at me. She smirked and then swiveled onto her stomach. She put her face on the mattress between my legs and lifted her sweet ass into the air. She reached one hand back to spread herself and the other hand squeezed a generous helping of gel down her butt crack.
"C'mon baby! Eat up!"
I scrambled forward to eagerly lap at her ass. A mixture of raw sexual instinct and a desire to please her drove me. I swished my tired tongue through the top of her ass crack until all I could taste was her skin. I pressed my hands into her pillowy cheeks and she let me tilt her hips forward so that I could see everything. The slightly darker skin around her asshole glistened with the slippery gel, which was slowly running down to her messy cunt. I flattened my tongue against her perineum and licked it clean. I had never licked anyone's ass before. I had seen it in porn, but never thought I would actually do it myself...similar to many of the things that had happened to me that day. She moaned when I pressed my tongue to her anus and started to rim her. Her tight, muscular ring twitched under my tongue as I sucked the gel off. When she was clean, perversion took me and I tried to push inside her anus. But she was much too tight for my tired tongue to penetrate.
"Enough" she said in a half-gasp. I pulled back and saw her watching me over her shoulder. Her smile was so wide that I couldn't help but join her and smile back. It consoled me that even if all this was depraved and wrong, how wrong could it really be if it made this beautiful woman this happy?
She hopped out of bed and slinked her gorgeous form towards a cabinet wearing only her thigh-high stockings. Viktoria really knew how to swing her tush as she walked, effortlessly combining grace and sluttiness. I wondered if I could ever really leave this woman or if my free will had already been subsumed by her sexuality.
She pulled something out of the cabinet. It was a purple strap-on dildo mounted in a black cloth harness. She stepped into it and pulled it up to her thighs. She angled her body so that I could see the short end of the dildo on the inner side of the harness. An exaggerated "mmmmmm" left her lips as she seated the dildo firmly in her pussy. With quick, practiced movements, she tightened the harness around her waist. She adjusted the straps under each butt cheek, ensuring the rubber cock would move seamlessly with her. It was impressive, professional, like watching a pilot check their equipment before a flight.
Satisfied with her preparations, she stood before me with one hand on her hip and the other idly stroking her dildo. She beamed at me.
"It's time."
She looked so damned happy, like she had won the lottery. Her smile was infectious. I started to smile too until she pointed to the ground between her legs. I hesitantly crawled off the bed to kneel before her, hoping I misunderstood why she wanted me on the floor.
Her hand left her hip to stroke my hair. "Go ahead. Touch it."
The purple jelly dildo was thinner but longer than my own cock. I reluctantly took it in my hand. It was surprisingly not cold. 'Maybe that's why she was stroking it, to warm it up,' I thought. The silicone was soft, squishy, not rigid like glass. It bulged slightly in my grip. I sighed. "What now?" I asked in a strained voice.
She gave me a crooked, arrogant smile and responded provocatively, "Suck it."
I surprised myself with how much I desperately did not want to suck it. My mouth felt dry and I felt a lump in my throat. The cage on my cock, the plug in my butt, the ass licking - none of it bothered me as much as this. I looked back up at Vik and tried to beg for mercy with my eyes.
Now it was Vik's turn to sigh. Her hand pushed deeper in my hair, and I felt myself tense, anticipating that she was going to force her dildo into my mouth. But she just stroked my hair lovingly and said, "Do you love me, Lee?"
"You know I do, Vik," I spat back.
"And you don't want to suck on my little girl cock?" She teased me like I was being a brat.
"I really, really don't."
"So then, this will be something you do to please me and show your submission, rather than something you do for your own enjoyment, correct?"
I sighed again. "Please don't ask me to do this, Vik."
"Why?"
I shot her an angry look. "Because it's humiliating!" I screamed at her, surprising myself again with the fury of emotion that had bubbled to the surface.
"Damn your pride, Lee. No one else is here. Who are you worried about?"
"You!" I choked back a sob, the words flowing unchecked by my conscious mind "I don't care about anyone else. I don't want to be humiliated in front of you."
Vik paused while I calmed down enough to hear her.
"Honey, a lot of men, most men maybe, if their women asked them, they wouldn't do this, any of this. They'd walk right out of here, cursing. They'd rather be with a woman they can control or be alone. You'll find them commiserating with each other in bars, over too much alcohol, that they left because they were 'real men,' that they didn't want that 'crazy bitch' who wanted too much from them. But most of them won't be able to convince themselves. They know that they were just too chicken-shit scared to be this vulnerable. To take the risk of loving someone more than everything else and to be completely exposed, defenseless against possible humiliation, derision, rejection.
And most women accept that. 'That's just men,' they say, 'Men have fragile egos. They have trouble opening up,' and they settle for that.



But I won't. I want a man who has strong, core principles he won't sacrifice for anyone, but who will surrender everything else to me. Who will be so honest with me and love me so fully that it scares him. I want it all."
She took a breath from her little speech to see how I was receiving it. My breathing had slowed back down, but I was still on guard, uncertain. She conceded, "You don't have to enjoy it, or even pretend to enjoy it. But you have to suck my dick, ok Lee?"
"Gee thanks!" I offered facetiously.
She smiled but it was the kind of smile you have your adversary before a battle. "Hell, maybe most naturally dominant women would even be on your side here. Maybe they'd say, 'He took the cage, and the plug, and the face-sitting. We can't lose such an amazing, courageous, self-sacrificing, vulnerable man, just because he won't completely submit. He deserves a medal!'"
I looked her right in the eye. "But not you, huh, Vik?" I said bitterly.
"Damn right, not fucking me!" she shouted at me, her eyes glimmering with more emotion than she'd displayed so far. "I'm the fucked up one. Maybe I'm wrong, and maybe I'm going to lose you, and maybe I'm going to regret this for the rest of my life, but damn it! We had a deal!"
I looked away from the accusation.
"Your end was to submit to me tonight! And I won't accept a partial, 90% effort."
It seemed that her rant was finished. It was incredibly annoying, but I could tell she had convinced me. While we hadn't specifically discussed fellating a dildo last night, I recalled agreeing to submit 'like a good little bitch.' Vik was a little crazy, but she thought she was right and she wasn't going to budge. I respected her for that. It resonated with me. 'This fucking woman...' I thought to myself. But the thought made me happy.
Having concluded my internal monologue and deciding to yield, I returned to the present and looked up at her. She looked vulnerable, slumped slightly at the shoulders from the emotional exertion. Her cheeks looked like a tear or two might have fallen when I hadn't been paying attention. After holding my gaze and waiting for me to say something, she sniffled and drew herself up straight, putting her game face back on. She squared back up to me, widened her stance, and held her dick out at me again. "Suck my cock, Lee."
I blew out a long breath. Then I looked her in the eyes and pressed my lips to the tip.
"Wait," she said. She moved over to the bed and grabbed a pillow. She threw the pillow on the floor and sat down on the edge of the bed in front of it. I moved between her legs. My knees thanked her for the cushion. She watched me closely, like she wasn't sure if I was really going to do it.
I kissed the head of the silicone cock before taking it into my mouth. As I suckled gently on the toy, I raised my eyes back up to meet hers. Her gaze was intense, but the corners of her mouth rose, letting me know she was pleased. Instead of the ridiculous humiliation I thought I would feel, the hunger in her eyes made me feel ridiculously horny. Without my eyes leaving hers, I stuck my tongue out and swirled it around her fake dong. Her growing grin spurred me on. Soon I was bobbing my head in her lap, blowing her like a whore. A wave of slutiness washed over me, and my asshole clenched its plug in agreement.
My mouth was full of cock and I was considering whether to test my gag reflex when she pulled me back by my hair. "Good boy!" she cheered before bending forward to kiss me.
I moaned into her mouth needily, more than grateful for the affection. She took her time making out with me, sucking and nibbling my lips, unhurriedly dominating me with her tongue. It reminded me of a lioness licking her cub clean.
She pulled back when she was finished. Her eyes sparkled. "C'mon," she said as she tugged me up onto the bed. The sheets felt cool on my back. It felt good to stretch my legs after being on my knees. Vik herded me towards the headboard where I saw the familiar cuffs awaiting my wrists. But she didn't cuff me yet. Instead she rolled me onto my side, my caged junk flopping against my thigh. She brought my knees towards my chest. Then I felt her grip on my plug.
"I'm going to take this out now, baby. Go ahead and push."
I felt her tugging on my sphincter from the inside, and I tried to push out and relax. I got almost to the widest part before my anus involuntarily squeezed down, drawing the plug back into me.
"Oh, your greedy little hole doesn't want to let this go, does it?"
I bared my teeth at her before a moan was forced from me as she tugged more forcefully on the plug. My asshole fought her, gripping tight and being pulled out along with the plug. She increased her pull just to the point where my anus started to lose the tug-of-war and paused. The image of her devious grin unfocused as my focus turned inward, centered on the widest part of the plug sliding out of me, millimeter by millimeter. I cried out when it reached the tipping point and toy was half-plucked, half-squeezed from my bottom. I felt a dull throb between my butt cheeks.
"There's my good boy. On your back now."
I gingerly shifted on to my back.
"Now grab your thighs. Pull your knees up and spread your legs. Offer yourself to me."
Fresh humiliation bloomed in my head as I spread my ass for her. Between my legs I could see her expression of gleeful lust as she stared at my throbbing asshole. Without shifting her gaze, she said, "I'm burning this image into my memory. I will never forget this."
I shut my eyes to escape the shame even as I felt my butthole winking at her in perverted desire. She shuffled closer to me and poked my buttocks with her dildo. She teased the tip between my cheeks, then slapped the head flat against my taint. Finally, she let the tip rest gently at my entrance.
Her voice was thick with lust when she spoke. "Look at me."
I opened my eyes warily, expecting to lose my anal virginity any second. She seemed to be searching my face for something. Doubt? Desire? Submission?
"Raise your hands to the bars."
The leather cuffs bound my wrists to the headboard. Then my legs were raised and a second set of cuffs at the ends of straps tied to the headboard were fastened to my thighs, just above my knees. She adjusted the straps on the thigh cuffs so that my knees were pulled back to roughly nipple level. Vik pressed her pelvis against my spread ass and flopped her cock down next to my caged one.
"Relax for me baby. Just let yourself go. I'll take care of everything." she said as she ran her hands lightly over my arms, down my chest, and along my inner thighs. I went limp in the restraints, letting the lines take the weight of my limbs. Then she lifted my key from between her breasts. She leaned down to unlock me without taking the key off her neck.
Vik slid the cage off, revealing my hairless prick to her for the first time. My penis stiffened to half chub as she trailed kisses down my chest and belly. Just when I expected to feel her soft lips on my erection, she changed course, kissing down my groin where my thigh met my torso. And then she kissed my asshole.
"No. No. Nooooo." I whined breathlessly as she started to rim me. My legs flexed in the restraints, but her tongue didn't slow. No one had ever eaten my ass before. Even though I knew I'd been thoroughly cleaned by the enema, it feel so nasty to let my beautiful woman taste me there. It made me feel weak and vulnerable. My head lolled back in defeat and I stared at the ceiling in a daze, whimpering as I felt her tongue penetrate my stretched swollen pucker. My cock rose off my belly in a full erection, marking my submissive pleasure. I looked between my legs, but I could only see her hair as she was fully immersed in eating me out. She showed no signs of slowing down her tongue fucking, so I let myself fall limp in the restraints again in surrender.
Finally, her tongue slipped from my ring, and I moaned like a slut. She sat back on her heels and retrieved a big bottle of lube from her bedside. Vik popped the cap up and gave me a wink before pouring a gratuitous portion onto her cock, holding the bottle up high so that I could see how viscous the oil was. While stroking the lube onto the length of her shaft, she smirked at my raging hard on. "Looks like someone is excited about taking it up the ass!"
I had no response, except to bite my bottom lip when she moved her hand to my ass and started slathering my butt with lube. She slipped two fingers into me with ease. The way she pushed them inside me reminded me of fingering a pussy. I felt her thin fingers inside my body, lightly teasing my prostate, and my cock throbbed on my belly. I instinctively tried to reach down and touch myself, but the restraints held my hands above my head.
Her greasy dildo rubbed against my own hard dick as she leaned forward over my restrained, conquered body. With one hand clutching my neck and the other fingering my butthole, her erect nipples dragged across my chest as she brought her mouth right next to my ear.
She whispered, "Well here we are, Lee honey. You're all tied up. Your virgin ass is spread and wet for me. I'm about to pop your ass cherry."
A whimper escaped my lips, surprising me, but Vik seemed unfazed.
"You don't have to worry about a thing, baby. Don't worry about cumming. That's not the goal. The goal is to submit to me fully. Don't pretend to like it or hate it, just take it for me honestly. Don't worry about how much noise you make or how many tears you cry. It's going to hurt, but I won't injure you. You're stretched and ready to be fucked."
She nibbled my earlobe before stuffing her tongue into my ear.
"You could be back home right now, Lee. You could be in bed with some sweet, little woman, pumping your cock between her willing, spread legs.
But you're here, Lee. In my bed. With me. Dangerously close to being completely dominated, sodomized, owned."
She kissed my cheek and sat back up. She lifted her cock and slapped it against my anus. She pushed the tip at the center of my hole, so that my rim was giving it a little kiss.
"This is the last time you have to speak tonight baby. Tell me what you want, Lee."
'What did she expect me to say?' I thought. I looked at her uncertainly, wordlessly asking for guidance.
"Do you want to belong to me?" she prodded.
"I want to belong to you."
She reached out to rub a thumb over my nipple before pinching and twisting it in her grasp. I groaned but let her do it.
"Do you want me to penetrate you, to claim you, to take your virginity?"
"I...I want you to take my virginity."
She slid her hand up to my throat, not choking me, just ominously, lightly wrapping her hand around my neck. She got right up in my face.
"Then beg me, Lee. Beg me to fuck your ass."
I closed my eyes. "Please fuck me," I said softly.
"Where, Lee?!" she snarled.
"My ass. Please fuck my ass."
"GOOD BOY!!!" She smashed her lips onto mine while simultaneously thrusting her fat cock inside me.
"Huummmmhphhph," I squealed into her mouth as my virginity was annihilated. I tugged hard on my wrist cuffs, not trying to escape, but just as a reaction to having my asshole penetrated and stuffed with cock. The head of her dick penetrated my sphincter easily, but the deeper parts of my tunnel seemed more resistant to resizing.
She pulled her face off of mine but kept her cock insistently pushing forward.
"Breathe baby! Fuck, you're doing so good." Love poured from her eyes as she caressed my face and hair while stuffing my asshole with more and more of her phallus. It hurt, but the events of the past twenty-four hours had taught me that this level of pain didn't mean injury so I did my best to relax and take it. My arms went limp in the restraints, the straps held the weight of my legs easily, spread wide for her to ravish.
I breathed and whimpered and moaned while keeping my eyes fixed on her. Her smile was beautiful, excited and proud, like it was my birthday and she was watching me prepare to blow out the candles. One hand comforted and distracted me, rubbing my cheek, my neck, my chest; the other maintained a firm grip on my hip as she fed the rest of her cock up my butt.
When her hips at last met my butt cheeks, Vik looked up at me and squealed in delight. She kissed me hard but kept her hips still. I felt so full, so conquered. Experimentally I tried to clench my hole on her cock, but I couldn't tell whether anything happened. It was almost as if the sensors that told me whether my stretched hole was clenching or not were overloaded and unresponsive.
Her tongue danced with mine in my mouth. She began to move her ass ever so slightly from side to side, not fucking me, not even moving the dildo at all, just changing the forces and pressures inside my overfilled rectum.
Now she sat up straight, her erect position pulling her cock upwards against the front wall of my tunnel. My own erection throbbed and leaked a little precum. She looked down at it with a pleased smile before pressing her flattened palm down, pinning my dick against my belly. She didn't grab the shaft, but instead she rocked her flattened palm back and forth, stimulating me in time with the motions of her own hips. Very quickly I was wanting more stimulation and before I knew it my body was rocking my hips against her hand, fucking my own ass on her dildo.
Vik removed her hand from my cock and bent back over me. She threw both hands around my neck and pressed herself against me. I felt her stiff tits on my chest as she trapped my penis between our bellies.
Her breath was hot in my ear as her hips began to thrust. My asshole burned from the fucking, but I focused whatever control I might still have on pushing out and accepting her fat fucking cock deep into my ass. I didn't resist the moans that were gradually getting louder with the force of her hips.
She whispered in my ear, "Fuck yeah, baby. Do you feel that? Do you feel my big cock sliding in and out of your delicate little ass? Give it all up to me, baby! FUCK YES! Take it for me! Take my dick in your shit hole! Spread that ass and take it like a bitch for me, Lee! Lee! Fuck, I love you, Lee!"
Her arms clamped around me in a death grip as she screamed. Her hips thrust deep and then stilled. 'Did she really just come?' I wondered. My own dick threatened to cum, trapped between our sweaty bodies, but somehow held off. Her hips made tiny circles while keeping her full length buried deep inside me.
When she pushed herself up off of me, she had a crazed look in her eye. Her hand shot forward and grabbed my cock and balls together in a rough grip.
"I want you to come for me, Lee."
Her thumb slipped up off of my balls and she grasped my shaft and started to stroke. I spoke no words, just grunts and squeals in time with her strokes, mirroring my internal dialogue unfiltered.
"I want you to come while I'm fucking you in the ass." Her hips were pumping again, not the full thrusts she'd been using before, but more controlled rhythmic contractions of buttocks driving about an inch of girl cock in and out of my butthole as she jerked me off.
"You're everything I want, Lee. You're better than I could have hoped for. I love you so much, sweetheart. Now give me your seed. Come for me baby."
My erection flexed in her hand as I crossed the point of no return. She gave my cock a few more strokes before squeezing and pushing her hand down to the base, stretching my skin tight on my shaft and then holding her hand there still as her hips sped up, driving me on.
"OH FUCK!" I uttered my first words since she'd entered me.
The force of the orgasm scared me. It was the biggest of my life. An explosion went off somewhere between the dick in her hand and the dick up my butt. It spread backwards and I felt my stretched hole contracting on her cock. It spread forwards and my cock bulged in her grasp. White hot jizz shot out of my dick, coating my chest with my own cream. Her thrusts didn't slow, pumping my ass, fucking the cum out of me.
"Look at that load! Good boy! Give it all to me."
"Ohh! Oh! Oh!" I moaned and whimpered pathetically as she drained my balls completely, the river of cum continuing to pour onto my belly.
My brain was fried, but I was vaguely aware of her kissing my lips, then my forehead. She threw her body back over mine, her tits and tummy slapping the pool of cum between us, holding me to let me know it would be alright.
"You're perfect, my love," she said softly in my ear, "I'm consumed by you."
Vik slowly pushed herself back up, my cum now decorating her body as well. My body hung limp in the restraints as she started to withdraw.
"Ungghhh" I protested on behalf of my sore anus.
She put a gentle hand on my lower belly. "Easy. Let it go." And with that, she slid her rod free. I was dimly surprised that I didn't feel thick, warm cum drip down my bottom, as if my subconscious just expected my sphincter to be leaking after being pounded like that. I noticed Vik starting at my ass and wondered if I was gaping. I felt a dull ache there, but more than anything I felt empty.
She released my legs and I groaned at the stiffness in my hips as she lowered them to the bed. Her strong legs straddled my stomach as she reached up to release my wrists. As she brought my aching arms down to my chest, my emotions welled up and I started to cry softly. Vik cradled my head in her arms and pulled me into her chest. "Shhhhh, you're okay. I've got you. Good boy. Let it all out."
"I...I love you, Vik"
"I know it baby. I know it all the way through me. Shhhhh, you just relax now."
When I stopped crying, she held me a while longer, stroking my hair, warming my face in her tear and cum slicked cleavage.
"You just relax. I'll be right back to clean you up."
Vik brought a warm wash cloth from the bathroom and cleaned the sticky cum off of me. She took her time, going back and forth to the bathroom a few times to wash my cum off the rag and return with fresh warm water. She cleaned the lube and cum off my hairless cock before patting it dry. She rolled me onto my stomach and lovingly wiped all the lube from my butt crack. Once I was clean, she applied some cream to my swollen anus.
I was left unplugged and uncaged as she slid a fresh pair of soft panties up my legs. Vik pulled a blanket over us and held me in her arms. I felt well fucked. I felt loved. And I fell asleep in her arms.
********************************
Vik was an early riser. She awoke before Lee and found him slumbering peacefully next to her. Silently, she rose from the bed, careful not to disturb him. She watched him as she dressed in the darkness and then she just stood there and watched him some more. He looked so sweet and innocent as he slept. Vik felt them acutely in her chest, the feelings she had for him that had been growing steadily over the last several months. She wanted to love him. She wanted to protect him. She wanted to possess him. These feelings reached a fever pitch inside her as she studied the gentle rise and fall of his chest as he slept in her bed, his anal virginity now forever in her possession.
'Everything is going my way,' she thought to herself as she quietly closed the door behind her and padded down to the kitchen to make some coffee. 'I didn't fuck up. He submitted just like I knew he would. Next week my collar will be tight around his perfect neck,' she told herself, imagining the shine of black leather against his pale skin. Still, the butterflies in her stomach reminded her that his collaring was far from assured. There was still the matter of her own virginity she recalled, absently reaching a hand down to her crotch.
Her mother's voice broke her reverie. Astrid was also an early riser.



"Good morning, Viktoria" came from behind her. Vik smoothly moved her hand back up to her coffee cup on the counter before turning.
"Morning, mother. Would you like a cup?"
Astrid nodded at her daughter as she took her place at the head of the kitchen table. Viktoria felt the intensity of her mother's scrutiny as she served her the coffee. Her mother was a powerful, intimidating woman. Viktoria looked up to her and loved her, but at some level also feared her.
Astrid finished her close study and said, "So...you fucked him didn't you?"
Vik flushed and released an uncharacteristic giggle, before regaining her composure and replying "I did."
Astrid stood and embraced her daughter in congratulations. "I'm so happy for you, Viktoria. He seems like a wonderful man."
Vik couldn't keep a smile off her face. "He is, mother. He's everything I've ever wanted," she paused, then continued in a slightly uncomfortable tone "How did you um...know? Did we make too much noise?"
"Oh nothing so lurid. You know I've had all our bedrooms soundproofed. No, you just have that glow. The one a dominant woman gets after bending a man over." Astrid gave her daughter a wolfish smile, and Viktoria joined her.
Astrid moved onto business, "You don't mind if I invite some of my friends to the collaring ceremony next week, do you?"
"Oh, well, he hasn't committed to taking my collar yet..." Viktoria said sheepishly, the words leaving her mouth without thinking.
"What?! What do you mean he hasn't committed?!" Astrid boomed at her daughter with shock and rage.
At this point, Vik's sheepishness changed to defensive anger, "Look mother, you don't know what I'm up against, you don't know how best to collar a non-Algorian, how best to collar this non-Algorian, the love of my life. I know what I'm doing."
A silence permeated the kitchen. Then Astrid said slowly, in a menacingly low volume, "You haven't let him fuck you, have you?"
Viktoria stared her mother down for a moment before admitting "No. Not yet."
Astrid blew out a frustrated breath, before gathering herself to impart vital maternal advice. "Listen to me, Viktoria. I know you think you know better and that tradition is just a bunch of made up rules, but you can't compromise or it will end up hurting you both. You can't let him negotiate. He can't sell you the right to collar him and you can't buy it. He has to surrender. Totally. I know you know my words are true. It's all or nothing. If you only pretend to dominate, Lee will only be able to pretend to submit, and your relationship will be doomed."
Viktoria said nothing, but couldn't bring herself to meet her mother's eyes. Astrid continued, "Look. Why don't your father and I leave town for a few days? We'll go to that B&B by the sea that George has been nagging me to try. You'll have the whole house...and all the equipment in the basement you need to...work out your issues with Lee."
Viktoria considered this. It would be nice to have some space to really spread her wings and dominate him properly. Maybe this was what she needed to seal the deal with her precious boy.
"Yes mother. Thank you. I think that would do us good."
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The next few days were some of the best of my life.
I awoke to the pleasant sensation of a feminine hand stroking my hair and the warmth of sunlight kissing my face. Vik's smiling face shone down on me when I opened my eyes, highlighted from behind by the light from her bedroom window, giving her an aura of chosen perfection.
"How do you feel this morning, my darling?" she asked sweetly.
Without giving up my view of her bright eyes, I took a deep breath and considered her question. How did I feel? I felt good. My body had sunk into the softness of the mattress like I had slept the sleep of the dead. Like maybe I hadn't moved all night. Like a stone.
"I think I feel pretty good," I admitted giving her an honest smile.
"Why don't you turn over so I can take a look at that booty?" she continued in her sweet song voice.
'So much for that wholesome moment,' I thought to myself, 'I made it almost 10 seconds into my day before she summoned my asshole.'
I returned her look just long enough to be certain she wasn't joking before I indulged her. My muscles ached as I reintroduced motion to my body, rolling to my right side. I had barely gotten my elbows onto the mattress when I felt her pull the panties down off my hips. Looking back over my shoulder, I watched her spread my cheeks. I felt the shame I imagine all humans do when their anuses are exposed, but I didn't stop her. No one else had ever seen my adult asshole. Well no one besides that girl at the spa I guess.
"Such a cute little hole," she said softly under her breath.
Viktoria must have noticed me looking over my shoulder at her, but she kept her gaze fixed on my tush, a little smile playing across her lips.
Then she released my butt cheeks and give me a loving pat on the ass to get me going. "Alright, I'll put some cream on after your shower. Get yourself cleaned up and come on downstairs. I'm making you breakfast."
I stumbled a few steps towards the bathroom before I noticed it. My rear end wasn't aching exactly. In fact there was no pain, but there was a new awareness. I usually never thought about my butt hole, but now I was keenly aware of it back there, like I knew exactly where in space it was floating.
I looked up to see Vik smirking at me. Could she know what I was thinking?
"Hurry up," she chided.
I made it to the bathroom and got the door closed behind me. I had just turned on the shower to let the water warm up when she poked her head in and laid the cock cage gently on a towel.
"You forgot this! Put it on after your shower, but you can leave the plug out today. We'll give your no-longer-virgin little pucker the day to recharge!"
She bounced back out of the room and downstairs before I could think to say anything.
The little plastic cage stared back at me innocently from atop the snow white terry cloth of my bath towel, daring me to rebel.
I let the hot water spray my body down for a long time. The droplets felt different against my hairless skin, and I couldn't resist running my fingertips over my body. I explored the novel smoothness of my ass crack, feeling my fat cheeks smother my finger on both sides. The fingertip brushed lightly across my anus. It felt like a new part of my body had been unlocked. I wasn't sure what was there before, but now I had a new sex organ back there. As I ran my finger along my swollen rim, I recognized what it made me feel: submission, perversion, arousal.
When I got downstairs, my hair still wet from the shower. I noticed no sign of Astrid or George. Vik was humming to herself contentedly in front of the stove, cooking and rocking her hips to some melody in her head. She wore a soft blue dress which was well tailored and showed off the curve of her pert buttocks.
Vik saw me out of the corner of her eye and her face lit up with happiness. I couldn't help but smile back and feel my love for her surge up within me. She motioned me to a chair at the kitchen table.
As she served me coffee, she informed me that her parents had taken off on some sort of vacation, so we had the place to ourselves. It was a nice gesture, not totally unheard of to give two young lovers some space, but damned nice of them. And I think if we had a more 'traditional' relationship, it wouldn't have seemed weird to me at all. But I couldn't shake the thought that it was wrong. Like I was being pimped out to their daughter. Like they were conspirators in my downfall. "Of course we'll do anything to support our daughter," I recalled Astrid saying that first night, and apparently this implied, "including giving her the house so she can break in her boyfriend's ass properly, butt-fucking him in bondage, and engaging in other such stallion-breaking activities."
My thoughts were thankfully broken as she brought over a beautifully presented plate of toasted Algorian bread and poached eggs.
Poached eggs. The first time I'd stayed over at Viktoria's apartment she'd made them for me. After being denied traditional sex, and despite the best handjob of my life, I had thought I was being rejected. But she'd surprised me, asking me to stay the night. I'd been with a few women who guarded their beds (at least for sleeping) like they guarded their assholes, kicking me out after they were satisfied, but Viktoria had welcomed me and held me all night. It was nice. In the morning, she'd asked me how I liked my eggs. I had said 'poached' going for obnoxious humor with a difficult request, but she just nodded and perfectly poached me an egg, with the white fully solid and the yolk spilling out around my fork's puncture wound with perfect gory violence. Ever since, poached eggs always made me think of her competence and of her love.
"Only the best for my submissive," she said, announcing her satisfaction with me. She sat her fine behind in my lap and threw an arm around my neck. I felt tense in my cage as she pressed her perfect tush against me through my pants. She knew exactly what she was doing and smiled at me in knowing delight. As I held her in my arms, it amazed me how dominant and intimidating this smaller creature sitting in my lap could be. With her other hand, she wielded a fork, piercing an egg and flooding the plate with yellow goo. She brought the bite up to my mouth and fed me. I felt complete as I swallowed the delicious food.
Vik continued to hand feed me while I kept both hands holding her body. At some point, the arm around my neck slid down my back. Her hand dug my shirt out of my pants and she slid her middle finger inside my panties, idly toying with my butt crack as she fed me.
"Lee, I just want to tell you. I feel your love. Everything you do for me. I feel it. Last night was so good. Thank you baby, thank you for your love."
Her finger slid deeper between my cheeks now, stroking me with lazy little finger curls, all stopping well short of my hole. I smiled back, basking in her praise.
"Even though you erupted like a volcano when I took you here last night..." her finger flexed to let me know exactly where she was referring to. She waited for the blush to come to my cheeks at the reminder of the massive orgasm I'd had as she'd sodomized me. "...I know you did it just for me. It's one of the greatest gifts a woman like me can receive so...thank you."
She pressed her lips to mine and we shared a tender kiss. Then I felt the pad of her finger slide down to lightly tap my asshole.
"I know you take it just for me now. But I hope...someday..." she paused letting her own cheeks flush for once, "maybe you'll need me here. You'll truly beg me to fill you. Maybe you'll long to bend over for me and take a good fucking up your ass." She paused, clearly feeling vulnerable after sharing her fantasy.
I felt both afraid and aroused by her fantasy. Part of me was already worried that I was enjoying all this too much and that I would become dependent on her to fulfill my new depraved cravings.
Seeing the conflict on my face, she rushed to reassure me, "I never want you to pretend of course. If you never yearn for it and instead just accept the penetration as an act of pure submission, I am satisfied with that. But it's a goal of mine. To make it so good that you lust to take me inside you. I just wanted you to know."
"Thanks for telling me," I replied noncommittally.
We shared a smile with just our eyes and we finished up the rest of the food she'd prepared.
"There's a green tube of moisturizing cream in the second drawer on my bedside table. Go get it for me while I clean up these dishes."
With that, Vik gave me a peck on the lips, pulled her finger out of my pants and hopped off my lap, busying herself with the dishes.
As I ascended the stairs back to her room, it struck me that I had no idea what our plans were today. God only knows what the day might hold for me. But all I had to do was retrieve her moisturizer. It was pleasantly freeing to be forced to live in the moment without worrying about the future. We would do whatever Vik wanted. I felt simple, but somehow more alive.
When I returned to the kitchen with the requested tube in hand, Viktoria asked me to wait for her in the living room until she was done. I plopped down on the sofa and looked around. I examined the tube in my hand for the first time. "Sub Revitalization Cream," it read. "For vaginal and anal use. Make sure your sub is always ready for penetration. Helps keep holes healthy and eager. Suggested for both aftercare and prophylaxis."
I chuckled, debating whether or not this was a gag/joke item when I thought, 'hey maybe Vik will need some of this on that tight little cunt after I deflower her.'
I looked up as Viktoria came into the room. She pulled her key out of her blouse and brought the chain over her head. "Stand up and take you pants and panties down," she said as she took my place on the couch. She took my balls gently into her hand. "Any problems?" she asked while she inspected the cage. While I appreciated the attention (how many guys get their balls fondled in the morning?) and had no specific complaints, I felt uncomfortable with her locking me up again with our...virginity asymmetry still in existence.
"No, no problems, just that..."
She looked up at me, "What? What's the matter?"
"Do we really need the cage right now?" A puzzled look came over her face like she wasn't sure where I was going with this. "I mean, you're just going to have to take it off again when we have...traditional sex."
Vik gave me a scowl, like a parent scolding a teenager for shirking chores. She made a big show of inserting her key and locking the cage on me. My anxiety about her holding up her end of our deal began to rise.
"Yes, we need the cage," she lectured me, "Don't worry so much."
Needless to say, I was now worrying very much. I tried to take a deep breath to steady myself, but I couldn't seem to manage it. My anxiety spiked as I imagined her betraying our deal, even after all her little speeches. I tried to keep my voice even as I said, "Vik, when do I get to fuck you?"
"That's not very romantic of you..." she teased me with a little smile.
"Vik!"
Her smile was gone now. "Lee, I gave you my word. Ok? Don't you trust me?"
Well shit. 'No' didn't seem like a good answer here, so I went with, "Of course I do. I just feel a little vulnerable, even more so than I did yesterday, since my...virginity has been taken and yours remains intact."
"I can understand that," she said dismissively, "now come lay across my lap so I can put the cream on you."
I stayed standing. "When, Vik?" my voice broke a little as I groaned the question out of my throat.
She looked up at me and then stood to her full height. She took my face in her hands, her expression severe, and I felt like I might cry. But then, her face softened.
"Tonight, sweetheart. It's going to happen tonight," she said softly.
I sort of nodded while focusing on not breaking down.
"Oh baby, come here," she said as she pulled me into a tight hug with my pants still around my ankles.
I breathed into her hair and mumbled, "I do trust you, I do. I just...I've never trusted anyone this much."
She squeezed me tight before pulling back to look me in the eye. "You have to trust me, Lee. If you can't trust me, I mean really trust me, then this will never work. We'd just be roommates. Roommates who like to have a lot of sex, sure, but still just roommates. Nothing like the iron bond between a dominant and her submissive."
She searched my face to see if I was following.
"I trust that you will do what you think is right. I just...I wonder if sometimes this place and its weird traditions might make you think something is right that is very, very wrong."
Viktoria had her game face on now and said with confidence, "You know me, Lee. You know how I make decisions. You have to decide whether you can take that leap of faith and trust my judgment. No one else can do it for you. No matter how bleak things look, trust that I will never abandon you, I will never forsake you, I am always on your side."
A silence drew out.
"And just to be clear, things will sometimes look a lot bleaker than wearing a chastity cage, ok? Sometimes I'm going to make decisions that you absolutely disagree with, and after voicing your disagreement, you won't disobey, you won't say 'I think she's crazy', you won't leave me, because you committed to me, because you submitted to me, because you'd fall on your sword for your queen before you'd betray her. That's what I'm asking of you. That is what's required."
I said nothing, focusing on digesting her speech.
"C'mon, over my lap on your stomach," she commanded, closing the discussion.
I put my knees on one side of her and fell onto my elbows on her other side. I let myself collapse onto her, still pondering her words.
She donned a latex glove and squirted a generous helping of cream onto her finger. "Reach back and part your cheeks for me baby."
I spread myself for her, and she began to apply the cream to my back hole.
"Is that what you think of most married couples? Like ones that aren't dominant/submissive? That they're 'just roommates'?"
Vik let out a thoughtful sigh while slipping the tip of her finger inside me. Surprisingly her finger felt bigger than it had last night. I guessed I had tightened back up without the benefit of the plug.
"I think there are all levels of commitment and intimacy in relationships. The only ones who really know how strong a relationship is are the two people in that relationship. Half of marriages end in divorce and it's likely a majority of the rest should end in divorce but persist for lack of a better idea. Perhaps the 'roommate' level relationship works for some people, but I have no interest in it. I need a more intense connection. What do you need, Lee?"
I grunted as she twisted her finger inside me, making sure my tunnel was fully coated.
"I'm...not sure."
She pulled her finger out, apparently finished with her task. The glove came off with a smacking sound and she gave me a pat on the bum to tell me to pull up my underwear.
"Well I am. I know you, Lee. You're a pretty easy going guy, but you feel things intensely, deeply. It's one of the reasons why you're so anxious about our arrangement. I think you'd do ok in a typical marriage, for years probably. But at some point, you'd sense it, that she's not as committed to the relationship as you are, that she doesn't feel as deeply as you do about the romantic ideal, maybe it'd be something you need from her that she wouldn't do, more likely it'd be a lack of any truly challenging demand from her, that she wouldn't even consider asking 'her roommate' to do something extreme for her. And I think that would make you sad."
I could picture the scenario she had just described. I was something of a hopeless romantic. I was a fan of grand gestures, and I had had previous girlfriends dismiss them as silly, saying 'Awww, you're so sweet' before disregarding them, passively refusing to be equally vulnerable. It made me sad to think that Vik's scenario might still come to pass and that I hadn't foreseen this need in myself, at least not explicitly. But she had.
I returned to the present to find Vik studying my face. She looked a little guilty, perhaps not intending to be quite so piercingly insightful.
"Come straddle me," she said suddenly.
It was a little awkward. I'd never done this before. Putting my knees down on either side of her thighs, resting my hands on the back of the couch behind her and hovering above her - it all evoked the image of me riding her cowgirl. Vik ran her hands along my sides before sending one up to run up the back of my neck into my hair and the other down to grab a handful of ass. As she stroked her fingers along my scalp, I felt a little like a pet, like her dog, but in the best way.
"We're not a depraved sex cult, you know. Algorians. You're just imagining all the potential downsides without seeing how good this could be for you."
I maintained a skeptical expression but said nothing.
"And about tonight..." she said while maintaining steady eye contact, "I'm going to hold up my end of our agreement. I'm going to take you inside my vagina, giving you my virginity. But I don't want you to have the wrong expectation. I'm not giving up control. I'm not going to submit to you. You'll still be my boy and I'll still be your dominant."
She cupped my face in both hands to soften any disappointment. I swallowed my saliva. As long as my dick was penetrating her, did it really matter that I wasn't holding her down, humping her at will? It kind of did...
"But I thought..."
"I know baby. That's why I wanted to say something now. I probably should have clarified the other night, but it was already such a difficult thing for me to agree to be penetrated. Don't worry. It's still going to be good. Tonight will be unforgettable experience for us both!"
I said nothing, slightly rocking my inner thighs against her outer thighs, feeling her hands move along my body in consolation as I processed this new information. I tried to conjure some righteous indignation, but none came. It was like my subconscious had already known and accepted it. Still, I had to say something.
"Vik, tell me the truth. When do you think we might have the completely traditional, penis-in-vagina, me-on-top-fucking-you type of sex?"
Viktoria looked pensive. The fact that she was thinking so carefully about her answer was not reassuring.
"It's...it's not unheard of for a dominant to allow her submissive to do something like that, a role reversal with a temporary transfer of control. But it's...well you might say that here in Algoria such a thing would be viewed as 'kinky' or 'perverted,' similar to how strap-on anal sex is viewed by many Americans."
Seeing my grim expression, she hurried to soothe me, "Now you know I'm an open-minded girl. I'm open to exploring any kinks you're interested in...and many you're probably not interested in haha!"
I remained stone-faced. She pushed on. "Listen baby. I know you think you need that. I don't want you worrying about all these needs you think you might have that I might deny you. So I'm going to do this. On the anniversary of your collaring ceremony, I promise to let you do anything you want to me."
"Anything?"
"If you want to fuck my ass and piss in my mouth, I'll just say 'yes dear.'"
She saw my expression change. "That makes you happy, huh? You like that image?" she teased me.
"...Noo..." I denied but I couldn't keep a smile from spreading across my lips. Somehow my lover suggesting that I celebrate our anniversary by pissing in her mouth reassured me that she was a reasonable woman and not some crazed sex fiend. Oh how far my perspective had changed.
She pulled me into a kiss. "Go change into some work-out clothes. Let's go for a run."



Ten minutes later we were outside, bounding down the street in easy strides. It was nice to get some exercise and decompress. I felt my stress clear and my head lighten as we ran together. Vik was in great shape and led the way at a quick pace that challenged me. Her strong thighs and tight ass, showcased in her tiny running shorts, made me think of a gazelle jumping across the plain. A fantasy of tackling her, ripping her shorts down, and raping her entered my thoughts. 'Guess I'll have to file that one away in the anniversary ideas folder' I thought to myself as I felt my caged cock in my shorts. Vik had suggested I change into a tight thong for our run so that the weight of my cage didn't bounce too painfully as I ran. So thoughtful.
She slowed up when we arrived at the local high school running track. It looked like your standard quarter mile loop with a field in the center and elevated seating on one side for spectators. I bent over with my hands on my knees to catch my breath.
"Okay, good warm up honey. Now I'm going to really work you. Let's start with 20 push-ups and then I want you to run up and down the stairs five times."
"What is this, gym class?" I protested.
She smiled like a jackal. "C'mon baby. Show me how strong you are. I'm going to run you ragged."
I thought she would stop after I completed the tasks, but as soon as I finished, she gave me new assignments. Sit-ups, burpees, jumping jacks, stairs. She just stood there and watched with her hands crossed over her chest and an evil little smile on her face as I exhausted myself at her whim.
"Is this supposed to be a metaphor for life as a collared submissive?" I asked while panting, as much out of real curiosity as to buy myself a moment's rest.
"Hmmm, no. I just want your body sore and weak for me tonight," she taunted me wickedly.
Thankfully we walked on the way back home. My steps were now labored and slow. She offered her shoulder to support me, which I declined at first, but accepted half way back when my muscles started those little shaking spasms you get from fatigue.
Finally night came. I was excited, scared, horny, but all of that was tempered by the exhaustion from the death-march exercise earlier.
Vik took me by the hand and led me down to the basement.
At the end of the stairs, a huge solid oak door that looked like something out of The Lord of the Rings sealed the basement off from the rest of the house. She stripped off my clothes, unlocked and pocketed my chastity cage, and had me kneel on the hard concrete floor. My hard dick betrayed my excitement even as my tired leg muscles protested the kneeling position. She produced a blindfold and said "I'm taking your sight for the night. I'm also taking your words. You can speak if you absolutely need to, but otherwise I want you to hold your tongue," she hesitated, "at the same time, I want you to moan, and scream, and cry for me if the urge strikes you. It's ok if an 'oh fuck' comes out of you accidentally. Just try to make sounds, not words, understand?"
I looked up at her from my knees, my erection pointing up at her as well. "Yes mistress." It just seemed like the thing to call her.
She brought a finger up under my chin and I thought she might lean down to kiss me when she said, "good boy," and fastened the blindfold tightly around my head.
I heard the heavy bolt slide back, unlocking the door, and then I felt a change in the airflow as I assumed Viktoria swung it open. I heard her step away.
Kneeling on concrete, blindfolded and butt naked in a foreign land. I hoped I knew what I was doing. But no, 'that's not quite right,' I thought. It didn't matter. It was whether Viktoria knew what she was doing.
I felt her body beside me again. She lifted my chin, resting my head on her hip, my body now hugging her leg dependently. My erect cock brushed up against her shin and I involuntarily humped her before she jerked my head back by my hair.
"Be still bitch," she said in a voice irritatingly in control.
Next I felt a fur-lined collar wrap around my throat and slowly tighten as she fastened it on me.
"Crawl." With a tug on my leash, she led me into the room, my already sore muscles shaking with the exertion.
It's a jarring thing to crawl on one's hands and knees without being able to see. My instinct was to take my time, pawing the air in front of me to make sure I didn't hit anything, but the insistent pressure on my leash made that impossible. I had to trust her and just follow the direction of the leash to keep up.
After ten to twenty paces, Viktoria took me off the leash. "There's a padded table in front of you, Lee. Crawl up on it and roll onto your back."
The table felt like it was covered with the finest, softest leather I had ever felt. I had barely flipped onto my back before she started restraining me. Viktoria's thin fingers gripped my wrist, pulling it up over my head, and fastening a fur-lined cuff around it. When she released my arm, I was surprised that it didn't fall back to my chest. It hung there in space above me, the wrist cuff taking the weight of my arm. But what was the wrist cuff hanging from? I imagined ropes dangling from the ceiling like stalactites as my other wrist was similarly trussed up.
She repeated the procedure on my ankles, spreading my legs and leaving them suspended at roughly hip height. I lay there, freed of the weight of my limbs, awaiting my lady. The room was warm so I was comfortable despite my nakedness. I heard her steps move across the room, and moments later soft music began to play. Classical. Strings. Music to lose one's virginity to, at least in Vik's mind, I supposed.
As I contemplated Viktoria's taste in music, I felt her bare skin against my hip. She had been clothed when my blindfold had gone on.
Then, I felt her hands spreading warm oil across my chest. Her soft fingers slicked a gratuitous amount across my chest, my nipples, my belly, my neck. She spread it across my bicep and into the muscles of my forearm, and then into my palm and fingertips. My tired body surrendered and luxuriated in her touch.
When she moved to the other arm, she didn't walk around, but straddled me instead. I felt bare thighs gripping my ribs while her hands massaged my arm. Was she still wearing panties? Was her bare cunt hovering mere inches above my dick?
I got my answer when she swiveled around to do my legs. I gasped when I felt her hot lower lips press against my belly as she leaned down to cover my thighs in oil. She seemed not to notice as she went about her work. Was she that wet or was that the massage oil I felt her pussy spreading over my stomach?
After my legs and feet, her greased hands coated my balls. She lifted them, tugged on them, and squeezed them gently as she lubed my sack. One hand moved upwards to coat my erect cock while the other moved down to oil my taint. When I was oiled to her satisfaction, her thighs easily slipped along my ribs. The warm oil felt good on my skin. I had to admit that this was pretty hot.
I felt her get off me and immediately missed the feel of her skin on mine. Luckily, her absence was quick. Her thighs returned, now straddling my chest. She held most of her weight in her hands, which pressed into my sternum as she moved her legs up and down my upper torso as if searching for the right position. Then she seemed to find it, gripping me with her legs like one might while riding a horse, and her hands left my skin.
A hand returned to my head. A feathery touch in my hair. A caress to the angle of my jaw. And then her hand slowly and intentionally closed around my throat, right over my Adam's apple. She left it there with a light, but firm, grip. I couldn't help but think about whether she could strangle me to death with her bare hands right then. I was tied tight with ropes on all limbs. Yes. She could.
She kissed me then. Her kiss was neither forceful nor hesitant. Just enough pressure in her lips. Just enough tongue. As she made out with me, I felt like I was watching a performance by a master, even though I was blindfolded.
She pulled away and her knees moved from under my armpits to over my shoulders. Both hands slid into my hair, pinning me to the table. The air was hot and thick with her scent. Ensconced in smell of her cunt, I wondered how long I would be made to wait. 'It must be just an inch or two above my mouth' I thought.
With no warning, a pair of hot lips dragged across my upper lip and nose, wetting me. It had not been massage oil on my belly. Her pussy was soaked.
"Taste me darling," she said with love and authority.
My tongue darted out of my mouth, licking wildly at her gash. She tasted good. She tasted like my Vik.
Her hips gyrated languidly on my face, giving my tongue a slightly different 'look' at her snatch with each stroke. With my head pinned to the table, all I could move was my tongue while she used me like a sex toy. She swiped my nose through her slit like a credit card.
"Stick you tongue out. Make it hard like a little cock," her voice commanded.
I did as I was told. She rewarded me by pushing her hips back and taking my tongue into her tight little tunnel.
"Mmmm," she let out a satisfied moan that made me feel good. Then she bent back down over me, pressing her vulva against my face, and started to hump my head. My tongue slid in and out of her vagina while she ground her clit into my nose. Her breath became audible. Even as my tongue muscles began to tire, I didn't want the beautiful sound of her panting to stop.
I had started to wonder if she was going to ride me into an orgasm when her hips stilled. My tongue was at least an inch inside her. I hadn't felt her contract so I knew she hadn't cum yet. But she must have been close. Why else would she have stopped?
She shuffled her body down mine and started grinding that delicious pussy on my lower abdomen. Her butt rubbed against my cock. Then she slid lower, gliding her lips down over the top of my dick, pushing it down towards my legs. She reached the tip and it popped back up against my belly. Then she moved forward, dragging herself along the underside of my cock. Back and forth she went. My dick was soon coated in her juices.
My patience reached its limit. My hard sex became upset that it kept sliding through her lips without finding purchase. My hips started to buck.
Vik said nothing, but lifted her body off mine. I groaned at the loss of her.
I imagined her hovering her body over mine. Was she sneering at my need or patiently teasing me?
After an eternity, her lips lightly grazed my throbbing prick again. I resisted humping her this time, having learned the hard lesson. She gradually increased her pressure as she lazily dragged her sex over mine. It must have been a work out. I felt her hot sweat drip onto my belly from the exertion.
I was so focused on the feel of her pussy and resisting my instinct to thrust that I didn't notice at first when she allowed my tip to catch at her opening. My breath hitched with anticipation. And then she was gone, dismounting me completely. I felt like crying with rage and despair but managed to limit myself to a guttural groan.
"Patience, darling," she whispered.
Then a greasy hand slipped around my sack and schlong at the base, while another slathered fresh lube around my butthole. After only a few seconds of prep, she entered me. Her finger slid steadily deeper into my rectum as I pushed out to let her in. She seemed to be avoiding my prostate as one finger became two, and then a butt plug seated itself inside me. I breathed out as my asshole clenched on the fat toy.
She straddled me again. I was pleased and vexed at the same time. 'How much pussy torture would I have to endure this time?' I thought. But after only a few strokes of her hips, she reached behind her and stroked me. At first a ring of fingers slid up and down my shaft. Then she gripped me at the base and moved my tip through the petals of her flower.
Suddenly I again felt my tip catch against her opening. We held there still and breathing. She let go of my cock and put both hands on my chest for better control of her pelvis.
"I love you, Lee," Viktoria said softly. And then she left herself drop. And the head of my cock was surrounded my liquid velvet. "Uhrrrhgh," she made a sound that straddled pain and lust. God, she was tight. Her vaginal walls squeezed me so tightly it almost hurt my dick.
My wrists strained against the bindings. My natural urge was to grab her and pull her down, so I felt reluctantly grateful to be restrained.
Her hips slowly gyrated on me. Not really taking anymore in. Just changing the angle. Stretching herself on my manhood.
With a deep breath and a low moan, she slid back, further impaling herself onto me. Her juicy, hot quim felt like paradise. She panted with slow, deliberate thrusts, taking a little more of me inside her body each time. At last, she lowered herself enough so that enough of her thighs rested on me to take some of her weight. She leaned over me, and I felt pointy, erect nipples brush against me.
"Your dick never seemed this big before," she said in my ear, with enough playfulness in her voice to let me know it was praise not critique. I laughed and she shared a chuckle with me. I could have stayed there for the rest of my life.
She kissed me then. A hungry, needy kiss. Her tongue was still in my mouth when her hips resumed their fucking. But as her strokes became longer, she pulled away for oxygen. She gasped and moaned and I wondered if it was possible for her to be enjoying this more than I was. Her pace was accelerating, and now she squealed with every slap of her ass against my body. She had never been a vocal lover, but I loved the sounds she made. I imagined her little butt bouncing on me like she was riding a horse. If she was riding a horse, our pace would have been a gallop.
All at once, my need announced itself and I felt myself hurtling towards orgasm.
"Vik..." I gasped.
She understood instantly. She ripped off my blindfold and the image of my goddess bouncing on top of me crashed against my retinas.
"Cum for me, Lee. Cum inside me. Give it to me." She rode faster, sprinting towards the finish. I had permission, but I wanted to last for her. Her look was so intense. She eye-fucked me as she rode hard to make me give up my cum. I fought inevitability with everything I had.
"Fuck!" she screeched as her eyes slammed shut, and I felt her cunt clench down on me hard. I let go and the massive orgasm spread across me like a tidal wave. I felt it in my ass first as my sphincter clamped down on the plug, then it shot forward with the rest of my pelvic muscles pumping the first stream of white, hot jizz inside her pussy. The muscles in my arms and legs heaved against the restraints as I thrust myself as deeply into her cunt.
We moaned loudly together as we rode out the ripples of our orgasms. I swear the contractions of her vagina on my dick matched those of my anus on her plug. My moaning broke into a higher-pitched whimper as I painted her insides with my cream. She drained me completely.
She slumped over me, resting her forehead against mine. We panted against each other as we tried to catch our breaths. When our oxygen needs resolved, she kissed me again. The most tender kisses of my life.
She leaned over me and whispered in my ear, "I gave you my maidenhead. You're the only man who has ever entered me, who's ever cum in me. I hope you're the only man who ever will." Then she lifted off of me in one impressively quick motion and all of the sudden I was staring at her swollen pussy. "Clean me," came the breathy command. She waited for me to start licking before she lowered herself to sit on my face. As my tongue lapped away obediently, she raised herself up to capture my gaze, silently dominating me with her eyes. With the taste of our combined juices hot and thick in my mouth and the image of her beauty above me, I had never felt as fully hers.
When she was satisfied, still carrying the lion's share of my cum inside her, she scooted back and kissed me again. She seemed to want a taste herself. Finally, she pulled back to look at me.
"Untie me?" I ventured.
She smiled. "One sec."
She hopped off of me and moved off somewhere above my head. In my post-orgasmic daze, I wasn't yet interested in my surroundings. She reappeared with a bundle in her hand, which she brought to my groin.
"Uggghhhh," I shouted and arched my back with shock as I felt the cold against my genitals. I shot daggers out of my eyes at her as she smiled back devilishly. "I was already going soft."
"Nah," she dismissed me, "this boy was still too big. Such a big cock you have."
Moments later, she pulled the ice pack off and locked me back up before untying the restraints. She crawled back on top of me and I took her in my arms gingerly, my arms sore and stiff from being held out so long. I cradled her head against my breast.
I thought to say something, like 'so this is a dungeon?' but nothing seemed worth breaking the silence for. My back was a little stiff, so I shifted her onto her side and maneuvered us into a spooning position. Her soft ass cheeks felt good against my body, though I wished I was uncaged. Then again, I probably would have fucked her again right there if I had been. I buried my nose in the softness of her hair, took a deep breath, and promptly fell asleep.



        Marrying into Femdom Culture Ch. 07

        Correcting the balance and taking him deeper.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/marrying-into-femdom-culture-ch-07

Title: Marrying into Femdom Culture Ch. 07

Author: AssLover88

Category: BDSM

Description: Correcting the balance and taking him deeper.

Tags: femdom, strap-on, female dominant, anal, male submissive, pegging, spanking, chastity, bdsm

Series: Marrying into Femdom Culture


The next morning, I woke up in her bed. I vaguely remembered us stumbling back up the stairs to fall back asleep together. She was already awake, staring at me like she had been watching me sleep. My bare skin felt great on her sheets, still well moisturized from the extensive oiling she'd given me.
"Hey," I said dumbly.
"My panties are all cummy," she confessed with a smile on her face.
"You're weird," I said with a grin.
"What, it's a new experience for me. So much for trying to be completely open with you," she teased me. "Hey I have a surprise for you."
My face darkened a bit. Surprises had not been great this trip.
"It's not bad!" she chided me, "One of my best girlfriend's collaring ceremony is tomorrow night. I actually kind of timed our visit to overlap with it."
"She's taking a man's collar?"
"Oh, no, she's collaring her submissive. You can talk to him and ask him questions. I thought it would be good for you to see other reasonable people taking this step. They had their initial collaring six months ago. Now is the ceremony where it becomes permanent and friends and family come to celebrate."
"Wow. So if we do it, we'd have a ceremony like that six months from now? Would my parents come?"
"You can invite whoever you want, but yes, I would like it if your parents were there. I thought we'd have a separate traditional wedding ceremony in the States with our friends and family afterwards."
Of course she had thought about these details. Maybe this was actually going to happen. She continued, "The U.S. is no place to learn how wear a collar. After you take my collar next week, we'll return to the U.S. to settle our affairs and then return to live in Algoria for at least a year."
"What?! I can't move to Algoria. What about my job? What about your job?!"
"We can work remote. I already spoke to your boss."
"You already spoke to my boss?!" How long had she been planning this? "Did you tell him that I'll be too busy taking your cock up my ass to come to work?"
"I told him..." Viktoria replied lowering her voice as a warning to calm the fuck down, " that I expect to be engaged when we return from this trip and I want to understand your career options as we start to plan our family. He was very accommodating. You have nothing to worry about."
"I can't believe you already talked to my boss..." I trailed off, wondering if I will ever stop being shocked my this woman. Her hand grasped my chin and turned me into her gaze.
"Of course I talked to him. Your happiness is the most important thing to me. I know your career is important to you. Trust me."
When she saw I had nothing further to say, she closed the discussion with a kiss. We made out for a while before getting up.
********************************************
It was like that all day. Spontaneous make out sessions cropping up here and there. We were like horny teenagers. I wondered whether we'd do it again that night.
When she got out of the shower in the afternoon, she told me, "Give yourself an enema before you shower. I can't wait to get back in that ass tonight," before sweetly kissing my cheek and bouncing off to get dressed. I felt sexy and desired as I filled the enema bag. I wondered if part of her desire to 'get back in my ass' was to reassert herself after letting me cum inside her last night.
Viktoria made me an amazing meal that night. We were celebrating an unspoken holiday. We were celebrating that we'd both given in, trusted each other, been fucked in a never-before-experienced way, and not been betrayed by the other. The experience had left us more intimate than ever. We spoke our minds freely and I felt closer to her than I ever thought was possible with another human being. At the time, it seemed like the hardest parts were over and everything would be easy going forward.
We both got a little drunk on Algorian wine. Was it all laced with aphrodisiacs or was Vik just this sexy? I was sucking a particularly exquisite vintage off of her tongue, when she pulled back and grabbed my hand.
"I can't wait anymore. C'mon," she said with happy lust in her eyes. She tugged on my hand and pulled me towards the basement stairs. My butthole gave my plug a squeeze as if to remind and warn me what was waiting for me down there. But Vik's desire and excitement was infectious. She wanted me badly. I could feel her lust and I found myself surprisingly eager for her to butt fuck me again as we hurried down the stairs.
She whisked us inside and closed the big door behind us, slamming the bolt home before pushing me back against the solid wood and shoving her tongue back inside my mouth. She jumped on me and I caught her by her ass as she ground her horny body against me while pulling my lips into her neck. She trusted me with all her weight, leaning back away from me to pull her shirt off over her head. She tossed the garment off somewhere behind her and flicked a hand back to unclasp her bra. I barely had time to burn the image of her perfect tits into my retinas before she shoved her cleavage into my face. My tongue was wild, motor-boating her before she pulled back hard on my hair and used her grip to guide my mouth to an engorged nipple.
"Ummmm, yes, fuck, suck on me baby!"
She crushed me with her breast, trying to stuff as much inside as possible. I laved her areola in every direction, flicking my tongue across her nipple before biting her gently.
Her grip in my hair pulled me to her other breast. "Yes, yes, just like that, mmmm, such a fucking, good boy."
As I nursed on her aroused titty, I felt blood trying to enter my dick, but there was just no room to even start an erection in the cage, so I ended up with just a general pressure down there that seemed concentrated on the engorgement behind my balls. I could feel my taint stretch tightly over a swollen prostate as my asshole clenched on the butt plug in anticipation.
"Down, down!" she pushed back on my shoulders, "I need your mouth on my pussy."
I set her down, and she tugged my shirt off as I fell to my knees. She pulled her skirt off but kept her high heels. The gusset of her panties was visibly wet. I lunged for her at the same time she stepped towards me and grabbed me by the hair. She laughed as she humped her panty-clad mound against my chin with my hands kneading her buttocks to help support her. The hand that wasn't in my hair grabbed the front panel of her underwear and pulled it to the side. My tongue was electric, lapping at her wet clit, trying to get lower to taste her cream directly. She stepped further forward, making me bend back over my heels, pinning me against the door. She humped my face greedily.
Viktoria stepped back, panting with need, and accused me, "You naughty boy! Trying to make me come early?!" Her voice was angry but her face was smiling.
My face was red and wet from vulvar abuse. In the glow of the buzz I still had from the wine and the ridiculousness of her accusation, I just blinked at her.
She looked slightly disappointed at not getting a confession out of me, but quickly moved on. "Get you pants off and crawl behind me."
I followed her across the room to a leather bench raised just slightly off the ground. Vik motioned to the bench, looked at me, and raised an eyebrow. I hurried to bend myself over the bench to comply with her unspoken command.
I watched her strip off her sticky panties and strap on a dildo I hadn't seen before. She moaned a little as she seated the internal piece in her hot tunnel before adjusting the straps so that she could precisely control her cock with her hips. Retrieving a tub of a thick substance that looked like vaseline, she slathered her dick with lube, stroking her length like she was jerking off.
Upon noticing the anxious look on my face, she grinned, "Yes, it's bigger than that skinny little dick I took your virginity with. This one will be even better!"
I swallowed my saliva but kept silent. Noticing a pair of restraints hanging off the front of the bench just above my head, I raised my wrists in offering.
"Awww, that's sweet baby. But no restraints tonight. I know you want this and I want to see you actively participate in your butt fucking. Now press your cheek into the leather, arch your back, and lift that big, submissive ass up, offer it to me!"
In a single movement, my panties were jerked down off my cheeks. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, preparing for a finger as she gently spread my buttocks. Instead I felt a wet tongue on my taint.
"Nooo!" I instinctively thrust my hips forward, clenching my buttocks closed. She had licked me there the other night before she sodomized me the first time, but I just wasn't deep enough in subspace yet to be okay with the love of my life putting her mouth on my anus.
That pissed Vik right off.
*Thwack* *Thwack* *Thwack* Three slaps to my tush delivered expertly. No one likes to be rejected.
"How dare you say that to me!" Vik seethed, spanking me again. "What the hell are you thinking?" She sounded genuinely perplexed. "Little advice for you. When a woman wearing a bigger strap-on than you've ever taken offers to loosen you up gently with her tongue, you bend the fuck over!"
"Sorry Vik, you just kinda surprised me. I'm not used to that."
Her lust seemed to be quickly overcoming her anger. "Reach back and spread yourself for me."
I reluctantly completed the humiliating task of baring my sphincter to her.
"Oh Lee, Lee...Lee, Lee, Lee, you need all the help you can get. You need to let me open up this hole, or God knows how you're going to survive the fucking I plan to give you... Fuck I'm horny."
Her hands grasped me where my thighs met my buttocks, beneath my own spreading hands. I gasped again when her tongue wetted my rim.
"Mmmm. I'm going to pound this ass tonight, baby. I admit, I'm a little drunk and a lot horny. I may not be able to perfectly control myself when I'm balls deep inside you. So the only responsible thing to do -- as a safety measure -- is to get this ass pussy sopping wet and loose before we fuck."
Vik's little speeches were usually so eloquent. This was clearly substandard work from her. But it must have met her internal standards because she stopped talking and started snogging my butthole. Her tongue swirled around my rim, intermittently testing the center of my crater for weakness. Her lips sucked and smacked on my rim as she ate me out, making lewd wet noises and moaning happily as she went. She was an uninhibited pervert taking what she wanted.
It was all too much for me. The burn in my freshly-spanked cheeks reminded me subconsciously not to say no or let go of the flesh I was holding apart for her, but I whimpered when her tongue penetrated me. I let my hips fall forward slightly, and her tongue slipped out.
Vik snickered and took my balls into her hand. A quick jerk backwards elicited a yelp from my throat and my hips arched backward reflexively to ease the pressure. Satisfied, she nuzzled back into my crack and put her mouth on me. Her tongue thrust back into my anus. I whined in humiliation, making non-sensical noises, free-falling in subspace. The delicate muscular ring of my asshole hugged tightly to her tongue. I could feel it gripping her, never wanting to let go. I was vaguely aware of my waist gyrating in almost imperceptible circles, trying to coax more of her inside. My body was a whore. It had chosen her. To hell with anything else.
When she at last pulled back and slipped from me, I groaned, and there was no mistaking the need and lament in the sound. My lust was matched only by my shame. I couldn't look back at her. I kept my eyes squeezed shut, there on my knees, still spreading my buttocks with my hands.
"Don't worry sweetheart, I'll fill you again soon." Her voice was taunting. She knew. She knew I was a slut.
"You can stop spreading your ass like a tramp. Put those hands right under your shoulders like a good little bitch doggie. Grip the sides of the bench."
I did as she said, staring a hole in the leather in front of my face.
"Look at me, Lee."
Anguish dominated my countenance, but I reluctantly managed to raise my head and look back over my shoulder at her. She had one hand fisting her cock and the other balanced on my ass, a serious look on her face.
"Those hands don't leave the bench unless I say so. Do you understand me, boy?"
I tried to get away with a nod. *Thwack* *Thwack* Her hand like lightning rocked my butt cheeks.
"DO YOU UNDERSTAND?"
"Yes Vik, yes I understand."
She seemed to be absently running her finger over my asshole while deciding whether to accept my reply. "Let's stick with 'Mistress' for the rest of the night." She punctuated her sentence by popping her thumb deep into my rectum.
"Yes Mistress, I understand." She'd never been so domineering with me. I wondered it she was compensating for taking my cock last night or if this was really her and she finally felt free to let me see it.
The thumb backed out, but not all the way, hooking my rim while her other fingers dug into the fat of my ass cheek. I felt the cool, wet head of her cock press against my hole. My breathing accelerated. My mind wasn't sure what I should be doing, but my body wanted to get fucked. The pressure knocking on my backdoor rose. My consciousness felt anxious. 'What's going to happen?' it thought, as if there was any question. My body never faltered. It arched my back, lifted my hips, pushed out on my sphincter, and ground back on her dick. Her fat cock head slipped inside.
"Yes Lee, you love bending over for me. Let me in baby. Relax that tight hole and take it deep." She stuffed more rubber cock flesh up my chute, not too fast, but never stopping completely.
I whimpered with a combination of pain and lust.
"Does it hurt, baby? Oooh I bet it does. I bet that tight, wet, pink hole aches around my fat cock, yeah sweetheart?" she snarled at me.
She never talked like this, nasty, disrespectful. It made me hate myself and want her more at the same time. When she bottomed out, I felt the cold of one of the metal fastenings on her harness push into the soft warmth of my butt. It contrasted with the fiery burn in my ass. I felt stuffed. There was pain there, and my body was reaching its limit, but it didn't want to stop. Her body bent forward over mine to whisper in my ear.
"Do you feel that, darling? I'm buried deep inside you. This is how we're meant to be. This is what I think of when I think of us. And you love it...bitch..." she whispered like a snake before sticking her tongue in my ear. I cried out in protest and wrenched my ear away. She humped me, thrusting deeper and bringing my focus back to my hole.
"Or at least you will when I'm done training you," she yelled as she began to fuck me, sliding her dick in and out.
"Ooooh. Uhhh. Uhhh. Uhhh." I struggled to control my breathing. 'Don't clench' I told myself, 'Let her have it.' I pursed my lips and emptied my lungs to keep from moaning like a whore. She watched me closely, reading the difference between pain and need. She slowed with her cock buried half-way inside and I felt her re-apply lube before she resumed fucking me.
When she sensed the friction lessen, she lengthened her strokes and started pounding me. I grunted and wailed openly now with each thrust.
"Don't worry baby! I'll train you as long as it takes. I'm never gonna stop fucking your ass."
My anus seemed to have given up now. I felt her cock sliding in and out easily with the power of her thrusts, and it was starting to feel good. I held the bench tightly as she humped me, tilting my hips experimentally to find greater pleasure.
When she spoke again, she was breathless with desire and exertion from the work her hips were doing. Her words escaped between the slapping sound of her hips against my ass. "I'm *gasp* ruining you, Lee. *Mmmm* You're becoming a *urhhh* a fucking butt slut. An anal addict. Look at you *inhale* throwing your hips back, *gasp* humping me like a whore. Soon you'll need my *mrmm* fat cock reaming you to come."
I worried it was true. I was pushing back on her. I could feel the beginnings of an orgasm deep inside me, but I couldn't seem to make it rise. It just simmered back there, torturing me.
"Mistress! Mistress please! Take my cage off! I need to cum!"
Her thrusting stopped. As I was about to look back at her, she crashed into me, burying herself balls deep and knocking me forward. I kept my grip but my face hit the bench. I felt her hot breath on my neck before a voice I almost didn't recognize growled in my ear. "If you ask me to take your cage off again tonight, I swear I'll give you a whipping instead of an orgasm. You'll cum if I want you to come!"
Her hips started moving then, pounding me into the bench like a nail into a board. It made me so horny, like a bitch in heat. I whimpered in frustration, but my orgasm would come no closer. Vik's on the other hand...
"Yes, yes, yes, take it, take it in in that slutty, fucking, ass, eeeeee!"
Her hands felt like talons on my hips. She hilted herself as she came.
I yipped with loss when she pulled out. She kept my ass spread with her hands, staring at my gape. I heard her spit and felt it hit my crack. I couldn't tell if it dripped inside.
Viktoria released me and walked over to rest on a bench against the wall. She rested her head back against the wall with her legs spread lewdly, her big plastic cock hanging between them.
"You look angry, Lee. I'm not sure I should let you cum," Viktoria stated with amusement, inviting me to beg.
I was pissed that she had denied me while taking her pleasure. But I really, really wanted to cum.
I kept my hands clasped to the bench as ordered and lowered my head in supplication. "Please Mistress. Please let me cum."
I looked up at her to judge the effect of my words. She smiled at me, and I felt my face involuntarily scowl. How dare she enjoy my torment.
"You can let go off the bench, boy. Come over here and straddle me."
I stepped closer to her, feeling intimidated by her cock with my own trapped in the little cage. Placing my hands against the wall behind her for balance, I put my weight on my sore knees and let my ass fall gently into her lap.
"Arms around my neck," she commanded. I let go of the wall, relying on her now for balance. We stared at each other as she ran her hands over my back and sides.
"My beautiful, submissive boy..."
Her hand slid down to my butt. As she tugged my cheek to the side, my body instinctively humped, trying to fuck a cock that wasn't there. She chuckled and gave me a light spank.
"Pleeasseee..." I begged with my eyes closed.
Her voice was soft now, almost kind. "Reach back, darling. Bring my tip just to your entrance, but no further."
I pressed her toy between my cheeks, my anus kissing the head. I opened my eyes, asking permission wordlessly. She tilted her head, studying me. The silence drew out. I opened my mouth to speak when she said softly, "go ahead."
I held her cock steady and relaxed my legs, letting gravity impale me. The head spread my ring and slid inside my rectum.
"Oooohh," I cried. Even though I'd just had this fuck stick inside me, I'd already tightened up a little. Her iron grip was instantly on my hips, halting the penetration.
"Are you okay? How do you feel?"
"It burns a little. It's so big."
She smiled at me. "It's not small." She seemed to consider. "Raise back up, let it fall back out."
She produced a little bottle of lube from a pocket on her harness.
"Give me your hand." She filled it with gel. "Lube me up and try again."
I slid the wetness along her length before spreading the last of it on my asshole. I was so stretched that my finger slid in accidentally. It felt warm and soft like a pussy. I swallowed my saliva at the perverse sensation.



"Mmmmm," I moaned as my ass slid over her more easily this time. I bit my lip as several inches entered me before I stopped.
"Eyes open, Lee. Look at me. Show me your rhythm. Show me you want me."
With that encouragement, I started to fuck myself on her strap-on. Mostly raising and lowering myself, but sometimes adding some swivel to my hips when I bottomed out to change the angle. Vik was watching me closely, studying me. Her hands lightly glided along my sides and over my buttocks. I found it particularly humiliating and at the same time arousing to maintain her eye contact, laying bare my desperate need. Her cheeks were also flushed with arousal. She bit her lip as she watched me debase myself. I felt the pride of sluts.
"Mmm, so this is how you like it, huh Lee? Nice slow, deep thrusts. What a romantic you are, making love to me with your ass pussy."
She slapped my ass hard and without a thought I sped up a bit. I leaned forward a little more, holding her shoulders for balance, and started bouncing my ass in her lap. Fast for four or five thrusts before taking a few languid strokes to recover. I wanted to come so bad, and her cock felt great smacking my prostate, but I just couldn't seem to get there. My quads were now burning much more intensely than my butthole. They shook a little at the apex of my stroke when I could feel the head of her dick pulling against the inner ring of my stretched out fuck hole.
I groaned in frustration and reluctantly gave my legs a break, relaxing completely and letting my weight settle completely on her legs with her cock all the way inside. My forehead rested against hers as I caught my breath. "Pleeeeese..." I whispered in a whimper.
She thumbed my nipple before pinching it cruelly, making me cry out. She slapped my ass again and I resumed riding her. But soon I collapsed back on her and she knew I was done. I was on the verge of tears. I had never needed an orgasm so badly.
"Stand up, Lee," she murmured. I managed to raise myself off of her on unsteady legs. She took me by the hand and walked me to a different part of the basement with her dick swinging back and forth. My body felt exhausted from the extended tension of being so close to orgasm. My gait was subconsciously bow-legged due to the dull ache in my bottom.
I was hoping she was leading us to a nice soft mattress where she would take off my cage and let me cum at last. Shockingly, that is not what happened.
We stopped before a set of ropes hanging from the ceiling. She started adjusting the rigging like a veteran sailor. In response to my quizzical brow, Viktoria grinned. "Never seen a sex swing before?"
I had not.
Moments later, I was trussed up on my back. My butt was held up by a wide strip of cloth, which she had adjusted to her dick-height. Another band of cloth supported me around my shoulder blades at bra-strap height. My legs were spread apart by the ropes. Nothing supported my arms or head so I had to hold onto the ropes and crane my head forward to see what she was about to do to me. She plugged a hitachi magic wand vibe into an extension cord hanging from the ceiling and set it on a stand.
"Just try to relax, baby," she smiled, obviously enjoying my anxiety at having my ass in a sling. With one hand on my hip, she pushed the head of her cock back into my butthole. Satisfied that her cock was firmly seated in my tunnel, she brought her other hand up to encircle my caged sex, like the pommel of a saddle. "Don't worry about cumming. Don't worry about what kinds of sounds you make. Don't worry about anything. I'm in control, Lee."
And with that she began to fuck me. I felt her shaft fill me. For me, it was like the physical equivalent of her words. She was in control. The fullness in my ass switched on the submission afterburners in my brain.
The next thing I noticed was that her thrusts were slower and deeper than when she took me doggie. 'She learned from the way I was riding her,' I thought and the realization made me moan out loud. She really was a great lover.
Vik fucked me with discipline. In and out, in and out in perfect rhythm. The only sound I could hear was a regular squeaking coming from up near the ceiling. I realized it was the sound of the swing. She wasn't thrusting into me; she was thrusting me onto her. With a gentle pull on my hip, she had my whole body swinging through the air, spreading my anus around the length of her hardness.
She leaned back, bending her knees slightly. "Ho!" I cried out at the fresh pleasure blooming in my prostate. With the new angle, she was now fucking upwards, pounding my front wall. She kept a little smirk as she slid me up and down on her cock. She seemed to be studying my face, which no doubt betrayed my pleasure. For the first time, I felt like I might cum in the cage.
Her thumb slid down from my balls to press into the soft flesh above my asshole, caressing my prostate from the outside. Or was she measuring it? As her firm digit slid over the thin skin covering my swollen gland, I didn't care. When she dug into my taint with the tip of her thumb, I squealed and panted with need. Her smirk blossomed into a wide grin.
"I love you," I told her without even forming the words in my mind first. Vik said nothing, but reached over and grabbed the wand without breaking the rhythm of our swing. She pressed the tip flat against my perineum. It barely fit between my anus and my balls. She winked at me and then switched it on.
"Oh fuck!" The orgasm that my ass had been seeking began to rise up inside me. She switched the vibe back off.
"Beg me!"
"Please Mistress! Fuck, please make me cum, Vik!"
"Cum for me Lee. Cum now. I want you to cum while squeezing my cock with your asshole."
The orgasm up my ass was skyrocketing now, inexorable. "I...I...I'm going to..."
I saw stars as my climax hit, my asshole clamping down hard enough to slow, but not stop, the motion of the swing. It spread across my entire body like wildfire, tensing every muscle. I clung to the ropes with my hands and pulled against the cords holding my legs spread as I came on her cock.
"Ungh, ungh, ungh," I grunted with the contractions of my orgasm.
"I can feel your cunt clenching on my dick, baby!" Vik squealed with delight.
My vision returned to see her watching me with a crazed smile as milky fluid flowed out of my cage onto my stomach.
She was still swinging me onto her cock, but let the amplitude gently dwindle until we became still. Her finger dipped into what remained of the milky puddle on my stomach that was dripping off my sides. She took it in her mouth, like a chef trying to see if a sauce was ready.
"It's always a little sweeter when pressed from the prostate," she reflected aloud. Her finger slid back through the cream she'd harvested before presenting itself to my lips. I didn't even hesitate, accepting her finger in my mouth. To me, the cum tasted just as bitter and salty as it had when she'd first made me taste myself the other night.
I kept sucking on her finger long after it was clean like a nursing infant. I was drifting, and I needed her to ground me. What the fuck was happening? My penis had been locked up, and I'd just been made to cum like a girl with a vibrator under my balls and a thick rubber cock up my ass. I was tasting my own cum. I was wearing panties.
"Vik, are you trying to turn me into a girl? Is that what you want?" I asked fearfully.
She leaned over me, taking my head in her hands, hugging me close, pressing a little more of her length into my depths. My belly spread my cream on hers.
"I want you just the way you are, Lee. You are perfect," she murmured, stroking my hair reassuringly.
I persisted. "But...fucking me like this, calling it my 'cunt', and the vibrator, and the panties, and...it just seems like all this would be easier with a girl."
"Darling, if I wanted a girl, I'm quite capable of seducing one without a dick."
I thought about asking if she knew that from experience but decided not to get distracted. Seeing that I remained uncertain and unsatisfied, she continued, "I love ass fucking, Lee. I think you're developing quite the appreciation for it too." I think I managed to keep my face unexpressive.
"But at the core, I love the domination of it. When you take it up the ass for me, when you submit like that, it's like a drug for me. I'm addicted. All the more, when I take away your cock and force you to cum without it. And sure, fucking with your idea of gender roles is another level of domination, making you wear sexy panties that tell you that your body is a sex object for my pleasure, that makes me wet too. But apart from that, I like the way your ass looks in panties, okay?!"
I felt a little better and gave her a weak smile. "And I didn't hate the feeling of your dick inside me either," she confessed, disclosing an embarrassed blush before kissing me again. I let myself relax, contentedly sucking on her tongue in my mouth, leaning back in the swing, feeling her body between my legs and her cock still stuffed inside me. 'She's crazy,' I thought, 'and I love her.'
***********
The next day I woke up first for once. I found myself surprisingly happy. Despite yesterday's sexual encounter being a million miles away from vanilla, it had resulted in a hall-of-fame orgasm. It was emasculating, and I still worried that Viktoria would lose respect for me for cumming like that, but she had made me feel loved afterwards.
Viktoria was still a mystery to me. It scared and excited me that I couldn't predict her. But I felt sure that she loved me.
I rolled towards her and took her hand in mine. Her eyes opened at the touch and she looked at me.
"Darling, yesterday was amazing." I praised her.
She smiled at me with real joy. "Are you surprised how well I can pleasure you? Even without your joystick?"
"I am. I am." I brought her hand to my lips and kissed her knuckles. "It was pretty kinky, but I still had a good time." I paused before going further, but this felt right. "I...I can imagine this working." She looked at me apprehensively, not wanting to jump to conclusions. "I'm saying I think I'm going to do it. I'll take your collar."
Viktoria's beautiful face glowed with a smile that contained love and relief and victory, as her eyes filled with tears of joy. I smiled back. "I mean, last night was so extreme, but now that I've been through it myself and you know, experienced basically the full spectrum of this domination/submission stuff, I know I can handle it."
Suddenly, her cheerful visage disappeared and a deep frown settled across her features. It seemed like she was disappointed, not in me necessarily, but like she'd just received some bad news, like the look you make when your ice cream scoop falls off the cone onto the floor.
She looked away. I could see her mind going back and forth in internal debate, re-calculating some equation. She seemed distraught. "What?! What'd I say?"
Vik looked at me hesitantly like she didn't know quite what to say, a rare occurrence for her. "I...I need to think..." She got up and quickly started getting dressed. I asked again what the matter was, but her face remained grim. She was all business as she laced up her shoes, like an owner who'd just been told that the workers were striking and the factory was on fire.
"Help yourself to some food in the kitchen. I'll be back." And with that she left the room. I heard the front door slam behind her.
This was not the jubilation I had been expecting to elicit with my acceptance of her collar. But she had been happy, I had seen it on her face. She had been ecstatic. No, it was when I had called last night 'extreme' that her mirth spoiled. Could I have offended her? It didn't seem likely. Vik had a pretty thick skin that way. I pondered and pondered and hoped I hadn't ruined a perfect thing.
It was hours later when she returned. She looked less despondent but still unsmiling.
"Where did you go?" I asked her.
"Come. Let's talk in the living room."
She sat me down, formally, like she was about to tell me I had cancer. She cleared her throat and gave me a forced smile.
Finally, she began, "Lee, it made me very happy to hear that you're open to my collar. You don't know how happy. But..." She looked right at me and when she spoke again there was clear annoyance mixed with the distress in her voice. "I was...surprised to hear that you think you've experienced the full spectrum of submission? I have gone very easy on you so far...I thought you knew that."
"Gone easy!? You sodomized me with an eight inch rubber dong!" I said it with humor in my voice, but Viktoria's frown remained unfazed.
"Listen Lee. I know that our sex has been...what most in your country would call 'kinky,'...but it has been sex focused on pleasure. Your pleasure and my pleasure. You haven't experienced punishment. I've barely given you a taste of real discipline. Or denial."
She seemed to be talking to herself as much as to me, shaking her head in disappointment.
"You've been in chastity for me for a few days, it's true. I've held your key and you haven't asked to be released, much. But I've made you cum everyday. There may be times in the future where you don't cum for weeks, when you beg for release but I deny you."
This was news to me. I blinked several times like I had something in my eye, struggling to control my facial expression. "You, you would really do that?"
"If I thought that's what you needed, then yes of course, without hesitation. There may also be times when you're not in the mood, when you want to sulk and test my control, when you feel like you're too sore or exhausted. During those times, I may force you to cum against your will. That can be very difficult, to have an orgasm ripped from your body involuntarily." Vik paused a moment to allow me to imagine. "But that is submission."
Her head moved back and forth slightly like she was in a heated internal debate. Finally she closed her eyes and blew out a slow breath. "When you said that earlier, that you knew you could handle the collar now that you've experienced the full spectrum...part of me, a big part, wanted to stay silent. To decide 'Of course, you can't understand everything now at the beginning of our relationship as dominant and submissive. Best let you find out little by little after you've been collared.'
She sounded aggrieved, like she was pissed that she hadn't chosen that option. "But I couldn't do it." She hung her head. When she spoke again, her voice was low and slow, strained like gravel. "I can't collar you with you thinking that the most difficult part of being collared is having kinky sex. It would be...a betrayal of your trust."
My throat felt dry as I nervously swallowed my saliva, trying not to let my mind go wild thinking about what the most difficult part actually was. Then something happened that I never thought I'd see. Vik started to cry.
Even the way she cried was attractive to me. This wasn't a weeping little girl. This was how a proud woman cries. Her tears fell silently down her cheeks. Her breathing hitched but never broke down into full-throated sobs. She kept her eyes open and focused on some imaginary point on the horizon, acknowledging her sadness without fleeing from it.
A powerful, gorgeous woman like her should never be made to cry like this. It made me sad. I had let her down.
"Don't...don't cry, Vik. It'll be ok."
I felt scared, shocked really that I had been so naive about things. But I was anxious to fix the situation. I woke up this morning certain that I loved her, that I could love submitting to her, and those good feelings would not be so easily dampened. Added to that, I couldn't just sit there and let my lady cry herself a river. It felt like I physically couldn't. I had to do something.
"Maybe I've lived outside Algoria too long. I've gotten soft. A harder dominant would've kept her mouth shut and shouldered the responsibility of not correcting your idea of submission before you take the collar herself. But I can't, not with you. I didn't know that about myself until this morning. You have to know beforehand. I...I have to show you..." she slowly lifted her gaze from the floor up to meet my eyes. She look scared.
I took a gulp of air. "Listen Vik, it's true that last night pushed my limits, but if it turns out that you need to do more extreme stuff, then, then I'll handle it." She looked at me doubtfully. "C'mon. I've endured everything so far! And I never thought I'd come this far!" Vik cupped my cheek with her palm and searched my face for something.
"I'm scared, Lee baby. I didn't plan on going so far with you this trip, before collaring you I mean. But now I have to. And I'm scared it will be too much for you, too fast. I'm scared you'll leave me."
"I'm telling you I love you and whatever you throw at me, I'm not going away." This was supposed to be a romantic climax in the movie of our lives. The music should be coming up now and we should be making out. But Vik just looked grim. "Thank you, baby." She shook her head, "It can't be helped. I have to show you."
She put her shoulders back and lifted her head up. Her eyes shone with new focus. It was clear from her body language that she'd made some decision.
"I'm going to be completely open with you, Lee. I'm going to be completely vulnerable. I'm going to show you how big a bitch I can be on my bitchiest day."
She gave me a weak smile and kissed me on the forehead. With her cheek pressed against mine, she whispered in my ear, "We're so close, baby. I want SO MUCH to collar you. I swear to God I'll make you happy, if you can just get through this, if you can just trust me." She kissed me hard then, a desperate, needy kiss, wetting my face with her tears.
"Here's what we're going to do. I'm going to punish you. And it's going to be severe. We'll pretend that you've done something terrible like...you've intentionally disobeyed me...like I asked you to clean out the garage but instead you went out for beers with your friends...no, worse, you lied to me, maybe a cute girl at work hit on you and when I asked you about it, you denied that it happened and told me there was nothing to worry about."
Both of these imaginary scenarios seemed like minor infractions to me that probably happen all the time in normal relationships. It's not like I'd hypothetically fucked the cute girl at work or like I'd hypothetically done heroin and crashed the car into the garage instead of cleaning it. But I held my tongue and let her continue.
"I've got it!" she exclaimed, "we're going to pretend that I caught you masterbating and cumming without permission. I'll start your punishment now and I think I can finish by tomorrow night. I know it's a little artificial since it's a punishment for a pretend crime, but I need you to know how a dominant like me deals with disobedience."
I nodded hesitantly while staring at her, wondering if one or both of us weren't a little unhinged.
She took my face in both her hands. "Lee, it's pretend because we don't have time to wait for you to disobey on your own. I know you're a good boy. It would take too long. But this punishment will NOT be pretend. My anger will be very real."
Vik seemed to steel herself to continue, spearing me with intense eye contact, "You need to understand that no matter how severe I am with you, I love you more than anything. I'm willing to do anything, even enduring the pain of watching you suffer, even making you hate me temporarily, to keep our relationship healthy and whole." She let that sink in for a minute before rushing to reassure me, "Tomorrow night, as long as you submit and don't do anything that requires additional punishment, I can finish by tomorrow night. I...I really think you can do this."



Her reassurances chilled me to the bone. I was scared a minute ago, but now I was fucking terrified.
"What if...what if it gets to be too much?" I questioned, figuring she would suggest some kind of safe word. She did not.
"WHEN it gets to be too much, give in. Give up. Submit that to me. I've told you Lee, I'm very skilled at this. I won't injure you, not physically at least, and if it feels like your emotions are about to break and you're not sure if I'm still on your side, you need to let that emotion break. Trust in my love completely because you have nothing else to hold onto."
She closed her eyes to center herself before shining her spotlights on me once again. "Ask me to punish you, Lee."
I looked down. My heart rate was jacked. I felt scared, but there was no decision to be made, I knew what I had to do. I had never been so scared in my life, kneeling naked and caged in the bed of the woman I loved.
"Please, please punish me Vik." I whispered.
Her face didn't change except for the eyes. For an instant, they swelled with mirth at my submission. But then the warmth drained out of them. I felt the temperature in the room drop as her eyes became cold as ice.
In a tense, quiet voice, strained with indignation, she spat, "How could you do this, you disobedient, ungrateful fuck! How could you betray my trust!?!"
*************
Four hours later, I was kneeling between her legs with tears in my eyes, wondering how much more of this I could take.
A sharp tug on my hair broke my thoughts as my face was pulled back into her sopping wet cunt.
My buttocks glowed red as they spread around the dildo stuck up my ass. The spanking had been brutal. I suppose I can't really leave that part out of my story...
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My buttocks glowed red as they spread around the dildo stuck up my ass. The spanking had been brutal. I suppose I can't really leave that part out of my story...
***********
The fury in her voice shocked me since we were just pretending. Even though it was in payment for a fictional infraction, Vik never broke character. To her, it seemed my crime was real. She took me over her knee, produced a wooden paddle from under her bed, and brought it down hard on my upturned ass. In response to the indignant look I shot her, she spat back with rage, "You're not sorry. I can see that. But you will be." I had just enough time to think 'how could I be sorry for an imagined betrayal' when the next blow fell.
When my butt was sufficiently pinked for her, she stuffed a dildo into my butthole. Bent over her knee, my face still wet with tears, she patiently worked that rubber cock in and out of my anus until I surprised myself by becoming aroused, arching my back and pushing up into her thrusts. What kind of deviant was she turning me into?Then she stopped abruptly, saying "that's enough for now," before marching me down to the basement.
Tied down to a bench on my back, she asked me if I was sorry. I said I was, but apparently still not to her satisfaction. "You don't deserve to taste my perfect pussy yet," Vik declared as she strapped a double-ended dildo to my head and mounted me.
With four inches of plastic dick in my mouth, I got a close-up of her glistening sex as she slid herself down the toy. It was alarming how wet she was. I felt a tinge of anger that she was enjoying my punishment so much. But then I felt like a hypocrite when she pulled my cage off and my cock immediately filled with blood and pointed up at her lewdly. I could be angry and still be turned on by it, right? Maybe the same thing was happening to her?
"So this is what was so important?!" she mocked, flicking my erection with a finger, "This is what you disobeyed me for, you just had to play with it?" From Vik's ranting I gathered that in this fantasy I had apparently tried to break out of the cock cage to masterbate and then in desperation I had resorted to riding a sex toy in my bum while holding a vibrator behind my balls to take my stolen orgasm. This seemed far fetched to me, but I didn't really want to consider what I might do if denied an orgasm for a prolonged period, especially if there was teasing and edging involved.
"Don't worry, slut. No one develops perfect discipline overnight. You just need training. I'll help you refocus on what's important."
With that, she popped open this big plastic container and slid it over my erection. It was filled with cold goop, maybe the consistency of pudding. My erection instantly started wilting. A little strap around my waist kept the thing from falling off my penis.
I wondered what this new torture would entail, but it was hard to focus. I was mesmerized by a perfect view of her asshole clenching and unclenching as she rode herself to orgasm on my face dildo while she faced my encased sex.
After maybe fifteen minutes and a second orgasm for her, she dismounted and removed the plastic goop container from my crotch. She carefully removed all traces of it with a warm, damp cloth. My dick felt weird. Not numb exactly. But much less sensitive than usual. And it lay against my belly, completely limp despite her manipulating it as she cleaned me.
When she was done, she could see the urgent curiosity in my eyes, the questions I was unable to voice with my mouth full of plastic cock. She smiled and kissed my forehead. "I'll explain in a moment, baby. First let's get you repositioned."
Quickly I was untied from the bench and bound again to a St. Andrew's cross, standing facing away from her with my wrists and ankles bound to the points of the X. The dildo, still wet with her pussy juice, bobbed ridiculously from my lips, but she made no move to remove it. She placed a step behind me to fix our height difference when she stepped on it and pressed her erect nipples into my back. She stroked my cock gently a few times before letting it drop back between my legs. Her touch felt good, but it was more than a little alarming that my dick didn't even twitch with any sign of an erection. I felt the stiff rubber of a strap-on rub against my butt cheeks as she pulled my hair back with one hand and whispered in my ear.
"A special product unavailable outside of Algoria. Keeps naughty boys limp and unable to cum without EXTENSIVE anal stimulation..." she informed me with satisfaction and amusement in her voice. Vik paused to observe the emotions playing across my eyes. Shock, worry, rage, back to worry again. The fucking bitch. How dare she? How long would this last? I felt violated, like she'd fucked a part of me that was even more vulnerable than my puckered asshole. I yelled something like 'what the fuck?!' but it was indecipherable with the dildo still gagging my mouth.
No more information was forthcoming from her as she quickly greased my hole and her cock and entered me from behind. She started fucking me lazily. Long, slow thrusts up my back door, my limp cock swaying forgotten between my legs as she filled me repeatedly. Somehow this was even more emasculating than being sodomized with my cock caged. How could she not discuss this with me first? I knew this was a punishment, but it seemed so cruel. And she kept me tied and gagged when she told me, though I don't know what I would have done or said if these had been removed.
As my sphincter became loose and accepting of her thrusts, the ass fucking started to feel good. Vik seemed to learn something about my body every time we fucked. She kept her strokes slow and adjusted her angle to press more directly against the cum button in my rear.
I felt real horror as I felt an orgasm starting to build inside my fuck hole. I'd be damned if I let her make me cum like this. But my body was on her side. It betrayed me as it subtly arched my back when she pulled back until her cock head threatened to exit my tunnel and pushed my hips back at the end of a thrust. My mind actively ran to identify and stop these disclosures, but they seemed to leak past my defenses and become more and more obvious as she fucked me.
My ass was getting spanked. She would slap me with one hand or the other as she sodomized me, and sometimes her thrusts would become forceful enough to make a slapping sound as her pelvis smacked into my buttocks. My butt cheeks felt hot from the abuse.
Suddenly, right when I was getting close to orgasm, she pulled out completely. She knelt down behind me and spread my cheeks with both hands. My cheeks flushed with shame as I knew she was watching my slutty, gaping ass pussy, clenching on air, desperately searching for her cock. Her hand gripped my dick at the base and wiggled it back and forth like a garden hose. I was horny as hell, but my flaccid cock showed no signs of it.
She stood back up and laughed aloud when my back arched and my ass thrust back at her. I looked over my shoulder at her with real hate. She met my gaze with an expression that seemed pleased with the feelings she'd managed to incite in me.
"Good boy, Lee. We're making real progress here. I see you struggling with different emotions: fear, anger, rebellion, lust. But I don't see the right one yet."
Vik slowly stepped over to the coiled whip hanging on the wall, making sure I could see her take it down. She ran the tightly wrapped leather across my soft buttocks and softly said, "I'll help you find it. I'll help you find your submission." As a chill ran down my spine, I realized I'd never been truly afraid during any of our previous bondage games. I hadn't felt emotions this unfiltered since childhood. Maybe I should...
*Crack!*
The first stroke across my back erased all thought from my mind. Just white out. I was dimly aware of her moving behind me, picking her next target when her whip fell again.
*Crack!*
She moved slowly and patiently, decorating my pale skin with red lines from the tops of my thighs to the tops of my shoulders. She listed to the noises produced by my gagged throat. Slowing down when my breathing became too rapid. Speeding up as my cries changed from shocked and angry to whimpering submission.
A firm tug on my hair made me open my eyes again. She searched my bloodshot, teary eyes. I looked back at her, raw and bare, not trying to modify in any way whatever emotions might be leaking out.
She unfastened the strap around my head and pulled the dildo out of my mouth. My jaw felt sore, and my throat was raw from screaming. My eyes were unfocused, thinking of nothing besides being happy to have an unfilled mouth again.
She grasped my cheeks in one hand and made me look at her. Her face was severe and searching. "Do you have anything to say, Lee?"
"I'm sorry, Mistress. God, I'm so sorry!" Fresh tears came to my eyes. I was not acting. I was truly repentant, not even remembering in the moment that my crime was fictional. I just wanted her forgiveness and approval more than anything.
"It's alright, darling." Her voice was gravelly, laden with feeling. She cradled my chin in her hand and rested her forehead against mine. When she moved back behind me, I lifted my ass in offering for her. Not because I wanted to get fucked right then, but just because I wanted to please her. When her strap-on cock slid back inside my rectum, it felt like acceptance.
After just a few strokes, she pulled out and untied me, telling me to get on the floor on my hands and knees. She squatted behind me, keeping her feet as she pushed back inside me like a dog. "Fuck yourself, baby. Fuck that ass for me." And I did. I pushed back on her and gave her dick a good fucking. Before I got close to orgasm, she pulled out and walked around in front of me. Her bare feet and painted toes were just inches from my face. I didn't dare look up.
"Kiss my feet, Lee." As I laid kisses on her toes, she praised me, "good boy. That's my good boy. You're doing very well, sweetheart, you've made me proud. We should be done with your punishment by tomorrow night. Now go upstairs and cook me some breakfast. I want to eat something before we leave for my friend's collaring ceremony tonight. No clothing or food for you. Go now."
I started crawling towards the door. She smiled. "You can walk."
I knew it wasn't right, but I actually felt gratitude at being allowed to walk on two legs. I hurried back upstairs to complete my assigned task. It felt surreal walking through a still foreign home, butt naked. I felt wet between my cheeks from the lube and between my thighs from the precum that had leaked out of my limp penis while she'd fucked me. It didn't help when I caught sight of myself in the hallway mirror. My bottom was uniformly red, worse than any sunburn I'd ever had. Maybe a dozen lines inked in a deeper red criss-crossed my backside on top, though I was surprised that none of them had broken the skin. Was that me? Was this really happening? Would things get any more intense than this?
Vik came into the kitchen while I was finishing the cooking. She was fully dressed, which made my nakedness seem suddenly more humbling. She sat herself down at the dining table, after moving the chair next to her away from the table up against the wall. I wondered if that chair was meant for me, like I wasn't worthy of sitting at the table with her.
When I served her a plate, she smiled up at me as sweet and loving as she'd ever been. "It smells wonderful, Lee. Good boy!" I smiled, half smirking in sarcasm I told myself, but half truly basking in her praise. My smile faded as I thought about it a bit more and wondered if it didn't mean I was weak for smiling so soon after being whipped.
I was hungry, but she had said no food for me, so I was about to sit at the isolated chair she'd moved against the wall when another edict was issued, "Lee, bring me one of the pillows from the sofa in the living room."
When I brought it to her, she tossed it on the floor under the table and just to her right. I stared at her straight-faced and she smiled at me patronizingly. "Kneel down, darling. The pillow is for your knees."
I swallowed my saliva and my pride and got down on my knees under the table. At this point, I was pretty sure I still had lines that I wouldn't cross, things that I wouldn't do just because she told me to, but none came to mind, and I didn't want to think about that.
I sat back on my heels, ducking to avoid banging my head on the underside of the table. My limp dick sat patiently in my lap. I couldn't see Vik's face from here. I just sat there listening to her eat. Suddenly her hand came under the table with a little piece of bacon in it. As I reached out to take it, she added, "Keep your hands on your thighs. Mouth only."
'It's just a game,' I told myself, 'don't overthink it. Just do what she wants.' Despite my attempts to reassure myself, a little whimper of humiliation escaped me as I bent forward and took the bacon from her hand with my lips. It tasted good, making me realize how hungry I was.
I eagerly awaited another piece, but her hand didn't immediately reappear. 'Is that it?' I wondered. 'Is that all the food she'll allow me? Or...does she want something from me?' I waited another minutes and then decided 'fuck it.' I pressed my cheek against her knee and nuzzled her inner thigh, silently begging for more.
Vik leaned back to get a look at me. With a shit-eating grin on her face, she reached for something on the table and brought another piece of bacon to my lips. I gobbled it up from her fingers.
A few more hand-fed morsels later, she patted my head and dismissed me to clean up the dishes. I crawled out from under the table and shot her a questioning look as I gathered the empty plates. She looked radiant with her smile beaming back at me. The sight definitely would have given me a hard-on had I been physically capable of getting erect.
After the kitchen was clean, she told me to go stick my nose in the corner of the living room and wait for her. "Spread your legs more and stick your ass out a little," she ordered once in position. Then she left the room.
With nothing but painted drywall in front of my face, my thoughts had time to wander. Vik seemed to be enjoying herself. I thought about her crying just a few hours earlier, afraid that I would be shocked, afraid that I would leave her. Maybe she had good reason. She seemed so happy dominating me now that I couldn't help but wonder if this was her true nature. But she had said that she would show me what she would be like 'on her bitchiest day.'
The sound of movement behind me pulled me from my reverie.
"Come here!" she commanded. I turned to find her sitting on the couch, bunching up her skirt and sliding her panties off. On the ground before her, a bright red jelly dildo was suction-cupped to the floor. It looked over a foot long, but I figured the inches near the floor didn't really count since even the most flexible sub wouldn't be able to slide themselves down that far. I stepped over to her and waited for further instruction.
"Well?" she arched an eyebrow, as if to say 'do I really need to spell this out for you?'
Five minutes later, I was on my knees with the rubber cock head stuffed up my ass, licking her twat like an ice cream cone. Normally she made intense eye contact when I went down on her, connecting us and deepening our intimacy. But this time, she was reading something on her phone. She would give little prompts, "faster" or "lower down," but in an uninterested voice, like she was getting her shoes shined. She was so cold that I started to doubt my technique, though she was definitely getting wet.
Finally, she showed a little desire, sliding a hand between her legs to grip my hair tightly and guide my face where she wanted. At the same time, she moved her heels off the couch and rested them on my shoulders. The additional weight overwhelmed my already tiring quads, and another inch of silicone dick slid inside me.
"Mmmrrrrchhh" I moaned into her pussy.
She allowed herself a satisfied groan as well. "Mmmmm, good boy. Now try to keep quiet, I need to make a call." And with that she brought her phone to her ear and leaned back against the couch back while maintaining a firm grip on my hair to keep my face pressed against her vulva.
"Hey it's me," she said, giving me no clues as to who she was calling. In my shock at this new development, my tongue had gone still. A sharp tug on my hair, sharp enough to make my eyes water, encouraged me to get it moving again.
"Mmm hmmm. Yeah. Things are going very well." I tried to piece things together from only her side of the conversation, though I was distracted by her pushing and pulling my face all over her cunt evermore insistently. She was starting to build a rhythm. She would pull me into her clit while slightly tipping her pelvis back, bringing her knees closer to her face, then she would push her feet down on my shoulders to hump upwards while simultaneously pushing my head down. This motion allowed her to slide my face up and down her slit at a rhythm of her choosing.
At the same time, I was getting fucked in the ass by the floor dildo. Every time she leaned back and pulled me up, an inch or two of cherry red dong would slip from my clutching asshole before being shoved back in when her feet pushed down on the next stroke.
I felt like a sex toy, like an inanimate object being used for her pleasure and the pleasure of the floor. In that moment, I felt like the floor cock had more dignity than me. It hurt, but it also pushed me hard into subspace. I felt myself getting aroused at the rough treatment. My shoulders seemed to be giving less resistance when she pushed me down. With each thrust, my butthole began to welcome that dildo back like an old friend when it slid inside me.
At some point, I had stopped listening to Vik's conversation and had apparently started moaning. A sting in my scalp with enough pressure to pull my head off of her brought me back to the present. My glazed eyes refocused and took in the image of Vik's angry face as she held her phone to her chest to cover the microphone.
"Lee?! What the fuck?!" she whispered, "I'm trying to have a conversation here. If you make any more noise, I'm going to spank that ass so red that you won't be able to sit down tonight, ok?"
"Sss...sorry Vik."
She gave me a look like I should've known better before gently guiding my mouth back to her slit.
"Sorry about that, where were we? Oh no, it's nothing. But I think I'll need most of the day tomorrow. What time tomorrow night are you coming back?"
Oh my god. Was she talking to her mother?! As this epiphany hit me, her hand started pushing my head lower. I pushed my tongue deep inside her tunnel, trying to please her. But she kept pushing me lower. I could barely reach her vagina at this point so I licked her perineum. But she pushed even lower, until it became completely obvious what she wanted.
Her fingertips on my scalp held me there but didn't press, didn't pull me into her ass. She just kept me in position and idly waited.
"Hahahaha." Her mother must have made a joke.
'God, this is fucked up,' was the last thought that went through my head before I stuck my tongue out and started lapping at her asshole like a kitten at a saucer. As I rimmed her anus, my own sphincter gave up completely. My body let my thigh muscles relax and accepted all the cock the floor had to give me, until my butt cheeks rested on my heels.
Vik ran her fingers through my hair, all loving caresses now. She finished her phone call quickly to free up her other hand, which was promptly assigned the job of frigging her clit.
"Good boy Lee, good fucking boy, lick my ass baby, mmmm just like that. Does my dick feel good in your ass, bitch? Your ass pussy must be so stretched out right now. So different from my tight asshole. Mmmmm. I bet you can't even penetrate my ass with your little tongue. Try it baby, mmmm fuck, try to tongue-fuck my back door."



My tongue had her crater pretty well mapped by now, so I knew right where to aim. I made my tongue as rigid as the tired muscle would allow, and I speared the center of her balloon knot. "Ohhhh," she moaned. It seemed like an impenetrable wall, but as I pushed as hard as I could and as she let out another moan, the tip of my tongue slid into her. It was only maybe a centimeter inside, but that was enough. "Ohhh, ohhh, ohh, oh fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck." I became absently aware of her finger furiously beating her clit senseless in front of my eyes when her sphincter clamped down and squeezed me out.
"FUUUUUCCCKKK!" Vik screamed. Her hand formed a death grip on my skull, pinning me to her crotch. Her whole body spasmed and I felt warm liquid splash against my cheeks. 'Oh my god,' I thought, 'she squirted. I made her squirt!" A warm feeling of well being filled me, despite the pains in my sore jaw, my knees, and my burning asshole.
Finally she came down from her orgasm and let me go. I kept my face pressed against her body even after she took her hand off my head, until she put her foot on my chest and pushed me back.
She looked dazed, which made me deliciously happy. 'Can't talk on the phone through that shit!' I thought to myself triumphantly, so proud of being a good sex toy for her.
"Wow I didn't know you could do that!" I teased her.
My words seemed to center her and her unfocused eyes narrowed onto mine. "I didn't either," she confessed softly. We stared at each other a minute and then she started giggling.
"You bad, bad boy! Oh damn, we've got to go soon. Go get showered. I already laid out what I want you to wear."
Carefully, I lifted myself off the dildo. It felt good to be free of it, yet as soon as it left me, I missed being filled a little. I left Vik sprawled back on the sofa with her legs still spread, her naked, glistening cunt on display.
In the shower, I ran my hands over my flaccid penis, still not used to being physically unable to coax it to erection. It looked so submissive like this. My body intuitively spread my fingers into a V-shape and slid down my shaft, pushing it back between my legs. I brought my other hand up behind me and gently touched my swollen rim. It was surprisingly easy to penetrate myself. My finger slid inside about an inch without even thinking about it. I consciously clenched and unclenched my walls around my finger, working on my control. 'I can't believe I've come so far so quickly,' I thought to myself. It reminded me of trying to learn a new language and finding the learning curve becomes exponential when you travel to a country where the language is everywhere and become fully immersed in it.
When I toweled off, I found a pair of bright red slutty g-string panties on the bed with a very little fabric behind but a nice big pouch in front to hold my limp dick. Next to it was a fat, short butt plug cast in soft silicone. It was wide enough that I wouldn't have to worry about it slipping out after I managed to get it in. The soft material would allow me to squeeze it a little from time to time without pain. Great...
******************************
An hour later, we arrived at her friend's collaring ceremony. Despite wearing a navy blue suit that would prevent anyone who didn't have x-ray vision from seeing my panties, I was paranoid that someone would deduce the existence of my butt plug from my gait. 'I'm not walking bow-legged or am I?' 'Is this how I normally walk?'; thoughts like that.
Viktoria looked stunning in an elegant red dress with a plunging neckline that showcased more than a hint of cleavage and a hem that showed some thigh without reaching slut territory.
She was all love as we got out of the car. "Hey baby, you don't need to worry about anything crazy happening tonight. We'll resume your punishment session when we get home. Just enjoy yourself and explore the event tonight."
She pulled me in for a hug. "I want you to know how proud I am of you for the way you've handled my punishment so far. You just keep impressing me." I looked at her with a little blush in my cheeks, unsure in my own mind if this was something to take pride in. "And you look great in that suit," she complimented me before pressing her lips against the lips that were pressed against her anus a few hours ago. The kiss felt good, and I came up smiling. She smiled that perfect Vik smile, took me by the hand, and led me into the event.
I noticed that everyone was wearing colors, blues, browns, greens, reds. Vik explained that white and black were reserved for the honored couple. Other than that and the concentration of collars, almost universally on male necks, it looked like a typical wedding party.
As Vik led us around the room, introducing me to various couples, I was reminded of what first attracted me to her. She affected everyone around her. She had her own gravity that pulled people in. I felt a thrill being the man on her arm.
Finally, she led us over to the woman of the hour. I knew her by the fact that she was the only one wearing black. A dark, exotic dress with long sleeves and fine see-through lace covering the bust. I could see she was even more well-endowed than Viktoria, probably DD cups. In fact, everything about her was big. She might have been six feet tall and maybe slightly overweight, though she looked solid. Her thighs bulged with muscle beneath thigh-high stockings held up by garters that disappeared under her hem. A pair of stylish knee-high black leather boots completed her outfit.
"Lee darling, allow me to introduce my good friend and today's honored dominant, Ms. Eva Bergendorff."
"It's a pleasure to meet you," I said with a half-nod/bow.
With a little smile on her face, her eyes studied me unhurriedly. She stared into my eyes, and I only just managed to keep from looking away before she let her gaze lower to look me up and down.
"So you're the man who's managed to steal our Viktoria's heart?"
I didn't know what to say. I wondered if I didn't measure up to her expectations. The silence was just about to become awkward when Vik saved me. She grabbed my arm with both hands, pulled me towards her, and snuggled her head against my shoulder. "He's the one for me! A submissive without equal."
Eva's thin smile broke into a wide grin. "Ha! What a thing to say at MY collaring ceremony! How rude!" But it was clear that she wasn't offended.
"My submissive Holger is around here somewhere. Viktoria tells me you'll want to talk to him, see if he's not right in the head."
Vik looked embarrassed for once. "Eva, you're terrible! I just said Lee might have some questions for him."
"Maybe he's not right in the head. Ha! Sometimes I think he must be crazy to accept some of the things I've put him through. God knows he's earned that collar..." Eva's eyes gazed far off, presumably reminiscing about unspoken debauchery.
"You're...not..helping" Vik scolded her friend in a sing-song voice.
Eva's gaze returned to us, and she gave me a big grin. "Well, it was a pleasure to meet you, Lee. I hope you'll be wearing Viktoria's collar the next time I see you. I could tell you some stories about this lady..." She put her hand on Vik's shoulder, "...but I'll save those for after it's too late!"
Vik gave her a thin smile in mock irritation, at least I think it was mock. "As always Eva, a pleasure." The two women embraced before Eva moved on to greet her other guests.
When Vik turned around to face me, I arched a questioning eyebrow. She raised both eyebrows and made her eyes big in response, "So...let's go find Holger!"
With her arm around me, she skillfully guided us through the crowd until we came upon the only man wearing white.
The man's image evoked the word 'strong.' His muscular frame filled out the ivory linen pants and pale Henley shirt that clung to his biceps. The only think he was wearing that wasn't white was a black leather collar. Involuntarily, the first thought through my head was 'Could that man really have a plug up his ass right now?' followed closely by 'Would a guy like that let her cage his dick?' I wondered if everyone else in the room assumed these things to be true and accepted them. Or maybe there is a lot of variation in how collared submissives are treated by their dominants? I made a mental note to ask Vik later.
When we walked up, he was talking to three other men - none of them collared. But he stopped mid-sentence when he saw Vik.
"Viktoria!" he excused himself from his other guests and stepped towards us smiling. "Eva told me you were coming. We are very honored." He took Vik's offered hand between both of his and knelt down to kiss it. Like some cliched French womanizer I thought. I tried to gauge from the reactions of those around us if this might be a mainstream Algorian cultural practice. Couldn't tell.
"Holger, it's good to see you," Vik responded warmly. "This is Lee. He's...mine."
Holger stood to his full height and squared his shoulders towards me. His eyes bore into mine as he stepped forward and offered his hand. I shook it and met his stare, but he didn't look away as he offered a greeting. "A pleasure," he said while shaking my hand in a firm grip. It felt like he was sizing me up, gauging a threat, trying to decide who would win if he fought. I hadn't felt someone take my measure this directly since I was a child in the schoolyard. I knew my body wasn't nearly as muscular as his, but I tried to look strong anyway. A question came to my mind unbidden, 'does he know I'm wearing a butt plug right now?' I hoped not.
Viktoria broke the tension. "Haha, you boys look like you'll be fast friends. Good looking submissive men, if only there were more like you." She clapped us both on the back while standing to our side. "Holger, I hate to monopolize you away from your other guests, but Lee hasn't had a chance to talk to many other collared men, so would you please speak with him for a moment? As a personal favor to me?"
Holger turned his head slightly towards Vik but kept his eyes on me, "Of course, Viktoria. I will tell him whatever he wants to know." He smiled, but his eyes shone with an unspoken challenge. There was clearly some subtext here that I didn't understand.
Vik turned to me, "Darling, I see a great many people here whom I've not seen in some time. I'll come find you when you're done talking." Then she hugged me close and whispered in my ear, "You'll be fine, darling." Was it that obvious I felt intimidated? Her hand brushed down my back to give my ass a squeeze and then she was gone.
I looked back at Holger with a flush in my cheeks from having just been publicly groped, suddenly feeling very aware of my butt plug. I smiled awkwardly.
He deftly snagged two flutes of champagne off the tray of a passing waitress and beckoned me over towards the wall where we might have some small measure of privacy. He handed me the drink and leaned back against the wall, smiling and nodding his head at a pair of passing guests.
"So, what did you want to ask me?" he began.
I hadn't exactly prepared interview questions in advance, quite foolish in retrospect, so I went with the first thing that came into my head.
"Umm, well, did you always know you wanted to be collared?"
Holger's eyes shone again and I wondered if I'd offended him. "No. No I didn't. I wouldn't say I 'wanted to be collared'. But Eva brought it out of me."
I just nodded in general agreement without thinking of anything to say.
After another few moments of silence, Holger offered, "I'll tell you another thing though. Having a woman who wants to fuck you everyday, who looks forward to making you cum everyday, sometimes multiple times a day - that's special."
Somewhat shocked by this intimate admission, I struggled to think of an appropriate response, "I hear that!" I said lamely.
"I never had any trouble getting women to bed, but before Eva I'd never known anyone whose interest in sex had the same intensity as mine - exceeded it in Eva's case. I remember I used to feel bad asking girlfriends for frequent sex or to try kinky things, and they'd often reject me or beg off. Just wasn't what they wanted. Well, I don't feel bad anymore. Since I took my lady's collar, I feel fucking fantastic. I look back on my sex life before Eva and it's like I was trying to play a song on a piano with half the keys missing. It wasn't just a perk that resulted in a slight improvement in my sex life. It was a whole new sex life. Before I was happy whenever a girl took an active interest in sex, but Eva's like a connoisseur."
I could relate to what he was saying. The sex I'd had in the last week exceeded any expectation, hell even any fantasies I'd ever had before. But at the same time, I'd never felt as scared or vulnerable as I had in the last week.
"I...I know what you mean. But there's a cost, isn't there? Don't you ever worry that she'll take it too far, farther than you want, farther than what you're capable of?"
Holger looked at me in a new light, like he was surprised that I understood. He took his time before finally opening his mouth "I used to. I've worn this collar for six months now. It has been...a journey. But I trust Eva with my life."
This sounded well and good to me, but I persisted, "But I mean, she will have permanent legal authority over you now. She could do things to you against your will. I'm just shocked that the law here allows for such things."
Holger responded, "Well, American men sleep next to their wives at night, right?"
"Yes..."
"And these women have access to knives?"
"Yes..."
"So do you worry your wife will slit your throat in your sleep?"
"I mean, no, but..."
"But she has the power to do it. You've trusted her with that, made yourself vulnerable sleeping next to her, unprotected. This is no different."
We stood in silence while I tried to see things his way. I still felt uneasy about the whole thing. Holger watched me for a spell, then his eyes re-hardened.
"A lot of men would kill for a chance to be collared, especially by a woman like Viktoria."
I could tell he seemed a little indignant. Maybe he thought I was judging him. He seemed to realize this as he softened his expression back into an easy smile and held up his hands, "But hey man, to each his own, right? Anyway enjoy the party." He clapped me lightly on the shoulder and moved on to chat with his other guests like a good host.
I finished my champagne while I waited for Viktoria's return. She had limited me to one drink tonight so I could drive us home, while announcing her intention to get drunk with her friends. I watched the collared couples milling about the room, trying to decide if there was something different about them, to see whether I'd be able to tell if there wasn't that collar pointing them out. I couldn't tell. All in all, it seemed like a normal wedding ceremony, close friends and family gathering to celebrate love and commitment. There were no ball gags, whips, or dildos in sight. I allowed myself to feel the sappy, romanticism I always felt at weddings and to hope that things with Vik would be alright after all.
I got thirsty but couldn't seem to find anything without alcohol, so I wandered back into the kitchen where the waitstaff entered and exited in search of a glass of water. I heard two of the waiters talking as soon as I passed through the door and I froze.
"Did you see the guy getting collared? He's jacked! Saw his eyes too, seems like a tough guy."
His friend chuckled, "Yeah whatever, he may hold his head high, but can't ignore that collar. Means that at night, in the darkness of her bedchamber, it's him bending over and taking it in the ass!"
They both erupted in laughter. 'So not all Algorians hold the collar in the same esteem' I thought to myself. I was wondering if they might be expats when one of them came around the corner bearing a tray of champagne glasses.
His smile was instantly erased when he saw me. "Oh, sorry sir this is a staff only section, can I help you with something?"
"Sorry, I was just looking for a glass of water," I said awkwardly.
"Certainly sir, there is water in the reception area, but I'll get you a glass."
He handed it to me with a scrutinizing gaze, probably trying to discern how much of their conversation I'd heard and whether I had a problem with it.
I accepted the glass with a deferential nod and quiet thanks before quickly returning to the ballroom. I found Vik chatting animatedly with a group of older women. I saw at least one wore an obsidian ring on her finger. Something about their appearance made me stand off to the side and wait for her rather than walk up and address the group. I told myself I was being polite and formal, but I think I was just intimidated.
At last, Vik caught sight of me and excused herself from the group. She rushed over to me with a big grin on her face. Her cheeks were flushed from excitement or the alcohol or maybe a bit of both. God, she was beautiful. It made me happy to see her enjoying herself. She threw her arms around my neck and surprised me by smashing her lips against mine and slipping me her tongue. "Having a good time, darling?" she said breathlessly when she pulled back. She looked ready to fuck. I found myself wondering if she was wet.
"Umm, yeah! Do you think you'll be ready to go soon?"
She gave me a playful frown of mock disappointment. "Poor Lee, bored and drinking water instead of Algorian wine," she pulled my head closer and whispered in my ear, "I don't know if it's the wine or being at a collaring ceremony with you, but my panties are sodden right now." Saying this, a paroxysm of laughter took her and she embraced me tightly. I felt like a stud, holding the most beautiful woman in the room in my arms, knowing how hot she was for me. She pulled back and gave me a conspiratorial, knowing look, "And let me tell you, the stories some of these dommes tell - either they're lying or they're fucking crazy!" followed by more uncharacteristic giggling.
As she recovered from her giggles, her face became serious again, serious with want. Vik put both hands on my chest, gripping the fabric of my shirt lightly, pulling downwards as she rose onto her toes, and looked up at me with absolute hunger. We were about to kiss again, when an announcement was made.
"If I may have your attention everyone, please gather at the exit. It's time for the Farewell."
Everyone seemed thrilled by this announcement. Vik flashed me a smile and made her eyes big for a second to show her excitement.
"What's the Farewell?" I asked her as we moved to gather with the crowd.
Vik blinked at me, looking like she just remembered I wasn't Algorian and still hadn't a clue as to what was going on. "Oh right I haven't explained this to you, the Farewell is the last public part of the collaring ceremony, before the Consummation."
'That clears things up,' I thought sarcastically as the crowd slowed around a raised stage near the exit. Eva and Holger were standing there above us us, smiling at the gathering guests.
Vik decided where we would stand before settling into me, leaning back against my body to rest and pulling my head down by my tie to speak with me in confidence.
"The Consummation finalizes the collaring and makes it legal," she whispered in my ear as the crowd finished gathering, "A few hundred years ago, almost all Consummations were done publicly, in full view of the reception, often with guests joining in. But now public Consummations are extremely rare. Today most dominants consummate the collaring with only three witnesses."
"Witnesses?!" I asked, a little too loudly. Vik shushed me as Eva was starting to speak.
"Good evening friends, family, and honored guests. Thank you all for coming to celebrate the submission and permanent collaring of this man," Eva announced while taking Holger's hand into her own. She proceeded to tell us about what first attracted her to Holger, about his good qualities, how strong a person he is, and what an honor it was to collar him. She talked about how their relationship had grown over the last six months as they'd grown deeper into the roles of dominant and submissive. I was struck by how Holger didn't blush or seem at all embarrassed by her words. His eyes stayed focused on Eva with a smile on his face, starting to tear up a little with emotion. He looked supremely happy.



Vik also seemed happy listening to her friend's words. During the speech, she had started pressing her butt back into me, subtly grinding her soft ass against my crotch. Under normal circumstances, this treatment would have caused a humiliating tent in my pants, but thankfully my cock still hung limp in my panties. The friction of her rump brushing the silky fabric against my shaft still felt nice.
When I was able to tear my focus away from Vik's rear and back to the activity on the stage, it seemed like Holger was finishing up with his speech. "...all that to say, it's been a wild ride, one that I never expected. Eva, you're the best person I've ever met. I trust you more than I trust myself. I'm honored that you chose me, that you own me, and I intend to spend the rest of my life earning this collar."
With that, he dropped to his knees and keeping eye contact with his dominant, kissed her ring. The crowd cheered. Holger got back to his feet and the happy couple smiled and waved to the continued applause and cheers. Eva threw her arms around Holger's neck and then leapt into his arms. His muscles bulged under the strain but impressively didn't falter under the weight of the large woman. She caressed his cheek with a delicate touch before extending her arm and pointing towards the door. Holger obeyed her command like a beast of burden and conveyed her to the exit, followed by the three witnesses on stage.
As we finished clapping, I looked down at Vik expecting to see the same lighthearted enjoyment that I was feeling at the moment. But when she turned to me, her expression was all arousal. "Let's go!" she barked as she started dragging me away by my tie.
I assumed our destination was home or at least the car, but she pulled us into the women's bathroom. We got some surprised looks from the women inside, but they all seemed to share Vik's excitement and smiled - a very different response than I think we'd have received outside of Algoria. She pulled me into a stall and slammed me up against the stall door. Her kisses were needy. She sucked on my lips and fucked my mouth with her tongue. Not to be outdone by my wandering hands squeezing her tits and ass, she shot her hand down the front of my pants and stroked my soft dick. I pinched a nipple, and as she moaned into my mouth I felt her retaliate with a firm tug on my balls. When she finished fondling my orbs, she slid a two fingers further back to push and tug on my g-string-covered butt plug. I heard myself moan like a whore. It was the hottest thing I'd ever done.
Suddenly, she released me, hiked her dress up, and sat down on the toilet seat.
"On your knees," she growled with authority. The next thing I knew, my head was pulled snuggly against the wet satin covering her vulva. I licked at the sodden fabric greedily, feeling her engorged clitoris against my tongue. She hadn't soaked through completely, so there was only the taste of cloth, but I instinctively knew that pulling her panties to the side without permission would displease her.
Seconds later, I was rewarded. "Good boy. *huff* Take them off *huff*, now. *huff* Lick your Mistress's pussy," she directed breathlessly. I plucked the strap of fabric out of the crack of her ass and pulled the panties up her thighs. I had only seconds to savor her bouquet before she made me taste her, pulling me into her wetness with a hand in my hair.
Maybe it was because I hadn't eaten much, but I hungered for her as I thrust my tongue into her love tunnel. I lapped up her juices like nectar, desperate to get every drop in case someday they ran out.
I'm not sure how long I feasted on her before she came or how many people may have heard us. I was fully absorbed in Viktoria. We might not have been on Earth anymore, and I wouldn't have noticed.
Finally, she let out a high-pitched yelp and smashed my face against her as she came. I kept licking until she pushed my face away when she became hypersensitive. It was only as I knelt there panting and catching my breath that I became aware of noises from the stalls on either side of us that sounded very much like the sounds of women masterbating.
Vik had me drive home since she was still tipsy from the wine. As my eyes cycled between the road and the GPS map guiding the way, my horniness consumed me. I really needed to cum.
I shot a jealous glance at Vik, leaning back in the passenger seat with her eyes closed, her pretty mouth curved into a smile, completely satisfied after her orgasm. The injustice! Before today, I had never had a sexual encounter where my partner had an orgasm and I didn't. It seemed so lopsided, so asymmetric, so cruel. Then again, I knew I'd had experiences where I'd cum and the woman hadn't. Maybe a few times. But it's not like they were begging for an orgasm afterwards. They said things like "I still had a really good time" or "I don't need to cum every time I have sex."
My asshole clenched and unclenched on its plug, embracing it with new appreciation. With my dick still limp from the goop treatment, I knew that my butt was my only hope for an orgasm tonight. As much as I hated to admit it, I hoped Vik would fuck me when we got home. I figured the chances of getting ass-fucked tonight were good since we were back in punishment mode.
But when we arrived back at the house, she just started getting ready for bed. I stared at her as she brushed her teeth, trying to decide if I would sink so low as to beg her to sodomize me. Suddenly, she caught my desperate stare in the bathroom mirror. She studied me a moment before her a grin spread across her foamy toothpaste-coated lips. "Awww, somebody looks like a bitch in heat." I scowled and looked away, and she cackled with glee as she spit and rinsed.
I still hadn't been able to bring myself to say anything by the time we were both in bed, ready to sleep. Vik was reading something on her phone while I moved my body closer to hers. I ran my fingers lightly over her skin in an awkward seduction attempt. When I got no response, I moved up to her breast and squeezed gently through her nightgown. Vik looked over at me now, and seeing my hopeful expression caused her to smirk. Her smirk expanded to a delighted smile. Finally, she turned to face me directly and asked, "Lee honey, are you making goo goo eyes at me? Is there something you want to ask me, sweetheart?"
I felt heat rush to my face and I closed my eyes, unable to hold her gaze while being teased. "Vik...will you fuck me tonight?" I took a big breath to try to calm myself, but kept my eyes closed.
"Lee....Lee, look at me baby." I willed my eyes open. She was smiling at me but not in a cruel way. "You want me to fuck you up the ass with my strap-on?" she asked sweetly.
I exhaled a big breath and then quickly nodded.
"Wow, just 24 hours and you're already that desperate for another orgasm, huh?" she taunted me.
My frustration spiked, and suddenly I found my voice. "Oh c'mon! You've been teasing me all day! And you've cum like four times since I have! It's not fair!"
I regretted speaking as soon as the words left my mouth. Vik said nothing, but her smile was gone.
"Whining's not like you, Lee." Her voice dripped with disappointment. "Who has given the other more orgasms during our relationship?" I said nothing.
"And you knew today was special; you were being punished today." I did not feel good about myself right then. So when she slowly, deliberately tightened a hand in my hair, I welcomed the sting in my scalp. Nothing more was said while she maneuvered me over her lap on the side of the bed. Slap, slap, slap. The measured rhythm of the spanking felt right.
When she was finished, we were both breathing hard. Lying there with my pink ass bent over her lap in a g-string, the intimacy was heavy in the air. I listened to our breathing against the silence of the room. She ran her fingers through my hair lovingly as her other hand ran soothing little circles across my burning butt cheeks. It occurred to me then that I had never had another relationship even approaching this level of intimacy. I wondered if Vik ever had.
A slender finger interrupted my thoughts. It slid between my cheeks and pinned my g-string against my perineum. All of the sudden, I remembered how horny I was and my back reflexively arched to push my rump upwards into her hand.
Vik chuckled softly and continued rubbing my taint. "I must say, I love how hot you are for it, for me. So quickly. So natural." She sounded as if she was speaking more to herself than to me. Then in a more business-like tone, "I'm not going to fuck you tonight. I'm exhausted, and I want to sleep."
I flopped down on my back next to her, trying to hide my frustration. I had just about accepted that I wouldn't be cumming tonight when she pressed something into my hand. I looked down. It was a long pink vibrator and a little bottle of lube. I looked back up at Vik questioningly.
"I know, I know, I'm a big softie, but you haven't had much time to explore your deflowered ass-pussy, and I'm a sucker for those big pretty eyes of yours. But hey!" She stuck a scolding finger in my face. "No more than one orgasm tonight. One orgasm max!"
I looked back down at the big sex toy in my hand and gulped. 'Am I really going to use a vibrator on myself?' I thought. For some reason, this idea was much more humiliating than being dominated by Vik. I was still debating internally when she said, "Don't do it in here, you'll keep me up. Go take care of yourself and then come back to bed. I want you to wake me up at nine with coffee, toast, and your tongue between my legs." Then she leaned over and turned off the light.
I lay there blinking in the dark for a few minutes, trying to decide what would be the greater defeat. Finally, I made my decision (if mentally saying 'fuck it' can be called making a decision) and slid out of bed in the dark.
Closing the bedroom door softly behind me, I padded down to the living room. I felt like even more of a pervert doing this outside of a bedroom setting, in someone else's house. I got on all fours on the carpet, reached back, and slowly worked the thick plug out of my asshole. I compared it to the vibrator and was disappointed to find that their thickest sections were of similar size.
My knees were already starting to complain, so I found a towel to protect the couch and laid on my back. Bringing my knees up and letting my legs fall apart, spread open and awaiting penetration, I felt even sluttier than being on all fours. I reached between my spread thighs and pressed a lubed finger inside me. I felt hot and soft and tight. The closest life experience I could compare it with was fingering a girl's pussy. It wasn't the pure pleasure I usually got from jerking off, but the naughtiness gave me a perverse thrill that overwhelmed the awkward discomfort of being anally penetrated.
Had I always been like this or was I changing? If I was changing, had the change been inevitable or was it all because of Vik? If I'd never met her, would I have gone my whole life without playing with my asshole? In how many parallel universes would I have ended up a butt slut?
After adding a second finger and letting the novelty wear off, I lubed up the vibe and brought it to my anus. A week ago I would've said no way something this big could fit up my ass, but now I knew better. I bared down, kept steady pressure on the plastic fuckstick, and accepted the now familiar burn of my pucker being stretched.
The sensation intensified as my ring began to swallow the thickest part. I got scared and backed off on the amount of force I was using. While I debated whether or not to give up and call it a night, my other hand roamed, teasing my soft cock, kneading my hairless balls, tapping my taint. After a few minutes, it became clear to me that my body wasn't ready to give up on getting a big O tonight.
I pulled the toy inside me with more force until it started moving again, sliding imperceptibly deeper. I felt it penetrate the lips of my inner ring and knew things were out of my hands now. I let go, and sure enough my ass held on and started sucking the cock in on its own. Focusing on avoiding actively squeezing my sphincter, I breathed fast though pursed lips.
It was in me. I felt a moment of pride at the accomplishment. Then I remembered that I was butt naked with a rubber dick in my ass in my future in-laws' living room. My body shushed my mind and encouraged me to get back to what was important. I switched the vibrations on and angled the shaft forward towards the back of my balls. It felt good.
But half an hour later, my orgasm remained just out of reach. I'd gotten close a few times, starting to build pleasurable tension and then mysteriously losing it again. I tried different positions, different vibration speeds, different dildo angles. The closest I got was when I wedged the base and the towel between the cough cushions and fucked myself on the stationary toy. Trying to keep my hole slack while contracting my glutes to raise my pelvis up off the rubber cock created tension that made the release feel so good when I reached the apex and relaxed to allow gravity to impale me once again.
I tried to picture Vik's gorgeous face light up with joy as she fucked me, tried to feel her small hands tighten on my hips. 'I bet she could make me cum right now if she were here,' I thought to myself with melancholy.
With a sore wrist and a sore asshole, I finally slipped the toy out and went to bed, even more frustrated than before.
**********************
"Mmmmm, that feels nice. Good morning darling." It was most certainly not a good morning, I thought to myself as I lapped away between her legs. My sexual frustration had made it tough to fall asleep. As Viktoria snored away peacefully, I had tossed and turned, unable to ignore my lust. It seemed like I had only just finally fallen asleep when my alarm went off. The toast and coffee I made her as commanded now sat steaming on her bedside table.
I wasn't sure whether to stop eating her cunt to respond to her greeting or not, but she answered for me by tugging me up by my hair. "Um, yeah, good morning, Vik," I said. She smiled and studied me for a minute. Her eyes widened, signaling the completion of her assessment. "Awww, poor baby couldn't get his butt hole to cum last night, could he?" I wanted to deny it or to smile along with her to show her it was not big deal to me. But it was a big deal, and my misery shone through. "You can't wait for me to get back up in that ass, can you Lee?"
"I....I don't know...fuck Vik." I looked away, knowing it was true.
"Sweet little slut," she snickered, "c'mon now, finish your breakfast," she added, guiding my head back to her quim.
When she came on my tongue a few minutes later, jealousy drowned out the accomplishment I typically derived from the act.
"Well done, Lee, my darling," Vik praised me as her breathing returned to normal. I watched her consume the coffee and toast like a dog begging for scraps, realizing how hungry I was. Her eyes glinted with a sinister smile as she ate, enjoying herself in every way. "So, you're in the home stretch, maybe twelve hours of punishment left, do you hate me yet?"
I looked at her and surprised myself with a smile of my own. "No Vik. I don't hate you." I said it in a playful voice, like it was obvious and didn't need to be said. But I felt better having said it aloud.
She looked pleased at my words too. "Hmmm, not yet," she said before sipping her coffee, "you're such a natural submissive." I saw real appreciation in her eyes. Like her compliment extended far beyond lust. "But the bitchiest is yet to come!" she gibed, raising her eyebrows repeatedly.
I was still trying to determine whether or not she was joking when she continued, "Your bitchy, dominant, demanding woman likes her toast. Nom, nom, nom," she teased me, munching noisily.
"You know, I'm pretty hungry..." I started.
"You've had your breakfast." She smiled wickedly, then in a tone devoid of playfulness, "Now go take a shower. Give yourself an enema and the put the black butt plug in. Trust me, you're going to need it."
Half an hour later, as I slid the pale blue panties she'd chosen for me up my legs, my stomach audibly grumbled. I shot Vik an accusatory look.
"A little fasting never hurt anyone. No cake while you're being punished."
'Whatever' I thought to myself but had enough sense not to say out loud.
"So shall we head down to the basement for the rest of the day?" Vik asked, obviously trying to get a rise out of me. I wouldn't bite.
"Sure Mistress, whatever you want." I said easily. I realized I meant it. I could see the end of the line. I could handle spending the rest of the day in the basement. I smile to myself at this realization, and then I noticed her noticing me smile. She smiled back.
"Oh Lee. You really wouldn't mind, would you? Mmmm I love that." She pulled me into a deep kiss. Afterwards, she added "I guess I can stop holding back then, huh?" and she laughed. I smiled too, hoping it was just banter.
"I suppose we shouldn't spend the entire day in the dungeon. You might not appreciate it the way it deserves. Besides, I need some time to plan out the rest of your punishment now that I know my man thinks he can take everything I can dish out-"
"I never said anything!" I protested, really hoping she was joking at this point. She held her hand up to silence my protest and smiled. "Come now. Let's go for a walk."
It turned out to be more of a walk for me and a ride for her. Vik had me kneel down almost as soon as we were outside, demanding I carry her on my shoulders.
"Don't you fucking drop me, Lee!" she cried with a smile as I stood up, supporting her with my hands clamped down on her thighs. She clung tightly to my head for balance at first, but she soon became more comfortable as she realized I wasn't going to drop her.
She started pulling on my hair like little reins to tell me where she wanted to go. I thought it was romantic, like something teenagers would do in puppy love. Her thighs felt nice around my head and I enjoyed thinking about her crotch rubbing against the back of my head. Such are the thoughts of a pervert.
We got just to the edge of the wooded area behind her parents' house when she had me kneel down so she could dismount. "I'd rather save your lower back muscles for the basement," Vik said with a wink. She looked so cute, sweet and feminine, as I set her down.
As we walked amongst the trees hand in hand, I chuckled to myself. Vik shot me a questioning look. "What?" she asked.
"This just feels so wholesome, so normal. It's kind of a shocking contrast with Vik the dominatrix and her basement of horrors."
She studied me for a moment trying to determine if this was a criticism. Then she stepped forward and with a firm hand to my chest pushed me back against a tree trunk. "There are many sides to me. Aren't you so lucky?" She said it with a smile, but I sensed a rare vulnerability there.
I pulled her to me and pressed my lips against hers. In a flash, her tongue was in my mouth, her hands were in my hair. She pressed her body against me like she couldn't get close enough and then she jumped onto me, holding onto my neck and straddling me against the tree. My fingertips sunk into the soft flesh of her ass as I supported her weight.
Finally we stopped sucking face and paused to catch our breaths. I set her back down on her own two feet. Still panting, she declared in a quiet voice, "Please don't ever leave me, Lee. I could never let you go."
I looked at her like she was a mythical creature. I could never tell what she was going to do or say next. I tried to think of what to say to please her, to let her know that I loved her. I looked down at my shoes, and with no joking in my tone, "Would you um...would you please finish punishing me, Mistress?"



It had the desired effect. Vik actually moaned as she jumped back on top of me, smothering me in another kiss.
We walked quickly back to the house together - more like she dragged me by the hand, eager to get back to her mischief. She had me carry her the last fifty yards in a bridal carry, her big eyes shining up at me the whole way. As soon as we crossed the threshold, she had me strip naked and then undress her. "Crawl behind me," she commanded as I followed her perfect nude form through the house to the master bath. The plug in my ass felt different crawling than it did walking.
I crawled into the stone shower behind her and nuzzled her thigh as she started the water. She leaned back against the wall as she had me wash one foot, then the other, scrubbing between her toes. I was hoping to pleasure her as I worked my way up her legs, but at mid thigh she turned away from me and told me to wash her back, stealing from me the job of washing her glistening ass and pussy.
But she made up for it by having me wash her hair. It felt so erotic massaging the suds into her scalp as she arched her neck to press her head further into my hands. Under normal circumstances, I would've been poking her butt with the mother of all erections. My dick still seemed to be mostly out of commission, but that goddamn impotence goop must have been starting to wear off because my dick swelled in recognition of her beauty. Not enough to get erect, but enough to get big and heavy between my legs.
After she had me dry her, but not myself, she moved us to the kitchen. She pulled a chair out from the kitchen table and sat there, completely nude, while I knelt before her, rubbing lotion into her feet and her calves. When I wasn't focused on what I was doing, I stole glances at her sex, at her breasts, and at her face. Sometimes she was watching me and I would look away quickly. Other times her gaze would be fixed in the distance with a determined look on her face, solving some problem in her mind.
"Wait here," she said, taking the bottle of lotion from me and leaving me on my knees.
She was gone for a long time. Thankfully she had me kneeling on carpet, but my knees were already starting to hurt when she left. As the pain in my knees intensified, I debated with myself whether it would be wrong to sit down on my butt. 'She didn't specifically say to stay kneeling' I reasoned. Finally, I made my decision and rolled off my knees onto my butt cheeks. The feeling of the butt plug being pushed deeper up inside me felt like a warning I'd done something wrong.
At that moment, I looked up, and Vik reentered the room. She looked like a fetish goddess. Her posture exuded confidence. She seemed significantly taller, older, and more powerful than she had in the shower. Her hair, previously down and girlish, bouncing as she walked through the woods by my side, was now tied up in a tight bun. Her breasts threatened to burst from the top of the tight black latex corset that just barely covered her nipples. Shiny fetish boots ended at mid thigh, leaving her soft milky white buttocks on display. She wielded a riding crop in one hand, while what looked a knot of black rope hung from her other hand. Finally, I had to acknowledge the fat rubber schlong bobbing from her crotch, gleaming with the same onyx shine as the rest of her outfit.
I scrambled back to my knees and smiled at her, but she stared me down with an intensity that forced me to look away. "Keep your hands in your lap while I get you ready."
Her hand closed slowly but firmly around my throat, making me raise up on my knees. She wrapped a soft leather collar around my neck. I gulped, feeling the tension around my Adam's apple. But I realized I was mostly uncomfortable because the tip of her fake penis as so close to my face in this position. I looked at the floor to my left, anywhere but her eyes or her cock.
Vik clipped a leash to the front of my collar and jerked it upwards, raising my chin. "Look at me, Lee." I met her eyes and she slid her thumb over my lips and into my mouth. I didn't suck her finger, but I let her push it inside and press my tongue down. It made me feel so submissive that I really, really wanted to break eye contact. "Ready to finish your punishment, pet?" she asked me. Not wanting to speak with her fingering my tongue, I gave a little nod. She let me off with a little chuckle as she pulled her wet thumb free of my lips and thankfully blindfolded me before the embarrassment could get any worse.
"Face down, ass up, pet." She tugged the leash downwards to...help me. I lifted my hips like a doggy bitch in heat, and Vik lovingly grabbed me by the balls. I felt a soft leather strap wrap around the base of my scrotum and then a heavy weight hanging from my testicles. I instinctively tucked my tail to relieve the pressure, and she slapped my ass to correct me. "Keep that ass up, bitch. Arch your back."
I struggled to comply, lifting my hips and fighting gravity's newly strengthened pull on my balls. The perverse pleasure of the act surprised me. The slow stretch of my sac in opposition to my rising, spreading butt cheeks felt delicious. Again, I wondered if this had all been lying dormant within me or if something in the Algorian water was corrupting my soul.
A sharp tug on my leash jerked me back to the present. I began to crawl towards the tension in my leash, blindly pawing the air before me with no choice but to trust that Vik wasn't leading me into the corner of a coffee table or off a cliff. Whenever I wasn't fast enough or whenever the arch in my back wasn't deep enough for her liking, she let me know with a kiss of the riding crop on my upturned ass. By the time we arrived at the top of the basement stairs, I was sure my butt was decorated with little red crop marks. She removed the strap around my balls and fondled me for a moment, letting me luxuriate in my newfound freedom before giving me a little squeeze and releasing me. 'Do they feel like they're hanging lower than before?' I wondered. I couldn't tell.
Crawling down the stairs was much scarier than crawling on level ground. It required even more trust. Perhaps for that reason she spared me any more swats to my behind as we descended.
My blindfold was removed to reveal her standing before me with a familiar silver pouch of nutrient gel in her hands. She squeezed a thick, milky dollop onto the tip of her toy. She hefted the thing in one hand and paused a centimeter from touching my lips. "I know you're hungry for my cock, Lee. Beg me to let you suck it."
I was determined not to let this get to me. I'd done it before after all. "Please Mistress, let me suck your fat dick," I said with exaggerated enthusiasm. I smiled like it was all a big joke, like I was too cool to get upset about being made to suck a dildo. But as I took it between my lips, I realized it's tough to look too cool when you have a dick in your mouth.
I looked up at her with my mouth full and I knew she could see the confidence draining from my eyes, being replaced with submissive humiliation. The taste of the sweet gel reminded me how hungry I was and made me suck the toy clean more eagerly than I would've liked.
Viktoria withdrew from my mouth with a pop and smiled at me as she drizzled a thin line of gel along the underside of her plastic penis. She offered it back to me and I licked her from the base of her balls to the tip of her head. She continued to feed me for a while, coating her tool with nourishing cream time and again. The shock of the perverted activity wore off, and I didn't hesitate to suck and lick every part of her member.
Then I felt a firm hand adhere to the hair at the back of my skull and she thrust deep into the back of my mouth. *Guawk gwwfkfk guunnnggh* I immediately gagged and brought both hands up to her hips to push her away.
She backed out an inch, keeping the head in my mouth. "Keep your hands in your lap or I'll cuff them behind your back!" I lowered my hands to my thighs and she pulled out completely for a moment to reward my compliance. "Open your mouth for me, sugar lips." I shot her a glance of conflicted rage and capitulation. I opened my mouth.
"Stick out your tongue." My eyes changed to full humiliation as I looked up at her with the head of her cock resting on my outstretched tongue.
Without breaking eye contact or her grip on my hair, she thrust her hips forward. My eyeballs bulged and became wet with tears as I gagged again. Vik held my gaze, looking fucking aroused. She pulled out to let me cough. After I recovered, she stood there stroking herself, waiting to see what I would do. When I opened my mouth and stuck my tongue out again, she grinned and moved on to the next game.
She stepped to the side, revealing a sinister-looking device behind her. It appeared to be something like a saddle with padded leather cushions on each side designed to support the knees of the person straddling it. While the surface of a saddle is concave, this was convex, like a black leather half cylinder on its side, with a bright, blue dildo sticking up out of the center at a sixty degree angle.
Vik squeezed a gratuitous portion of gel onto the length of the silicone shaft. She turned back to me and smiled. "Come taste your new favorite toy, baby."
Seeing that the gel was already dripping off the rubber cock and wetting the leather beneath it, I hastened to lick it up.
After re-coating it in the viscous goop and removing my plug, she had me straddle the thing. With my knees on the pads and one hand on the raised leather in front of me, I reached one hand back to guide the toy to my hole. It was smaller than the strap-on around Vik's waist but still felt huge against my clenching anus. She stood in front of me, watching with rapt attention, and slid a hand down behind her strap-on harness to touch herself.
As I watched my mistress enjoy my predicament, I pushed back with my hips and accepted the cock head inside me. My asshole stretched and squeezed around the silicone shaft as I was penetrated. I tried to keep my eyes fixed on Vik's but I couldn't help but grunt and let my gaze unfocus as the sensation of being filled dominated my attention.
I saw her smile widen as she pulled out a remote control. The rubber dick inside me began to vibrate. "Ooooooh" I squealed in surprise. She pressed another button and the thing actually starting to fuck me, some internal motor slowly thrusting the thing back and forth in my stretched out cunt. I realized an orgasm was already starting to grow inside me. 'If only I'd had this thing last night!' I thought bitterly.
Vik took her boots off and kept touching herself as she watched the machine fuck me. I gave up on any possibility of looking dignified while being fucked by a maching and spread my legs to grind my crotch against the leather I was straddling. I'd started bouncing my butt to the rhythm of the machine, adding to the impact of each thrust. My orgasm seemed inevitable.
And then it stopped. No vibrations. No movement. I humped back on it desperately, but the rhythm was broken, and the rising wave of my orgasm rapidly receded. I shot Vik a betrayed, angry look, and her mouth dropped open slightly in pleasure. She pulled a glistening finger from her crotch and shoved it into my questioning mouth.
Even through my frustration, I felt a swell of pride at the strong taste of her arousal.
She clicked a button on her remote and once more the sick pleasure of sodomy started to build. And once again, when I started to get close, the machine was switched off. Three cycles later, I screamed in frustration when she switched it off.
Viktoria pulled up a chair and stuck a bare foot in my face. "Lick my toes if you want more ass fucking." My tongue was wrapped around her big toe by the time she finished her sentence. I needed to cum. I'd gotten a little closer each time, and it had moved from a strong desire to a physical need.
As I made out with her little piggies, I felt the vibrations resume, echoing through my stretched sphincter into my prostate. Then the thrusting restarted with long, smooth strokes. She pulled her foot away from my face to watch me more closely. I arched my back like a bitch in heat and fucked back on the machine. This was it. I was going to cum. I moaned like a whore as I felt my body nearing the point of no return.
Suddenly, the anal fuck-stick slid almost completely out of me and everything switched off. And I lost it. "NOOOO! FUCK YOU! LET MEE CUMM! Fuck Vik, god damn it, I need to ccuuuummm!"
I tried to steal that orgasm, throwing my head back and pumping my hips as far as I could trying to hump the dildo back inside me. "STOP!" she commanded in an icy tone as she slammed my head down into the leather between my legs. With lightening speed, she secured my collar to the front of the device with a small strap and reached back to pluck the dildo out of my horny fuck hole.
I whimpered as I tried to hump the empty space where the dildo had just been. The feeling of cool air between my cheeks made me wonder if my butt hole was gaping. Vik bound my hands behind my back, connecting the wrist cuffs to the back of my collar with a short cord. "Bad boy," she said dispassionately as she began spanking my upturned ass. As the heavy blows landed on my backside, I said nothing, gnashing my teeth, still more focused on my lost orgasm than the painful stinging of the spanking.
I had hoped that she would give me another chance to climax on the fucking machine after the spanking. But my hopes were dashed when she untied my leash from the front of the machine and ordered, "Stand up."
With my hands still bound to the back of my collar, I had to waddle my way to the end and awkwardly dismount. When I gained my feet, she tugged me by the leash and I followed her. The experience of walking without a butt plug up my ass felt novel. She led me to a corner of the massive underground dungeon that I hadn't seen yet. The floor in this section was tiled and slightly sloped towards a central drain. There was a shower head on a hose in the corner, but we moved towards a beautiful Japanese bathtub. There was no steam, but I saw that she'd already filled the tub with water.
I gave Vik a 'what the hell is this' look, but she was all business. "Come. Get in." She helped support me so I could throw a leg over the scalloped edge that seemed design for entering the tub with less risk of slipping. I yelped as the cold water stung my leg.
"It's freezing!" I protested. She put a hand to my leg that remained outside the bath and helped me bring both legs in.
"Cursing your mistress and demanding to cum?! You need to cool off. Don't you agree? Now sit!" She put both hands on my shoulders and guided me to sit in the bath so that my body was submerged to my shoulders.
As I shivered in the frigid water, I glared at her coldly. "Arrreeee yoooooouu aa saaaddisstttt, Viikkkkk?" I accused her with my teeth chattering. I was good and pissed off now. This punishment just to show me how bad it could get had gone far enough.
She eyed me thoughtfully as she lifted my feet out of the bath, wrapping my ankles in leather cuffs and attaching the cuffs to a cord hanging ominously from the ceiling over the tub.
"Noooo, not a sadist, it's not your suffering that gets me off, not directly anyway, but it's a subtle distinction so I can see why you might get confused." I shot her a questioning look as I kept shivering. "It's your submission, darling. It's the fact that you let me do this to you." She ran a soft hand into my hair in a loving caress.
"And it's Mistress Vik..." she said calmly as she grabbed me by the hair with one hand and pulled down on the rope with the other, "...bitch." She pulled on the rope, which ran through a pulley in the ceiling to lift my ankle cuffs, while simultaneously pushing my head down, submerging me in icy liquid.
"Rrrhwwhrwwlllllll!!" Air bubbled out of my mouth as I screamed underwater. My struggles were useless.
I sucked in air as she brought me back up. "Viiiikkkkk! What the fucccc-" She dunked me again.
When I came up the next time, I had the good sense to keep my mouth shut and focus on breathing.
Vik studied me closely as I panted with just my head and feet above the surface. I glared at her but said nothing. "Smart boy, Lee. Fast learner. Let's see if you can remember my title this time." She raised an eyebrow in challenge.
My gaze was unfixed. "....Mistress..." I managed.
"Are you going to be a good boy for me from now on, Lee?"
What other answer was there. "Yes Mistress..."
A few minutes later I was naked and wet kneeling on the floor, shivering as best I could with my arms still tied behind me.
Vik towered above me. "You have the look..." she said as she spun around, bent slightly at the waist, and pulled her latex thong to the side, spreading her cheeks and baring her asshole, "...of a man who wants to show me how sorry he is." She looked down at me over her shoulder. "Go ahead sweetheart, make it up to me."
I pitched forward, letting my face fall into her ass, knowing that I wouldn't be able to stop myself from falling face first if she moved out of the way. I tongued her ass like it was the source of ambrosia. My rough pad slid all over her delicate, puckered rim. The hot crack of her ass felt deliciously warm against my face after freezing in the bath. "Mmmmmmm" she purred and reached back to pull my head deeper between her thick butt cheeks. 'Is this what you want, you crazy fucking bitch?! Fine. I'll give you what you want. I'll give you everything.' I heard myself think as I licked that ass like a madman.
My tongue was aching by the time she straightened up, apparently deciding that her anus was sufficiently moistened. With a satisfied expression on her face, she bent over me to unbind my hands, her rubber dick rubbing against my face as she worked. Finally, the cord holding my wrist cuffs to the back of my collar was removed. I brought my cuffed wrists in front of me, as my shoulders screamed in both pain and relief.
Vik sat herself on a big chair that reminded me of a throne and hefted her cock in one hand, slathering it with fresh lube. "Turn around and give me a lap dance, Lee. See if you can convince me to give you that hard ass fucking you so desperately need."
I wish I could say that I'd told her to go fuck herself or at least paused before following her order, but I was in a kind of subspace auto-pilot. I put my hands on her knees and started rubbing my buttocks back and forth in her lap, her strap-on slipping in and out of the cleft of my ass. After a few minutes of this, she steadied my hips with one hand, lined her cock up with the other, and penetrated my asshole. "Good boy. Take my fat cock up your ass. Sit down on it and let it fill you."
The now familiar burn of my anus being stretched was met by the pleasant sensation of being filled. My ring had swallowed maybe half her length when she decided she wanted some in and out. "Bounce on my cock, baby. Fuck yourself. Take it up your shithole. Mmmm yeah, slide that pretty little hole on my fat pole."
She kept both hands on my hips to guide me for the most part, occasionally letting go with one hand to spank me. My mind was pretty blank, focused on the sensations of being butt fucked and an instinctive understanding that it was important to obey her right now, though quiet voices in the back of my mind debated how much of this was submission to my love, payment to my torturer, or slavery to my need to cum.
I was fucking mindlessly. The sensations would intensify whenever she plumbed new depths, and I would instinctively fire my quads to raise myself away from her weapon. Then near the top, the combination of fatigue in my thighs, her cock head pulling against my inner ring, and her hands pulling my hips back down would tell my body to relax my legs and let gravity impale me ever deeper on her dildo.



My thigh muscles were now burning and shaking at the top of each stroke as I struggled to take her entire cock so I could rest some of my weight on her lap. I wanted to make myself feel better my stroking my own half-hard cock, but I needed both hands to support my weight. My butt cheeks had just begun to graze her thighs when she expressed her disappointment in my enthusiasm. "You need some more motivation, slut. Stand all the way up."
I moaned as her tip slipped out of my backdoor with a sound like a wet kiss. She moved over to a cabinet and retrieved a little bottle and a pair of latex gloves. Vik sat back down on her throne and reseated me on her strap-on, sliding me all the way down until I rested on her lap. "Ohhhhhh," I mewled at the sensation of being so completely stretched. I made a move to resume bouncing on her again, but she held me fast with a hand on my hip.
"Stay still for a moment, keep your hands on my knees," she instructed. I heard her don the gloves and pop the bottle open. Then her hand wrapped around my waist and started slathering cool cream on my semi-erect penis. It smelled minty. She finished anointing my dick and then stripped off her gloves, tossing them on the floor. I looked down at my shiny cock, which was just beginning to tingle, and I shot a fearful look over my shoulder at my mistress.
"Capsaicin cream, sweetheart, like Icy hot or Bengay, just stronger, better. Everything's better in Algoria!" she chuckled. A rapidly increasing burning sensation of pins and needles set fire to my poor penis, and I reflexively moved one hand off her knee to rub myself.
*Slap* She slapped my hand and grabbed my wrist, bringing my hand back to her knee. "Your hands don't leave my knees, got it Lee?!" Now ride me!"
I started to pump my hips on the cock up my ass, desperate to cool the rising heat between my legs. Like an itch I couldn't scratch, it tormented me. I tried dropping my butt down faster to make my dick swing down and slap against my balls. I tried swishing my hips back and forth to smack it against my thighs. Ultimately, I swiveled my ass every which way I could, trying to take my mind off the fire in my shaft.
Finally the sting seemed to abate, or I got used to it, or the burn in my thighs distracted me. There was another possibility I realized as I whimpered miserably in my lover's lap. My anal sphincter felt completely stretched out now. The beginnings of that elusive orgasm were taking shape again inside my rectum. I moaned loudly all of a sudden; animal despair beginning to take me. I was angry at Vik for pushing me this far. I was angry at myself for letting her. But mostly, I just wanted to cum.
Vik seemed to sense I was coming to the end of my rope. She slowed our fucking with a firm hand on my waist like a brake slowing a steam engine. "Alright, stand up," she commanded softly.
I pulled my gaping asshole off of her and stood on shaky legs, trying not to break down in tears. She took another cream and rubbed it into my cock flesh, instantly cooling the flames. Vik made eye contact with me, and for a moment I was worried she would be tender. Tenderness is something I couldn't handle right now. A soft kiss would feel like a denial of the intensity of my feelings, the intensity of my frustration, my anger, my desire. But she seemed to finish her assessment and turned her back on me. "Follow me," was all she said.
She led us to a low table with a thick leather wedge on top. "On your back, ass at this end," Vik ordered indicating the thicker end of the wedge.
I laid on the soft leather and had just enough time to think 'it feels good to lie down and rest' before she started strapping me down. In this position, my head was at the low point of the wedge, with my body rising up before me, my ass elevated in offering to my mistress. She tied my wrist and ankle cuffs above my head, bending me in half so that my mid back bore most of my weight and my legs hung down over me.
Now that I was bound, Vik took her time inspecting me. She lifted my weak erection and dropped it, letting it slap against my belly. She used both hands to play with my sac, separating my testicles and tugging on them gently. Then she circled my rim with the pad of her thumb until I looked up and made eye contact.
She sunk her thumb deep through my ring. And there was so little resistance, it was lewd. It was like a cunt. My eyes closed, hot with tears, and I felt shame, and anger at her for making me this way, and anger at myself because it felt good and I wanted more. I opened my wet eyes and glared at her with such intensity I almost growled.
Vik kept my eye contact and raised her chin to meet my challenge. Without looking away, she brought her tip to my fuck hole and slid herself inside me.
"Yes, I see that anger in your eyes. I want you to focus on not cumming," she said as she started sawing her fat cock in and out of my ruined asshole. Her voice was all business. Like she did this everyday. She was in control.
"Take all your anger, your frustration, your independence - focus all of it on not cumming." She bent her knees slightly, dropping her pelvis and changing her angle to smash my prostate more directly.
"If you cum against your will, bent in half with my cock pounding your pussy, you'll be mine forever, deeper than you realize, completely and totally and utterly conquered. So focus Lee, don't cum." She leaned over me, forcing herself between my bound legs, bringing her face close to mine. The intensity of her gaze made my blood run cold, the same way a gazelle must feel making eye contact with a lioness.
"Don't you fucking cum unless you want to be my thoroughly dominated, completely submissive bitch forever and ever." Her glutes were pumping me at a quick pace now. She'd started to sweat, but she didn't seem out of breath. I was getting closer and closer to orgasm, and suddenly I wasn't sure if I wanted it anymore.
"Ughhhhhhh. Mmmmmmm. Nooo...fuck, no please, stop, Vik, stop, I don't want to cum like this, not like this." I threw my head back and closed my eyes, that was the extent of my ability to escape. There was no change in the rhythm of her thrusting.
"Yes Lee, just like this. Fight it, Lee, fight it even though you can feel it starting to rise, even though you know it's inevitable, don't cum! Don't let yourself go. Focus." She slapped me lightly across the face.
"Concentrate Lee, that's your asshole being pounded. When you submit, it'll be my ass-pussy. Feel my cock filling you, sweetheart, feel me forcing you to feel pleasure, forcing you to cum against your will, if you lose now and cum, you'll never be the same!"
Hot tears made of molten emotion formed in my eyes. Despite my growing determination to the contrary, an extremely powerful orgasm was rising inside me. For reasons my brain didn't fully understand, I was now scared of this orgasm, maybe of what it might mean, of Vik's words being true.
When she sucked my nipple into her mouth and pinched it gently between her teeth, all the while maintaining the perfect rhythm in her thrusts, I started pulling against my bonds in panic. "No! Stop Vik! I don't want to cum like this! You're raping me!"
She stared into my teary eyes as I begged her to stop, an wild lustful glare. I squeezed my eyes closed, but she seized me by the hair, jerking my head back and skewering me with eye contact as the powerful thrusts of her hips accelerated. "Yeeessss," she half-moaned, half-whimpered. Her cheeks were flushed with exertion and arousal. Her eyes moistened around her intense, animal stare, and I could tell that she was about to cum herself. "Yes Lee! This is it! Oh fuck you perfect fucking bitch! Break! Break for meeeeeeee!"
Her face seized in anguish, her eyes slamming shut. The realization that she was cumming pushed me over the edge and I screamed and struggled as my orgasm took me. I felt my anus slam down hard on her cock. Seconds later, hot cum shot out of my dick, running down my belly towards my chest. Through her orgasm, Vik kept the presence of mind to notice my half-hard shaft pumping out cum. She took it in her hand and lifted it up, aiming it at my face.
The next contraction was the most powerful, moving from my anal ring, through my cock, and out to every muscle in my body. The ankle restraints countered my contracting thigh muscles; they wanted to squeeze around her and draw her deeper into my cunt. The splash of hot jizz hit the right side of my nose, coating my cheek and upper lip. The salty, bitter taste let me know some had fallen into my mouth. I was yelling with every wave of the orgasm, "Ahhhh, ahhh, ahhh," as Vik moved my dick like an artist, painting me white, forcing me to give myself a facial with her dick up my ass. Despite squeezing my eyes shut, the sting signaled that some of my cum had seeped in. I reflexively tried to move my hand to wipe my eyes, but of course the restraints held me fast as I coated myself in the sticky evidence of my submission.
My grunts weakened with the last contractions of my anal orgasm, changing into whimpers. Vik released my throbbing member, letting it fall against my cum-soaked stomach with a weak slapping sound. I felt her hands push against my butt cheeks as she pulled out. "Look at that gaping fuck hole," I heard her say while holding my buttocks in her palms, gently rubbing her thumbs around my ruined asshole and against my taint. I started to cry. The emotion was too much.
Vik didn't say anything. She let go of my ass. I heard her take off the strap-on. Finally, she wiped her fingers across my face to clean the thick goo covering my eyes. They were still far from clean when she said, "Open your eyes, Lee." I looked up to see her standing over me. She reached a hand between her legs and spread her labia. And then she pissed on me.
The hot stream of urine hit me in the eyes. I slammed them shut and instinctively turned my head to get out of the spray. She took her time, adjusting her aim and moving her stream all over my face.
I was still crying softly when she finished. My face was soaked with hot piss and tears. She released my restraints and gently helped me move my head to the high side of the wedge. She crawled onto the table, straddling me in all the cum and piss, and embraced me, pulling my face into her cleavage.
"Good boy, Lee," she whispered, "Very good boy." She caressed my matted hair as I sobbed into her tits. "That was the most intense experience of my life," she confessed, "I don't know what it is, but you bring out this side of me like no one ever has. I...I love you."
She held me for a long time. After I'd cried myself out, she took me by the hand, put her other arm around me and led me back to the shower and tub area. A pair of soft fabric cuffs hung from a hook on the wall next to the shower head.
When she brought my hands up to cuff me, I pulled away. Vik shot me a questioning, hurt look. I hesitated another beat and then gave her back my hands and she tied me to the wall. The hot water from the shower head felt great and I let the wrist cuffs take some of my weight as I relaxed a little.
Vik stripped out of her soiled fetish outfit and put her warm, naked body on mine. She held me tight and I sagged further into her, starting to cry again under the hot water. She slid a soapy loofah all over me, even getting on her knees to wash my legs and my sex.
Afterwards, she dried me and brought me back upstairs and tucked me into her bed under warm blankets. She rubbed lotion into every part of me, my hands, my neck, the backs of my knees. She took special care with my abused anus, lightly spreading the healing lotion to prevent inflaming it further. When she was done, she slid a silky pair of white bikini-cut panties up my legs. Vik spooned me and softly stroked my hair and my arm and my sides, and we just breathed in silence for a long time.
At some point, we heard the sounds of her parents returning downstairs. "Don't worry, baby. You stay here and rest. I'll go take care of them." She gave me a squeeze and a kiss on top of my head and padded downstairs to meet them.
I rolled onto my back and stared up at the ceiling. My body ached in numerous places, but that was nothing compared to my emotions. My internal emotional equilibrium felt destabilized, like magma bubbling around inside me, inevitably destined to erupt in a volcano at some point.
Vik returned later with a dinner tray, having made my excuses to her parents. "Would you like to come sit at my desk to eat?" she asked sweetly.
"I'm not....not hungry." They were the first words I'd spoken in a long time. I avoided eye contact and tried to think of nothing.
She set the tray down and came to fuss over me. I let her sit me up against the headboard. She sat down on the bed next to me and tried to spoon-feed me a little cup of yogurt. I turned my head away from her. "C'mon honey, you need to eat a little. Please just a few spoonfuls." She brought the spoon to my lips and I let it in. The taste reminded me that I was hungry. It felt good to swallow something...normal.
"Would you like another?" Vik asked after I finished it. I shook my head and rolled over. It was silent in the room for a spell. Then, "Is there anything you want to say to me, Lee? Or anything you want to ask me?"
I hesitated to consult my feelings to see if any particular statement or question would bubble to the surface. But a glimpse inside revealed only screamingly intense noise. I said nothing.
"I...I know it was...intense. I...as I said, it was the most...I don't think I've ever dominated someone that far. It was...you were amazing. But it was too much, too fast, and I'm sorry for what you're feeling now. It may take a little time to...adjust."
She put a soft hand on my back. I stayed on my side looking away. "You were so deep in subspace, it's natural to take a little time to recover. It'll get easier with practice."
Vik paused again to see if I had anything to say and again there was nothing. "Well, if you need anything or want to talk, I'm here for you." She gave me a little shoulder squeeze and then got up to get ready for bed.
That night, she kissed my cheek as she got into bed. "You'll be alright, Lee. You'll feel better in the morning." Sometime later I heard her snoring. I turned and looked directly at her for the first time since my orgasm. She looked irritatingly beautiful.
The noise in my inner monologue started to form itself back into coherent words now, voices in debate. 'She's evil!' 'You know who she is.' 'The things she did to me!' 'You could have said No.' 'I did say No!' 'Yeah, right before the biggest orgasm of your life.' 'She doesn't lo...' And there it was. 'Does she love me?'
'She says she does. She believes she does.' 'But can you piss on, and whip, and basically waterboard someone you love?'
I looked back at the beauty sleeping next to me. She scared me. Not physically of course. But the possibility that she might crush me someday, maybe not even intentionally. She had that power.
After another few hours of sleepless internal debate, I gave up on sleeping and went down to the kitchen. I got myself a glass of water and stared out the window. A crow was startled by the kitchen light and took off from the branch outside. 'It's this fucking place. Algoria. Everything was fine before we came here. I just need to get the fuck out of here and get my head straight.' I latched onto the thought as soon as it formed. 'Flee. Escape. Fly.' I could. It would be easy. Hell, it was reasonable. Most people would say so.
I started pacing around the room, my thoughts accelerating. 'Were you really going to let some woman put you in a dog collar? Fuck you like a faggot the rest of your life?' Yes, it was becoming clear now that I obviously hadn't been thinking clearly. This is not who I was. I suddenly needed to leave, leave that house, leave the country.
"Can't sleep?"
I spun around to see Vik's mother standing in the doorway. "A....Astrid. Uh...hi." I stammered.
She studied me with that same piercing gaze that I'd only ever seen in one other person in my life. "You look perturbed, Lee." She stepped into the room and moved past me to access the cupboards. "I don't know you well, but you look like you're freaking out."
She brought out two shot glasses and filled them with a brownish liquid. "Come sit down and drink with me."
So I found myself seated at the kitchen table in the middle of the night with Astrid, of whom I seemed to have developed an irrational fear. I thought she might interrogate me, but she just stared at me until I felt compelled to speak.
"I can't do it." I blurted out. I shook my head. "I can't take her collar."
Astrid seemed unfazed and reached for her glass. "That's what I told her," she said as she took a drink.
"I mean, maybe someday, I don't know. But not now." Astrid just nodded as she sipped her liquor. I thought I saw the beginnings of a patronizing little smile on her lips.
"I need to go home. Tonight!" I wanted to run out of the house right then and just start swimming towards America. Astrid looked at me like one looks at an eight-year-old and calmly said, "Well, there's no more flights out tonight. Only three flights to the US a day."
"Well, I'll wait in the airport then. I know it seems irrational, but I just need to go."
"Uh huh. How much of this have you told Viktoria?"
I fell silent. "I see," she said. "Drink your shot." I felt like knocking the glass off the table, wanting to disobey for the sheer pleasure of disobedience, but then it seemed petulant and I needed a drink to calm down, so I swallowed the bitter liquid.
Astrid leaned forward. "Here's what's going to happen, Lee. In the morning, I'll book you on the first flight home. I'll even drive you to the airport myself. Vik will be upset with this news, obviously, but she'll get over it. She's strong." She paused here and looked at me hard. 'Unlike you' my inner monologue added for her. "But you will not slink off in the night without so much as a goodbye. She deserves better than that."
"Okay, you're right. I can wait until tomorrow morning. But I'll come down with my bags packed and then I want to go."
Astrid eyed me for another long minute as if trying to gauge my sanity, before standing up and putting the shot glasses in the sink. She moved to the door and looked back at me. "You'll be alright. Nobody's fault. I told that girl she was playing with fire." And then she turned and walked out.
*******************************
In the morning, Vik wasn't in the room when I woke up so I was able to pack my bag without any fuss.
When I came downstairs, I dropped my bag at the front door before continuing into the kitch. Vik and her father were eating breakfast at the kitchen table. Astrid appeared to be finishing up some dishes in the sink.
Vik looked up and smiled. "Hey sweetheart, how did you sleep?"
"I uh..." I caught Astrid's eye. "I'm ready to go."
Vik looked to her mother in confusion. Astrid wiped her hands dry with a dish towel and said, "Alright, I'll drive you. George, you stay here with Viktoria. The boy's leaving."
Vik looked back to me in disbelief.
"Vik, I...I'm sorry. I have to go."
"Lee wait! Don't do this!" Tears formed in her eyes and started streaming down her cheeks as she slowly rose to her feet. Her beautiful face contorted in a picture of anguish. "C'mon let's talk about this."
"We can talk back in the States. I just really need some space right now. I need to clear my head." I shook my head apologetically.
"No. Please Lee, I love you. You don't know how much I love you, baby." She took a step towards me, and I reflexively took a step back. She froze, my retreat seeming to wound her even more deeply.
Her hands clenched into fists, and her face turned red. I could see her struggle in desperation. I felt awful.



"Please Lee, please don't do this!" she screamed at me. Then very quietly she added, "You're going to stay with me, you're going to take my collar, and we're going to live happily ever after."
"Vik, I love you. I'll always love you. When we get back to the States, I'd be open to a full-time dom/sub relationship, but I can't take your collar. I have to go now. I'm so sorry."
Vik could see that I wasn't changing my mind, I saw it in her face. But she just couldn't accept it. Astrid opened the front door and stood in the open doorway waiting for me.
Vik saw this, looked back at me, and fell on her knees on the kitchen floor, "I'm begging you, baby. I told you. If you leave Algoria without my collar, we can't be together. That would be the end for us. Please don't do this..." She shook her head, her cheeks wet with tears, her bloodshot eyes beseeching me.
"I'm sorry." I turned and walked out.
"Leeeeeeee! Leeeeeeeeeee!" She called after me. I looked back over my shoulder and saw her father holding her back, as she sobbed and screamed with psychic pain.
I got in the back seat. I wasn't sure if that was rude to Astrid, but I didn't much care. As soon as I got in the car, I felt sick to my stomach, and my tears started to fall. My thoughts were all over the place: 'I'm fucking up the best thing in my life. What am I doing?!' 'I can't go back there. I had to get out. I was losing myself.' 'Maybe I should call this off and go back.' 'Yeah, so you're ready to be a collared bitch for the rest of your life?' 'It had to be done, best to make a clean break now, give it some time, and re-evaluate back home.' 'But what about her ultimatum? What if you can't come back from this?' 'If she won't break that fucked up ultimatum for you, then she doesn't love you.'
I sobbed fitfully in the back seat, but I didn't call it off. I met Astrid's eyes in the rearview mirror. Pity looked so unnatural on her. "Oh here," she handed me a bottle of water over her shoulder, "drink some water. It'll help calm you down." I took a couple breaths to try and get ahold of myself. I tore the cap off the water and chugged half of it down in one pull. 'I am starting to feel calmer' I thought. And then I passed out.
*********
It felt like I was drooling on my pillow, so I tried to reach a hand up to wipe my mouth. But my hand seemed to be caught on something.
I opened my eyes and recognized the dungeon immediately. I glanced at the wall mirror to my right and saw myself butt naked with a ball gag in my mouth, tied over the vaulting horse in the basement.
"Well! Look who's awake!" Astrid was sitting on a throne to my left, dressed in fetish gear and brandishing a riding crop in her hands. Her fashion sense was decidedly more masculine than Vik's with a leather trench coat over her bustier. The way she'd dressed me was also more functional than fashion: ankle and wrist cuffs, leather belts criss-crossing my chest, a belt around my waist, connecting to two belts that served to hold my ass cheeks apart.
"Whaadd doufff faaaak?!" I yelled through my gag and pulling at my bonds.
"Now now, I'm sure Vik's generation of dommes would probably take off your gag and ask you about your feelings just now, so you're lucky that I'm here to give you a taste of real Algorian domination." She clearly had no idea how depraved her daughter was.
She ran the tip of her riding crop over my bare buttocks, selecting her targets before striking. *Thwack thwack thwack* I felt three red marks appearing on my cheeks, but I didn't make a sound. I had no love for this woman. To hell with her, I wouldn't give her the satisfaction of crying out.
"Do you want me to stop, Lee?" she taunted as she again ran the soft leather tip of her crop lightly over my ass.
*Thwack thwack thwack*
I arched my back, lifting my ass cheeks towards her unafraid.
"Well, I'm impressed, Lee. Maybe Viktoria didn't fuck up as badly as I thought..."
I felt her crop dip between my cheeks and press gently against my asshole. Astrid leaned close to my ear and whispered, "...but don't get cocky, bitch!"
The bitch slapped that her crop down right on my exposed butthole.
*Eeeekkk!* a high pitched yelp escaped my throat as my anus spasmed and my hips fought futilely against the restraints, trying in vain to sooth the sharp pain between my buttocks.
I was still panting, forcing air in and out of my nose since my mouth was blocked with a rubber ball, when I felt the soft leather of her crop kiss my taint and slid down to isolate and fondle my right testicle. My eyes shot open as I realized her intention. "Nooowwww!" *Thwack* My gonad felt struck my lightning.
Astrid leaned over, bringing her mouth close to my ear, and I became vaguely aware of the pad of her finger pressing against my anus as she said, "Alright Lee, let's see if you can be a good boy for me. Give me a little kiss with that pretty asshole of yours. Squeeze it tight."
When I didn't respond, she leaned back, keeping the pad of her finger pressed against my entrance, and brought the crop lightly against my left testicle. "Or do you need additional motivation?"
My body clenched my rim down tight without me even consciously deciding to give in. Then I felt a burn as she slid her lubed finger through my tightly contracted ring.
"Hmmmm, still fairly tight. The way Viktoria had to bring you dinner in bed last night, I would've thought she'd blown you out."
I felt her tugging this way and that on my inner muscles. When she pressed against my prostate, I felt shame at the arousal that sprung from the gland down into my cock.
"Alright you can relax your cunt, Lee." She withdrew her finger, reapplied some lube, and reentered me with two fingers. Then she loosened the belt holding my waist down so I could move my hips a little.
"Ok bitch, show me what Viktoria's taught you. Be a good boy and fuck yourself on my fingers. Show me what a submissive little butt slut you are."
Anger and shame coursed through me. I didn't move a muscle. As I tried to think what to do, I felt her crop press against the semi-erect cock hanging down between my legs. She stroked the underside of my cock head with the soft leather tip. It felt shamefully delicious. Then she gave it a little slap, more shocking than painful, a warning.
"That wasn't a suggestion."
Her words hung in the air for a moment. And then my hips started to move on their own. It felt humiliating, humping myself back on her fingers. But my treacherous dick was harder than it had been in the last twenty-four hours.
"Oh wow! You really love that. What a good sub you're going to be when you're fully trained." My hips slowed hearing her call me out, but an encouraging dick slap with her crop helped me find my rhythm again.
Finally, she withdrew from me and walked over to retrieve something from a cabinet, leaving me panting through my gag and wondering if I should have resisted more.
Astrid turned around holding a truly massive black rubber butt plug, glistening with thick gelatinous lube. It was bigger than anything I'd ever had up my ass. Like so big I would've said it was a novelty joke item.
My head was shaking back and forth without me even realizing it. Astrid chuckled at my reaction. "You may be an anal slut, but you're not going to enjoy this!"
She pressed the greasy pointed end to my sphincter and I managed to jerk my hips enough to dislodge it. Astrid didn't react to this except to press a surprisingly strong hand hard into my lower back, pinning me down, as she slid the first centimeter or two inside me.
I moaned and squirmed, but I was helpless to resist the penetration. I just knew there was no way I could take a toy this size.
"Don't worry sweetie. I see the panic in your eyes. But I've stuffed bigger objects up tighter asses. It's going to be...an experience for you, but you won't be permanently injured."
When my poor anus would stretch no further, Astrid just pushed harder and I screamed. "Rrrrrrrrrrrrghhh!"
"C'mon sweet cheeks, push! It's going up your ass either way, but definitely less comfortable if you don't push."
I was too scared and consumed by the sensation of being split open to get angry at her cruel taunts. She kept pushing and so did I, and millimeter by millimeter the evil thing slid further into my shit hole. It stretched me beyond anything I'd had before.
I was panting and whimpering and crying, but the plug seemed endless, and Astrid showed no signs of backing off. I was starting to hyperventilate when the lips of my stretched out ass-pussy finally gripped the widest part of the massive butt plug.
I slowly looked over my shoulder in horror. Astrid grinned at me and let go of the plug completely, but my ass kept swallowing it, grateful to be past the biggest part and unwilling to go back. I wanted to try to push it out, but I felt like any movement back there risked triggering a powerful contraction that could break me. I focused on my breathing and keeping my anus totally relaxed. But it was inevitable. I felt like I was starting to contract and freaked out and my butthole clenched hard, drawing the plug fully inside me. "Oooooowwwwwhhhh." It was too big for me, but I didn't break. I whimpered and squealed as my sphincter spasmed, and cramps wracked my rectum.
When the cramps died down, I became aware Astrid's hand rubbing my lower back. It ran up and over my shoulder before lifting my chin, which was wet with drool from my gagged mouth. I reluctantly met her gaze with my tear-streaked bloodshot eyes.
"Now then. Are you going to be a good boy?"
I looked away and whimpered. She grabbed my face by my cheeks with one hand and brought my eyes back to her. "Do you need some more punishment?"
I shook my head emphatically.
"Then I'll ask you one more time. Are you going to be a good little submissive bitch?"
I nodded my head. 'What the hell,' I thought, 'I definitely don't want to see what's next in her bag of tricks.'
She looked me hard in the eyes, appraising the honesty of my nod. Seemingly satisfied, my gag was unfastened and removed. I stretched my sore jaw and awkwardly wiped the drool from my chin with my bare shoulder. But I said nothing.
"You're a natural sub, Lee. One of the most natural I've ever seen. It'd be a crime to let you go uncollared. Things would have been so much more straightforward for you and Viktoria a generation ago..." I thought about saying something about consent and rape, but it seemed unwise while strapped down in her basement with a giant plug stuffed up my ass.
Astrid opened a bottle of water and held it to my lips. I eyed her suspiciously. She just rolled her eyes.
"This one's not drugged, sweetie. If I want to knock you out again, there are simpler ways." She tipped the bottle to my lips and I drank.
Next she brought over an evil-looking harness with a rubber rod she oriented horizontally as she raised it to my lips. I kept my mouth closed, made emphatic eye contact and slowly shook my head.
Astrid sighed and lowered the new gag. "Viktoria doesn't know you're here yet, still crying her eyes out upstairs. Be a good boy for her. Let me gag you again and then I'll bring her down."
I looked at her untrustingly, and she raised an eyebrow, adding, "Or I can show you my skill with a whip..."
I looked down in resignation and opened my mouth. She slid the bit gag deep into my mouth and strapped it around my skull. Thick leather reins were attached to each end of the bit and she tossed these over my back. Then, true to her word, she padded up the stairs. I heard the heavy door thud closed behind her.
I found myself looking forward to seeing Vik. 'At least she's less insane than her mother,' I thought, but I knew it was much more than that. Somehow I knew I would be more miserable right now if I had made that flight and was on a plane flying away from here right now. Even with the butt plug resizing my twitching anus. I didn't want to be away from Vik.
The boom of the heavy door knocking against the wall made me look into the wall mirror next to me to get a better look at the base of the stairs. I heard two sets of footsteps, and then they were there.
Vik's beautiful face carried the signs of recent, intense weeping, red and puffy. Her eyes widened in shock as she saw what her mother had to show her. She turned incredulously towards Astrid.
"What...did you....DO?!"
Astrid showed no signs of remorse. "What you should have done. What you would have done if you hadn't left Algoria and forgotten your natural dominance."
Vik's voice, dropped lower now, like a feral growl, transitioning from shock to rage, "Did...did you fuck him, mother?!"
Astrid rolled her eyes, unfazed by her daughter's display of anger. "No, though I must say he has a lovely asshole..."
Vik took a threatening step towards her mother and shoved a finger in her face, "You had NO RIGHT! He's MINE!"
Astrid's face became serious. "If he were, then I wouldn't have had to do this. But you let him leave uncollared, like a lost lamb stumbling blindly towards a cliff's edge. God knows what would have become of him if I hadn't intervened."
In the mirror's reflection, I saw Vik's expression of righteous indignation falter, and my heart sunk. She believed her mother. 'But it was crap. I would have been fine, right? Things would have worked themselves out somehow...' but even as I thought the words, I wasn't sure I believed them.
Astrid sighed and put a hand on Vik's shoulder. Softening her tone, she said, "Listen, he said he loves you, that he wants to submit to you full-time. He just got scared and ran. He's practically begging you to dominate him."
In a low voice, Vik replied quietly, "This is wrong, mother. It's illegal."
"Oh hush. Only a coward lets what's legal stop them from doing what's right."
I saw Vik's eyes shoot up to me now. They scanned my bound body, meeting my eyes for a second before moving down to the big plug in my ass. I could see her mind working. Surprisingly, I somehow found myself rooting for her mother, hoping that Vik would be convinced. At the same time, if she did let herself be convinced, I wasn't sure I could trust her again...
Finally Astrid spoke again, "Look, if you don't take him now, then it was never going to happen and you're through. Maybe it's not meant to be. You can go back upstairs, and I'll take care of everything. I'll take responsibility and get him on a flight home tomorrow. Can't promise I won't fuck his brains out first."
Vik shot her mother an icy glare at this.
"What?! Any bitch who breaks my daughter's heart deserves at the very least to fly home sitting on an o-ring to protect his ruined asshole, with the phantom sensation of my fat cock up his ass." Vik's glare continued to burn brightly, and Astrid gave her a diplomatic smile, "Of course, I'm just kidding. I'd never do something like that to your father, and Lee would probably enjoy it anyway and defeat the purpose."
Vik seemed like she wasn't listening, still deep in thought. Finally Astrid said, "Why don't you-"
"Go upstairs, mother. I'll take care of this."
Astrid eyed her daughter carefully. She put her hands on Viktoria's shoulders and met her gaze. Then, she gave her daughter a curt nod and left. And we were alone.
I arched my neck to try and catch Vik's eyes in the mirror, but she didn't meet my glance. She stood still as a statue with an indecipherable expression on her face. I had no idea what she was planning to do.
She moved close to stand right next to me. A shaking hand reached towards me. She flexed her fingers to steady herself and then ran her hand over my bare ass. I didn't pull away. I met her eyes in the mirror, and we stared at each other. Her eyes, hard and serious with the weight of the moment, now moistened with tears. She seemed to start shaking a little as the emotion began to pour out of her.
She pushed my head forward to get at the buckles at the back and unfastened the gag.
"I'm so sorry, Lee. I would never hurt you. Not beyond what you wanted. Not beyond what you needed." She started to cry harder as I stretched my jaw.
"I would never keep you here against your will. Your happiness is the only thing that matters to me. I would never drug you, kidnap you, and tie you up in the basement."
As she ranted she grabbed my wrist cuffs and started to unfasten them.
"Wait!" I cried. Vik pulled her hands back and froze. I was scared, searching my insides to describe what I felt.
"I...Don't let me go."
"Lee..."
"I'm sorry. I made a mistake leaving. I knew it as soon as I got in the car. I never want to be apart from you ever again."
"Don't fuck with me, Lee!" Her voice sounded angry, but it made me happy to hear how much she cared.
"I'm sorry, Vik. I was scared and confused. I'm still scared, but I'm sure now that I belong with you. I belong to you. I will take your collar."
She was openly weeping now, straddling that line between crying and laughing so tightly that you couldn't be sure which it was. Her fingers ran into my hair, pushing my head down so I couldn't look at her. She crawled on top of my bound form and leaned down over me. I felt the weight of her breasts on my back. I felt her nose nuzzling into the hair at the back of my head and the hot wetness from her tears.
"I love you, Lee, my darling, my everything. Tell me what you want. Right now."
I took a deep breath and let the words flow unchecked. "Gag me and fuck me, Mistress. Make me yours again." Viktoria smiled, an involuntary smile that stretched so wide it hurt the muscles in her face. It was going to be quite an afternoon.
The End.
***********************************
Epilogue - Approximately One Year Later
'One hell of a year,' I reflected as I fingered the soft, worn leather of my collar and stared out the window at the rising Algorian sun. I could never have imagined my current existence. But I was happy. Belonging to Vik was exactly what I needed, the optimal life for me, and one I had been incredibly lucky to fall into.
Our collaring ceremony had been perfect. My close family had come, though thankfully I never had to spell out in detail for my parents exactly what my collar meant. I got by with generalities, deflecting questions about my collar with 'it's an Algorian thing' and about the ceremony as 'it's basically like an Algorian wedding.' I'm sure they googled for more information, but I'm glad I never had to be the one to share any obscene details. They could see I was happy. And that was enough.
Besides the official witness from the government, there are typically two more witnesses, one for the domme and one for the sub. Vik's mom had been her witness, which was less weird than I had worried since she had already seen me naked and personally stuffed my bum. We considered one of my close friends from back home who was open about her kinky sex life, but ultimately we chose Andrea, my regular spa technician who increasingly served as my informal therapist and trusted confidant. Vik had treated the event like the Olympics, planning and training for months, keeping me edged and denied for two weeks beforehand. She took two orgasms off my tongue, one from each of her lower holes, before making me cum hands-free twice with her strap-on. As the grand finale, she had fisted me for the first time.
Our sex life has fallen into a comfortable rhythm. Vik has me give her oral sex almost every day. She takes me up my ass a couple times a week. We typically reserve Saturdays for all-day love-making. I've gotten quite good at relaxing my asshole with minimal prep. My favorite progression is when she lets me start off riding her, guiding her inside at my own pace, swishing my hips and bouncing my butt to show her my ardor. Then, we finish with her pounding me from behind with my hands on the headboard.



As much as I had feared being kept in chastity in perpetuity, Vik enjoys taking my cock inside her once or twice a week. She hated missionary (we tried it only once), but she loves to ride me fast and rough like an animal. She likes Amazon position as well. Sometimes she will have me stand with my back against a wall for support, and she'll ride me standing, my hands gripping her plush ass to support her weight so she can fuck at will. Lately, she increasingly demands to be taken from behind (I think she finds the faux-submission of it kinky), though my hands are typically bound behind my back while I'm humping her and she tugs on a leash tied to my collar (or sometimes to my balls) to control our rhythm.
Tomorrow is our anniversary, during which I am to be awarded carte blanche authority for twenty-four hours. As you might imagine, I've fantasized all sorts of anniversary scenarios over the last year. I've never fucked her up her ass. I've never bound or gagged her. Despite the fantastic blow jobs she's continued to give me regularly, I've never fucked her face. But I feel like I have years to experience those things. The first anniversary is special, and I feel like asking for those things is expected, mundane, unromantic. Vik is the love of my life. I want to show her how much I adore our life together. So I think this first year, I may 'force her' to let me go down on her for hours and give my submissive little asshole a marathon fucking. Maybe I'll make her wear a collar and leash while she does it, just to make things festive.
My parting advice would be to keep an open mind when your lover wants to stretch you. And consider a visit to Algoria if you have the means!
************************************
Thanks to all the readers who have voted or left comments! I'm always interested to hear what others may think about these fantasies. I've been trying to end this series and move on since chapter 5, but there just seemed to be too many things left that I wanted to include without ending the story abruptly. This is the longest story I've written, and I found it challenging to maintain consistent tone, rhythm, and purpose across so many chapters. I think I'm now convinced that I prefer to write in the third person rather than the first; the omniscient perspective is too valuable. To the readers frustrated with the pace of publication, the only way I can see around this is to draft all the chapters before publishing the first one, maybe I'll consider that for my next story.
-AssLover88
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On a planet many lightyears away, a society exists closely resembling Earth, but instead of men and women, there are alphas and betas. Everyone starts life as a single sex (gamma) and then differentiates at a late puberty that occurs at the age of consent (18 years old). Those that fuck more become alphas. Those who get fucked more become betas. Everyone has a penis and an asshole, but alphas develop bigger cocks, taller heights, and more masculine features, while betas become soft with full breasts and hairless, atrophied little clitties. Betas only develop the ability to become pregnant several years after reaching full sexual maturity and give birth anally.
************************************
Miko watched the fight with intense interest. They (the pronoun for individuals who have yet to differentiate into an alpha or beta, collectively known as gammas) would be in the ring themselves the next day. The outcome would have a profound effect on the rest of their life, although they knew that even if they won the fight the next day, the best they could hope for was to become a low ranking alpha.
The two gammas currently circling each other in the ring both leaned towards the beta side of things with small but clearly developing breasts, round full buttocks, and underdeveloped penises. But that is where the similarities between them ended. One was lanky, all elbows and knees, with a fierce glint in her eye. She looked pissed, like she was here to kill, like she'd enjoy it. The other girl was probably 30 pounds heavier, despite being a couple of inches shorter. But her weight didn't inspire fear. She looked soft and plump. Her eyes were also soft. Like she wasn't sure entering the ring had been such a good idea.
From the conversations around them, it sounded like most of the spectators expected victory to go to the smaller, fiercer girl. Miko looked over at the girls' families. Even if they hadn't been sitting in the family section, you could have picked them out from the other spectators by the worried expressions. Everyone else was here for entertainment. Well...a few were here for...more like research...like Miko.
Even though the girls in the ring were technically still gammas, most would still refer to them as girls given their appearances. Miko wondered if they were just naturally feminine due to some genetic gift/curse or whether they'd been taking it in the ass.
Once a gamma reaches sexual maturity, their body becomes susceptible. The more cock cream gets pumped up their rear ends, the more feminine they become, eventually reaching a point of no return at which point they're called betas (and legally recognized as such based on blood hormone levels). Alternatively, the more time they spend with their dicks stuffed deep up some slut's fuck hole, absorbing the clear gel secreted by the rectal glands through the thin skin on their penises, the more masculine they become.
The effects weren't symmetric. Beta development was driven more by peak hormone concentrations, so being gang-banged once or twice would result in more profound feminization than taking a small load of cum regularly. By contrast, alpha development depended more on the total amount of time spent with one's cock wedged in a warm asshole, being basted with anal fuck juice. There were many theories as to why their biology developed this way, but the motivations of evolution are not always clear.
The skinny one threw a wild punch, and the fat girl tried to grab it. Which was smart. If she could grab her and get on top of her, then her extra weight might be enough to overcome the violence of the smaller girl. But she pulled her fist back too quickly for the other girl to get ahold of her. Miko watched them continue to circle each other, looking for an opening, maybe the only opening they'd ever need. It was crazy, Miko thought, that one wrong move, one wrong step, and it could change their gender for the rest of their lives.
Of course, most people didn't leave such important changes up to chance. Most families took matters into their own hands. In the privacy of their own homes, families would host parties where their beta girls could bend over and receive the feminizing semen they needed to develop, while offering their anal juice to the aspiring alphas of allied families. While it was technically illegal to sell sex, money often changed hands at such events and if not money outright, then gifts or influence. Society accepted these transactions in the same way they had for generations accepted marriages arranged for the strategic betterment of the family, marrying off a beta to seal an alliance, while condemning the outright selling of a beta as sexual slavery.
Miko couldn't help but compare themselves with the bony savage fighting for alpha status. Miko was more androgynous than the girl in the ring, with smaller bee-sting breasts and a bigger, thicker cock between their legs. Given the girl's smaller bone structure and larger breast size, Miko felt pretty confident that the girl had taken cum in her ass at least once or twice. But if the gaunt, but ferocious, fighter could succeed against a bigger opponent, then maybe so could they. Maybe they had a chance.
Their match scheduled for the following day was supposed to have been against a gamma named Zaga who had grown up with Miko in the same class at school. Zaga was from a much wealthier family, which had seemed to afford them guaranteed popularity and standing in the school's social hierarchy. Zaga had bullied them constantly, maybe because Miko always got better marks. "Doesn't matter what grades a beta gets, only how well she takes it up her fat ass, and Miko's already got one of those!" Zaga would joke to their posse of dim-witted friends.
Miko thought it was strange that Zaga would draw attention to their ample buttocks, since Zaga wasn't exactly flat back there either. Despite being from very different families, their bodies were quite similar: thin with barely-there breasts, pretty faces, long legs, carrying most of their weight in their asses. They both naturally veered slightly towards beta status, though neither one accepted it.
Miko had dreams. They didn't know what exactly, but they wanted to do something important with their life. In a different world, Miko wouldn't have minded being a beta. They were quiet and naturally somewhat submissive, and Miko knew from masturbatory exploration that their prostate was particularly sensitive. If their career prospects and potential for self-determination and individual rights were the same, Miko often thought they would voluntarily choose beta status. In a different world.
Betas had rights, but their options were severely limited compared with what alphas had. Betas typically stayed home, raised the children, and served their alpha. In fact, as soon as a gamma's hormone levels rose high enough to be legally classified as a beta, an alpha had to be designated as responsible, with legal custody, typically their father until they were mated to another alpha. The betas that did work outside of the home most often did so in brothels. Some worked as secretaries, and a few prominent betas even held positions as analysts and advisors in business and politics, but they were all expected to provide sexual services at work in addition to their non-sexual duties.
Miko's attention was drawn back to the fight as the waif took her shot with a flurry of movement. A series of feints caused the bigger girl to shift her weight back onto her left foot, which is what the smaller girl had been counting on. A solid punch drove deep into the girl's soft belly, causing her head to pitch forward as she reflexively hugged her stomach. The thin girl never stopped moving, spinning behind her and delivering a swift kick to her testicles.
The plump girl went down, and her opponent was on her in a flash, hooking an arm around the girl's neck to keep her down while humping her plush tush to get erect enough to penetrate her. The fat girl was still in agony from being kicked in the balls but had the presence of mind to try and buck the girl off of her. But this just seemed to excite the smaller girl who slammed her hips down even harder, slapping her pelvis into the thick cheeks below her and keeping the girl pinned. "Stay down, bitch! It's over!"
She slowed her thrusts as she searched for the girl's anus with the tip of her now fully erect cock. The fight seemed to have gone out of the pinned girl, still occasionally moving her hips but half-heartedly now, accepting inevitability. "Ahh!" Her head shot up with eyes bugging out of their sockets, signaling that she'd been penetrated. In addition to her natural anal gel, she'd no doubt squirted some extra lube up her butt before the match; all fighters did. It wasn't defeatist. It was just logical. Every fight ended with one of the two competitors being sodomized by the other. Best to be safe. Even so, the expression on the girl's reddened, tear-stained face indicated it was still not a painless experience.
The referee finished the count and called the match for the slender girl, maybe soon to be slender boy. With victory came sexual rights to the loser for 24 hours. The victor would likely keep her cock rammed up the defeated girl's rectum for almost all that time, but there was still a chance she might not absorb enough to reach alpha hormone levels. She might have to fight again.
"Fuck yeah! Take it beta! Take my alpha cock!"
The plump soon-to-be beta squealed as she was hilted by her opponent's conquering shaft.
At this point, victors sometimes showed mercy and left the ring to continue the sodomy in private. It was considered a classy move that showed respect to the loser and her family.
But apparently this time that was not to be. A cheer went up from the crowd as the bony champion pulled her bitch up to her hands and knees by her hair and started pounding her back door. In truth, this was what the spectators came for, not the grappling combat of poorly trained fighters. They came to see real, raw sexual domination.
Miko felt bad for the girl getting sodomized in front of her family but couldn't help but get a little aroused. The victor now seemed like a natural alpha. She fucked without hesitation.
When she pulled out of the girl's now reddened ass and walked around to face her, the champion's dominance was so obvious that the conquered girl didn't hesitate. She closed her eyes, causing fresh tears to run down her cheeks, and opened her mouth, accepting the soiled dong between her lips. The crowd hollered and jeered at this new display of dominance. "Yeah beta! Taste your ass! Get used to that flavor, honey! That's what you're made for!"
Miko felt a chill go up their spine, involuntarily imagining themselves being forced to do ass-to-mouth in front of tomorrow's crowd. They had felt more confident when Zaga was set to be their opponent. Despite their tough talk in front of their friends, Miko knew that Zaga was afraid of them. Miko had always had more determination, more inner strength. But Zaga's family must have come to the same conclusion, because two days ago Zaga had pulled out of the competition. Miko had initially been surprised, but it made sense. Zaga's family had probably paid some poor girl to stay bent over in his room all weekend, so he could reach alpha status without any risk.
Now Miko was set to fight a bigger gamma. They felt less confident against this new opponent than they had about Zaga, but the fight they had just finished watching proved that size wasn't everything. Miko stood to leave as the debauchery in the ring escalated.
The skinny girl was going above and beyond. She had her bitch riding her cock like a crab, facing away from her, supporting her own weight with her hands behind her and her heels flat on the floor on either side. Miko could see the girl's aroused clitty bouncing and drooling precum as she complied with her opponent's orders and fucked herself on the cock beneath her. The girl's family could see it too.
Miko walked out, telling themselves that they didn't want to see anymore, like they had too much class to keep gaping at the spectacle. But in truth, it was mostly that they didn't want to get any more aroused. Miko stopped in the restroom on the way out to masturbate themselves to a quick orgasm in the somewhat shameful style they'd become accustomed to: leaning against the wall of the toilet stall with one hand tugging on their stiff penis and the other sliding its middle finger in their anus.
*************************
Dinner that night was tense. Miko sat at the kitchen table with their parents, picking at the food on their plate. Over the last several days, the table had hosted a series of intense debates on Miko's future that had almost universally ended in Miko leaving the room in a huff.
Their parents' position was that Miko should accept that they were a beta while they still had the chance. The family could arrange for them to lose their virginity to an influential family, maybe even with a bonus of money or gifts. With higher social standing, they could likely avoid a brothel, maybe even become a kept woman. And they could do it without the humiliation of being publicly butt fucked.
Even if they got lucky in the ring and skated by with alpha status, there was still a stigma to having been close enough to beta status to have had to fight in the ring. Combined with Miko's naturally somewhat girlish looks, they would likely never be able to rise far on the career ladder anyway. If their goal was to have 'an important, influential life,' Miko's father contended, then they had a much better chance of achieving that by becoming a beta to a strong alpha whom they could advise and influence.
The discussions had been bitter, repeated screaming matches. Now, on the eve of Miko's fight, nobody seemed to have the energy or desire to rehash the tired arguments. A heavy silence hung in the air as they all picked at the food on their plates.
Miko stood to excuse themselves from the dinner table. They wanted to shave off their long hair before the match tomorrow. Although Miko had always taken pride in their thick mane, less to grab onto was advantageous in combat. Surprisingly, their mother agreed to help them shave their head. "Go wait for me in your room. I'll come help you after I finish cleaning up the kitchen." Miko gave their mother a hug. "I guess they finally begrudgingly accepted that this is going to happen," Miko thought. Their parents' support meant a lot to them.
Miko sat on their bed looking at their long locks of soft brown hair in the wall mirror for the last time. They felt sleepier than they would have expected given how nervous they were about the match tomorrow. "Must just be emotional exhaustion from the stress," Miko told themselves as they lay back on the bed to wait for their mother.
*******************************
Miko stirred awake and instantly knew something was wrong. Warm drool oozed around the gag in her mouth, pooling on her chin. Moving her head around as much as she could, she realized she was butt naked, tied to a breeding bench that had been installed in the living room.
As she was began to really freak out, she saw her mother stand from where she had been sitting on the sofa. "Calm down, sweetheart. Everything is going to be okay." Her mom proceeded to tell her that she and her father had decided that it would be better for her to be a beta, even if they had to force her. They couldn't stand by and let her foolish fantasy of becoming a low ranking alpha destroy her prospects. In addition, they'd received a great offer on her virginity that would have been squandered if she'd competed and lost in the arena.
"Mmrmrrrmmmm" Miko screamed into her gag. Her mother looked concerned but unrepentant. "Oh sweetie, I know you had other ideas, but I promise this is for the best."
*ding-dong* the doorbell chimed.
"Oh that must be the doctor."
An older, professional looking man returned with her mother. He didn't seem at all surprised to see a naked girl, tied and gagged in the living room. He maintained his professional demeanor, snapping on some latex gloves. When he made eye contact, Miko screamed into her gag again in protest.
"Hey, that's ok. If screaming makes you feel better, you just keep screaming, ok? The transition can be hard on some girls. But just so you know, I reviewed your test data and measurements, and I completely agree with your parents' decision." He patted her gently on the head with a gloved hand. "Just remember girl, you never had a choice in this and you never will again. Your job now is to submit, submit the best you can. Take comfort in that."
With that, he turned his attention back to her mother. "So why don't you bring me up to speed on what you've done so far"
"Oh sure, doctor. Let's see. She's had two enemas, until her water ran clear. And we removed all her body hair when we bathed her this morning. Um...other than that, just painted her fingernails and toenails pink and gave her a little eye makeup. I think that's it."
As the doctor listened to this, he continued his examination, poking and prodding her to gauge her body's beta development. He gripped her butt cheeks firmly and spread them.
"What a pretty little flower," he commented, "has she been bleached?"
"No sir, that's her natural color," her mother replied, a little bit of pride in her voice.
"Really, no make-up or anything? Her anus is just naturally pink like that? Wow!"
"Sure is! Runs in the family," her mother said proudly, before realizing that she may have shared too much. The doctor smiled good-naturedly at the blush in her mother's cheeks, but there was no doubt that all three of them were picturing her mother's puckered asshole. The doctor turned his attention back to the fat cheeks in his hands.
"Her buttocks are quite plump for a girl of her weight. Most girls don't get a tush like this until they've been deflowered," the doctor commented in a voice that struggled to maintain clinical detachment.
"Oh doctor, but you've seen her blood tests. You know she is truly virgin!" Miko's mother protested.
"Yes of course, ma'am, I didn't mean anything by that. Just that she's been blessed with quite a backside, which will only swell in the coming years." The doctor said with a placating smile.
The doctor examined Miko's dainty hands before sliding two fingers into her palm. "Alright Miko, go ahead and squeeze my fingers as tight as you can."
Miko let her frustration flow. She tried to crush his fingers, desperate to show that she wasn't a weak little bitch.
"Really? That's it? Thank God your parents kept you out of the arena. But don't worry, weak, dainty little muscles are desirable in a beta. You can go ahead and let go now."
Wet tears of shame wetted Miko's eyes, but she kept squeezing the bastard's fingers in protest.
"Oh. Still feeling bratty, huh?" The doctor noted in passing as he slid his hand under Miko's chest and pinched her nipple.
"Urrghhhh!" Miko squealed and let go in shock. The doctor continued twisting and squeezing her nipple, observing how she writhed in pain. Then he released her and moved his hand to her other breast, much gentler this time. He caressed and lightly thumbed her tit, feeling how quickly it hardened.
"She's responsive, but hardly any mammary tissue development." The doctor commented, making a mark in his notes.
"I was just as flat before my transition," her mother spoke up in her defense.
"Really...?" the doctor asked rhetorically. Her mother blushed as she realized she'd again brought attention to herself. "Well then, I'd say she's got nothing to worry about."
Miko yelped into her gag as her hair was pulled back, and the doctor began fiddling with something on her gag. She realized that the gag was more complicated than she'd initially thought. A thick dildo slid out of her mouth, leaving behind a ring, which held her jaws steady and open. One, then two of the doctor's gloved fingers pushed inside her mouth, pushing her tongue down and testing her gag reflex. As she choked and sputtered on the fingers, her mother asked, "How long should we keep her gag in today? I've read that a virgin, beta girl typically becomes quite docile for several hours after taking one or two loads."



"It's true that most girls will be ready, if not eager, to accept more semen after they've received two ejaculations anally. But Miko here is resistant and a little older than a typical virgin, so I'd leave it in for three loads, just to be safe." Her mother nodded in appreciation at the doctor's sage advice. The doctor slid the rubber cock back inside Miko's mouth and locked it in place, before documenting his exam findings in his notebook. Miko closed her eyes to steady herself as the realization that this was really happening sunk in.
Miko's eyes shot wide open as she felt the doctor's hands slide up her inner thighs and start pawing her genitals. He weighed her hairless balls in his hands, fondling her and tugging lightly on her little sac. He pinched her soft dicklette between two fingers, lifting and twisting it to examine her completely.
"Bigger than most betas at this stage, but that often correlates with higher libido," the doctor announced as he made another addition to his notes, "and of course she'll shrink as she develops," he added in consolation.
Now the doctor grabbed her fleshy backside with one hand and pulled to the side to expose her little starfish. The dry latex covering his other thumb slid over her rim. Miko's little hole winked at him in greeting. He pressed the pad of his thumb flat over her opening and pushed forward, not entering her, but stuffing her entire rim deeper between her cheeks. Both Miko and the doctor were surprised when she moaned into her gag and arched her back before realizing what she'd done and tucking her pelvis forward again.
Her mother looked on with a big smile on her face. She knew she and her husband had made the right decision. Already it seemed so obvious that her child wasn't a big alpha man; how could they have ever wondered that? No, she was a submissive little beta girl and she was going to be one of the best. Miko's mother felt a pang of guilt that they hadn't acted sooner, perhaps depriving her daughter of as complete a transition as she could have had, but she consoled herself that she would make sure her daughter received all the feminizing semen she needed today. Her thoughts drifted to what was planned for the rest of the day, and she felt her own ass-pussy clench in solidarity, but her daughter's high-pitched squeal brought her back to the present.
Despite the thick dollop of lube smeared into her crack beforehand, Miko's little anal ring spasmed hard on the doctor's middle finger.
"Bad girl, Miko!" the doctor admonished her, "Stop clenching! Big cocks are going to be sliding in and out of here all day and you're only going to hurt yourself by clenching." The doctor shot her mother a frustrated look. Her mother sprang into action, kneeling down and drawing her daughter's flushed, gagged face to her ample bosom, which was barely contained by her dress. "C'mon sweetheart, relax your butthole for the doctor. Deep breaths now, push out like you're trying to poop. It's ok baby, mommy cleaned you out completely while you were sleeping. C'mon now, surrender that sphincter, this is your pussy now, this is how you have sex. Arch your back and push!"
Miko whimpered and sobbed into her mother's cleavage as she tried to comply with the instructions and relieve the pain in her ass. She played with her own asshole regularly but always with just one of her own slender fingers. She found it much more challenging to relax when someone else was fingering her and she couldn't control the penetration herself.
Miko could feel the doctor's finger sliding more easily now. The all-consuming scream of her stretched sphincter slowly dropped to a low simmer. Miko had just begun to think maybe this would be ok when the doctor pressed the pad of his finger firmly into her prostate. Her eyes shot open, and she moaned like a whore, suddenly thankful for the gag in her mouth.
The doctor was surprised how delicate her little p-spot was. He shared a knowing look with her mother and started to stroke her, making little hooking motions inside her pussy. Miko didn't realize it, to her it felt like she was still being finger fucked, but she was actually bouncing her hips back on the doctor's stationary digit.
Reluctantly, he pulled his finger out and took off his gloves. He took up his notebook and scribbled some more notes. Miko's mother stood up with her hands clasped in front of her, anxiously awaiting the doctor's assessment. Miko herself wasn't thinking about much of anything, panting and flushed, her asshole feeling wet and unpleasantly empty.
"Her prostate is small, but quite responsive. I think she's going to have one hell of a sex life."
Her mother clapped with happiness. "Oh that's wonderful, doctor."
"But her anus is very tight. I'm not sure if she's resisting or if she just hasn't played with herself much back there. But I'm afraid her deflowering is going to be quite painful."
Miko's mother swallowed and nodded gravely. "What do you recommend, doctor?"
The doctor looked back at the pretty beta-to-be strapped to the bench. Her eyes were unfocused, like she was lost in thought, but he still thought it better to step away in case she could hear them.
He brought her mother to the other side of the room and said softly, "What have you given her so far, in terms of pharmaceuticals?"
"Pharmaceuticals?" her mother asked confused, "Um...nothing. Just the knock-out pill in her dinner last night."
"What do you think about giving her a bit of aphrodisium now?"
"Aphrodisium?! For Miko?!"
Aphrodisium was not strictly legal. It had a reputation for being used by prostitutes and sluts to help them cum every time. Everyone knew that a lady only cums from having her ass-pussy pounded naturally, without such chemical help. And when she doesn't cum, that's just part of her submission. But it seemed like nowadays more and more betas were turning to the drug in the selfish ambition to cum every time.
Reflecting on all this, her mother said, "I don't know. I don't want her to look like a whore. We've been paid a small fortune for her virginity and several of the men who will take her today are potential future mates. If she cums the first time she's taken, her reputation..."
The doctor interjected, "I don't think there's any risk of that. Trust me, there will be plenty of pain stretching her anus enough to accommodate an alpha's cock and reshape her rectum into a proper beta cunt. And I'm not suggesting to give her a huge dose, just enough to take the edge off, so she doesn't injure herself and maybe have a chance at enjoying her first time."
Miko's mother stared at her bound daughter, deep in thought. "Alright, I guess. How many loads do you think she should take today?" she asked without taking her eyes off her daughter's naked ass.
The doctor stopped to think and consulted his notes. "Well, like I said, she's responsive, but very underdeveloped and quite late to the game compared to her peers. If you can manage it, I think 12 loads would be an ideal number for her deflowering day."
"Twelve loads..." her mother said thoughtfully as she considered how many guests she had scheduled for the day. She would need to make some calls.
"I'd be willing to donate if that helps," the doctor offered helpfully.
**********
Miko squirmed uncomfortably on the soft leather bench to which she was tied. Her thoughts were on the thick rubber plug crammed up her ass. What she didn't realize was that the doctor had slipped a small aphrodisium suppository into her, just in front of the butt plug, along with a generous helping of thick lubricant that would ensure an easy deflowering.
As the drug dissolved and absorbed across her delicate rectal membranes, she became hornier and hornier. She began to absently suck on the rubber cock in her mouth and subtly gyrate her hips while gripping the toy in her butt hole. Not realizing there were any chemicals helping her inner slut to come out, she wondered if these feelings were a sign that she was always meant to be a beta and would have been truly unfulfilled if she'd somehow wrangled her way to alpha status.
*Ding-dong* the doorbell rang again. The sound pulled Miko back from her thoughts. She looked up to see her mother look up from her conversation with the doctor and her father. Her mother looked over to her and smiled excitedly. "They're here!"
On her way to answer the door, she stopped to primp Miko's appearance, wiping some sweat from her brow that had accumulated with the effort of accepting the anal plug. "Don't worry sweetie, with what they paid for you they must be really infatuated. And they know you're reluctant, so you can feel free to struggle and yell if you find it helpful. Just focus on relaxing and try to enjoy it!" With a last smile of maternal pride, her mother hurried off to answer the door.
While part of Miko raged against the injustice and cruelty of her mother's words, she knew that deep inside the twisted woman's head, she meant well. This is just how things were done, how they'd always been done, and everyone seemed to accept that. Especially her dear mother.
She was just starting to consider taking her mother's advice to try and submit, when two men stepped into the room and made her rage reignite hotter than ever.
Zaga and his father stood there smiling hungrily at the nude, bound girl before them. She certainly looked more feminine than the typical virgin with her wavy locks of brown hair tied back in a pony tail, her bound hands decorated with shiny pink nail polish, and her invitingly plump bottom. The bench had her bent over such that her ass was higher than her head, so even though they were standing at the head-end of the bench facing her, they could still appreciate her wide hips and full butt cheeks. She even had dimples of Venus on her lower back.
Zaga's father felt his dick harden in his pants, feeling a strange combination of arousal and embarrassment. This sissy bitch is the one his son was so afraid of meeting in the arena? So afraid that they'd had to pay a king's ransom for her virginity so he could achieve alpha status and avoid the arena entirely?
'There must be something special about this girl,' he thought. His wife had assured him of as much, demanding they invest a huge sum to win the girl's virginity. He had learned over the years to trust in his wife's wisdom. He gave the girl another look and noticed the intense rage burning in her eyes as she screamed into her gag and thrashed against her restraints. Yes, maybe she would have been a threat in the ring. The passion she demonstrated pulling at her restraints and the way the leather cords bit into her ample thighs and lower back made her all the more appealing. Zaga's father smiled. This was going to be fun.
Miko fumed as she stared daggers at her bully and his father. How could her mother sell her virginity to him?! Of all people! It was the ultimate humiliation. She raged against her situation, hopeless as it was.
Even with his alpha status secured, she could see that Zaga looked nervous. 'What a bitch,' she thought, though she realized even as this thought passed through her head that it would be difficult to hold onto with his dick up her ass.
Zaga had never fucked anyone. He'd certainly never taken anyone's virginity. He was glad his father was here to coach him, a fairly common practice for young alphas. In addition to the coaching, his father would no doubt donate another load of semen to her before the day was through. They had a vested interest in her feminization. His mother seemed intent on pursuing future ownership of the girl as Zaga's mate, which was fine with Zaga.
Miko had always fascinated Zaga. She had an intense personality and a pair of buns that had drawn his eyes for years. His only concern was her flat chest. He liked big tits. He hoped hers would balloon up, like his mother had said they would with enough jizz pumped inside her. He knew his mother had been busily planning today with Miko's mother since they had reached an agreement a few days ago, but he didn't know the details of how many alphas would be fucking Miko today.
After exchanging brief pleasantries with Miko's mother and father, they slipped earplugs into Miko's ears so that her bully's father could coach him without revealing his inexperience and spoiling the girl's submission. Zaga stripped naked quickly, his nervousness hurrying him along, making him want to get it all over with before he did something to embarrass himself.
Zaga and his father stood behind the bound girl, admiring her rear end. The chubby cheeks were parted by a shiny pink rubber butt plug. The girl's dick hung erect between her legs, trying to push forward into the leather bench. Zaga tentatively reached out with a shaking hand and caressed her round rear. Miko bucked indignantly, still refusing to submit.
Zaga's father grabbed him by the forearm and removed his trembling hand from the girl's soft tush. "It's important to dominate her, son. No beta girl wants to be fucked by a tentative, bumbling loser. She wants to be shown who is boss so she can submit without guilt. She wants to be taken. Slap her ass. Pull her hair. Squeeze her nipples. Understand?"
Zaga nodded with determination. He knitted his brow and tried again. With a firm grip squeezing her hip, he gave her a spank that made her cheeks jiggle. Miko struggled with renewed intensity, so he followed up with three more hard slaps on her buttocks. That seemed to subdue her a bit, so Zaga pushed his advantage. He sent his hand up from her hip into her hair and pulled her head back as he spanked her again. He grabbed her tightly around the base of her cock and balls, manhandling her into place as he plucked the toy out of her virgin rectum.
The young alpha's father was pleased with how well Zaga seemed to be implementing his advice. As he watched his son prepare to enter the beaten girl tied down beneath him, he decided to offer some more. "Don't take her too deep, too fast on this first thrust. If it hurts her too badly, it will be easier for her to resist you in her mind. Give it to her slow, little by little, always advancing or maintaining, but never backing out until you've hilted her."
Miko couldn't hear any of this through the ear plugs, but she felt the head of Zaga's cock nestle itself in her anal furrow. She looked straight ahead and decided not to buck, instead focusing her energies on staying relaxed for the immature, uncontrolled ass-pounding that she felt sure was about to transpire.
But she was surprised by Zaga's restraint, pressing forward with steady, firm pressure. "Mmmmmmmm, aahhhhhh" she moaned into her gag as a man's cock penetrated her muscular ring for the first time in her life. She felt the lips of her anal rim swallow the head of his dick, and he paused to allow her to adjust to the bell end stretching her pucker.
Little by little, he fed the rest of his shaft up her tight, hot tunnel. When she felt his pubic hair on her bare ass, followed by his hairy balls pressing against her own hairless sac, she felt submissive at a level she never had. His hands, one on her hip and one on her shoulder, felt stronger than she would have thought he was capable of. Without thinking, Miko arched her back and offered herself for ravishment.
And then Zaga started to fuck her. Slow, long strokes in and out of her quivering asshole. They moved naturally together, moaning and grunting instinctually, impressing everyone in the room with their prowess.
As the boy established a nice rhythm in her ass-pussy, riding her like a filly, her mother saw the conflict on her face as she tried to resist the surging submissive pleasure of being fucked and reconcile it with the pain and humiliation of being taken. She slipped one of her daughter's ear plugs out to offer her sage maternal wisdom.
"Good girl, feel him inside your body, feel how dominated you are, his big cock has forced its way past your weak little anus. Feel how deep he's penetrating you, stretching your virgin asshole into a pussy. You're doing so well darling, bringing him pleasure with your soft, submissive body, earning that first load of feminizing cock cream, it's going to feel so good pumping inside you, you'll never forget this moment, enjoy it baby."
Her mother replaced the ear plug in her daughter's ear, with some difficulty given how hard the girl was being pounded now. But the nice boy deflowering her daughter's tight little hole pulled her hair back hard to help steady the girl's head for her mother. Her mother shared a polite smile and nod with the boy to show her appreciation of the gesture. She took another look at her daughter's face and was pleased to see that her words had helped. The conflict was now gone from her expression, her eyes alternately rolling back in her head or going cross-eyed as she moaned pathetically into her gag.
Suddenly, Miko threw her head back and let out a muffled scream. Everyone except Zaga could see her orgasm as her cock throbbed between her legs, shooting her cum onto the floor. Zaga knew she'd cum by the rhythmic contractions of her anal walls around his rod. He felt a surge of pride swell within him, more pride than he'd ever felt before, and he finally gave in the the glorious pleasure of Miko's ass and let himself cum.
Zaga's father had been transfixed by the incredibly erotic sight before him. His cock was rigid in his pants. Masturbation was not at all taboo at an event like this (Miko's mother had had her hand up her skirt almost the entire time), but he hadn't trusted himself not to cum and waste the load he was saving for the girl on the bench. When he saw his son throw his head back and start to grunt, he gathered himself to do his duty and give any advice he could. "Pump it as deep inside her as you can reach. You don't want to lose any when you pull out. Try to finish with short thrusts fully buried in her ass."
It wasn't completely clear whether Zaga had heard him through the explosions of his orgasm, but he certainly seemed to be cumming deep inside the girl.
After it ended with the two of them panting and sweaty lying on top of each other on the bench, Zaga slowly raised himself up and prepared to pull out.
"Wait!" Miko's mother exclaimed in a high-pitched voice, "I want to get a picture of her gape! This is a very special moment." She hurried over and leaned over her daughter to spread her cheeks. "Alright honey, are you ready with the camera? Ok, Zaga dear, when you're ready, go ahead and dismount her stepping to your left. Perfect, just like that!"
Zaga's softening cock withdrew from Miko's swollen anus, and her mother held her buttocks apart to display how her conquered sphincter gaped open. The camera flashed, capturing her mother's smiling face and her deflowered asshole. They got one with Zaga's face in it too to help foster future good will.
Just as the first pearl of milky white cum appeared at her rear entrance, her mother stuffed the pink butt plug back up her ass, sealing the precious feminizing cream inside her to do its work. Then she removed Miko's ear plugs so she could interact with the rest of them.
Everyone congratulated Zaga and Miko on a truly exemplary deflowering. Zaga's father clapped him on the back, "That's how an alpha does it!" he told him communicating his approval. Miko's mother removed her gag and gave her some water before pushing the rubber dick back into her mouth.
*Ding-dong* the door bell sounded again, and Miko's mother welcomed more guests into the house.
"Alright, we're off to a great start, but we've got a long way to go. Who's next?"
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In the prosthetics industry, the holy grail was creating a pair of neurologically-controlled artificial hands that would allow the user to both perfectly manipulate the motion of the fingers and perfectly feel the sensation of their touch. But early in development, one company realized that a neurolinked strap-on dildo would be relatively simple to create in comparison.
Although most people consider their genitals to be one of their most sensitive regions, the number of nerves in the genitals is relatively small. The lips and hands, for instance, have far more nerve endings than the genitals do (Google 'Cortical homunculus'). It's just that, one might say, the volume is turned up on the nerves sensing touch on one's sex. But sensation itself, what's called two-point discrimination or whether a person can tell if they're being touched in the exact same spot twice or in two different spots, is pretty poor down there. Therefore, the task of creating a strap-on dildo that can sense touch at a similar resolution and transmitting that sensation to nerves in the vulva could be accomplished with available technology.
They thought it was a temporary pivot to generate a little revenue and keep their company afloat while they stayed in the chase for the big medical breakthroughs. They never expected their product would revolutionize human sexual relations in just a few years...
*********************
Tom and Genevieve had been living together for just over four years when he walked in on her stroking herself, modeling her GirlCock in the mirror.
Her soft, plump body was nude and on display. She stood in front of their full-length mirror, legs spread about shoulder-width apart, knees slightly bent. Her cheeks were so flushed with arousal that one might worry she was choking in a different context. Her mouth had fallen open slightly, from the magnitude of the heat in her loins. She had one hand working between her legs while the other squeezed her left breast. Her perfect round butt cheeks contracted rhythmically as she thrust her hips into her fist.
She met his eyes in the mirror with the natural embarrassment that comes from being discovered in the midst of self-pleasure, but that pleasure was too much for her to stop. Her hand actually sped up as it worked the length of her shaft.
*********************
When the GirlCock TM first came out 10 years ago, it was initially only used by fetishists. It was a joke for parties, a novelty, 'what will those perverted scientists come up with next?! Ha!' But just a year after the initial release, it had already spread like wildfire through the lesbian community.
While strap-on fucking had enjoyed limited popularity for years, mainly from the mental kink of penetrating one's partner (though the added stimulation of the clit and vulva from the dildo's base didn't hurt), it absolutely exploded with the GirlCock. Dykes loved being able to actually feel their girlfriends' pussies spreading tightly around their dicks. Like they had grown giant super clits that they could bury deep inside their lovers. They suddenly had to worry about cumming too soon (their strap-ons would stay 'erect' of course, but they would become too sensitive to fuck with - an issue that led to the development of adjustable post-orgasmic sensitivity in a later model).
From there, the GirlCock spread to heterosexual women as masturbatory aids. Millions of women got a glimpse into what fueled the male life-long obsession with sex as they stroked their new appendages. Thousands of women who had never known what an orgasm actually was found out for the first time with their hands pumping their new fat cocks, which required considerably less skill to bring to climax than their tiny, hooded clits had.
Genevieve had been one of those women. At the age of 30, she'd still never actually had an orgasm. In fact, before she finally had her first climax, she hadn't even really been sure whether she'd experienced orgasm before or not. Playing with herself and having sex with boys had always felt good, and she'd had moments of intense pleasure, but nothing she could ever definitively say was a big-o.
She'd seen women orgasm in movies and in porn, but always thought maybe those women were exaggerating their pleasure or maybe just expressing themselves differently. Maybe for some women like her orgasm didn't involve crossing a threshold but rather existed on more of a continuum, where she experienced cumming as simply a more intense level of the pleasure she felt at the beginning of a session. At least that was what she imagined.
Her enlightenment didn't come until after her best friend Emily's bachelorette party. Genevieve was no prude. She'd fucked a handful of guys and done some kinky stuff. She enjoyed sucking on her boyfriend's cock, even swallowing his cum - the naughty sexuality of the act outweighing the unpleasant bitter taste for her. Genevieve had even taken it up the ass for him a few times. She found the act a little uncomfortable and humiliating, once being especially mortified when his dick had come out visibly stained with her shit; he hadn't seemed to mind, endlessly reassuring her it was no big deal so she wouldn't make her ass off limits forever. But Tom seemed to love it so much, so she was ok giving up her butt for very special occasions.
But Genevieve was a nun compared to Emily. Emily was their group of friends' resident sExpert. She'd fucked scores of guys and was always eager to share the gory details of her latest conquest. Experimental lesbian dalliances, threesomes, anal, exhibitionism, bondage - it seemed like no kink was too kinky for Emily. Which made it all the more surprising that she was the first of their group to get engaged.
"Whoo! I love this place, you girls are the best! Oooh, I'll have to get Peter one of these thongs!" Emily drunkenly commented as she stuffed a twenty-dollar bill into the strip of fabric diving between the pair of muscular buttocks that were gyrating in front of her.
They had been at the strip club a few hours already. Emily had opened all of her gifts: lingerie - ranging from a classy satin teddy to a cheap fetish nurse's outfit with matching stockings and garter belt, flavored lubricants, a candy sucker shaped like a dick (which Emily had of course immediately opened and begun fellating), and a jet-black dildo that was so large Genevieve felt sure it was a novelty gag gift rather than one intended for actual use.
Now, Emily opened the large cardboard box she'd brought with them and distributed an identical gift box to each of her friends.
"Girls, thank you for all of the gifts. This is my gift to each of you. All joking aside - this thing changed my life...and Peter's life too!" Emily added with a giggle.
Genevieve arched an eyebrow at this last comment.
They all thought Peter was quite an unexpected match for Emily. While she was loud and aggressive, Peter was quiet and easy-going. Emily wore her hair short and dressed her wire-thin frame provocatively, teasing her tiny tits with all the confidence of a big-breasted cheerleader. Her image evoked the words: edgy, challenging, risky. Peter, by contrast, dressed like someone out of a department store catalog: All-American, classic outfits chosen with effort but in the most friendly, non-threatening way, designed to fit in rather than stand out.
Genevieve and the other girls tore off the wrapping paper and stared at their gifts in stunned silence. The GirlCock was certainly the type of provocative item they would expect from Emily, but they also sold for around $1000 a piece. No one spends that kind of money on a gag gift.
One of the girls turned to Emily. "Uh Em, this is too much. You must have spent a fortune on these things!"
"Hmmm yeah, maybe I should have just bought one and let you all take turns..." Emily pretended to stroke her chin in mock contemplation.
"Eewwwww!" the girls laughed back.
"Hey, I really care about you girls and you deserve to experience this. There's a reason guys are always thinking with their penises. It feels amazing to stroke your own dick. It's like a clit on steroids. You'll see. You're going to love your new cocks!"
Genevieve turned to her friend, something Emily had said earlier stuck in her mind. "You said 'changed Peter's life' too..."
Emily gave her a wicked grin. "Yep. Before me, Petey had never been fucked in the ass."
Everyone just stared and blinked for moment. Then comprehension set in, and they all tried to talk at once.
"You serious?!" "No way a guy like Peter would let you do that, not even for a freak like you, Em!" "This is so fucking kinky." Only Genny seemed to be speechless.
The straight feminists had embraced the GirlCock shortly after the lesbians and not just for masturbation. 'Any man who wants to penetrate someone needs to know how it feels to be penetrated.' 'If he won't bend over for you, why should you bend over for him?' That kind of thing. They'd been making the same arguments for decades before the GirlCock arrived. But now more women were listening. Because now it just...felt right.
Pegging was rapidly moving from a niche fetish to an acceptable, if still optional, part of mainstream sex. The younger generation, teenagers reaching sexual maturity now, generally accepted that women wanted it and men should do it for their partners, as long as they weren't chauvinist pigs. Young men saw taking their girlfriends' strap-ons up the ass as proof of their enlightened, progressive perspective. In the view of the new generation, only strict, neanderthal traditionalists who didn't appreciate their women would refuse. Among the older generations, meaning those who had been fucking for years before GirlCock, the women were quickly opening their minds to the idea of bending over their boyfriends, while the men remained...less enthusiastic.
The stigma of taking it in the ass was still woven deep into the male subconscious. Those that bent over for their women were whipped, pathetic wimps who had de facto given up the right to be called men; even worse, those who enjoyed it were sissies or closeted homosexuals. There was little room for consenting adults to explore what felt good or to learn how best to please their partners - not if it involved a man's anus being penetrated and stretched around a silicone dick.
Emily put her hands on her friend's shoulders in support. "Oh Genny, look at you blushing like a schoolgirl. Breathe honey. Maybe you've never thought about it before, but after this, you're never going to stop thinking about it. After you feel Tom's sweet little asshole squeezing and squirming on your Johnson..."
Genevieve pushed her friend to shut her up, "You're fucking crazy, Em!" But she managed an embarrassed smile, like a child caught sneaking treats out of the cookie jar.
"I'm telling you, girls, these things are gonna open up your minds. At the very least, you'll understand your men in ways you never would have. And now you're gonna cum harder than you ever would have too!" Emily cackled gleefully.
The girls were all smiles, taking closer looks at their gifts, reading information on the boxes. But Genny still felt uncomfortable that they were discussing this so openly, like if she smiled and went along, then everyone would know she was imagining sodomizing her boyfriend. So to save face, she added, "I dunno, Em. I think this is probably going deep in the closet, unless Tom sees it and then probably the trash."
Emily stuck her finger in her friend's face in mock indignation, "Genny, I bought it for you, and you can't take it back. If you choose to foolishly squander this opportunity for eternal bliss, then I've done all I can for you. You silly bitch!" Genevieve laughed along with the other girls and felt secure that her true feelings about the toy remained obscured.
**************************
When Genevieve got home, she sat the box down on the counter as if she hadn't yet decided what to do with it. But she knew what she was going to do with it. Her pussy was wet, and it wasn't just from watching strippers gyrate all night. Emily might be crazy, but the way she talked about this toy - Genevieve couldn't wait to try it. As luck had it, Tom was out of town on a rare business trip.
She grabbed the box and made straight for her bed. Shucking off her jeans and panties in one motion, Genevieve threw herself back on the bed and spread her legs to access her clean-shaven cunt. She was so horny that her hand was immediately drawn to her clit as if by magnets, and she had to fight an internal battle to stop long enough to figure out how to use her new GirlCock.
Luckily, the device was pretty straightforward. The manual was simple with just a few steps and helpful pictures to illustrate. As recommended by the manual, she strapped the harness tightly around her waist and upper thighs so that the device was held firmly enough against her crotch to minimize any movement during use. It would move with her, like it was part of her. She lubed the vaginal base rod as well as the area that would lay over her clit and labia and welcomed the device into her body. The only other part was the cock itself, which hung limp in front of her. As she applied lube to her cock for the first time, it began to harden in her hand.
The manual stated that the GirlCock's software would map the nerves on a woman's vulva and naturally connect these to corresponding points on the dildo. A series of 'calibration orgasms' were required for the software to learn each user's individual anatomy. Supposedly, more than 90% of the calibration would be complete after three orgasms, though the software would continue to learn and make small adjustments throughout its lifetime.
As Genevieve ran her hand tentatively along the length of her new penis, she felt some uncomfortable, unusual sensations. The device stimulated her experimentally, firing nerves along different parts of her vulva and learning how she responded with feedback sensors monitoring her heart rate, the moisture in her vagina, the stiffness of her clit, and the muscle tension in her vaginal walls.
The sensations were becoming more pleasurable at an alarming pace. She worried she was already becoming addicted as warmth and ecstasy bloomed between her legs. Her hand felt like it was hard-wired to the device through her brain, naturally changing its pressure, its speed, its angle to maximize her pleasure without her having to think about it at all. She tugged down the soft outer layer of silicone, which simulated foreskin, and ran her thumb gently over the corona of her glans. It felt divine. She tugged on her meat with long, full strokes. Pure bliss.
Genevieve could sense that the sensations were starting to build towards something, the intensity rising steadily. She felt fear, the fear of the unknown, but she kept stroking herself faster and faster, made helpless by sexual pleasure. "Ohhhh, ohhhh, fuck, ohhhhh," she began to moan alone in her bedroom. She'd made sex noises before; she knew men liked it when she made sounds during sex. But these were involuntary. These were feral. She felt like animal as she rutted against her hand.
When it hit, she screamed. "Eeeeeeeeee," she squealed as she arched her back like she was having a seizure. Her entire pelvic floor seemed to clamp down at once. She felt it in the rim of her asshole, in the walls of her pussy, and strangely...in the base of her cock. The contraction threatened to strangle her. She panted and gasped for breath as rapture spread through her like she'd never experienced.
She let her hand go limp and weakly released her cock when at last her convulsions subsided. 'So that's an orgasm...' she thought as she stared at the ceiling.
************************************
Afterwards, Genevieve had taken the GirlCock off and stored it carefully towards the back of one of her dresser drawers. She told herself that it was a great experience, that she was glad Emily had exposed her to this, but that it wasn't 'natural' and shouldn't play a role in her regular sex life. She wasn't completely sure, but she suspected Tom would not look favorably on the device. 'Just on special occasions, to spice things up when Tom's out of town,' she told herself as she laid in her bed and tried to go to sleep.
Two hours later, she was sweating and panting, moaning like a whore from the pure ecstasy emanating from her schlong. She had folded a pillow over as a mock vagina, and she was thrusting herself into it with abandon. In her mind, it was Tom's ass she was thrusting into as she bent him over her bedspread. The implausibility of the fantasy made it even naughtier for her.
Genevieve came six times over the next 36 hours, the last one a few hours before Tom got home. By that time, she had revised her position on the GirlCock from occasional splurge to important tool, but still one she wanted to keep separate from her relationship with her boyfriend. Her swollen sex had been uncomfortably sore when Tom returned, so she had wisely offered him a 'welcome home' blowjob, which he had eagerly accepted.
Even though her GirlCock never came out when he was in the room, their sex life improved dramatically. The lessons learned during her self-pleasuring sessions had taught her what to look for during a fuck, how to recognize the first clues of an orgasm and chase them. She felt like a teenager again, first discovering sexual pleasure, or maybe more like what she imagined a horny teenage boy must feel like, since she'd never come this much this fast as a teenager herself. Such pleasure available all the time just hanging there between your legs. Genevieve desperately wanted to share her discovery with Tom. But she was afraid.
************************************
Her first orgasm without the GirlCock came on the night of Emily and Peter's wedding. Genevieve couldn't stop thinking about pegging throughout the ceremony and reception, imagining the groom bent over with his pants around his ankles while the petite bride pounded his tender asshole.
When they got home afterwards, Genevieve practically raped Tom, dragging him straight to the bedroom and stripping off his clothes before mounting him. She squealed as she impaled her wet pussy on her boyfriend's stiff cock. She started riding him at a gallop, bouncing her fat ass in his lap while Tom struggled to hold onto her hips.
Tom had noticed the changes in his girlfriend over the last few weeks, of course. She never used to initiate sex with him, and now it was all the time. Her pussy seemed wetter now than he could remember it being even when they first met. Her blowjob technique had also drastically improved. He was curious, to say the least, about what brought on these changes, but he didn't want to mess up a good thing. His biggest fear was that she was having an affair with someone who had shown her better sex, but he pushed the thought out of his head as she rode him like a mustang.
"Uhhh, Genny...?" Tom tried to communicate with the sexpot humping on top of him.
"Shhh, don't move! Yes, just like this, oh fuck yes! Yes, yes, yes, yes!"
Her pelvis was slamming down on him with such force that it was starting to worry him. Like what if she twisted the wrong way while dropping herself on his cock with all her weight. The term 'fractured penis' entered his mind unbidden. But he didn't speak up again. Her eyes were unfocused, signaling all her attention was directed inward.
She looked radiant and sexual, bouncing her hips with singular focus. Her big pale tits bobbed before his eyes; the dark, hardening areolae calling to him. Tom kept a firm grip on one hip but reached up with his other hand and cradled a bouncing breast. He pinched her flesh lightly between a thumb and index finger, letting her skin slip through until only the nipple remained in his grasp. He tugged on the erect little nub, and Genevieve let out a whimper. He'd never been rough with her breasts, or really any part of her before, but she seemed to be wanting it rough tonight so it seemed fitting: he gave her poor nipple a sharp twist.



Genevieve wailed as she felt the explosion ignite in her cunt. She brought her hand up over Tom's hand on her breast and pressed it all into her chest. Tom felt her walls tighten around him, and then she collapsed on top of him. His eyes were open, moving back and forth at nothing, trying to assess the situation while he gently rubbed her back.
"Are you ok, Genny?"
She was still panting and catching her breath. "I'm...*huff*....good." She pulled herself up to look in his eyes. "I love you, Tom," she said with a happy smile.
"I love you too," he replied with a smile of his own. "I, uh, I haven't cum yet..."
Genevieve looked genuinely surprised. This had never happened. "Oh! Oh baby, why don't we roll over and you can cum on my tits?"
"Really?!" Tom was again surprised. This seemed so much kinkier than their typical sex life.
When they rolled over so that Tom was crouched on top of her, straddling her belly, she pushed her breasts together, accentuating their size. "Oh yeah, Tommy, cum on my boobs! You made my poor nipple sore, you brute! Give me some cream to soothe it! I want your hot jizz all over my fat jugs!"
As Tom jerked his pussy-juice-slicked penis feverishly above her, he was shocked by her dirty talk. She had never talked this way. He again worried about what dark force may have brought about this change in his lover, but the thought was whisked away when his orgasm overtook him.
Hot, thick cream shot out, hitting Genevieve in the neck. Tom's aim improved on the second shot and coated a nipple. Genevieve looked up at him with love, feeling more satisfied with their love-making than ever before. With him straddling her the way he was, she couldn't help but fantasize that her GirlCock was up his ass. That his seed spilled out onto her chest as he rode her big dick to their mutual orgasm. The thought made her moan.
********************************
Across town, another woman was thinking about the GirlCock too. She was thinking about it because hers was buried balls-deep in her new husband's rectum.
Peter's cock was rock hard between their bellies but otherwise untouched. The stiffness of his erection was even more impressive considering he'd consummated the marriage, shooting his load into his new wife's womb, less than an hour ago.
They had spent more time negotiating about their wedding night than they had about the actual wedding.
Emily had always been the more dominant partner and, even before the GirlCock, she had loved dominating her bigger, stronger boyfriend. He could lift her completely off her feet, supporting her weight in his strong hands, to fuck her against the wall while standing. But with one word from her, in the next moment he would be kneeling between her legs, licking her to orgasm. Being thin and petite, she had always had a certain level of envy for big, strong creatures like Peter, and it made her heady to control him in bed. And Peter loved it too.
Since the GirlCock had entered their lives a year earlier, they had both derived exquisite pleasure from it. They had tried pegging before and decided it wasn't for them. It had been kinky, but neither of them found it particularly pleasurable, so they'd moved on. But with her GirlCock pounding Peter's poop chute, Emily had had the most powerful orgasms of her life. Now, she was able to feel when his hole would clench and spasm. She could tell when to pause and wait for his anus to become more compliant before thrusting deeper inside him.
After accepting that pegging was going to remain a central part of their sex life, Peter had also learned more about his own body. He learned how to relax himself to accept penetration more easily, and he found the angles that best stimulated his prostate. But the best part of it was knowing that Emily loved it, that the discomfort of having his asshole forced open was proportional to the pleasure Emily felt from the grip of his tight rear end.
Things had progressed to the point that the GirlCock now made an appearance in the majority of their love-making sessions.
But the wedding night was special, and Peter wanted his wife's cock to stay out of it.
"But the wedding night is special! It holds symbolic importance. It's not a time for kinky fetish games," Peter argued, "It's a time for celebration and consummation of a pure and everlasting love." He was pleased that he'd focused his argument on romance and love. How could his woman argue?
"I couldn't agree more," Emily responded, "All the more reason to fuck in our own way! This isn't a celebration of society's cliched storybook love. This is our love, yours and mine. And I've gotta tell you babe, nothing says 'I'll always love you,' to me more than you bending over and offering up that tight rear of yours!" Emily smiled the smile of the victorious.
As a Hail Mary, Peter appealed to equality, "But sweetheart, if I had a vagina to offer you, that would be different. But I don't. I'm not fucking you in the ass on our wedding night, so you shouldn't expect me to agree to be sodomized on our special night! It's just not right."
Emily calmly replied, "Darling, you're absolutely right. If you want to take my sweet little asshole on our wedding night, it's yours."
She had him. Emily didn't mind being butt fucked, but Peter wasn't going to sodomize his wife on his wedding night. That was even further from his vision of what a wedding night should be. He squirmed for a few more minutes before admitting defeat. "No. No, that's alright," he declined.
Emily took pity on him and ran a soothing hand into his hair. She wanted to give him the wedding night of his dreams; she just wasn't going to be the only one penetrated that night. Her fiancee was right. The wedding night held symbolic importance.
"We'll do both. You'll bend over and take it in the ass as my loving husband, and I'll lie back with my legs spread and take a pussy-pounding like a good wife."
They quibbled about the order for days. Eventually, Peter triumphed. On their wedding night, his would be the first cock ensheathed in its lover's flesh.
Of course, he'd had to make concessions, so many that he wondered if it wasn't a pyrrhic victory. First, between his cheeks, he would be wearing a butt plug engraved with her initials throughout the wedding ceremony and reception. He'd never worn a butt plug out of the house before. Second, his bottom would be dressed in white, bridal panties. Finally and most importantly, she would get to cum inside him too, thanks to the new technology they were investing in 'for the future stability of their marriage,' as Emily put it.
She decided that a large part of the wedding fund they'd asked guests to contribute to in lieu of gifts would go towards purchasing the top of the line model, GirlCock Lux, which went for about $2500. In addition to having the latest orgasm-learning software and an improved number of pressure sensors for even more exquisite sensation, the GirlCock Lux could sense and transmit temperature as well as pressure.
It also featured a reservoir in the silicone testicles (which were frustratingly still insensate) that automatically contract when the user reaches orgasm, spurting whatever fluid the user filled it with out of the tip of the throbbing erection. For this reason, Peter had been required to wear a condom every time they had sex for the last two weeks. Emily said it would make fucking her raw feel even better on their wedding night, but the main purpose was to collect plenty of cum for her to shoot out of her GirlCock.
The night before her wedding day, in addition to double checking that everything with the venue and her dress was alright, she triple checked that her new cock was ready. She would wear it for the first time the next night. She made sure it was fully charged and carefully filled the balls with Peter's thawed jizz from the freezer. The device would heat the fluid to body temperature.
The wedding had been perfect. As Emily danced with her new husband, she thought about the night ahead of them and was glad that she hadn't worn her cock to the reception - it would be tenting her dress! She chuckled happily to herself and held Peter close as she looked out at her guests while they danced. 'How many of them would ever guess that her big, strong man had a plug with her name on it up his ass?' she thought mischievously. 'Maybe more than I think...' she reflected thoughtfully as she asked herself how many women in the audience might already be enjoying GirlCocks of their own.
The first part of wedding night exceeded Peter's expectations. Knowing she'd have ample opportunity to assert her dominance later, Emily strove to give Peter the storybook wedding night he'd dreamed of. When he opened the door to the bridal suite, she refused to enter. She threw her arms around his neck and let her knees go weak. With big, bedroom eyes, she begged him, "Carry me, my love." He was more than delighted to carry her across the threshold. She always thought of little things like that, which pushed his buttons. He held her petite body in his arms and felt like a husband. She looked up at him with innocent, demure eyes, triggering all kinds of masculine instincts to protect and to own.
Peter made to carry her to the bed, but she stopped him. "Set me down there." A subtle reminder. She was in control. "Help me unfasten my dress?" she said helplessly, offering him her back. He unhooked the clasp at the top and slowly lowered the zipper, salivating as her bra strap was revealed. "Go sit down on the bed. Let me show you what you've won." Then, Emily stripped for him, slowly revealing a set of bridal lingerie whose lace, garters, and stockings were worthy of any pin-up girl. She faced away from him and let the dress pool around her high heels. Then she sensually bent from the waist, lifting her firm ass before his eyes. A cute white bow rested on top of the wide strap of the white lace thong that parted her pert cheeks.
Peter couldn't help himself. He was on his feet and moving towards her. She spun around and stopped him in his tracks with a stunning lusty smile. "Take your shirt off!" He clawed at the buttons, while she worked to unfasten his belt. As she lowered his pants, she saw his erection straining against his panties. The image made her hot and she wanted to see him wearing just his panties, but she knew the moment was not right. This was his time to play dominant, or at least dominant relative to how he'd be once her cock came out.
She pulled his underwear and pants down together in one motion as she dropped to her knees and took his cock in her mouth. She didn't want him to cum, so she just held him lightly between her lips while she grabbed him by the balls with one hand and wrapped the base of his cock with the other. As her fingertips caressed his balls and his taint, they brushed against her plug nestled firmly between his cheeks. A chill ran through her straight to her clit as she pictured his pussy gripping the little plug tightly. 'Wait for me darling' she thought, 'I'll be inside you soon.'
She stood up and spun around, popping her bra off and sliding off her knickers as she reclined back on the bed. With a sultry look at her husband, she spread her legs invitingly. Her inner bitch wanted to blow him a kiss and say 'come and get it,' but instead she did her best to look sweet and innocent, to let her legs fall apart in surrender rather than thrusting her cunt at him like a whore.
Peter crawled onto the bed naked with a dignified erection sticking straight out before him like the prow of a ship. Their eyes locked as he entered her and they kissed. She clung to him and watched her patent leather pumps bounce above her as he plowed her. Between her squeals of feminine pleasure, she found herself regretting there was not a mirror on the ceiling so that she might glimpse a peak of her butt plug between his thrusting glutes. When she felt him accelerate, she slid a hand down to her clit and managed to time it so they came together. "Cum in me baby, claim me." Peter's orgasm was forceful. It felt like his butt plug expanded as his rectal walls contracted hard with orgasm, wringing the cum out of him.
Afterwards, they held each other for a long while, appreciating the experience they'd just had and anticipating the one to come. Eventually, Emily pulled herself from his arms. She got up and slid on her GirlCock.
Peter remained lying nude on his back, watching her tighten the harness around her waist. This GirlCock was tinted to perfectly match her skin tone based on a series of pictures she'd sent in when she ordered it (another perk of the Lux model). Her old one had been a jet black color, highlighting that it was just a toy. But apart from the strap, at a cursory glance, this one looked like it could actually be Emily's cock. The image before him slightly unnerved Peter. It was her cock. And she was about to fuck him in the ass with it.
For a few moments, they just looked at each other, with love and lust. Emily's cock started to engorge as she stared at her new husband and thought about what she was about to do to him. Peter noticed and smiled. This may have been his favorite part of the GirlCock: her erections let him see how aroused she was in a way that was never before possible.
Emily crooked a finger in his direction, beckoning him to kneel before her. Peter ran his tongue up the underside of her dick in a long ice-cream cone lick. The soft pad of his wet tongue felt great on her shaft, but she felt even better when he swirled around her glans and tongued her faux peehole.
Peter had felt awkward the first several times he sucked her cock, like it somehow made him gay. But he had since accepted that it was all about pleasing his woman, and he sure found it a hell of a lot easier to get her off blowing her than to get her off by licking her pussy. He ran his tongue along the sensitive underbelly of her glans, eliciting a loud moan from his wife and a throb from her cock. It made him feel powerful. He was in control of her pleasure. One flick of his tongue and he could make her weak in the knees.
Emily pulled his head off of her when she felt she was drawing dangerously near orgasm. "Crawl to the bed and bend over it, my sweet husband. It's time to establish the hierarchy in this marriage!"
Peter smiled and stuck his tongue out at her in mock protest before bending over the mattress. His dick had re-hardened and poked forward now, so he had to push it down, back between his legs, until it slipped over the edge of the mattress. Emily smiled as she watched her husband arch his back, lifting his tight ass in offering. Whether it was out of a desire to show his love and submit to her or a perverse desire to get fucked, either way she was touched.
She gripped his firm buttocks, spreading them with both hands. Seeing her initials on the plug in his ass gave her a perverse thrill, and her dick jumped in anticipation. Emily plucked the toy from the tight grip of his muscular ring and set it aside. A little of the lube he'd prepared himself with dribbled out before his starfish closed back up.
'Thank God I made him wear this,' she thought to herself. She hadn't told him, but the custom GirlCock Lux she'd ordered for tonight was actually a quarter inch wider in diameter than the cock he was used to. She wanted him to feel like his virginity was being taken all over again tonight. And it's amazing how much wider a quarter inch can feel in one's bottom.
She greased her throbbing womanhood with more lube and ran it against his unprotected furrow. Her tip naturally caught in the depression of his puckered anus. It felt tight and soft to her at the same time. Her hips pushed forward and Peter relaxed for her and accepted the very tip of her staff inside him. "Ohhh," he cried out with the strain of being stretched internally.
Emily couldn't keep herself from smiling. 'What a gift it is for someone to let you fuck them up their shithole,' she reflected, 'He really loves me.' It would be her most well-articulated thought for a while as her brain became bestial, focusing more on sensation and the instinct to fuck. Her grin opened in an involuntary moan when his balloon knot swallowed her glans completely. She tried to give him a few moments to adjust, but her body's desires pressed her on. His tunnel felt so hot and tight.
She paused now for fear that she would come too soon. She told herself it was also to give Peter a break and allow him to adjust to the fat cock filling his back door, though the same thought had seemed less important a moment before. There was, of course, a 'prolong pleasure' setting on the GirlCock, which would decrease the sensitivity as the software detected impending orgasm in the user. But Emily personally felt like that was cheating. At least for now.
Her joystick sunk deep in his intestines until her hips finally pressed gently against his cheeks. Emily leaned over her husband's muscular back, kissing the nape of his neck before nibbling on his ear. "That's a good husband. Fucking great husband!" she smiled as she whispered to him. "You took it all for me, baby. How does it feel?"
"I'm....I'm okay." Peter panted with difficulty. Emily giggled. 'Okay...I'll bet you're okay. Stuffed, spread, violated, filled, aroused would all probably be more accurate,' she thought. She slowly arched her back to withdraw from him. His silken anal walls struggled and failed to hold her, and she purred with pleasure as her slick fuck stick slid out of his asshole.
His rim finally found purchase around her glans, halting her egress. She saw the pink ring of his cunt lift slightly outwards as his lips gripped her. Emily gladly gave up her retreat. Maybe she would never pull out. She belonged inside this boy pussy. She thrust forward again.
"Ahhhh" an uncharacteristically high-pitched squeal left Peter's throat, and his hips pitched forward, instinctively trying to escape further penetration. Clearly he'd still been squeezing when she'd changed her motion from out to in. She kept still inside his quivering butthole while rubbing his lower back gently. "Shhhhh. You're doing so good, Petey. Deep breaths. Just like that." With a firm hand in the small of his back, she began to push down. "Arch your back, baby. Don't deny me. Your ass feels soooo good. That-a-boy. There you go. Come get that dick." He slowly began to rock himself back on her cock, taking a little more inside each time.
"Oh fuck yeah! You feel so fucking good, Petey. Thank you baby. Oh god yes." She could feel the friction on her dick lessen ever so slightly, and she knew she could fuck him again without hurting him. She clamped her hands tightly on his hips and took him like her bitch. Her rock-hard erection thrust deep in his molten ass pussy.
Emily had never been so aroused. Her hips were thrusting instinctually, pulling her inevitably towards her orgasm, drawing on a deep impulse to breed her partner. Her juices, mixed with his first load of cum, leaked copiously from her throbbing cunt and wet her inner thighs. She was rapidly approaching her climax, and she wasn't sure if she could stop.
"Are you hard, Peter?" Peter didn't respond, too far gone, grunting in time with her thrusts. Emily threaded her fingers into his hair and yanked his head back.
"IS YOUR DICK HARD, PETER?!?!"
"Ungh yeah, ungh, I'm hard."
He yelped in surprise as she pulled her cock out of him. "On your back. Now! I want to fuck you face to face."
Peter gingerly rolled over, but Emily was impatient. She pushed back between his legs and slid herself back inside her husband's tight ass. She laughed with delight as her hips resumed their rapid rhythm even before her husband was fully situated in the new position. His eyes were unfocused and his mouth hung open as if in a silent endless moan as his wife filled him with her cock again and again. But when she leaned over him, trapping his turgid member between their bellies, he met her eyes. They shared a look of delight and perversion and love and lust before she took his lips in hers in a deep kiss. She shoved her tongue deep in his mouth, and he sucked on it submissively. Emily grabbed Peter roughly by the wrist and brought his hand down to his cock.



"I'm close baby, really close. I'm going to cum soon. Touch yourself baby. Make yourself cum for me. I want us to come together."
Peter's hand stroked his meat in time with the thick snake pillaging his butthole. He was close too. His anus burned from the vigorous fucking, but he'd had worse during their prior sessions and knew he was ok. He took a deep breath and then gave her dick a little squeeze with his sphincter.
"Oh you fucker!" his wife exclaimed before raping his mouth with another deep kiss and pounding him even faster.
"Yes, yes, yes, YESSSSSS!" Emily came first. She threw her head back while firing the powerful muscles in her ass, thrusting her cock as deep as possible, as if she were trying to run him through. The GirlCock detected her orgasm and shot Peter's stored cum, now Emily's cum, up his back passage. He felt her member pulsate inside him, flooding his bottom with hot, creamy semen.
Peter's hand worked his sausage diligently as he sought to follow close behind his wife. The image of the love of his life above him, full breasts heaving with exertion, head thrown back, face screwed up with emotion, losing her mind in pleasure, combined with the fullness of his wife's sensitive cock stretching his asshole and the knowledge that she was cumming inside him. It was all too much. He bellowed as his own orgasm took him, and he erupted, coating both of their bellies in hot, white cream.
She collapsed on top of him, and he held her for a long while. Her dick softened and slowly slipped out of his ass. He felt what he hoped was her hot cum running out of him into the crack of his ass.
Emily slowly pushed herself up and looked at him. Her face wore a bewildered expression, like an astronaut that had just crash landed. Then, she saw his smile.
And they laughed.
**********************************
Two weeks later, Genevieve finally got caught using her GirlCock. She'd been careful, but she'd become increasingly daring as her need to stroke her womanhood seemed to have become more and more pressing.
Even now, mortified and embarrassed, making eye contact with her boyfriend in the mirror, she couldn't take her little hand off of her thick joystick.
Tom was supposed to be out with his friends for another hour at least. At least she thought so. What time was it exactly? And why hadn't she heard him come in? God, she just needed to cum. Her hand became a blur on her cock. Yes, she needed this orgasm. After she came, she could explain everything to Tom, sort everything out. But for now, her body needed this.
She panted and let out a low moan that turned into a whine, all without breaking eye contact with her boyfriend in the mirror. She tried to scrutinize his expression: shock?disappointment? betrayal? arousal? Her brain would only surrender 2% capacity to ponder this. First we cum, we need to cum.
Genevieve was close, she knew. She'd learned a lot about herself over the last few weeks. She knew she could bring herself off right then by slipping her other hand beneath her and pressing on her perineum and her asshole. Somehow the GirlCock made her anus more sexual. She didn't understand it - no part of the device reached back there - but lately she'd taken to popping just a fingertip through her tight pucker to trigger her orgasm. But she resisted now. No need to add to the perversions she'd have to explain to Tom after this orgasm.
"Oooooohh" The train had left the station now. She was a passenger. All she could do was hold on tight. As she jerked her silicone phallus and felt her muscles start to tense, she saw Tom's mouth drop open. Shock? Disgust? She finally broke eye contact and glanced down at his crotch. The outline of his prick was obvious. He was hard. This was hot. She knew this was hot. This orgasm would be a great thing. Great for both of them. Maybe this orgasm would be the perfect ice-breaker for her to finally tell him about her wonderful new wiener.
"Tom I...yes, YES, mmmm fuck yes, here it comes baby, oh my god, FUCK YES, FUUCCCKKKK!!!!"
Genevieve saw stars. Her hips thrust forward in a futile attempt to cum deep inside her hand-pussy. Her cock throbbed in her hand as the contractions of orgasm racked her body. A few slow, half-hearted strokes later, and it was over.
She came back to Earth and weakly opened her eyes again. She looked up.
Tom was gone.



        Marrying Into Femdom Culture - Alt Ending

        A perhaps more realistic, less disturbing alternative ending.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/marrying-into-femdom-culture-alt-ending

Title: Marrying Into Femdom Culture - Alt Ending

Author: AssLover88

Category: BDSM

Description: A perhaps more realistic, less disturbing alternative ending.

Tags: femdom, female dominant, romance, anal sex, pegging, bdsm, male submissive




This alternative ending for 'Marrying Into Femdom Culture' picks up from page 6 of 'Marrying Into Femdom Culture, Ch. 8'. For the readers who felt that the original ending betrayed the more loving tone of the prior chapters, who felt Lee's acceptance of his collar was illogical, or who were triggered by Astrid drugging and raping him, here is another way things might have played out:
*************Reproduced from Ch 8**************************
"I'm sorry." I turned and walked out.
"Leeeeeeee! Leeeeeeeeeee!" She called after me. I looked back over my shoulder and saw her father holding her back, as she sobbed and screamed with psychic pain.
I got in the back seat. I wasn't sure if that was rude to Astrid, but I didn't much care. As soon as I got in the car, I felt sick to my stomach, and my tears started to fall. My thoughts were all over the place: 'I'm fucking up the best thing in my life. What am I doing?!' 'I can't go back there. I had to get out. I was losing myself.' 'Maybe I should call this off and go back.' 'Yeah, so you're ready to be a collared bitch for the rest of your life?' 'It had to be done, best to make a clean break now, give it some time, and re-evaluate back home.' 'But what about her ultimatum? What if you can't come back from this?' 'If she won't break that fucked up ultimatum for you, then she doesn't love you.'
*********************************************************************
Two hours later, I looked down at the shrinking island of Algoria from the window seat as the airplane rose high into a clear blue sky.
I wondered if I would ever return.
The conflicting voices inside my head debated the same questions over and over. Was I wrong to leave? Did Vik really love me? Was it over? Their bickering led nowhere, and slowly they faded into the background. I felt numb more than anything.
When I got home, I had no energy to unpack. I left my bag just inside the front door, walked directly to my bedroom, and collapsed face first on the mattress. It smelled of Vik. Fuck.
I checked my phone for the hundredth time since my plane landed. No new texts, no missed calls. Viktoria was a hard woman, I knew that. She didn't make idle threats. She detested people who didn't mean what they said.
I still hoped that she wouldn't follow through with her ultimatum to end our relationship if I left the island uncollared. But I knew that, even if it was possible, it wouldn't be done easily.
I thought about trying to contact her myself, but I couldn't think of anything to say. "Hey Vik, sorry about fleeing your country and leaving you crying on your parents' kitchen floor. No, I still don't want to be collared... how's the weather there?" No, the ball was clearly in her court. All I could do was wait and hope.
I managed to gather the energy to brush my teeth, more out of a desire for normalcy than any practical concern for dental hygiene. I hadn't eaten all day, but I had no appetite. The gnawing of my empty stomach seemed appropriate for my emotional state.
I got in bed and sent a hand down between my legs. Touching myself had always been a reliable self-soothing method, a relatively sure-fire source for a jolt of good feelings whenever good feelings became scarce. No cage, no numbing goop, I had free rein.
I managed to coax myself to a decent erection - biology is biology. But there was no pleasure in it. My own thoughts mocked me. 'Oooh is this what you wanted? Is this what you gave her up for? Go ahead wanker, enjoy yourself!' After a few minutes, I gave up and turned over in bed, hoping to pass out for a long time.
I had always thought that 'crying yourself to sleep' was an expression, not literal, but figurative, like 'pulling someone's leg' when there's no lower extremity contact involved. But it turned out to be a real thing. I laid in the pitch black of my bedroom, still in shock that things could've gone from so good to so bad, and quietly sobbed until I lost consciousness.
**************************
My eyes opened suddenly. I thought I heard something.
*Bang bang bang* There it was again. Three knocks on the front door. Did UPS even deliver things this early? I closed my eyes again in exhaustion and hoped they would just leave the package or whatever and move on.
*Bang bang bang* Persistent, but controlled. Still pausing for a spell after each three-knock series. Maybe it was a neighbor. Maybe someone needed help.
I sat up in bed and looked around for some pants. *Bang bang bang* "One minute!" I called out irritably.
I looked through the peephole and stopped breathing. It looked for all the world like Vik was standing outside my apartment.
She looked amazing as always, dressed formally in a dark power suit with matching buttoned jacket and skirt like she often wore for work. Nothing like the emotional wreck I'd last seen screaming my name. Nothing like someone who had just finished a red-eye flight. She looked up at the peephole, might've seen it go dark when I put my eye to it, but she said nothing.
I pulled my face back from the door and remembered to start breathing again. For a moment, I wasn't sure whether to open the door or not. Then I cursed myself for being childish or cowardly or something. I opened the door.
Options assailed my mind. 'Hi Vik,' 'Hello Viktoria,' 'Hey,' 'What do you want?' Nothing seemed fitting. From the animal part of my brain, I felt a strong desire to take her in my arms and an almost equally strong desire to drop on my knees and beg her forgiveness. But my higher functions prevailed, barely.
So I stood there with a strained expression on my face, half way between a forced smile and a look of panic, like an Alzheimer's patient trying to figure out the situation and play along like they understood.
"Hello Lee." She said it softly and slowly, like she didn't want to scare me. I could see her better now without the door in the way. She'd done her makeup expertly as usual, but her eyes were still puffy and slightly bloodshot. That made me feel better.
"What... what are you doing here?"
"I want to speak with you, face to face."
After a silence and noticing that I hadn't moved back from the door, she hastened to add, "Not here, of course. Martin's is open. Let me buy you a latte." Martin's was our favorite coffee shop just down the block.
Another silence. Was she here to apologize? Was she here to scold? "I'll just get my coat..." I managed. I left the front door open in an awkward compromise between inviting her in and closing the door in her face.
We said nothing as we walked down the street. Strategizing maybe or just trying not to say anything one might regret before all the cards were on the table. I desperately wanted her back, but I knew I couldn't just say what she wanted to hear - that I'd go back to Algoria to take her collar and live happily ever after. Hopefully she would accept something less than that.
We sat while our drinks were prepared. She was studying me with that intensity of hers. To some extent, I felt honored to be deemed a problem worthy of so much concentration, but at the same time it put me on guard. Viktoria could be a formidable adversary. And she had my heart.
Finally the drinks arrived. They went untouched, but now satisfied that we weren't likely to be soon interrupted, Viktoria began.
"I want to first apologize to you, Lee. It was an impossible task I gave you. You met every challenge I put to you, exceeded my every expectation, and I just kept asking for more."
A bitter smile crossed her face. "You submitted so well. I just...I got greedy. I thought I could just keep demanding more. I never thought you'd leave..."
She swallowed her saliva here, like the memory of my departure was enough to tighten her throat. It felt vindicating to hear that she didn't think I had it in me to stand up for myself and get out of there.
"But I'm...I'm glad you left. I needed to be checked. I threw everything I could at you, as fast as I could, and I neglected my responsibility as a dominant to assess your limits and tend to your needs. I'm truly sorry." She paused to see how I was taking her apology. When I said nothing, she continued.
"When you come back, I promise that things will be different. I'll-"
"I'm not going back." I said it with a finality that I didn't feel. But fuck her for just assuming I'd go back.
But as soon as the words left my mouth, I regretted them. I regretted not putting them more gently. Vik looked like someone just told her that her dog died and punched her in the stomach at the same time. She kept her eyes locked with mine, so I was able to see them fill with tears. Her mouth dropped open, and it looked like she might be having trouble breathing.
Some onlookers at the other tables in the cafe were giving me dirty looks. Typical man making a woman cry. If only they knew.
I wanted to comfort her, but again I couldn't think of anything to say that was both comforting and true.
Viktoria got ahold of herself quickly, admirably so. The tears fell down her cheeks silently, but she didn't break down. She was a strong woman, beautiful in her suffering. Just who she was.
When she spoke again, the words ground out of her throat with effort. "Why did you leave?"
I much preferred being a spectator to being a combatant in this episode. I had no grand manifesto to lay out as to what I wanted and why specifically I had left. I tried my best. And once I started to speak, the words poured out of me.
"I mean, it was a lot of things. You pushed my boundaries again and again and again. I'm not sure exactly what finally pushed me over the edge...maybe it was when you held my head underwater, maybe it was when you kept going and forced me to cum after I told you to stop, after I said it was rape, maybe it was when you pissed on me, but at some point I got scared. I got worried. I was worried that you didn't love me."
"You know I love you!" she spat back, a reflex, like she couldn't tolerate anyone daring to question her love. "I'm here, aren't I?"
I paused and waited. I wasn't going to argue with her. I waited while she reined herself in. Her expression softened, then she waited patiently, so I continued.
"I got worried that you didn't respect me enough for love to be possible. How could you respect me after I let you do all those things? How could you respect someone who didn't have lines you couldn't cross? I worried I was losing myself, my identity, my principles, my independent thought. I won't be your collared lap dog. And if that's what you want, then I...don't want you.."
Vik took a breath. "I don't want a lap dog. I've told you many times that I value your strength and your opinions."
We stared at each other for a minute. Then she said, "What would convince you?"
"What?"
"What would convince you that I love and respect you? Completely."
"I don't know." I said before quickly adding, "Taking back that fucked up ultimatum that you'll only love me collared or not at all would be a good start."
Vik bristled but kept silent this time. I could see it wash over her. Her face actually twitched as she tried to imagine this alternative version of her future with an uncollared husband.
"Something else."
"What?"
"Ask me for something else."
I scoffed. The balls on this woman.
"I can't give up my dream. I know you'll be happy wearing my collar. I know it will work."
"And if I won't do it?"
She grimaced. "I know who I am. I know what I want. I don't think I can give that up. Not in the long term."
"Well then I guess we're at an impasse," I grumbled. This was not the romantic scene I wanted. I wanted her to say, 'Damn the collar, damn Algoria, you're all that matters to me!' Life is never so simple.
Suddenly her face lit up. "What if I'd submit to anything right now? That would convince you that I love and respect you, right? I told you I'd give you carte blanche on our anniversary. What if I gave it to you now?"
"Vik..." Of course, she thought sex would solve all our problems.
"Yes, this will work!" she was practically shrieking with excitement, "Do it! Take me home right now and spank me! Fuck me up my ass!"
The same onlookers who had previously shot daggers at me and pitied her, now looked at her like she was deranged. See! See what I'm dealing with!
"Keep...your voice down," I said through my teeth, feeling embarrassed before the disapproving glances that she seemed not to notice. In a low, quiet voice, I continued, "Honey, as much as I wish all the world's problems could be solved by butt fucking, I think our problems go deeper than that."
Vik's excitement wasn't dampened one iota. "Listen darling, no strings. You don't have to promise to change your position at all. Hell, call it a revenge fuck if you want. You deserve it."
My mind was wary of this idea. But my dick seemed to be fully in support of it. Fucking her brains out did seem like poetic justice, regardless of the future of our relationship. But I felt like sex, especially kinky sex, was her turf. Here in the coffeeshop, I was in control of my emotions. I could think clearly. Arguing with her gorgeous face was bad enough. I worried about what I might agree to when I had to debate her naked tits.
"How would this help us?" I managed to hold my ground.
"You've been wronged. It's true. I'm responsible. You need to get even, you know, to level the playing field a bit, to clean the slate, before we can have a proper discussion about our future."
I could feel myself agreeing. Defer thinking, fuck the beautiful woman. Not a hard argument to win against a male opponent. My dick was about to overrule my brain, demanding an increasing share of the blood. It was so hard down my pant leg that I knew standing would be painful.
"C'mon, I know you want me. Worst case: you'll have some great sex before kicking me to the curb."
I tried to secure some concession before I abandoned negotiations completely. "We don't discuss our future at all while we're in bed. I can't think straight there. We come back here tomorrow morning and resume this right where we left off. Okaaaayyy?!"
"Whatever you say, Master! Now take me home and have your way with me!"
She smiled, and I couldn't help but laugh at her submissive bimbo impression. Even now, she couldn't help but order me around. But these were easy orders to follow.
******************************
I took the walk back to my apartment slow, trying to think about what I wanted, not wanting to squander this opportunity or do something I'd regret later. Vik seemed content to take whatever pace I wanted, not pulling me anxiously forward or dragging me back with dread. She held my right hand in both of hers and pressed her head against my shoulder as we walked. It made her seem juvenile, like a smitten high school cheerleader walking the halls with her new beau.
I didn't want to hurt her. Any of that 'leveling the playing field' shit she's said - to truly 'get even' - would require me to do things to her that I had no desire to do. I had no wish to dominate her. One thing the events of the last week had made crystal clear to me was that I naturally submissive in bed. And forcing myself to fake an extreme dominant role in order to teach her a lesson seemed both undesirable and counterproductive, like I'd be helping her justify what she'd done.
So I decided not to overthink it. I would enjoy myself tonight, clear the air a bit, and think about serious things again tomorrow.
That was easier said than done.
Turns out you can't have light, fun, casual, meaningless sex with someone with whom you are madly in love, especially when you're worried you might be incompatible. But I tried.
As soon as we entered the apartment, I spun around, pinned her against the door, and kissed her. Hard. I felt my closed eyes fill with hot tears as soon as our lips touched, and I knew I was in trouble.
I pulled back and looked in her eyes. I saw the same thing I felt - white, hot, raw emotion - leaking out of her. I gave into it.
I attacked her mouth like a man possessed. Sucking on her lips and tongue, tasting the saltiness of our blended tears, we moaned into each others' mouths. Without separating our faces, I worked her jacket off. My hands roamed her curves, measuring and squeezing. Fuck she had a great body!
I pulled back to work on the buttons of her blouse. I got through only one before giving up and ripping the fine garment open, buttons flying loose and bouncing on the floor. Vik looked at me incredulously and shoved me in the chest, pushing me back hard. I could have ordered her not to resist I guess. She was supposed to be here to submit to whatever I wanted after all. But it was enough of a thrill just to take control in a way I never had with her.
I crouched down and grabbed her around her thighs, lifting her over my shoulder so her head fell behind me. She screamed in shock. I carried her quickly to the bedroom, my hand squeezing her ass through her skirt as it bounced on my shoulder. I threw her on the bed and clawed at the zipper on her skirt. I pulled it down with her panties all in one motion. Her pale buttocks threatened to make me cum in my pants just by looking at them. I slapped her juicy ass as punishment.
My fingers deftly unhooked her bra and suddenly she was naked with the exception of her thigh-high stockings. She looked up at me curiously, panting from the excitement, unsure what I would do next.
I pushed between her legs and pressed my face into her pussy. I loved that pussy. I knew it so well. So I was instantly able to sense that something was amiss. She wasn't wet. I mean, she was a little aroused, but usually when she had me eat her out she was soaked.
I stopped and pulled back to look at her vulva and then up to her face. She saw that I was hesitating. "Go on, darling, it's ok. It's all for you, take what you want."
I was conflicted. Maybe she really was such a dominant that she wouldn't be able to get off this way. Maybe she really liked it better when I was wearing panties, on my knees before her, following her orders. Maybe she needed to be the one in control. Or maybe I was just doing a terrible job.
Vik saw the conflict on my face stalling my progress. She propped herself up on one elbow, grabbed me hard by the hair, and pulled me back into her cunt. I stopped thinking and started licking. She had trained me well. I focused on the techniques I knew she liked. Wetting her puffy lips with long powerful licks, sucking gently on her clit, teasing her entrance and her perineum with the tip of my tongue. Her taste intensified, letting me know her honey was starting to flow, and I relaxed again.
I shucked my own clothes off as quick as I could, not bothering with my socks, and brought my hard cock to her quim. I pushed her thigh back towards her chest with one hand while I used my other hand to work my dick back and forth between her folds, coating it in her juices. "Hold your legs apart for me."
Vik dutifully grabbed her thighs just below her knees and pulled them up and out. I could tell it was difficult for her, being on her back like this, offering a man her cunt for only the second time. I knew she was doing it because she loved me. And that felt really good. It gave me an insight into the pleasure that Vik derived from my submission. Seeing the vulnerability in her eyes, I couldn't look away. "Beg me to fuck you, baby."
She didn't break eye contact, snarling at me as she screamed, "Please fuck me, Lee!"
I pressed the head of my cock to her vagina, feeling the silkiness of her outer lips envelop me in a gentle kiss.
"You're so beautiful. Tell me you love me, Vik."
Her face grew deadly serious, like she could kill. Her snarl twitched, showing her teeth. She took a deep breath and then, like a war cry, she bellowed, "I FUCKING LOVE YOU, LEEEEEEEEEEE!" I slid myself deep inside her hot little tunnel. The velvety walls of her twat felt even better on my prick than I remembered.



She knew just what I wanted. Without being told, she let her thighs go and wrapped her legs around my waist. Her wrists crossed around my neck and she pulled my lips down to hers. We kissed, and I started to fuck her. She moaned with every thrust. Her face was reddened, her expression screwed up like she might be upset. I started to slow, thinking she might be in pain, but she dug her heels into my ass, bouncing them, encouraging me to fuck her in rhythm. She grasp my hair and pulled my mouth to a nipple. The fat little nub was erect in my mouth. I suckled on her with abandon.
Her legs pulled me into her faster and faster. "Yes, yes, yes, yes." I wanted to move to her other tit, but she held me fast at her breast. I sucked as much tit flesh between my teeth as I could and gently bit her. "Yes, yes, oooh fuck, yesssss!" She released me, going limp in my arms. I couldn't hold it anymore. I pumped my seed inside her.
Afterwards, we lay side by side, staring at the ceiling, catching our breaths. Then she moved her body perpendicular to mine, resting her head on my lower abdomen so she could look into my eyes. I knew some of my excess cum must be getting into her hair, but she didn't seem to mind, and I certainly wasn't going to say anything. She took my hand in both of hers and brought it to her mouth, kissing my knuckles.
"Did you cum?"
She smiled a devious little smile and nodded.
"Good," I said. "You really love me, huh?"
"I really, really do."
"We could make it through this."
"We will."
We lay like that for a long time. One of my hands idly played with her hair while she caressed and smooched the other one. I liked that I could see her whole body in the position and also her eyes and the love in them.
Eventually, my dick started to harden again. It actually kind of poked her in the back of her head.
"Oh! What's this? Ready for round two?"
I just smiled as she stroked me expertly and then took me in her mouth. When she fondled my balls, I realized I was waiting for a finger in the ass that never came. I guess she was respecting my boundaries. I missed it but decided not to ask her for it. Not tonight at least.
I pulled her off before I got too close and had her get on all fours for me. She looked back at me over her shoulder and smiled like the naughty girl she was. How could I ever give this woman up?
The possibility that I was being manipulated occurred to me. Worth the risk.
When I entered her from behind, her back arched to absorb some of the force. Her butt cheeks parted, and her asshole stared up at me. Her anus was tinted a dark brown that contrasted with her pale buttocks. A perfect little balloon knot. I had admired it many times, of course. My tongue had been inside it. But it had never looked so vulnerable before.
Vik had started to move on her own, fucking herself back on my rod. She was supporting herself on her elbows, letting her head hand down between them, fully focused on her rear end. I reached around her and gathered some of the juices from her pussy before slathering them on her asshole. Her motion stopped for a split second and then she resumed her fucking.
I teased her rim for a while with gentle pressure from the pad of my thumb and then I pushed the tip just inside her. Her head popped up, arching her neck but not looking back, she came up on her hands, and her hips stopped moving. I stayed still and waited to see if she would protest. She spread her knees a little further apart, dropping her body lower while arching her back more. And then I felt her anus relax a little and she pushed her pelvis back on me, taking more dick in her pussy and more thumb in her ass. I relaxed my hand, letting it move with her, halting any further anal penetration, and I started to actively fuck her with my hips.
"Have you ever been fucked in your ass, Vik?"
Vik craned her neck to look at me over her shoulder as I continued to fuck her, her full butt cheeks slapping against my pelvis with every thrust.
"Of course not!" she gave me a smile and then I felt her sphincter give my thumb a little squeeze. "But I've used toys on myself back there."
"Really?" I was surprised.
"A long time ago. I don't enjoy it, but I needed to understand what I was asking of my lovers, how to coach them." She winked at me and then turned back to face front.
I pondered this new information while I continued to hump her.
"It's yours if you want it," she said without looking back.
"What's the biggest you've had back here?" I wiggled my thumb in her butt.
"Nothing as big as your cock," she said it with a smile in her voice, "but I'm a big girl. I can take it."
I smiled before slipping my thumb gently out of her anus, then rubbing her rim lovingly and tapping it a few times.
"Another time. When I can really savor it."
She looked back at me and smiled, a vulnerable smile with love leaking out of her eyes. She hadn't heard anything about anal sex. She had heard that I was thinking about the future. There would be another time.
My orgasm was rising. "Are you close?" I asked her urgently. "No baby, I don't think I'll come again tonight, unless you demand it. Please go ahead and cum for me."
I pulled out a few minutes later and shot my load across her back.
It was a good night. Definitely better sex than I'd ever had with anyone else. But not even in the top ten among the times I'd had with Vik. It was better for both of us when she was in control.
But maybe we would get better.
************************
The next morning, my bed was empty when I woke up.
A momentary panic seized me before I smelled the scent of bacon wafting in from the kitchen.
Vik was wearing her suit from yesterday, but with one of my t-shirts replacing the blouse I'd destroyed. Her eyes lit up when she saw me spying on her from the doorway.
"Hey there, sweetheart! Good morning! I was about to come wake you up. The coffee shop has been open for hours, and we've got a lot to cover."
"What?" I was still a little groggy as she sat me down and dished fresh bacon and eggs onto my plate. "I didn't realize we had bacon."
"Oh, you didn't. I went out and got some earlier." She was wonderful. She'd always been wonderful. Apart from the occasional dungeon torture. And the ass rape. But apart from that, she'd always been perfect.
She brought a damn legal pad with us to the coffee shop. She'd sketched out an outline to guide the day's discussion.
The gist of her proposal was that I still take her collar, and we still spend a year living in Algoria. But that we have a safe word that would be unbreakable. Anytime I used it, she would immediately stop what we were doing and check in with me. If I wanted to stop having sex, if I wanted to leave the country, she would make it happen immediately.
I was reluctant to consider returning to that troublesome island, but we ultimately negotiated that we would schedule several return trips to the U.S. way ahead of time. We'd schedule them right now with the plan to return three months after the initial collaring ceremony and again right after the permanent collaring ceremony at six months. Everyone would know about the trips ahead of time, all my friends and family, some of whom would have specific instructions as to how to proceed if I didn't show up.
Another point I negotiated was that I wanted more of these reverse control nights, where I had the power and she did what I said. She had originally offered them annually; I wanted them weekly. We finally settled on monthly, starting three months after the initial collaring. Maybe I'm a poor negotiator. Maybe part of me was already missing Vik's dominance.
We said that we'd try to stay committed to the terms of the agreement for six months at a time before renegotiating.
It was kind of fun, talking sex all day, while the people around us had no idea they were in the presence of two deviants who knew how different life was on a particular island. Like being part of a secret society or something. We had hashed out the basic structure of the agreement by noon and went out to one of our favorite restaurants for lunch.
"What if you die?" I brought up between bites of pasta. "I don't want to end up as some crazy bitch's sex slave."
Viktoria nodded seriously as she finished swallowing a gulp of wine, like I'd just asked about how we were going to structure our retirement accounts. "I've already thought about that. We should talk to my friend Anne. She's a dominant. Collared her submissive almost ten years ago, right after high school. She's what people in Algoria call a 'sub-rights activist.' We can make a plan where I leave you to her in my will in case anything happens to me, and she agrees ahead of time to bring you back to the U.S. if you want. It's somewhat controversial since the spirit of the law is to keep submissives from being abandoned, but I understand your concern. If you want, we can talk to a couple different dominants I know and decide who you feel most comfortable with. We have until the six month permanent ceremony to finalize it."
I nodded pensively, and she smiled. "Not planning on killing me, are you?"
I rose my glass to her in a mock toast, "If I do, I'll most definitely do it in this country!"
Vik wanted me to write my signature at the bottom of what she'd drawn up on the legal pad. Like she was closing a big deal. It all sounded good, but I wanted to wait.
"Alright, fine fine. Sleep on it. If it all still sounds good tomorrow, you sign tomorrow, ok?"
I smiled at her and said nothing.
She gave me some side eye and then got right in my face. "Don't think I don't see what you're trying to do! I'll give you anything you want again tonight, but I'm not going to let you string me along forever!"
"I want you to dominate me tonight."
"I -- Oh." She hadn't expected that. When she saw I wasn't joking, a wide smile spread across her lips.
We went by her place to pick up her...equipment.
Later that night, I moaned and whimpered in bliss while she fucked me from behind. Her strap-on cock slid in and out of my expertly lubricated and stretched back passage. She had me standing next to my bed, bent forward with my hands on the wall and my legs spread wide enough to give her access and lower my rear to her level.
The window blinds raised, but every light in my apartment was off, so we could see out, but no one would be able to see in, at least not without shining a light on us. Still, it was thrilling, being butt fucked in full view of the city lights (and theoretically hundreds of other apartment windows).
"Mmmmmm, fuck I'm getting close," Vik announced. "Bring your hands behind your back." I did as she asked, and her hands left my hips. One moved to grip my wrists, pinning them against my lower back, while the other took a firm grip in my hair and pivoted me toward the window.
She tipped me forward, pressing my cheek against the glass. "Arch your back more, press your chest to the glass." Somehow trying to arch my upper back also made me arch my lower back more, and her cock started hitting a different part of me. "I'm....I'm getting close too." Vik's hand squeezed my wrists, "keep these on your back," then she let them go and snaked her hand around me. She started jerking me off in time with the thrusts.
"Cum for me, baby. Fuck, I'm cumming." Her hand stroked me in a blur. I squeezed her dildo with my asshole, increasing the sensation. It burned, but it was enough to push me over the edge. My cum splashed against the bottom of the window as I ejaculated.
A moment later, we were sitting next to each other on the side of my bed, coming down from our orgasms. The window displayed three stains: oily smudges at face and chest level and lower down, a little puddle of cum. I looked over at Vik, and we burst out laughing.
She held me tight that night in bed, like she was afraid to let me go. Her head rested on my chest, her soft breasts pressed against my ribs. I heard her start to snore, and I knew everything would be alright.
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Miko's freshly fucked asshole squeezed down possessively on her plug. With the first spurt of hot cum up her back passage, she had become hyper-sexualized.
Maybe it was purely psychological in those first moments, simply the effect of feeling that hot wetness between her butt cheeks, knowing she'd been bred/seeded/sullied by the thick alpha dick inside her, feeling strangely self-conscious about the excess dribbling down the back of her clean shaven little sac. But now, she felt sure, she was experiencing the chemical effects of the semen she'd absorbed.
Despite her massive hands-free orgasm moments before, she felt hornier than ever. God, she had cum from losing her virginity! From being raped! And by that bastard Zaga no less! But she couldn't deny how good she felt now. Each time she clenched on the toy her mother had stuffed back inside her, her poor anus burned and yet wished for more at the same time. Her back was arched, presenting herself. It wasn't her ass anymore. It was her ass-pussy. And an ass-pussy needs to be fucked.
Through the swirling confusion of her cum-soaked brain, she heard the doorbell ring again and her mother bouncing off to answer it. At the moment she hated her parents, her society, the entire world - but part of her was looking forward to taking whoever was at the door balls deep in her rectum.
"So glad you made it! Miko will be thrilled to have you take part in her big day! And your timing is perfect. She's just been deflowered!"
A few strands of hair had escaped her ponytail and were now stuck to her face with sweat, but she still had enough visibility to glimpse the new arrival when she lifted up her head.
Her best friend Johr stood before her, looking every bit as awkward and nerdy as he always did. He met her eyes with conflict and guilt, but he didn't look away.
Johr came from similar economic circumstances as Miko did. She found him to be a kindred spirit, not particularly interested in dominating anyone, but also unwilling to bend over and accept the loss of autonomy.
Unlike Miko, Johr naturally leaned towards the alpha side of things, tall and broad-shouldered with a flat ass, though he didn't exactly inspire fear with his skinny jeans and goofy smile. The idea of a gentle guy like him holding an opponent down in the ring and forcibly butt-fucking them would have been laughable to him were it not a necessity for his future in this unflinchingly cruel world.
Also unlike Miko, Johr had not left his fate entirely up to hope and a prayer for the arena. He'd looked high and low for any opportunity to control his destiny. Eventually, he'd found an older beta on the poor side of town who'd been willing to sell him her ass a few times.
This particular loop hole was illegal, and the law prohibiting gamma/beta sex was actually enforced (in contrast to the technically illegal but generally accepted trade of gamma ass between families). Many betas worked in brothels, but gammas were not permitted to use their services. The idea was that allowing gammas to go to the brothel and pay for sex would be an unfair path to alphahood. Gammas who aspired to become alphas were supposed to get there by fucking other gammas up the ass, whether by seduction, rape, family alliance, or victory in the ring.
Johr had learned from a young age that the rules were mostly just weapons to keep the masses in line, while the powerful would always find ways around them. To his view, the current system was about as 'fair' as a lynch mob, and he hadn't hesitated when he'd found a beta desperate enough to risk breaking the law.
Johr was generous with his good fortune, and he'd taken a risk trusting Miko with this secret. After his initial success, he'd told her about how great it felt to slide into a plush, beta ass, as well as the slight increases in muscle mass and dick size he'd garnered from even the single, brief fuck. He'd been trying to share his newfound resource with Miko, when his beta got spooked that they were going to get caught and broke off all communication. Johr had fucked the woman twice, but his hormone levels were still in the upper gamma range. Alpha status remained just out of reach.
He was scheduled to battle in the arena tomorrow, but this morning his thoughts were with his friend.
He'd been about to leave the house to cheer Miko on in the ring, when his mother had received a call from Miko's mother. "Hello? Oh hi Chereel, how are you? Yes, he was just about to leave for Miko's match." His mother met her son's questioning eyes and then frowned to communicate that the news was not good. "Oh! Well that is...unexpected um...Oh! Oh I see! Well, I'm sure Johr would be honored but I doubt we could afford...Oh! Oh that's very generous of you. Um, you know, he just walked in, let met ask him."
His mother covered the microphone and whispered fiercely to her son, "Miko is going to be a beta. She's being deflowered this morning."
"What in the hell...!?"
His mother raised both hands clasping the phone to silence him. "Shhh! Miko's mother is offering to let you participate in the deflowering! For free!! Can I tell her you'll be right over?"
Johr looked down, trying to process the unexpected news quickly. He'd just talked to Miko yesterday. They were fully invested in preparing for today's match.
"Is this Miko's idea? Is it voluntary?"
His mother gave him a scolding look, annoyed by his naivety. "I don't know, but you know as well as I do that it doesn't matter."
Johr looked away again, and his mother softened her tone as much as she thought she could while still communicating the urgency of the situation. "Listen Johr, this is the opportunity you've been waiting for. Miko would want you to take it. If you don't, someone far less deserving will!"
Johr said nothing. After a silence that seemed painfully long to his mother, he gave a little nod.
His mother smiled in relief. She took her hand off the microphone and infused as much honey into her voice as she could muster. "Oh Chereel, he's just thrilled by this opportunity. Yes, he's leaving now, he'll be right over." His mother made a shooing gesture at her son to encourage him to get going. "This is wonderful news, Chereel, our family won't soon forget this kindness."
In truth, to be owed a favor from Johr's family wasn't really worth much to Miko's mother. She knew they were just as poor as her own family was. But she knew Johr and Miko were close and figured this gesture might smooth things over to some extent with her daughter, whom she fully expected to blame her mother for her beta status for a long time to come. Besides, Miko would already be servicing many wealthy and influential cocks today. Offering Miko's ass to Johr cost her mother nothing. And Miko could use all the cum she could get.
But now, standing in front of his friend's bound naked form, Johr wasn't sure he could go through with this.
He couldn't deny that Miko's body was attractive in the beta way. Johr had never thought of her in a romantic or sexual manner before. She was a friend. A peer. But from his current viewpoint he knew there was no doubt she would soon blossom into a true beauty.
Her face, gagged, flushed, and partially covered by her wet hair, was incredibly sensual. The dimples in the curve of her lower back conveyed both soft femininity and the lean musculature of youth. Johr could just glimpse a hint of a butt plug peaking out from between her flawless, milky buttocks. He knew she had always been embarrassed about the generous size of her ample rear end. She always tried to hide it with baggy clothing. But now she was on display for him. The view awakened a carnal hunger deep inside him.
But when he looked into her eyes, the truth - that this was his friend and that he knew this was wrong - braced him. He tried to read her expression. At first it seemed that she was happy to see him.
Then shame. Yes, clearly, who wouldn't feel shame being naked before someone they know for the first time? Not to mention being bound, gagged, and semi-publicly fucked.
Her gaze moved downward. At first he thought it was due to embarrassment. But then he tracked her gaze to his crotch and realized that he had a massive erection imprinting the front of his pants.
Johr blushed, cringing internally. The reaction of his cock felt like treachery. Like he was rejoicing in Miko's misfortune. He forced himself to look back up and meet her eyes. He expected to see disgust, betrayal, anger, horror - he saw lust. Was it wishful thinking? No, he thought as she batted her eyelashes at him. Those big eyes, those wide pupils, those were bedroom eyes. She wanted him.
He was not mistaken. Miko's internal monologue wasn't the clearest. The volume of the little voice whispering 'fuck me, fuck me, fuck me,' kept getting louder and louder as her ass drank up the cum she'd been given. But she was still forming thoughts that rose above her animal desires.
She saw the conflict in Johr's eyes, and it warmed her heart. A fellow comrade who understood and felt the same. Seeing him here reminded her that there was some good in the world, that it wasn't a doomed nightmarish wasteland without redemption, that she would get through this.
As her eyes fell on his bulge, her arousal began to subsume those brief non-sexual thoughts. She wanted him. And he deserved to fuck her. He had always been a good friend. Why shouldn't some good come of this? Her ass could help him become the alpha, and if she climaxed on his dick in the process, all the better.
But what if he wouldn't fuck her?! Fuck! He'd always been the principled sort. What if he refused out of some misguided sense of justice?
She wanted to beg him to fuck her, but the damn gag would make her unintelligible. Focus, you can do this. She tried to communicate with just her eyes, feeding her submissive eroticism into her big doe eyes. Miko still wasn't sure if she'd gotten through to him when her mother led him around behind her, prattling on about what an amazing beta she would become and muttering something about a schedule to keep.
Miko craned her neck to try and see behind her but she couldn't turn far enough to look Johr in the eye. At this point, she had to use her body to communicate.
She arched her back and lifted her thick creamy tush high into the air - the universal sign for 'fuck me.' She swayed her caboose almost imperceptibly from side to side, accentuating the curve from her tiny waist to her wide hips.
She was really starting to worry that she'd failed, when she felt a strong hand on her hip. A shiver of anticipation passed through her. Then something poked her inner thigh. She felt the length of his erection press against her butt cheek as he leaned over and whispered in her ear. "Miko, if you don't want me to do this, just shake your head, and I'll leave right now."
Miko didn't move a muscle. In fact, she held her breath for fear that any small motion might be perceived as a head shake.
She felt a steady pull on her plug, followed by a sense of defeat and vulnerability as it slipped from the grasp of her greedy ass-pussy. And then he was there. The bell end of his cock knocking on her back door. The sensation caused her to moan deep into her gag, like she might cum right there from the situation alone.
Johr had never felt so alive. He wanted to slow everything down to savor each individual sensation and sight. His stiff dickhead was wedged just inside her slippery rim. He could swear her butthole was sucking on him, trying to draw him deeper into her tight, hot channel.
True, he wasn't a virgin. But this was so much better than the beta he'd paid to sodomize. Miko was so responsive and so tight. Her hot little body shuddered when her rim swallowed his glans, and she moaned like a whore when he hilted her.
He stayed still in her depths, both of them breathing hard, overwhelmed with sensation. He took his time mostly for Miko's benefit to let her adjust. But he also knew it was to his benefit to spend as much time as possible with his phallus stuffed up her backside, absorbing as much of the stuff her anal glands pumped out as possible.
As the two of them started to fuck, Zaga watched with a melancholy expression from where he sat with his father. Beside them Miko's mother chattered idly, mostly directed at his father as the most powerful person in the room, but no one was paying much attention to what she said, including her. They all kept their focus on the hot sex in front of them.
This coupling was different than the prior one. That much was apparent to all. But it was striking in its own way. Zaga had impressed with the way he'd dominated Miko, driving himself deep inside her resistant, bucking ass.
But Johr's tenderness was at least equally captivating. Miko never struggled. Indeed, she was actually pushing her hips back to meet Johr's thrusts. Even through her gag, the sounds she was making now were different than the ones she made when Zaga's cock filled her, even more erotic.
Zaga told himself it was all from the effects of his powerful cum. 'She's already cum-drunk,' he thought hopefully. But he knew it was more than that. He knew they were friends, having seen Johr hanging around with her at school. How had this poor kid gotten in here, fucking his beta? Even for sloppy seconds, Miko's mother was probably charging a high price. Would she have given him a discount? Zaga knew he couldn't do a thing about it. Miko didn't belong to him. Not yet.
Miko was moaning continuously now, throwing her tush back on her friend's cock shamelessly. Johr for his part was staying almost still, trying to hold off his orgasm as long as possible. He stood with straight, widely spread legs, leaning into Miko with his weight in his hands on her shoulder and her rump.
As Johr lost his battle and felt his body break free of his control, speeding inevitably towards climax, time seemed to slow down. His brow had been knotted in concentration, but now that his internal struggle was lost, his eyes rose up and took in the room for the first time.
That asshole Zaga was staring daggers at him. Jealousy? Maybe he hadn't had his turn yet? A terrible thought entered Johr's mind - could Zaga have been the one to deflower her? He scanned the room for alternative candidates. Miko's father was talking to a man in a white coat. Her mother chatted with the man sitting next to Zaga. There were a few other pairs, likely fathers and sons, watching them copulate. He recognized one of the boys from school, another powerful family.
Apart from Johr himself, it seemed that Miko's ass had drawn quite an influential crowd, with her mother's tireless planning of course. He was out of his league.
But it was his fat cock balls deep in her ass right now. A wide smile spread across Johr's face just before his orgasm hit. And then time sped back up.
His hips accelerated and retook control of the rhythm from Miko. He pounded her sweet ass, following an instinct to cum as deep inside her as he could. She squealed as he took her from behind. He hoped he wasn't hurting her, but he couldn't stop now.
Miko heard Johr groan as his hairy balls dragged up against her bare scrotum. He held himself still with his glutes fully contracted, his pelvis pressed as far forward as possible. She knew he was cumming inside her. The thought made her happy. She gave him a squeeze with her stretched out pucker, and he responded with a grunt.
In that moment, Miko knew she was a beta. She needed no blood test. She had two loads of cum up her ass, and she only wanted more. Miko started to suck on the rubber cock in her mouth, wishing it was real. Thank God her manipulative bitch of a mother had recruited all of these cocks. She couldn't wait to feel them fill her.
She started to rock her hips back and forth, trying to coax more fucking out of the cock in her butt. But she only succeeded in causing Johr's rapidly deflating cock to slip from her hole.
"Careful! CAREFUL!" her mother's screeched as hot cum began running out of Miko's gaping fuck hole. She hurriedly shoved the butt plug back into her daughter's rectum to stop the leak. "Listen up everyone, just to review, you need to tell me BEFORE you pull out so that we can be ready with the plug to avoid losing any semen. Obviously, we want you all to have a good time, but remember that we're here for a reason. Miko needs every drop to develop into the best beta she can be!"
***************************
The next morning, Miko opened her eyes and instantly felt...cranky. Sore and cranky. A combination of the physical effects of being gang-banged and the hormonal effects of the massive amount of semen she'd absorbed.
The first thing she became aware of was how uncomfortably full and bloated she felt. She felt like she really needed to poop. As she rolled over onto her side in bed to move towards the bathroom, she became aware of a presence between her butt cheeks. That horrible plug was still in her ass!
There was a hazy memory of her mother telling her she had to keep it in all night to make sure she absorbed everything.
Miko managed to sit herself up at the edge of the bed. "Ooooooh urrrgh!" she groaned as the change in position pushed the plug a little deeper in her ass. She felt the sensation of two heavy weights hanging on her chest, and her nipples felt exquisitely tender against the inside of her t-shirt.
With a grunt, she managed to stand on wobbly legs and started to waddle towards the bathroom. Her mother burst into the room and immediately put her shoulder under Miko's arm to support her. "Easy there, Miko. Lean on me. Good girl. It's going to be alright."
Miko said nothing. She wasn't sure if she would ever speak to her mother again. But at the moment, she felt sick and weak and was happy to have anyone to help her.
"Put your hands on the counter and bend forward. I'll pull your plug out and then you can sit on the toilet."
You might think that Miko would be horrified to have her mother handling the butt plug inside her. But yesterday's gang-bang had dispelled all modesty.
Her mother tugged and the fat hunk of rubber came loose with a pop. Miko pivoted around and sat on the toilet just as the first glop of cum plopped out of her gaping asshole.
Miko looked between her legs and watched in horrified fascination as an absurd amount of thick creamy jizz filled the bowl. She looked back up at her mother with a shocked, questioning expression.
"Hehe, I know! You really did a great job yesterday. So much cum!" her mother praised.
Miko raised her eyebrows with an unspoken question.
"14 loads! The way you moved, the sounds you made - you drained them completely! No one could keep any cum in their balls! Zaga and Johr both went twice!"
Miko looked back down at the intermittent stream of milky white goo dripping out of her, showing no signs of abating, and tried to remember what all had happened yesterday. Her memory was hazy, detached images and scenes in no particular order.
The feeling of a warm, throbbing cock filling her mouth for the first time. In her mind's eye, the identity of the man hadn't been recorded, hadn't been deemed important, but she remembered the feel of it, the taste of the skin, the way it jerked between her lips when she flicked the corona with her tongue. Funnily she could also hear her mother reminding the man to be careful not to cum in her mouth. All of the cum that day belonged to her ass.
Her memory jumped to another scene. She was riding cowgirl-style. The cock in her ass felt huge. Her anus burned with the force of her thrusts, and she had the sensation she would be sore for days, but she couldn't stop. Her horny body craved the feeling. Raising her ass up before dropping it back down hard. She swiveled her hips, delighting in the internal stretch, before leaning forward more, putting her weight in her hands on the man's hairy chest, and riding him at a gallop until he spurted up her butt.



Who had the man been? She couldn't remember his face either. Maybe she hadn't recognized him. It had certainly been a man's body, not a gamma leaning that way, but a well developed alpha.
Suddenly, Miko remembered her gym teacher. How her mother had even gotten in touch with the man puzzled her. Was she hallucinating it or had he really been there? If it was her imagination, then she had imagined the most powerful orgasm of her life. Was it the humiliation of being fucked by the man who'd picked on her and her friends for being "slackers" and "beta-material" when they lagged behind in gym class? Was it his raw strength? He had lifted her petite body in his lap, supporting all her weight by cupping her buttocks with both hands, raising and lowering her on his dick, using her like a sex toy. Maybe it had been the helplessness of the position or the way his dick seemed to flatten her prostate when he let gravity drag her down his pole. It had really happened, somehow she knew. She shuddered at the memory.
Miko looked over at her mother, who was patiently watching her daughter empty the semen of a dozen men from her whorish butthole. The woman seemed to be beaming with genuine pride. 'What a brainwashed beta she is,' Miko thought, 'her generation just accepted this beta-raping fuckery as tradition.' The sentiment felt cliche to her even as she thought it. Every generation thinks the prior ones were deluded - but sometimes it's true! Still, it felt more comforting to see her mother as a brainwashed simpleton who wants the best for her daughter than as the alternative: a vindictive psychopath who had just organized a multigenerational gang-rape.
Suddenly, Miko felt like a hypocrite. What a slut she had become! And after just her second load! Even as her mother had plugged her sloppy fuck hole to keep Johr's boiling jism from leaking out, she remembered the instinctive acceptance of the submissive role, the clarity of her position in the natural order, and...the hunger for more that grew inside her.
But 14 loads?! Even including the spit roast that the doctor and Zaga's father had put her through, she could still only account for six or seven. Maybe more memories would surface in the coming days. She hoped and dreaded.
Coming back to reality, she realized that her butt finally seemed to have stopped leaking cum. "Ohhhhhh!" Twin aches sprouted on her chest when she tipped forward to look between her legs and make sure she was done shitting semen.
Anxious to investigate, she stood on unsteady legs before her mother could intervene, pulled her shirt up over her head, and looked in the mirror.
Her nude reflection shocked her. Severely swollen breasts hung from her chest, inflamed a bright unnatural purplish-red, contrasting sharply with her alabaster skin. They looked impossibly large given how big they'd been just yesterday. After a spell, Miko managed to turn an incredulous glance towards her mother, as if to ask 'are you seeing this too?' Her mother responded, "Oooh, I know it's painful, sweetheart. I was like that for a few days after my deflowering too. It will probably be longer for you. I've prepared some ice packs for you. Here, let's get you back to bed."
Miko turned to leave the bathroom but stopped when she saw her backside in the mirror.
Her buttocks were, predictably, reddened and slightly swollen, likely a combination of accelerated development from the hormonal effects and the physical pounding they'd taken.
But what stopped her in her tracks was the barcode tattooed in neat black ink at the very top of her ass crack. Of course, she knew that she was a beta by now. No one takes 14 loads up the ass and comes out with hormone levels outside the beta range. But she just figured they'd have to go to the health department for registration in a few days. Her mother must have already had an official test and register her here. As she gazed at the precisely printed symbol on her rear, she absently wondered if the official was one of the 14. Miko's mother watched her daughter and waited patiently, understanding firsthand the thoughts and emotions that seeing one's barcode for the first time can evoke.
Back in bed a few minutes later, her mother fussed over her, adjusting her pillows, positioning the ice packs just so in an oversized brassiere, putting her favorite movie on the tv, and stroking her hair. Miko stared forward sullenly, saying nothing and feeling very much a victim.
Her mother was not foolish enough to expect acceptance, much less forgiveness, but she decided she needed to say something, just to make herself known, before their mother-daughter relationship entered into a hibernation that could very well be permanent.
"Miko, sweetheart, I know that you're angry, and you have every right to be. I'll understand if you never speak to me again. If so, I'll accept it. But I need you to know that I did what I did - that your father and I did what we did - out of love. I had to do what I thought was best for my daughter. I hope someday maybe you'll understand, but if you never do and hate me forever, that's 100% your right, and I will respect that. Just know that I'll always be here for you, for anything, anything you need at all."
Miko said nothing. The pair sat in silence watching a movie they'd seen at least a dozen times before. Miko felt a tiny bit better.
***************************************
Over the next few weeks, Miko's body slowly recovered and feminized. The tenderness and redness and swelling in her bosoms went down but left her with breasts three times her gamma size. Her buttocks swelled as well, to the point that they were painfully prominent in her old clothes, sticking out behind her like smutty advertisements for her new beta status.
But more noticeable to Miko than the physical changes to her body were the behavioral changes.
She'd never been so horny in her life. She hadn't touched herself since before her deflowering. Hadn't wanted to think about sex at all really. But her needs were mounting, sexual imagery flashing before her eyes unbidden with increasing frequency, her body announcing a new hunger with a never-before-seen appetite.
One night, it became too much for her. She lost the battle with herself and yielded to lust. She tucked her hand into the front on her panties and tugged gently on her hairless little clitty. It had shrunk, though not enough to be beta-cute. It was still a handful. Tugging on it felt good but did little to quell her desires. In fact, it inflamed them.
She wanted to be fucked. Up her ass. Not gently.
Even in the privacy of her bedroom, in the dark beneath her blankets, she felt humiliated as she sent her hand lower. 'Maybe I'll just press on my taint,' she told herself knowing it was lie. When her fingertip arrived at that knot of swollen flesh behind her balls, she could feel her hungry body gasp, like it was telling her, 'Yes! Here! This is what you need!'
Her fingertip jammed itself into the soft, delicate tissue above her asshole. It felt so delicious that a needy moan escaped her lips. Her right hand abandoned her little dick to cover her mouth, while her left continued to rub her undercarriage.
'Indecent. Filthy. Obscene,' she cursed herself as she gave into forbidden pleasure. Miko spread her legs and arched her back. It felt good to moan into her hand and push on her love button from the outside.
Her eyes shot open when her finger slid down further to push against the hot rim of her anus.
'Lewd. Naughty. Slut!' she berated herself, but her finger didn't pull away. It didn't try to push inside either, settling for a neutral pattern, lightly exploring around the edge of her muscular ring.
A nasty little voice in her head spoke, 'That asshole wants to be fucked! Badly! Why torture yourself? You're a beta. This is how betas masturbate. What are you trying to prove?'
The finger increased its pressure, as if testing her rim for weaknesses. Miko turned to stare at the bottom, lefthand drawer of her dresser. She knew what lay waiting there for her, what she'd stuffed beneath her socks, what her mother had given her.
Not even three full days after her deflowering, her mother had placed the dildo and bottle of lube in her hands. "You may not need it right now, but soon you will feel the needs of a beta. It's nothing to be ashamed of." Miko had been about to refuse, and her mother had known it, so to avoid any argument she'd simply left the room. Miko had tossed the items in the back of her bureau. She had thought angrily, 'Ridiculous! Do they think I'm just going to conform now?! Become the perfect little beta and fuck myself up the butt every night?! Fuck that!'
It didn't seem so ridiculous now.
One moment she was considering it, and the next she was on her feet with her drawer open and the soft silicone cock in her hands. She turned it over in her grasp, studying it carefully, as if she would find some clue on it to resolve her inner conflict. 'Who would know? Who would it hurt?' that same seductive little bitch in her head whispered.
She bit her lip. Miko held the rubber dick away from her at arms length, as if to get a better perspective, resting her hand on top of her dresser so that the sex toy bobbed up at her innocently. She sighed with indecision. While she tried to make up her mind, her other hand helpfully slipped itself down the back of her panties. Her middle finger descended between her cheeks and pressed its pad perfectly over the center of her hole. She shuddered.
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Tom stumbled out of the room in turmoil and let himself plop down on the living room sofa.
Confused, uncertain, aroused.
So this was the secret behind her newfound sexual prowess.
At least she wasn't cheating on him, right? But somehow this felt almost worse. Tom knew in his heart he'd never made Genny cum that hard.
Had he been replaced? Would she want to fuck him now? Was this some reflection of her sexuality? Was she a closet lesbian?
And why the fuck was his dick hard in his pants?
He knew he wasn't gay, but at the same time he was certain he'd never seen anything as erotic as his girlfriend cumming like a freight train while stroking her stiff cock. It wasn't that big, was it? It bothered him that it was bigger than him, without being so freakishly large as not to be comparable.
His thoughts remained in chaos when Genevieve emerged from the bedroom wrapped in a faded pink robe for modesty. She wore a sheepish expression; her cheeks flushed - whether from embarrassment or exertion, he couldn't say. His eyes involuntarily dropped to her crotch, trying to spy whether the thick dong still hung between her legs. He cursed himself and chased the thought away, averting his eyes to the safety of the floor.
"Hey," she said lamely. When he didn't respond, she slowly padded over to sit next to him on the couch.
A necessary silence stretched out between them. Tom was the first to break it.
"How..um...how long?"
"About a month ago," Genevieve confessed quietly, "since Emily's bachelorette party. She bought a bunch of them as gifts for all the girls..."
Tom managed to look up and meet her eyes. Her explanation seemed so much less sinister than he'd feared. He wanted to know what this meant for them, for their relationship. He had enough emotional intelligence to know that 'so are you a lesbo now?' was the wrong thing to say, so he went with, "Have you um...used it with anyone else?"
"What? No! No, Tom, I would never cheat on you." As the words left her mouth, it occurred to Genevieve that he might consider what she'd done cheating. She had to admit that she had hidden her Girlcock from him. She hadn't exactly been forthcoming about her recent obsession with femdom porn either. Rushing to reassure him, she blurted out, "I'd love to use it with you!"
The wince on her boyfriend's face told her this was not the reassurance he was seeking.
"I mean I don't want to use it with anyone else," she recovered quickly.
"I'm not gay."
"What?! No, of course not!"
"Is having regular sex as a woman not good enough for you?"
Suddenly Genny felt herself getting angry. "Listen Tom, maybe this is why I didn't come running to share this with you. You're being a jerk!"
She fully expected Tom to escalate, to argue, to shout back at her, but he backed down, moving his eyes to the wall in front of them, a pained look on his face.
Genny took pity on him and tried again. "C'mon, I love sex with you. You know I do. This is just something new. And wonderful! Something that we can explore together."
"I dunno, Genny. I don't think this is a good thing." He paused a beat. "It's unnatural." He managed to look her in the eyes again. "I don't think you should do it anymore." And with that, he got up and left the room.
Genevieve sat there, a bit in shock. And then the indignation started to well up within her.
He doesn't think I should play with my cock anymore? Maybe he shouldn't play with his cock anymore! And he just walks out?! He thinks he can just tell me what to do and walk away?! Just completely dismiss my sexuality, my autonomy, my desires...well fuck him.
She sat there seething for a long time.
******************
For the next few days, things were strained between them. They barely talked, moving past each other with only the minimum interaction required for two people cohabitating.
Genevieve was waiting for an apology. Tom was hoping the situation would magically resolve itself with time so they could pretend this never happened.
It was Genevieve broke the stalemate first. She recognized that it was unacceptable to her to go on as they were or to go back to the way things had been. Action had to be taken. Progress was inevitable. And there was only one way forward.
******************
A cheer erupted from the living room. Tom was watching some sports match on the couch, drinking his beer and waiting for the ice between them to thaw on its own.
Genevieve turned her attention back to the full-length mirror in her bedroom. She smiled at her reflection and tried to look sexy. The image she saw pleased her.
She wore a baby blue pleated skirt that she knew Tom adored. A tight sweater with a plunging neckline, combined with a pushup bra, displayed pornstar levels of cleavage. A small, but tasteful, diamond pendant hung around her neck from a fine gold chain - a gift from Tom early in their relationship. She hoped it would remind him how good their relationship was and discourage him from squandering it.
Her eyes traveled down her curvaceous body to scrutinize her crotch. 'Nope,' she thought, 'you can't see a thing.' She clenched her pussy around the base of the Girlcock resting inside her. Her cock twitched a little in her panties, even tucked back between her legs as it was. It was a new experience for her. She'd never worn the Girlcock with clothes before.
Glancing up and holding her own stare in the mirror, she mentally prepared herself for what she was about to do. It was game time. She would not back down. She would not chicken out.
Visualizing what she wanted in her mind's eye, she saw Tom bending over for her, getting down on his hands and knees to please her. He wouldn't look happy, glancing back at her over his shoulder, but he would dutifully spread his legs and subtly arch his back, lifting his ass up for her in offering. She wouldn't take the offer tonight of course; no, she would train and stretch his asshole for a while so as to maximize the chances he would enjoy it on the day she finally took his virginity. But she would appreciate the offer tonight. Tonight, she told herself, she would settle for a blowjob. A blowjob was to be her line in the sand.
Tonight she would find out if Tom loved her enough to move forward together or if he was a selfish prick she was better off without. She would do her best to help him make the right choice, she thought as she adjusted her boobs for the final time.
She let herself strut a bit as she left the bedroom, freeing the movement in her hips to make her gait decidedly woman. She felt the light fabric of her skirt swing back and forth over her ass as she let her hips sway. Pretending to read something on her phone, she strolled through the living room, right through Tom's view of the TV, before coming to a stop at the kitchen counter.
Without risking a look back, Genevieve made her next move. She bent forward from the waist, resting her forearms on the countertop and pretending that she was there to sort through a stack of mail. She made sure to keep her legs straight and her rump raised for her boyfriend's admiration. She hoped she wasn't being too obvious but it really wouldn't matter too much for her purposes.
When Genevieve finally looked back over her shoulder, she caught Tom's head jerk back towards the television. She smiled inwardly. 'Got you,' she thought. Of course, she'd prefer his eyes remain glued to her derriere, signaling his helplessness before her beauty, but she'd achieved her goal.
She spun around and walked over to the couch, crawling into the space next to him, almost touching. "How's your game?" she asked with a smile and a little honey in her voice.
"Eh, they're up big, should be able to close it out if they don't fuck it up," Tom responded with a little smile of his own before taking another swig of his beer. He let his gaze drift downwards to appreciate Genny's gorgeous rack, and his smile got a little bigger.
He hadn't been sure what game she was playing with that little slut prance across the room earlier, but it seemed like she'd come to kiss and make up. About time. They hadn't fucked in almost a week. It was starting to become a problem.
"Sounds like you wouldn't mind being distracted," Genevieve oozed sensuality into her words, leaning in towards him and squeezing her arms in a kind of loose self-hug just below her breasts, lifting and squeezing them together for dramatic effect. She paused with her lips about a foot away from his. She looked into his eyes and raised her eyebrows as if to ask 'Do I have to spell this out for you?'
Tom needed no further invitation. He reached out and pulled her head to towards him, taking her in a deep kiss. Her lips felt great. He had missed this.
After a few moments and no small amount of tongue, Genevieve pulled away. Her eyes twinkled and she smiled. "I missed you."
"I missed you too," Tom confessed breathlessly as he dove back in for more of her hot mouth.
They shared another brief kiss before Genevieve pulled back with a purr to signal her enjoyment. "Mmmmmmm. I know you didn't mean those mean things you said the other day."
Tom grunted noncommittally and moved back in to kiss her again. She allowed him to kiss her, momentarily satisfied that he didn't refute her. She had missed his touch too. A brief temptation to melt into his hands and postpone her plan until after they'd had some good sex almost took her. But then she refocused.
Genevieve pushed him back, interlacing her fingers with his and giving him a playful smile. "You wouldn't refuse a horny girl, would you Tommy? If I wanted you to play with my Girlcock a little, you wouldn't deny me that, right?"
Tom froze. He looked like he didn't like his options. He desperately wanted to appease her so she would stop talking and get back to making out. But he didn't want to lose too much ground.
Genny brought his hand to her chest. She put her clothed breast in his hand. She squeezed her hand on top of his. "I'm a very sexual woman, Thomas. You know this. You've benefitted from it, haven't you?"
"Mmmm-hmmm," Tom reluctantly agreed as he focused on kneading the fat tit in his grasp and enjoying the mental slideshow that his brain spontaneously cued up reviewing Genny's kinkiest acts in his bed.
Just as he was about to pop her boob up out of her blouse, her grip tightened around his wrist like an iron vise. She gave him another smile, this one with a pointed challenge behind it, "So you'll do that for me, Tommy? Pleasure my dick for me?"
Determined to win this negotiation, Tom blurted, "Sure baby. Someday..." He leaned in to kiss her before any more treacherous words could escape her mouth, but he wasn't fast enough.
"Not someday, sweetheart. Now!" Genevieve plucked his hand off of her bosom and forced it down between her legs. Her Girlcock had hardened during their little make out session. It was sticking up from the top of the waistband of her panties under her skirt. The feel of Tom's hand touching her erection through her skirt felt delicious. It made her cock throb with want.
But an instant later, Tom snatched his hand back like he'd been snakebit.
"Genny, what the fuck?" Tom was already on his feet.
Genevieve stood up to meet him. "What do you mean: 'what the fuck?' Who the fuck do you think you are talking to me like that? Are you my lover? Do you care about my happiness at all? Because you seem like an asshole!"
"Genny, I told you I'm not doing that." Tom was shaking his head back and forth. His face was turning red. He looked like he couldn't breathe.
Genevieve took a softer tack but didn't back down. She grabbed Tom's hand with both of her own. In a softer, quieter voice, she began again, "You're going to do this for me, Tom. You're going to try it at least. For all I've done for you, God knows how many handjobs and tit jobs and blowjobs. For all I am to you, the woman you love, the woman whose happiness means everything to you, you're going to fucking do this for me..."
Her voice broke a little here. The tears forming in her eyes surprised her. Suddenly this wasn't just a sex thing, it wasn't just a fight, maybe Tom didn't really love her?!
Tom looked appropriately admonished. With an apologetic last look at her eyes, he glanced down and nodded gravely.
"Let's go to the bedroom." Genny tugged on his hand and led him away.
She pulled Tom to sit next to her on the edge of the bed. He wore a melancholy expression.
"Fuck Tom, it's just a dick. It's made of silicone. You act like it's radioactive. It's not going to hurt you."
He glared at her like she was swindling him with twisted devil logic, but he said nothing.
Silence was enough to satisfy her for now. She gave him a pout and then reached out and pulled him in for a kiss.
It felt different this time. Tentative. Tom less sure, less confident, waiting for her to act. She liked it. Her cock twitched in her panties as she pushed her tongue into his mouth.
The raw emotion of the moment combusted into sexual energy. They made out hard, sucking face like their relationship depended on it. After several minutes of increasingly intense passion, Genevieve pulled back gasping for breath. She stared into Tom's eyes and shot a hand to his crotch. He was hard. As she began stroking his clothed rod, her other hand clutched Tom by the wrist. Without breaking eye contact, she moved his hand to her lap and onto her throbbing womanhood.
He didn't pull away this time, lightly grasping her length. She coaxed him into starting a handjob of his own with little movements up and down on his wrist, which he maintained when she let him go. He squeezed her ever so gently as he stroked her, and she moaned in encouragement.
There they sat, fondling each other's pricks, looking into each other's eyes with excited, scared expressions. Like pioneers exploring a new frontier, aware of the danger, unable to turn back.
The fire in Genny's loins grew hotter, impelling her to escalate. Her fingers nimbly unbuttoned his pants, and her hand snuck inside, finding his cock hot and throbbing in wait. She took it in an experienced grip and slowly tugged on his foreskin. She smiled victoriously when Tom closed his eyes and groaned.
Genevieve kept jerking her boyfriend's meat with a practiced hand down the front of his pants. She waited patiently for him to respond in kind with a hand up her skirt, but he just kept up his light stroking of her member through the fabric. Finally, she gave him a withering look and just stopped completely. The loss of the pleasurable sensation quickly refocused him, and he heeded her wordless command, hurrying his hand under her skirt. He pulled her panties to the side and started to stroke her Girlcock directly. It felt wonderful to Genevieve. "Mmmmm, yes Tom, ooooh that's so good. I've wanted this so badly."
Her hand on his Johnson felt good, for sure, but even so the situation was starting to unnerve Tom. He felt her cock pulse and grow in his hand as she moaned her appreciation. Instead of reassuring him, her whorish moans troubled him, convincing him that his sweet Genny had been possessed by some demon of lust and perversion, consumed by her own pleasure.
Genevieve remained entirely oblivious to Tom's growing angst. Such was the level of her delight at finally getting her boyfriend to wank her needy schlong. She was so close to her goal, and there was no stopping her.
"Kiss it, Tom. Oh God, I want to feel your hot mouth on me. Tom, I-"
Tom suddenly let her go and stood up.
Genevieve looked up with dismay. "Tom?"
Without looking at her, he turned and made for the door.
As he was about to walk out, she called after him, "Wait! Wait Tom, please!" He paused without turning back around. "C'mon, lots of guys do this for their women. I've sucked your cock loads of times. Fuck, I've taken it up my ass for you. Why won't you do the same for me?"
This last comment confirmed his suspicions that she wanted to butt fuck him. He scowled and turned to leave again before her voice broke the silence one more time. It was suddenly different. The voice was low, quivering, and deadly serious. "I'll leave you, Tom." She paused to let the weight of her words sink in. "If this is all you care for me, I should've left a long time ago. If you walk out that door right now, I'll...I'll do it. I'll leave you."
Time seemed to be frozen. A silence filled the room. Genevieve wasn't sure how long it lasted. A minute, maybe two?
And then Tom just walked out of the room.
Genevieve sat there in shock for a moment, struggling to come up with a plausible explanation for what had just transpired.
Could he have not heard her? Could he have taken a secret oath that he couldn't tell her about, vowing never to suck a dildo? Was she in fact dreaming and about to awake from this nightmare?
A few minutes later, she rose from the bed and began packing a bag.
When she emerged from the bedroom, towing a suitcase behind her, she found Tom once again seated on the couch before the TV. He didn't seem to be watching, staring down a patch of the carpet in front of him, clutching the beer between his legs with both hands.
She swung the front door open, looked back one last time in case he was waiting for this moment to make some dramatic gesture. He didn't even look up to meet her eyes. And then she was gone.
******************************
Tom felt like shit. His hopes that the situation would just resolve itself had been definitively dashed. He still clung to a fantasy of her running back through the door, apologizing profusely, telling him she was just confused, that she'd come to her senses and thrown the accursed Girlcock in the garbage, begging him to forgive her.
But he knew that was pure fiction. Genny was a strong woman. For whatever reason, she'd chosen to make this ultimatum, and he knew she wouldn't come crawling back to him on her own. Even if she wanted to. Her pride wouldn't allow it. No, he would have to make some compromise and some expression of regret. He just needed to figure out exactly how much ground he would was willing to concede.
Tom's aversion to the idea of being penetrated wasn't entirely naive. The irony of the situation was that Tom knew he enjoyed anal penetration. Years ago in college, he had experimented with anal. First with a finger teasing his outer rim when he masturbated, then progressing to finger fucking his bottom, and eventually to a butt plug he'd bought at a local sex shop while wearing a hat and sunglasses and hoping like hell no one recognized him. Back in his bedroom, he'd had the hardest cum of his life sliding the rubber toy through his back door while stroking his dick to the same rhythm.
It was much more than just the novelty sensation of being stretched and filled, more than the sparks that burst from his prostate when the toy pressed against it. Something about it just seemed so dirty, so taboo, so delightfully sinful that he'd become instantly and permanently addicted. Despite what had happened later, he had never been able to rid himself completely of his anal obsession. It was the reason he'd begged and kept after Genny until she'd given up her ass cherry to him. The perversion and surrender of letting someone bend you over, part your buttocks, and penetrate your most private hole, taking you unnaturally, deeply, owning you in that singular intimate way that many lovers never experience - He loved buggering her whenever she allowed it.
But back in college, he had almost worked up the courage to tell his then-girlfriend about his anal fetish when something had happened. They were watching a television show where this white guy was fucking this kinky asian chick missionary. As she was being fucked, the girl reached around with a tennis racket and shoved the tip of the handle up his ass, making him cum instantly. Tom found the scene to be so erotic that he thought it might be the perfect moment to tell his girlfriend about his kink. But before he could, she complained, "I can't believe they made this character gay. I actually thought he was hot, but now he's just gross." A female character in the show confirmed her view moments later when she said, "Anyone who likes anything back there is a little bit gay."



After this, Tom had sworn off anal play completely.
He made it almost six weeks too.
But after the longest period of chastity his butt had experienced since first discovering it was an additional sexual organ, his lust won out. He was on his back stroking it when his other hand slid behind and underneath him. His sphincter closed tightly in a last protest when his fingertip made contact, before opening and accepting the penetration he'd missed. Minutes later he was fucking his ass with the butt plug. It felt so good that he somehow didn't hear the bedroom door open. He would never forget the contemptuous look on his girlfriend's face when he opened his eyes and saw her standing in the doorway.
"Wait, I can explain. It was just a one time thing. I'll never do it again."
"It doesn't matter. You're not a real man. And I could never see you as one again."
She broke up with him on the spot.
Since then, Tom still played with his asshole from time to time, but he had now determined that no one should ever know.
Even though Genny might think she would love him the same after she fucked him up the ass, he knew she was naive. She'd never fucked anyone's ass before. How could she say it wouldn't make her look at him differently? How could it not? No, deep down he knew, once she saw him bent over, watching his anus wrap tightly around her cock, stretched out and accepting her penetration, she would never look at him the same. And that was if he managed not to enjoy it. He could only imagine what she might think of him if he enjoyed it, if he moaned like a slut as she butt-fucked him, if he got hard, if he came from having his prostate pounded.
No, he decided, he had to avoid any scenario that involved her penetrating his bottom at all costs. He would apologize. He would compromise and offer to suck her. But he would be clear that that was as far as it would go.
Relieved that he'd thought the problem through and arrived at a reasonable solution, he picked up his phone to see if Genny had reached out.
She hadn't.
She'd been gone for several hours, and it was now just after midnight. It seemed she wouldn't be coming home tonight. He gave her cell a call, but it went to voicemail. He considered leaving a message with his apology/compromise, but thought better of it and hung up.
Twenty minutes later, he received a text: "Fuk yuu T. Maybe we're not compatible. I need this. This is who I am. I can't bleive you wouldn't even give it a try. Fuck uuuuuuuu!" This was followed by a bunch of little purple devil emojis, some of whom looked angry, others wore mocking smirks. The uncharacteristic spelling errors made him worry she might be inebriated. Maybe she was at a bar somewhere. Maybe she needed to be picked up.
Despite her not picking up, he kept calling her repeatedly. On the fourth attempt, she finally picked up. "What do you want? *giggle*." Genny wasn't a big giggler. His suspicion she was drunk rose further.
"Where are you, Genny?"
"Hmmm, none of your beeeeeswax!"
"Well, when are you coming home?"
She sighed with frustration. He wasn't hearing her.
"Maybe never. I really thing we may be over, Tommy. I *Oooohh* I'm still attracted to you emotionally and physically, but you just don't *Gasp* you don't seem to understand or care about my needs. *Mmmm*."
"Genny, are you okay?"
"You know, I think you're selfish not to at least try it, try submitting to me, not to at least see how it feels to take my Girlcock inside you, *Mmmmmmm*, but even if you tried it, maybe you wouldn't like it, and I don't think I would give this up, so I don't know *Awwooooohh* I've gotta go."
Tom heard someone else in the background. "Is that him? Gimme the phone. You've wasted enough time talking to that asshole."
Emily grabbed the phone from her friend. "Hey Tom-Tom, you selfish prick. Is it true that you wouldn't even suck her cock once? How many times has she sucked your little pencil dick?"
In a strained voice, Tom responded, "Emily, this is a private conversation. Put Genny back on."
"Genny's a little busy right now, Tommy boy. I think she's going to be very busy for a long time. There's loads of guys who would love to bend over for a beautiful, strong woman like her. Since it sounds like you aren't one of them, you should move along."
"Emily, you fucking bitch! Put Genny back on the phone right now or---"
"Maybe a picture would help clear things up for you. Gimme a minute." And she hung up.
Three minutes later Tom's phone dinged with a new message. It was a video file. And it was worse that anything Tom had imagined. The video was a POV shot of a strap-on thrusting in and out of a man's ass. Judging by the gaudy nail polish on the hand gripping the guys hip, it was Emily holding the phone while fucking the guy, presumably her husband? The camera panned upwards to show another woman kneeling in front of the man's head. The frame cut off at her neck level but Tom clearly recognized Genny's tits swaying as she humped the man's face with her Girlcock. "Yeah, you go girl, get some!" Emily's voice rang out just as the clip ended.
Tom watched it twice more and then called back.
"Ummm *huff huff* helllloooo?" It was Emily's voice and she was clearly out of breath.
"Emily..." Tom struggled to keep his voice calm without screaming at her, "Please put Genny on the phone. I really need to speak with her."
"Ummmmm...I dunno Tommy, she looks like she's about to cum..."
Tom was about to unleash a string of expletives when he heard Genny in the background. "I'll talk to him."
He heard the phone being passed over and then, "What do you want?" She sounded breathless, and he couldn't help but picture Peter sucking her dick like a vacuum cleaner.
"Genny, I....I'm sorry, Genny. I can compromise. Just come home, please!"
"Hmmm...I don't want to hear about compromise. I want to hear you beg for my cock in your ass!"
Tom felt like things were spiraling out of control. But his emotions were up. The video had scared him to his core. He couldn't lose her, not like this.
"Ok."
"Ok, you desperately need my fat cock in your tight asshole?" He could hear Emily laughing in the background.
"Yes."
"Say it!"
"I desperately need your fat cock in my tight asshole."
"Oh Tommy! I know you do. Mmmm, your sweet talk is going to make me cum! But talk is cheap. Here's what I want."
She proceeded to direct him to a box hidden in her closet. It contained a collection of items she had purchased online one night in anticipation of the slow, gentle progression she had originally planned for him. Half a dozen butt plugs, from a small, soft, squishy purple one to a wide, solid metal one with a ruby jewel on the end. A skinny little vibrator, maybe half the girth of her Girlcock, with a suction cup on one end for him to practice riding. A black plastic cock cage. A pair of black briefs, high cut, still arguably masculine, but borderline. And finally a blood red 'fuck-me' thong sewn with satin and lace. She'd never really believed she would convince him to wear it, but she'd purchased it anyway as a fantasy.
"If you're serious, I want a picture of your ass with that red lace thong pulled to the side, that ruby plug gleaming between your cheeks, and your caged cock hanging between your legs." He'd never heard so much swagger in Genny's voice before. Emily's amused cackle was audible in the background.
"I won't respond to any more messages until I get my picture. Bye hon!" She hung up.
***************************
**Flashback to Genevieve's point of view after she left Tom in the apartment:
Genevieve sat in her car, quietly weeping. How could this have happened? She had been so sure they'd be having sex right now, bravely exploring the sexual frontier together. She thought she'd be feeling Tom's hot, wet mouth on her dick for the first time while she snogged her boyfriend's yummy cock in a delicious 69. Now she wasn't sure whether she still had a boyfriend.
This wasn't right. It wasn't her Tom. Why was he being such a dick about her dick? He didn't even say anything. He just let her walk right out the fucking door!
Through her tears and sobs, she managed to find Emily's number in her phone.
"Hello?"
"Em! I fucked up, Em. I fucked up bad. *sob* I'm sitting in my car, and Tom's probably still sitting on the fucking couch, and...and...I think we may be over! Ahhhhaaahhaaa!"
Emily managed to calm her down and get the gist of the situation out of her.
"I'm not blaming you Em, but now I wish I never tried the Girlcock. Now I'm a selfish pervert, and I've ruined my life!"
"Hush Genny! You're being ridiculous. You're not selfish. You have every right to be happy! To pursue your pleasure. If Tom won't support that, better you know now. If that's as far as he's willing to go for you, you deserve better girl!"
"I just don't understand it. I thought Tom would have done anything for me. Aaiiiiiieee!"
As Genevieve began to wail again, Emily interjected. "Oh honey, come on over here! Right now! Directly! Peter's out drinking with his buddies tonight, so we have the place to ourselves. C'mon, we'll talk shit about men and you'll feel better before you know it!"
Genevieve sniffed and got ahold of herself. She quickly agreed and thanked her friend before hanging up the phone. She started the engine and pulled onto the dark and lonely road, driving numbly, hoping she would feel better soon.
Three beers and half a joint later, she felt quite a bit better.
Emily had fully convinced her that she was in the right, and Tom was in the wrong, and her Girlcock was not to be blamed or ignored. Now pleasantly drunk and high, they sat on the couch watching femdom porn and stroking their Girlcocks.
Genevieve had never masturbated with anyone else, but Emily had that rare self-assuredness that could convince others that the strangest things were normal.
When Emily put the porno on, she had them get comfortable first, stripping down to just t-shirts and panties. "We can make a game of it. We'll both put our Girlcocks on and try not to get hard while we watch. First one to start jerking her cock loses!"
Emily, of course, had lost.
The ridiculously good-looking actress on screen, playing a high-powered executive seducing her subordinate, was getting her tits sucked by a slightly younger, even more attractive actor. They hadn't even started fucking yet when Emily's dick popped out of the top of her panties. "Fuck it, I lose," she'd conceded with a grin and started stroking her meat. Genevieve had burst out laughing at her friend's wanton display, although her own cock was stiff in her panties.
She initially planned not to masturbate at all though she couldn't remember exactly why now - something about embarrassment - but now that seemed ridiculous with her friend openly jerking it next to her. When the porn hunk got down on his knees and started sucking the woman's strap-on, Emily lifted her t-shirt with her free hand and started squeezing her breast. Genevieve's inebriated and emotionally exhausted brain concluded desperate times called for desperate measures, and she pulled her own throbbing erection out of her panties and got to work on herself.
In the movie, the guy moaned as he backed up on the woman's cock and started bouncing his ass on it.
"God, I wish porn was real life," Genny remarked philosophically. Emily looked over at her, and they both burst out laughing. Genevieve hadn't enjoyed herself so much in quite a while.
She stroked her cock lazily, captivated by the scene on the screen. "I mean, you think a guy would ever bounce on my cock like that, moaning and loving it like a slut, in real life?"
Emily didn't miss a beat. "Oh honey, that is real life. I know from personal experience." Genny looked over at her friend and raised a skeptical brow.
At that moment, the lock turned in the front door, and Peter walked in to find two beautiful women with their hard dicks out.
For a moment, no one said anything, only the lewd slapping and moaning from the butt fucking on screen filled the room. Genevieve was frozen. Oh no, not again! She knew Peter was probably just seconds away from snapping out of it and unleashing his fury at his wife. And it was all her fault. She never should have come here. She never should have-
"Hi honey! Come get naked next to me and watch this movie with us!" Emily cajoled playfully.
Peter looked over to the empty beer bottles and weed on the table, then back to the two aroused women in his living room. A wide smile spread across his face. "Have you girls been naughty?"
"Come over here and find out, stud." Emily taunted.
Peter strolled towards his wife while pulling his shirt up over his head. He'd had a few beers himself tonight, which didn't hurt his courage. "What's the occasion?"
"Genny's boy Tom won't put out for her Girlcock. So we're watching femdom porn and hating on men together."
"Sounds like a dangerous situation for a guy to walk in on." Peter was down to his underwear as he sat down at one end of the couch with his wife in the middle and Genevieve on the other end.
"Don't worry, honey. I promise you'll cum," Emily purred, and added "...eventually" as she looked over at Genevieve and laughed.
Genevieve grinned back at her friend, not wanting to spoil the magic in the air, but inside she was stunned by Peter's reaction. Why couldn't Tom be half this cool about her Girlcock?
New sex noises turned everyone's heads towards the television. In the porno, the woman had the guy on his back across her desk, fucking him missionary-style. The guy's dick was rock hard as it bobbed back against his stomach. Their moans sounded better than real life, seductively suggesting such moans could come from a slice of real life that only a few ever got to experience.
Emily pulled her t-shirt off completely and pulled Peter into her boobs. His dick clearly tented his underpants. As he started to suck on her nipple, she turned her head toward the other end of the couch.
"Hey Genny," she whispered playfully, "would it freak you out if I butt fucked Peter over the coffee table right now?"
Genevieve stared back at her now topless friend wondering if this was all some surreal dream. She knew she should stop this. There were risks to going down this road to her relationship with Emily, with Peter, with Tom. But her erect Girlcock, sticking up from her lap like a little flagpole, was already broadcasting her arousal to everyone in the room, and she badly wanted to see how this worked in real life.
She whispered back and smiled, "Nope."
Five minutes later, the porn flick was all but forgotten, still playing in the background, but Genevieve's eyes were glued to her friends.
Peter apparently was the most modest person in the room. He'd kept his underwear on as he'd run to the bedroom and returned with the bottle of lube Emily requested and then followed her instructions to put his knees on the carpet and bend over the table.
It was Emily who tugged his underwear down, baring his ass; it made her seem even more dominant. She poured a generous, verging on gratuitous, amount of lube at the top of his crack and started to finger his asshole. Peter grunted and kept his head down as his cheeks flushed with the embarrassment of being anally penetrated in front of someone besides his wife.
Emily knew her craft well, gently fondling his balls and tugging on the base of his cock with her other hand as she loosened him up. She looked up at Genny and grinned like a jackal. Genevieve returned a toothy smile. Both of their Girlcocks bobbed at full mast between their legs. Genevieve was already stroking herself idly.
When her want became too much, Emily slipped her fingers out of her husband's backside and pressed her throbbing cock against his puckered opening. She clutched possessively at his hips when he bucked and moaned as it slipped inside him.
Genevieve thought she might cum right there. This was so fucking hot. It was like her fantasy come to life. Her mouth was open in amazement, her eyes twinkled happily as she looked on with wonder and stroked her rock-hard fuckstick.
Emily was establishing a rhythm now. Slow but relentless, her hips pumped back and forth, giving her husband a much overdue ass fucking. A low growl emitted from her throat and her toes curled with pleasure. Her rhythm broke as she paused to keep from cumming. Peter mewled beneath her and tried to back up on her to keep the rhythm going. Emily smiled and slapped his ass before resuming their copulation. She grabbed him by the hair and pulled his head back. Peter looked up towards the ceiling to avoid making eye contact with Genevieve.
"Hey Genny," Emily said in a breathless voice. Genevieve looked at her expectantly. "You know, I've always fantasized about spit-roasting a man...."
Genevieve's eyebrows raised as her lips spread in an ever-widening grin. "You sure?"
"Put your dick in his mouth."
Genevieve moved forward quickly in case something should happen to ruin the moment.
Peter's head was still pulled back by Emily's tight grip. He could feel the urge to fall completely into subspace. His wife had just unilaterally decided to offer his mouth to be fucked by another woman. Her lower abdomen made a lewd slapping sound against his buttocks with every thrust, distracting his rapidly simplifying thoughts. He let his gaze drop from the ceiling to Genny's eyes, then to her hardened areolae, and then further down to her throbbing erection. He halfheartedly considered refusing until he looked back up at Genny and saw the raw desire oozing out of her eyes. 'Fuck it,' he thought, 'this can be my good deed for the year.' He opened his mouth and ever so slightly extended his tongue.
Genevieve needed no further invitation. She pushed her swollen tip forward and slipped into his mouth. "Ohhhhhh," she moaned with delight at the new sensation of hot wetness wrapped around her shaft.
Just then, her phone started to ring on the sofa next to them. Genevieve glanced at the screen. "It's Tom."
Emily said nothing but watched her friend closely as she continued her thrusts up her husband's ass with both hands tightly clutching his hips. Genevieve looked torn for a moment, but Peter's mouth felt too good to give up. Her hips were starting to hump just a bit, like her body didn't want to be rude but was still impatient to bury her shaft down Peter's throat.
The phone kept ringing as Tom called back again. And again.
Finally, Genevieve paused her humping and cursed, "God damn it, Tom!"
Emily paused her thrusting as well, leaning back to address her friend. "Why don't you pick up while getting your cock sucked? There's hardly a stronger negotiating position."
Genevieve blinked back at Emily for a moment and then burst into giggles. "Em, you're a bad-ass bitch."
The girls grinned like champions. Like victorious warrior queens. Genevieve leaned over, one hand in the man's hair for balance and to keep her cock from falling out of his mouth, and scooped up her phone. She picked up. "What do you want? *giggle*"
*******************
*Back to the present
Through the haze of her hangover, Genevieve heard her phone buzz. Her surroundings were unfamiliar. It took a few moments for her memory to boot up:
Getting drunk and high with Em, watching porn and stroking their Girlcocks, fucking a boy's mouth for the first time. Now as she sat up in Emily's living room, she surmised she must've passed out on the couch after their debauchery. The memories caused a stirring between her legs, reminding her that she was still wearing the Girlcock.
Another buzzing caught her attention and she reached over to find her phone on the end table. Six missed calls and four texts from Tom. She suddenly remembered the extreme kinky demands she'd made of him when she was in uber-confident sex goddess mode. Oh god, he was probably pissed.



But as she opened up the messaging app and began to read his texts, a smile crept across her pretty face.
"Ok."
"I'll do it."
"Just give me a little time."
"Don't give up on me."
*********************
Tom checked his phone again. No response from Genny. He understood. Texts with empty promises weren't going to be enough to win her back. She'd stated her demands - clearly and repeatedly. It was up to him to act.
*********************
Three days later, he prepared a text message.
He felt no small amount of trepidation as he attached the picture. What if this didn't work? What if this had all been for nothing? What if he was just providing something for Genny and Emily to laugh at before telling him they were over for good?
It had been a humbling three days for Tom. After the phone call, he had made peace with some things. He loved Genevieve. He regretted how he had handled the Girlcock situation initially and accepted that he would have to do...even more humiliating things to get her back.
The little red panties had looked sexy. Until he put them on.
He quickly decided to shave everything down there. Sure, shaving was not among her list of demands, but sending an unattractive picture with hair sticking out of the panties seemed both more humiliating and less likely to get her back. Though he felt unsure when he gazed at the reflection of his hairless cock and balls in the mirror. Defenseless. Submissive. Too late to go back now.
The cock cage wasn't as bad as he had feared. It was a fairly large size. And there was no lock. So it was more symbolic and less functional. Or so he hoped.
But the anal plug was a challenge. The first time he held it, the weight of the metallic object in his hand brought him down to Earth. Could he actually do this? A vision of an emergency room visit for an extremely embarrassing and serious injury entered his mind. An involuntary shudder moved through him.
While Tom had played with his ass before, he'd never taken anything nearly that big before. So he started with the smallest plug in Genny's secret box of kinky things. His dick stiffened when the sex toy slipped inside him. The naughtiness of feeling stuffed made his hole clench and his dick jump.
But when the third plug slipped in, he was sure he had injured something. He had felt in control until the widest point slipped into his anus. His ass started sucking the fat plug inside him even as it screamed it at him that this was too fucking big. His inner ring swallowed the widest part and went into spasms, clamping down on the slightly narrower portion just behind the base and forcing the wide part deep up his ass. Pain racked his body and he started hyperventilating. 'Oh shit, shit shit!' his inner monologue exclaimed, 'Get it out! Get it out! Get it out!' Tom waited maybe three seconds and when the pain showed no signs of dissipating, he reached back and dragged the evil toy out of himself.
He immediately felt better, though his ring still ached from the stretch it had just experienced. 'Bruised?' he wondered.
He compared the gauge of the black rubber sex toy he just managed to escape from with that of the ruby metal plug. It was maybe half as wide.
Tom let out a slow, defeated sigh. Maybe he could send a picture with one of the smaller plugs. He could explain to Genny that he tried. It was too hard. He just couldn't.
Even in his own head, the words sounded hollow, defeatist, inadequate. Somehow the measure of his love for his partner had become how thick a butt plug he could accept up his asshole.
He looked at the metal plug again, glinting malevolently in the light. He should be able to take it. It was only slightly wider than his cock when he was at full mast. And he'd shoved that thing up Genny's ass loads of times. And he was bigger than Genny...so it followed that his asshole should be bigger too?
Tom didn't put anything else up his ass for the rest of the day, but instead read lots of online advice on anal training. Somehow the combined wisdom of humanity on the subject, as documented by the internet, boiled down to 'use lots of lube' and 'go slow.' He searched in vain for a detailed training plan: 'wear ___ size plug for __ minutes, remove and take a break for __ minutes, reinsert and spend ___ minutes slowly moving in and out.' Surely porn directors gave such things to aspiring anal starlets? Or the actresses passed down such wisdom from generation to generation? He ultimately gave up, frustrated that empiricism would have to suffice.
The next day, he woke up early with the seriousness of an athlete in training. He had to go to work today, but he felt that the longer he delayed in sending Genny her picture, the worse his chances for reconciliation. After a quick anal douche, he pushed a lubed, condom-covered digit into his tight, puckered back door.
Finger fucking himself was so much easier than taking the butt plugs. He could tell each time he lost control and felt his anus squeeze down, trying to halt the invasion. It felt strange, like his asshole was a separate person with whom he had to negotiate. Like he had to persuade and seduce it into giving up and accepting the penetration. He discovered that for him slow, but relentless, insertion and removal was the secret to accepting anal penetration.
Shoving something even as thin as his finger through his unexpecting anus would cause it to clench down hard in painful, stubborn resistance. So he would pause whenever his ass tightened in warning. Like a frightened puppy first learning to trust its master, his sphincter began to cooperate once it learned that the penetration wasn't painful. It would relax and allow his finger to move in and out without any challenging clenches. When he moved from his finger to the first plug, he had to start all over. Pausing each time the muscular little ring tightened until his body accepted being fucked by the little plug without pain. With pleasure, he had to admit.
He had just gotten the third plug inside when his alarm went off, reminding him he was out of time and needed to leave for work. He didn't want to lose his progress. So after some internal debate, he decided to wear the plug to work.
He felt like a deviant slut walking around among the good, innocent people who never thought about butt-fucking with a thick plug up his ass. He found it difficult to get anything done, sitting at his desk with his horny butthole clenching on its toy, reminding him of his perversion. Thankfully there was a single-occupancy bathroom at work where he was able to remove the plug and wash it in the sink before pocketing it for later.
****************
Genevieve returned to the apartment to get new clothes during the day when she knew Tom would be at work. Emily had been letting her stay at her place. That was fine for now, but if she hadn't reconciled with Tom by next week, she told herself she would start looking for her own place. But she didn't really think it would come to that.
She had composed and deleted several text messages to Tom. Each time she ultimately concluded that the ball was in his court now and all she could do was wait to see what he would do. It was oddly freeing. And she felt pride that she had drawn her line in the sand and stuck to it, never mind how strange a line she'd chosen.
Genevieve was tempted to snoop around for any hints on her boyfriend's progress, but she controlled herself and slipped back out of the apartment before he returned home.
******************
Tom's eyes grew larger and rounder as he felt his ass pussy grip what felt like the widest part of the metal plug. The intensity of the stretch in his poor sphincter was surpassing all his expectations, but he was so close to his goal.
He'd spent most of last night fucking himself sore with the 4th plug. He'd taken today off of work to focus completely on getting this picture made, this picture that could be his salvation or his undoing.
An animal yelp emanated from Tom's throat, and his eyes unfocused and crossed as the plug sunk home, stretching his bitch hole for Genny's Girlcock.
******************
Tom looked at the picture on his phone again. His cheeks warmed with the same mixture of shame and arousal he had felt the first time he experienced anal pleasure.
"Fuck it."
He sent the text.
******************
Genevieve's phone dinged with the tone reserved for her lover. She ran to retrieve it from her purse with all the excitement and anticipation of a kid on Christmas morning.
"Oh...my....god!" She covered her gaping mouth with her palm.
It was better than she'd imagined. There was her Tom, bent over with his ass in the air like a bitch in heat.
She had envisioned some poorly photographed selfie, snapped hastily with one hand holding his phone behind him and the other pulling aside underwear that couldn't even contain his hairy bush.
But the photo was objectively erotic. The top of the image cutoff at his shoulders, preserving his anonymity. The camera appeared to be a few feet behind him; he must have propped it up and used a timer. The lighting was muted but adequate. In the center, below strong lower back muscles contracted in an upward arch was a pale, round ass, clean-shaven accentuating the musculature in his buttocks. A splash of scarlet satin dove between his cheeks. Just as she had requested, one hand pulled his thong to the side to reveal the ruby plug sparkling as it rested deep in his asshole. Below that the dark ring of the cock cage could be seen wrapped tightly around a hairless scrotum.
Genevieve stared silently at the picture for a long time. She appreciated new details the longer she gazed at her lover's surrendered form. The sight burned into her memory for later masturbatory use.
The image aroused her, yes, but as tears came to her eyes she realized it also touched her emotionally. It was obvious Tom had taken great care. She wondered how many pictures he had taken before selecting this one.
She wanted to call him immediately, to thank him, to tell him how touched she was, how much she had missed him, how she couldn't wait to see him again.
But another voice in her head, the shrewd, calculating one that had gotten her far in life, suggested restraint. She might never again have this kind of power in their relationship. She could literally marry him, bear his children, grow old with him - and never again have the kind of leverage she had right at this very moment. Only a foolish woman would allow such an opportunity to pass her by without due consideration...
**************
After what felt to Tom like an eternity, his phone announced the arrival of text messages with a pair of dull buzzes.
"There's the submissive butt-slut I knew you were hiding."
"Not bad. But I want one with your face in it. To show me you're serious about submitting to me and really changing. To show me you trust me."
Tom felt his blood begin to boil as he read. Who the fuck does she think she is? I do all this and then she just moves the goal post?! She never said anything about his face being in it. A picture like that could ruin him.
"Genny please, I did what you asked. I love you. Please don't ask me to do that."
An ellipsis appeared letting him know she was composing a response. It seemed like she was taking a long time to type. He harnessed the power of positive thinking, mentally willing her response to be 'just kidding. Kissy emoji. I love you too.' Instead this popped up:
"I want you bent over your bed, looking back over your shoulder at the camera. One hand gripping some ass and spreading your butt cheek to the side. The other hand sticking a finger in your mouth. I want you to look into the camera as you give your finger a blowjob. I want to see bedroom eyes. I need to be able to look in your eyes and tell that you desperately want to submit. That you absolutely need to be fucked. That you wish it was my cock you were sucking on instead."
He gulped as he read the message a second time, feeling a sensation in his stomach like he was falling down an elevator shaft. He really, really did not want to do this. Still...how could he turn back now? He had come so far. He was so close to getting her back.
*************
Genny lay in bed, staring at her phone, waiting for a reply, wondering if she was going too far. She was bluffing. If he refused, she would absolutely back down. He was still getting fucked. There was no doubt in her mind that her Girlcock was going down his throat and up his ass before she would agree to come back. But if he refused to give her a dirty picture identifying him clearly as her submissive bitch...she could live with that.
But what if he did it?!
Her eyes stayed glued to the inanimate screen of her phone. She willed it to produce the image she wanted.
*Ding*
An image appeared.
Genevieve feasted on it ravenously. There he was. Her man. Her lover. Her whore. How could it be this hot? Tom was not this good of an actor. No, she looked deep into his big, round 'come fuck me' eyes, and she believed it.
****************
Tom waited for his reply, questioning the wisdom of basically every decision he'd ever made at this point.
*Buzz*
"Tomorrow night. 8PM. The bar at the Grand Hotel. Wear your panties and your plug. ; )"
*****************
Tom stood at the bar, preferring not to sit so as not to push the plug any deeper in his rectum.
Then he saw her. He saw her before Genevieve saw him. When she looked up, they locked eyes for a moment. And then her face broke into a wide grin. She looked radiant.
"Hi Genny."
"Tom. Come here."
They embraced in a tight hug, the physical expression of how much they had missed each other.
"I missed you so much," Tom said without letting go.
"I've missed you too," Genevieve admitted, squeezing him tighter.
Then, he felt something poking his thigh. His eyes shot open as realization struck him, and he pulled back. Sure enough, there was now a clear bulge down her pant leg. Genevieve's smile got even bigger, and she gave him a wink.
Tom guffawed and looked away as his cheeks turned pink.
"I didn't remember you being so bashful, Tom," she teased him.
Tom looked back at her and recovered, "Just a lot to get used to is all." They stood there waiting for the other to make a move for a moment before Tom offered, looking for the bartender, "Would you like a drink?"
Genevieve stepped closer, wrapping her arms around him again and leaning forward to whisper in his ear, "Actually, I got us a room. And I can't wait to get you up there."
She was on him as soon as the elevator doors closed behind them. Kissing his lips, pressing her body into his. The woman in the elevator with him was his Genny. But he had never made out with such an aggressive woman. One hand pinned his shoulder back against the wall of the elevator, while the other slid down and grabbed a handful of his ass. Then it moved further behind him.
She gasped with delight when her fingers contacted the rigid shape of the plug between his cheeks. This was really happening. She pushed the toy deeper inside him as she pushed her tongue as deep as she could in his mouth as if she could touch it from the other side.
When they pushed inside the hotel room, Genevieve struggled to remember her plan. She didn't want to squander this moment. She wanted to savor her first time fucking a man's ass, taking Tom's virginity.
Fighting her instinct to move them directly to the bed, she used the collar of his shirt to spin him around and bend him over the little desk by the window. She couldn't even wait to pull his pants down before giving way to instinct and humping his bottom through their clothes. Her glutes contracted pressing her pelvis firmly into her boyfriend's firm buttocks. Her erect cock ached against the prison of her pants.
Tom just stayed bend over the desk and let her dry hump him. He had no idea what he should be doing. This was new territory for him. But he could feel her lust for him, and it made his dick harden in his pants and his ring tighten around the plug spreading him.
Eventually she managed to snake a hand around him to unbutton his pants and lower his fly. She desperately tugged down his pants. She only got them down to mid-thigh before her lust took over again. She slapped his pale cheeks and gave him a few more humps for good measure. As much as she wanted to pull her own pants and panties down, to feel the strip of fabric up his crack with her bare cock, she had a plan.
Genevieve forced herself to step back. The view of her boyfriend's upturned, bared booty patiently and submissively waiting for whatever she wanted next made a little moan leave her throat before she got ahold of herself. "Take off everything except the panties and get on your knees."
Tom rushed to comply and in minutes he was staring up at her with the cutest puppy eyes. He was the picture of innocence, and she couldn't wait to defile him.
Genevieve took a wide, easy stance, towering above him, grooving on the power play. "Take it out, Tommy"
Tom reached up and unfastened her pants, opening the fly and pulling out her turgid phallus. It pulsed in his hand, and he felt a surge of sexual pride that he'd never experienced before. She wanted him. She really wanted to fuck him. He was holding the physical evidence in his hand.
He looked back up from her cock to her eyes. And he smiled. Genny returned an even bigger smile. She could almost taste the realization of her longtime dream. She placed her hand lightly atop his head and pressed the head of her cock against his lips.
Tom maintained eye contact as he took her penis in his mouth. There were no reservations at this point. His thoughts were fully focused on giving her the best head possible.
Genevieve was in heaven. His mouth felt good, but it was the devotion in his eyes that threatened to make her cum. As much as she wanted to enjoy herself, she wanted her cock firmly ensconced in his asshole before her first orgasm. With a firm grip on his hair, she pulled him off of her.
She slapped the wet head against his pursed lips a few times to take the edge off as she panted with excitement. "On the bed. On your back. Now!" she growled.
Tom lay back on the bed with his own erection tenting his panties as Genevieve quickly stripped nude. Even though he was now the one wearing more clothes, he was somehow still at a power disadvantage as she moved towards the bed with her dick swinging before her.
She pressed between his legs, taking his lips in a hungry kiss before transferring them to her erect nipple. He could feel her stiffness poking him in the butt as he nursed on her.
Pulling back, Genny pulled his panties down and stripped them off his legs, which currently pointed at the ceiling. He felt her grasp the plug and start to pull. His anus instinctively resisted her theft, but he forced himself to surrender and push out.
"Hoeoe!" he yelped as the thick anal toy was plucked from his depths. He recovered quickly and looked between his legs where Genny's gaze was locked on his asshole. A rush of humiliation washed over him and he had to look away. Gazing up towards the ceiling, he felt his sphincter squeeze with mortification and the realization it was about to lose its virginity.
Genevieve reached over and fished a bottle of lube out of her discarded pants. She slathered the thick anal lubricant over her throbbing dick with appropriate seriousness. Then, her stiff cock-head kissed his rim. She looked up at his face now. "Look at me, Tom."
Tom forced his eyes down from the ceiling to meet his girlfriend's stare.
"I want you to tell me you want it. Tell me you consent."
Tom looked scared but didn't break her eye contact. "I want it."
"Beg me to fuck you, to take your anal virginity." Genevieve demanded in a breathy voice.



Tom's self-consciousness reached a new peak. He was surprised to feel the vulnerability form tears in his eyes and add a quiver to his voice. "Tell me you love me, Genny."
Geneiveve hadn't expected this, but it touched her. Her eyes moistened with emotion as she answered without hesitation, "I love you, Tom."
Tom let his head drop back on the bed with relief, discarding his last bit of hesitation. He craned his head up again to look between his spread legs. "Please fuck me, Genny. I want you to take my virginity. I-Ohhhhh!"
Genevieve drove herself inside her boyfriend's tight pucker. He moaned and whimpered but she kept steady pressure until she felt his lips slip over her corona.
"Fuck," she chuckled to herself in disbelief, "you're so tight baby. It feels insane." It was surreal to be wrapped in the molten heat of Tom's rectum. She closed her eyes to focus on all the sensations, desperate to record every detail of this moment. As much as she wanted to savor the feeling of Tom's booty squeezing her head, her body wanted more. She felt the muscles in her ass tighten, driving her hips forward again.
It hurt as she drove deeper inside his rectum, but he looked up at her radiant image, her eyes closed, mouth dropped open in pure ecstasy. He couldn't deny her. And it gave him immense satisfaction to cause her to make that face. He moaned and focused on opening himself further as she skewered him like a piece of fuckmeat.
"Ahyyyy," he released a high-pitched yelp as she buried the final inch of her dick up his ass, and he felt her pelvis press deliciously against his. He hadn't even realized he'd closed his eyes until he opened them and found Genevieve's face only an inch in front of him. They looked in each other's eyes, searching for any signs of derision, hesitation, rejection. There were none. Genevieve's eyes were large and lovely. They glistened with moisture that spoke to him both of her love and of the incredible pleasure she was deriving from his butthole.
Her hips remained stationary as she kissed him gently, slipping her tongue into the wet suction of his mouth. His body wanted to squeeze her and he didn't resist the impulse, making her moan as his cunt clutched her tightly. She took her time, probing his lips, making sure he was well and truly kissed. And then her hips began to move.
"Mmmmm" he grunted into her mouth as she started to fuck him. He felt his anus trying and failing to keep its grip on her shaft as she slid it from him before driving back inside.
Her lips finally broke away from his as she gasped for much needed oxygen. "Ohhhhh," her face screwed up like she was going to cry, such was the intensity of pleasure she felt as her hips pumped and sodomized her boyfriend.
She fucked him quickly now, hurtling inexorably towards a massive orgasm. Tom made a brief little whine with each thrust. He reached up like a babe and played with her bouncing tits as his ass was reamed.
"Oh, Oh baby, I'm going to cum, Tom. I'm going to cum in your ass."
She felt Tom's heels driving into her soft buttocks, edging her on. Her muscles burned, but she ignored them as she fucked faster and faster. "Yes, yes, fuck yes, yes baby, YEEEEESSSS!"
She hilted herself in his molten depths and crushed his face against her cleavage and his cock against her belly as she came. Tom held her through her orgasm, the fat shaft of her cock buried deep inside him.
Little by little, her muscles started to relax and she slumped against him. She caught her breath and rolled onto her side, still inside him.
Coming back to Earth after cumming hard up his ass, she finally realized that he still hadn't cum. "Oh sorry! Here I'll take care of you."
She reached over, taking his cock gently in her grasp to give him a handjob, when he grabbed her wrist. "Wait!"
"Wait?" She arched an eyebrow, surprised to be rebuffed. "What? You want a blowjob instead?" Whatever he wanted, she would give it to him.
"Umm, we could wait a little bit. You could probably go again in a little while right?"
Genny smiled devilishly at her freshly deflowered butt slut. "Sure babe."
Twenty minutes later, Tom was on his knees, stroking her fat cock back to life. He was pleased at how clean it was, justifying his hours of prep, but he still wasn't ready for ass-to-mouth. Gotta save something for the future.
When she was hard enough, he climbed on top of her and reached behind him to guide her thick head to his sore asshole. He grimaced as he started to drop his weight on it, and Genevieve halted his descent with an iron grip on his hips. "Are you sure you want to go again tonight, sweetheart?"
He looked down at Genevieve. With a self-conscious quiver in his voice, "I...I want to cum with you inside me." He met her eyes with supplication. Genevieve smiled happily at his admission and released her grip on his hips, instead sliding her hands to rest lightly on his butt cheeks.
Tom found her cock much easier to take in this position. Or maybe it was just because he was so stretched out at this point.
As he relaxed his quads and let gravity impale his ass on Genevieve's thick schlong, his cock twitched before coming to rest on her belly. His back door felt incredibly stuffed; his prostate crushed into his inner wall. Then he began to ride her.
Genevieve stared up at her boyfriend in wonder. This was beyond what she had hoped for. Tom met her eyes briefly before looking away quickly as his cheeks flushed with fresh embarrassment. He was clearly uncomfortable with what a little butt slut he had become.
She gave him a spank as he bounced on her cock. "You like that, baby? Oh yeah, you do. Who knew you had a tight little boy-pussy between your cheeks? Ride me baby, yeah!"
His erection writhed on her belly, oozing pre-cum from the tip. She took it in her hand and started to jerk his dick.
"Cum for me, Tommy. Cum with my dick up your ass. Give it all to me, yeah you fucking naughty anal whore!"
Tom lifted and dropped his booty faster and faster. His asshole ached, but he could sense his orgasm approaching and didn't slow down. Genevieve struggled to focus on her handjob while enjoying the sensation of her boyfriend's warm tunnel taking her shaft balls-deep.
A pained cry escaped Tom's lips as he started to cum. Genevieve felt his dick swell in her hand coincident with the first spasm of his anus on her Johnson. Suddenly, hot, white cum painted the undersides of her breasts. Tom kept riding through his orgasm, spraying Genevieve's chest and squeezing her cock. Finally, he collapsed on top of her, still fully impaled.
Genevieve gently helped them roll together onto their sides. Tom groaned as her cock slid out of his sore asshole. Genevieve kissed him lovingly, while helping him turn away from her to be the little spoon.
Tom felt exhausted but satisfied as he luxuriated in the feeling of his lover's soft body wrapped around his back. Then his eyes opened as he felt her hard shaft pressing between his butt cheeks like a hot dog.
"I didn't cum the second time yet. I'm sure you're sore. Do you mind?" Genny asked softly as she gave him a few light humps. She felt a little bad for asking. He had done so much for her tonight. But she really wanted it.
"Oh. Um..no....go ahead." Tom brought his outer thigh up to ninety degrees to give her better access. Genevieve reached between them and angled her erection until she felt the tip catch in the furrow of his anus.
"Mmmmm, your ass feels so good, Tommy," Genevieve praised as she re-entered her new favorite place. "Heh, much looser than when we started, haha."
Tom just grunted and let her have her way with him. She pounded him for another five minutes and had a second orgasm.
Genevieve took off her Girlcock and shepherded them into the shower. They were both exhausted, but she wanted to wash the dried cum off her belly and the lube off Tom's butt. Tom let her wash him, even bending forward and spreading his legs when she gently laved his crack with a warm washcloth. The sight of the inflammed, swollen rim of his anus filled her with pride at her cocksmanship and at Tom's devotion.
She got them both toweled dry and slipped into bed naked.
As Tom and Genevieve drifted off to sleep, they secretly thought in parallel. 'I hope he wants it up the ass as often as I want to fuck him,' Genevieve wished as she held him. 'I hope she never gets tired of pounding my slutty asshole,' Tom thought just before he passed out.
They would be alright.
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"Proposition 8273 passes, 68 to 42!"
Damn. Another defeat. I watched as the opposition shook hands and applauded each other.
There was Kathleen Muller, a brilliant analyst who had just turned the tide against me and passed her bit of policy. Another do-gooder with her heart in the wrong place. Some people just can't believe in evil, even when it surrounds them.
She smiled brightly at her compatriots as they cheered her victory. She was a looker too. She was of slight build, one might say small-breasted, but well-proportioned in an hourglass figure. Her angular facial features were perfectly framed by the wavy brown hair that fell about her shoulders. The skirt of her navy blue suit was well-fitted enough to show off her tight ass, which led down to her mouth-watering thighs. A pair of high heels accentuated her calves. Some lucky bastard he'll be who lands that.
To look at her, to see how happy and sincere she was in victory, you'd almost assume I was on the wrong side. Almost.
As she surveyed the room, her eyes fell on me, and her smile vanished. I looked away. It was time for me to leave anyway and find a pub.
***************
Several hours and more drinks later, I had ended up back at the hotel bar. I was contemplating the shape of shot glasses, when I saw those legs again. Those perfectly shaped, well-dressed legs strolled into the pub and sat down at the bar.
She didn't appear to have seen me.
The strange urge to buy her a drink came into my head. Nah, I shouldn't bother her, I told myself while I continued to ogle her thighs. But today can't get much worse; I'm in a state where I can blame my poor judgment on liquor, should anything go wrong....fuck it.
"Nice job today. You really captured their hearts and minds in there," I offered, although my tone drained all sincerity from the compliment.
The woman shrugged. "Enough of them to pass the proposition," she shot back coolly. I was being a sore loser, but I couldn't help it.
"Yes....um...congratulations," I stammered, "can I buy you a drink?" She took her time responding, studying my face as if trying to decide if it was a real offer or a joke. At last, her mouth broke into that award-winning smile. "No, but let me buy you one," she countered.
Her eyes shone, and again I was taken aback by her loveliness.
I felt a pang of anger. I wanted her. She had everything: the victory today, a successful career, the respect of her colleagues, why should she now get the additional power of my attraction to her?
But of course, I didn't let all that get in the way. "I can live with that," I conceded and
took the seat next to her.
As the drinks were poured, I told her, "I'm still not convinced, you know."
She smirked at me and said,"No, I didn't think you would be. But if you consider..." She then proceeded to reiterate her arguments, the same that I had endured over the last few days. Yet, here in this pub, with nothing at stake, in the setting of this personal conversation between two people, they seemed less foolish. While the chief part of me still knew her plan was doomed to fail, another smaller part acknowledged that with the right people in place, at the right time, there did exist a fleeting chance of success. And that part hoped against hope it would turn out.
When she finished, near the end of our third round, I offered her the compliment. "You know, in this forum," I said gesturing to the surrounding pub, "your logic doesn't seem half as ridiculous." I worried for a moment that my comment would anger her, but she smiled at me reassuringly.
"Well, thank you... I think. Coming from you that probably IS a complement," she replied and I nodded my confirmation.
"Perhaps your arguments only need a different forum as well," she proposed. I raised my eyebrows. I thought of my arguments as those that sound better in a cold conference room than elsewhere, but why not? "Very well, I think the crux of my reasoning hinges upon----"
"No," she interrupted me, "no I doubt very much that your case will sound any better in this particular forum." She let the words linger and grinned, seeming amused at my confused expression. "But it might have a chance upstairs."
Was this a joke? Was she laughing at me? My hardening cock didn't seem to think so. Her smile was so seductive.
"Well...I'd love to continue...," I managed to respond.
She smiled and motioned to the bartender for the bill. I tried not to get ahead of myself. My mind was racing between two internal voices. The tentative, meek voice reminded me, "This could still be nothing. She might just want to chat some more." The other, more ambitious and self-serving voice countered, "Bullshit! She practically
spelled it out for you. She wants you. And what better way to fix this terrible day? If you can't fuck her in the conference room, get it done in the bedroom!"
She finished paying the bill and we went for the elevators, both grinning like idiots. As we waited for the elevator, smiling and silent, I couldn't help feeling like we were two nerdy, horny teenagers about to break the rules. The doors opened, and I
stepped forward to hold it open, making a big show of letting her go first. She giggled. I put a hand lightly on the small of her back, giving her a little push as she walked into the elevator.
She pushed the button for her floor. During the ascent, we remained silent. She stood in front of me, and ever so slowly, stepped back and leaned her body into mine. I let out a long sigh, struggling to control myself. I wondered if she could feel my raging hard-on through the clothes.
Suddenly the elevator beeped and stopped early to let someone else on. Kathleen stepped away from me quickly. The new passenger found two formally-dressed individuals who were grinning and seemed to be studying the ceiling of the elevator intensely. He greeted us, selected a floor, and then looked at us suspiciously. At last, we reached Kathleen's floor. The doors opened and we sped out, breaking into laughter.
It was a standard enough suite: two queen-sized beds and a small countertop with a mini-fridge beneath. "Something from the minibar?" she offered. She walked over to the fridge and bent over to examine the contents. The view was amazing.
"What would you like?" she asked, looking over her shoulder at me, still bent at the waist. "That," I replied flatly, not breaking eye-contact with her rear. She stood up, looking serious now. She turned to me slowly and began to walk toward me.
When she came near me, she looked down at her hands, and then placed them on my chest and leaned all of her weight into me. That was all that I could take. I reached around her with one hand, pulling her body further into mine. At the same time, I took her cheek in my other hand and turned her head to face me. Our
lips met. I kissed her with passion, pressing my closed lips against hers hard. Then I opened my lips and slowly slipped my tongue into her mouth. She sucked on it with want.
As we began to escalate, my hand slipped down her back to cup her ass. I groped her butt cheek through her skirt and it felt great. My other hand trailed down her neck and began to fondle her breast through her blouse. Her hand slid down my body and started rubbing my crotch.
I was losing myself in my desire. I kissed down her neck. She smelled amazing. She pushed me away for a moment to unbutton her blouse. I pulled her bra down so that I could get to her tits. I plunged my nose into her cleavage and she put her arms around my head. She had cute pink little nipples, which I licked with abandon. I suddenly spun her around, still clothed, and bent her over the countertop.
She didn't struggle, instead pushing her butt a little further back. I fumbled to roll her skirt up and expose her ass. A black lace thong highlighted her two perfect globes. I just stood there for a moment, admiring her. She looked over her shoulder at me, arching her back to make her ass seem even more fantastic, shaking it slightly, teasingly. God, what confidence she had!
I squeezed her buttocks and spanked her a few times before I decided I couldn't wait any longer. I pulled her thong down and ran my hand over her pussy. She had a full bush, trimmed but not shaved, and to my disappointment she didn't seem very wet.
She stood up and turned back towards me. Her torso was bare now. Her tits stared me down. She reached out and started unbuckling my belt. In a moment, my erect cock was protruding from my pants.
She held it in one hand, and as she slid down to her knees, she smiled and asked, "so you really think Proposition 8273 should have been voted down?" From her kneeling position, she waited for my response while maintaining eye-contact and absent-mindedly stroking my cock with her hand.
"...Well....I...um..." I struggled to gather my thoughts. I was panting, nearly shaking with pleasure. "Well yes! The proposition has several flaws, not the least of wh---"
She took the head of my cock into her mouth and swirled her moist tongue around it. "Ugmmm," I moaned. She took my cock out of her mouth, batted her eyes at me, and innocently questioned, "What was that?"
She reached her other hand into my pants and started playing with my balls. I smirked at her little game. She can interrupt me like that as much as she wants.
"Proposition 8273 is a well-intentioned piece of FLUFF," she squeezed my testicles a bit in reply, "which will--*gasp*--never be--*gasp*--properly--*moan*--implemented!"
By now she had most of my length inside her lips, bobbing her head and teasing with her tongue like an expert. I refocused myself on the sensations of her mouth and ran my fingers through her hair.
After a few moments, she pulled herself off of my dick, stood up, and walked over to the bed. In retrospect, I suppose she looked ridiculous, walking away from me naked except for the skirt still bunched around her midsection. She slid it off and laid down on the bed. She spread her legs invitingly.
I crawled between them ready to fuck. But she put her feet over my shoulders, ran a hand into my hair and pushed my head towards her cunt. I started planting kisses along her inner thighs, then on her labia, then down her thighs again. I tried to make the kisses wet on her lips, then I begin spreading them with my tongue. Finally I started eating her outright.
In the midst of her light pants and squeals, she began with, "So it's not the content of the prop you object to---ooooohhh--" she reacted to my tongue flicking her clit "but you just don't think it can be implemented?" she finished without pause. It made me mad that she was able to keep her train of thought so well, when her oral stimulation had turned me into a babbling idiot.
Despite the fact that she was now actively humping my face and locking her thighs around my head, I forced her legs apart and moved up. I grabbed both her wrists roughly and pinned them above her head with one hand. Then I started kissing her neck with passion as I let my dick find its way by feel. I moved my hips to drive my cock against her warm pussy, pressing against her opening before sliding up her lips.
She squirmed, trying to free a hand to guide me into her. I held her firmly and continued to run my rod along her slit. Then it caught and began to press inward. I felt her lips grip me as her cunt swallowed the head. Her eyes glazed over seeming to look far into the distance. I smiled knowing I was finally getting to her. She held her breath as I pushed further into her. I pulled out about an inch before driving in deeper.
I slid my hands underneath her, cradling her head and shoulder blades and pulling her body farther onto mine. Her hands, newly freed, wrapped around my back, and her legs curled around, with her heels trying to push my buttocks further forward.
I nibbled her earlobe before whispering, "Precisely. Policy is no place for idyllic poems of utopia. It is a place for unpleasant TRUTHS..." I thrusted into her forcefully
to punctuate my statement, and she grunted, "...to be swallowed and MANIPULATED *thrust* for the common GOOD *thrust*" Then I started fucking her with a good rhythm.
I spoke with confidence. I doubt a man can feel more confident than he does when he thrusts into a woman. I penetrated her with pleasure, with anger, with frustration, and with conviction.
"Oooohh," she moaned as she threw her arms around my neck and hurled her body laterally. We rolled as she took the high ground. She pressed our chests together and began to bounce her lower half against me, impaling herself repeatedly on my cock.
We were both panting and moaning now. She sat up straight. With one hand on my chest to steady herself, she arched her back and ran a hand into her hair with abandon. This posture lifted her breasts for my appreciation. I washed the impact ripple through them each time she shoved her pussy back down the length of my dick.
"You're....wrong....you....know," she stammered in between panting breaths, "the...hopes...of...society...belong...in the fucking center...of...policy," her voice broke into a squeal as she sped up her humping. I was past the point of debate. I practically roared at her as I threw her off me.
As her body hit the mattress next to me, she looked scared, unsure of where lust ended and anger began. I grabbed her shoulder with one hand and her hip with the other and quickly forced her onto all fours. She was soaking by now, so I entered her up to the hilt in one thrust. I held her by the hips and opened the floodgates of my lust. The sound of my body slapping against her buttocks filled the room as we banged away.
"Oh oh oh oh," she moaned with each thrust, backing her ass up to meet each one. I reached around her and played with her hard clit. Then I brought my hand back and pressed my thumb against her cute little asshole.
She didn't complain, just increased the volume and frequency of her moans. When I pushed it in, she let out a little yelp and held her breath.
I felt her vaginal muscles contract and squeeze my dick. The rhythmic contractions of her orgasm were too much for me. My cock exploded, shooting a load of cum deep inside her. My orgasm was powerful and made me fuck her deep and hard as I tried to empty my balls in her cunt. I grabbed her hair and forced her face into the pillow.
Finally, it subsided and I fell off of her, onto my back to recover. I stared at the ceiling, blinking and waiting for my mind to switch back to human from animal. My breathing
began to slow down. My heart stopped pounding. At last I sat up.
She lay there on her side, naked and beautiful as Venus. I couldn't see her eyes. Her hair sprawled out over her shoulders and back. I stretched my arm under her neck and pulled my body against her backside. The contrast between her soft flesh and my hard form was delightful.
I wasn't sure if this was a one-night stand or the beginning of something. I wasn't sure what she thought it was. But I hoped.
Seeming to read my mind, she rolled to face me, still in my arms, and uttered the cliche, "This could be the beginning of a beautiful relationship."
We both laughed. So it was.
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Miko was starting to feel like a true bitch in heat. The warmth from her puckered rear opening seemed to have increased since she'd gotten out of bed. Or maybe it was just that the rest of her was colder. She felt cold and alone and like she was a loser, but also horny. With a frustrated snarl, she pushed her finger into herself through her back door.
The penetration burned a little. 'Good,' she thought, 'it should hurt. Maybe this will knock some sense into me to stop this bullshit.' She'd used no lube, but as part of her beta development, her body now produced anal gel in much greater quantities.
Her asshole felt hot and wet inside as it sucked greedily on the invading digit. The tiny bit of initial pain disappeared, and she sunk another centimeter into herself. Her body rejoiced at the sensation of being filled. She instantly knew this would not 'knock some sense' into her, more like lead to her getting 'knocked up.'
Twin streams of intense emotion, humiliation and arousal, dominated her consciousness. Alone in the darkness of her bedroom, hot tears of shame came to her eyes as she slowly bent forward, took the plastic cock in her mouth, and began finger-fucking her asshole.
Her thick muscular ring squeezed down to slow the digital invasion. The involuntary contraction excited her, like it was someone else's ass-pussy she was violating, like she'd have to coax it to accept more inside. She moaned around the dick in her mouth as she plumbed her backdoor. The artificial plastic taste in her mouth made her feel even more pathetic, diddling herself in the dark. Miko contrasted it with the taste of the real cocks she'd been forced to suck. 'You weren't forced to suck them, slut,' the nasty part of her inner monologue reminded her, 'By the time they took that gag out, you were hungry for them. You begged them to fill your mouth with their meat, remember?'
Her hand decided to try adding a second finger to her stretched anus, and the little jolt of pain was enough to pierce the haze of arousal. Miko's eyes shot open. No!!! She quickly lifted her head off the rubber dong in disgust. Summoning even more willpower, she extracted her fingers from her randy butthole.
She stood there panting in the silence of her bedroom, fighting off the perverse instinct to suck her fingers clean.
Minutes later, Miko buried her face in her pillow, trying to ignore the protests of her now empty asshole and just get to sleep.
'The hell with this! The hell with them!' Miko fumed internally as she squeezed her glutes, trying to smother her ass-pussy deeper between her buttocks. 'Maybe it's inevitable. Maybe I'm a big-titted beta now, destined for nothing more than taking it up the ass everyday and salivating over cocks like a bimbo. Maybe I'm torturing myself uselessly by not giving in. Maybe no matter what I do, it will happen anyway, eventually. But not tonight. Not yet! I'm not going to just go along with their plan and fuck myself in the butt with a rubber dong. Fuck that! Fuck them! Fuck this reality!'
*****************************
The next morning, Miko's mother Chereel peered across the breakfast table at her daughter. The girl wore a sour, dazed expression as if she hadn't slept well. At least she was wearing the knit dress her mother had laid out for her the night before.
'I wonder if that dildo isn't enough for her,' her mother worried to herself, 'Maybe she needs something bigger or something that vibrates. I don't think she should be having cum hunger yet...' She'd be happy to lavish the girl with an array of sex toys, but she feared the stubborn beta would reject them or even get angry and stop talking to her.
While Miko didn't smile or start conversations with her, they had fallen into an uneasy, but functional new equilibrium where Miko would respond to her questions and allow Chereel to mother her, to feed her, to give her beta advice, even to dress her without too much protest. Her mother didn't want to do anything to jeopardize the fragile relationship they'd salvaged.
Miko's father had given his two betas a wide berth, trusting his wife to deal with his daughter and 'all that beta stuff.' Sensing that some new drama might be swirling around Miko this morning, he rose quickly from the table to head off to work. He kissed his wife goodbye and turned briefly to Miko. "Be a good girl and do as your mother says today." Upon receiving only a glare in response, he turned back to his wife, gave her a nod, and was out the door.
"Did you sleep okay, honey?"
"Ehh," Miko grunted in reply.
Her mother took a deep breath and tried a different tact.
"I heard that Johr reached alpha status--" Miko seemed to perk up a bit at this news, "--Zaga too! Both due entirely to the boost from your as--from you! I'm sure they're both grateful to you, dear."
Miko said nothing, chewing her oatmeal absently.
Her mother continued, "Oh, I made an appointment for us with a portfolio consultant."
"A consultant?"
"Yes, you know, to help us decide how best to...market you."
"Market me?!" Miko glared at her mother.
"Now, now, that's probably not the best word, but what I mean is someone to advise us on what kinds of pictures to highlight in your portfolio. Should we go for sweet and innocent or seductive temptress? More shots of your face or your body? How much should we emphasize that you orgasmed without any stimulation to your clitty the first time you were taken?"
"Do you have any idea how insane you sound right now?"
"Oh sweetheart, you're beautiful and smart, but you need to be realistic. It's a competitive world out there. I'm sure we'll get many offers for you no matter what, but why not do everything we can to attract the very best offers?"
Miko hadn't considered this. She'd vaguely imagined that she would stay in her father's custody, get a job, impress the right people, and then...have some rich benefactor purchase her custody with no sexual intentions to sponsor her independent, vibrant almost-alpha life.
But even she knew that her father couldn't keep custody of her forever. The law required custody be transferred within two years of beta status, ostensibly to ensure a beta isn't 'abused' by being kept locked away at home during the prime of their lives. Ideally, and typically, custody was transferred to an alpha who would become a life-long mate. But other arrangements existed. For instance, corporations could purchase a beta's custody. Like...brothels.
Miko softened her tone. "That makes sense. I just didn't think I'd have to think about this so soon."
Her mother shrugged. "Well, in my day, we started getting offers pretty soon after the deflowering. People start to wonder if goods are left on the shelf, then maybe there's something wrong with them, you know? Maybe things have changed, but that's another reason to see the consultant, to find out."
Miko nodded thoughtfully, so her mother added, "Especially if we want to be picky. I know you might want a...an atypical arrangement, right? Like a custody-holder who would let you work outside the home?"
"Yeah..." Miko's mouth was dry as it began to sink in how naive she'd been. There was a chance, a big chance, that she would very quickly find herself mated to some strange alpha she might despise or even whoring herself in a brothel taking a dozen dicks in her bottom each day. She didn't really think her parents would sell her to a brothel, but she knew they had debts and if no other good offers came in....
Her mother saw the worry in her daughter's face and put her hands on her shoulders. "Hey! Don't worry! Everything's going to be fine! We just need to be smart and make sure we're taking advantage of every opportunity, ok?"
Miko nodded along, letting herself be comforted.
"Well anyway, the appointment is tomorrow afternoon, so-" The phone rang.
Miko's mother picked up to see who it was. "Oh hello! Oh yes, she's doing fine. This afternoon?" She scrutinized Miko's appearance quickly. "Sure, I can have her over there in an hour. Oh! That would be even better. No, thank you!" She hung up the phone.
"Well? Who was that?"
Miko's mother appeared not to have heard her daughter's question. She seemed lost in thought, calculating. Finally, she looked up at Miko. "Hmm? Oh that was Zaga's mother, Meryl. She um wants to speak to you."
"To me? What about?"
"That woman gives me chills," Chereel muttered to herself, then in a louder voice to Miko, "She didn't say what about, but when a wealthy and influential family like that shows an interest, you don't ignore it. Particularly the family that paid top dollar for your virginity and might be interested in custody."
Miko made a face like she just bit into something bitter. "Well fuck that. They can pay for someone else to be Zaga's whore."
Miko's mother shook herself from her thoughts, realizing her daughter needed her guidance. "Listen honey, I need you to keep an open mind. Weren't we just talking about taking advantage of every opportunity?"
"This isn't an opportunity. I'd never consider it."
It wasn't exactly Miko's decision, but her mother wisely decided this was an inopportune moment to bring that up.
"Miko, who knows what she wants. They haven't even made us an offer yet. Just go talk to the woman and try to make a good impression."
*******************
About an hour later, the luxury sedan bearing Miko pulled up in front of an opulent mansion.
Her mother had fussed over her hair and makeup, stressing over her outfit before selecting a light blue summer dress. Meryl had sent the car to collect Miko and bring her here.
The driver opened the door for her, and Miko peered up at the building's impressive facade. She knew Zaga's family had money, but this exceeded her expectations.
The driver escorted her inside, bringing her through a high-ceilinged entryway and down a wide hallway before rapping gently on a closed door.
"Enter," commanded an imperious but beta voice.
The man opened the door for her and ushered her inside. Miko entered the room and immediately froze in her tracks.
A pair of the most powerful, intelligent eyes she'd ever seen stared at her from behind a wide mahogany desk. Miko wanted to look away but couldn't. Her eyes were held by the woman's gaze like a tractor beam. The intense eye contact skewered her. She felt penetrated by it, violated. A ridiculous notion of dropping to her knees to kneel before the woman entered her mind. Miko felt her asshole squeeze between her cheeks and realized she was aroused.
Before she had time for any further thoughts, the eyes softened slightly and a smile spread across the woman's lips. She pushed her seat back and stood, coming quickly around the desk and extending her hand. "The famous Miko. A pleasure to finally meet you! I am Meryl."
Miko was stunned. The woman was utterly unlike anyone she'd ever encountered. She had the bearing of an alpha, a confidence that surrounded her like an aura, but her body was clearly beta. 'In fact,' thought Miko, 'the woman was stacked.' Huge bosoms announced themselves beneath a tightly-fitted crisp white blouse, unbuttoned enough to display a generous amount of cleavage. Miko couldn't help but notice the firm, round ass sticking out behind the woman when she'd turned to come around the desk. She wore her hair long, in a more girlish, sexy style than Miko's mother did, even though the two betas must be about the same age. Her make-up was also more sexual - not the more muted style that older women often chose, but not whorish either. Who was this woman? And what did she want with Miko?
Miko was still gawking at her, shaking her hand, when she heard herself say softly under her breath, "You're a beta...". As soon as Miko realized she'd said it out loud, she realized her mistake and quickly looked for Meryl's reaction. But the woman just laughed, high pitched and melodious.
"Ah ha ha! Yes, I am." Meryl tilted her head at Miko. "I know you're no fool, Miko, so I take your shock as high praise."
"I'm sorry," Miko tried to recover, "You're just different, different than anyone I've ever met."
"Direct and honest. I like that. Refreshing. Come sit down, Miko. Let's have a little chat."
The woman hadn't released her hand since they first shook hands. She added the other hand to Miko's upper arm and gently but firmly guided her into one of a pair of armchairs.
"So Miko, yes I'm a beta, but as you've already noted and will continue to discover, I'm different than your typical beta. And I think you are too, Miko." The woman's eyes shimmered, and Miko felt her pulse begin to accelerate.
"I've watched you grow up alongside Zaga, my only son. You were smart, but non-confrontational, always watching, rarely jumping into the fray. Near the top of your class, competitive among the other gammas, both in your studies and in sport. You're special." She gave Miko a smile, which Miko returned easily, basking in the rare glow of recognition.
"I recognized it long ago. And then, when Zaga was scheduled to face you in the arena, I knew instantly that you were a threat that had to be dealt with."
Now Miko felt her face flush and her smile disappear. The woman's smile that moments ago seemed sincere now looked like a sneer. Meryl noticed the change in Miko instantly.
"I mean this with all possible respect, Miko. I could see that there was a chance, a very good chance perhaps, that if the two of you entered the ring together, it might very well be Zaga bent over, taking your cock up his ass instead. It was my respect for you, for the talents you possess, for the threat you posed, that made me intervene."
Miko was practically shaking with rage at this point. Meryl watched her warily as she continued.
"Of course, I could have paid some other girl, some poor waif to spread her cheeks for Zaga and assure his alpha status. But I thought to myself, 'Look at this Miko, what if in one move I could make Zaga an alpha and remove her as a future threat, maybe even bring her into the family as an ally.' So I did my research. I found out your parents were in dire financial straits, and I made them a hefty offer for your virginity."
"You bitch!" Miko spat at the woman as her fury boiled over.
Meryl didn't pull away at the outburst, but her face hardened slightly. She leaned in closer towards Miko and spoke in a low voice. "Careful, Miko. I'm sure you're angry and rightfully so, but don't be a fool. I won't tolerate disrespect. Hold your tongue until I finish. There will be plenty of time to curse me later if that is what you choose."
Miko had no poker face. Her glare continued to burn bright, but she managed to stay silent for the moment. Meryl seemed satisfied with that and continued.
"As I was saying, I acted in the best interests of my family, and things played out as I expected. And now you're a beta. An attractive one, sure. I'm sure your family will have no shortage of offers for you. Some may recognize your exceptional attributes; most will not. But probably you will be able to stay out of the brothels. Some may even offer you some level of self-determination. But there is one thing I can offer you that none of the others will."
Meryl paused here, seemingly for dramatic effect, like an experienced saleswoman. Miko was intrigued, but this time she managed to keep her expression unchanged.
"I am a different kind of beta. You said so yourself. It was instantly apparent to you. I can teach you to become like me, a matriarch."
Miko's anger had been at a low simmer, but faced with this arrogance, it boiled over again.
"Be like you? What, teach me how to have a driver and money? Teach me to sit at home behind a fancy desk and delude myself into thinking I have power? Lady, I don't know who you think you are, but one look at that slut body would tell anyone you're nothing but a cum bucket."
Miko was out of breath and gulped in surprise at her own outburst. She wasn't the type of person who said such things to people. Somehow this woman's confession to stealing her future brought out a voice inside her that she'd always kept silent.
Meryl sighed loudly and slowly stood. She looked down at Miko critically for a moment and then smiled a little.
"Well, I have taken an obscene amount of cum in my time. Personally I need to cum at least twice a day, and my alpha lives for the honor of putting his dick up my perfect ass." Her smile widened as she returned to her desk. Miko's mouth was hanging open slightly. The woman's confidence was astounding. She had never heard anyone talk this way. She had never seen anyone so self-assured.
Meryl pressed a button on her desk and spoke into a mounted microphone, "Darling, could you join me in my office please?"
"Actually, I'm in the middle of-"
"Now!"
"Coming."
Meryl released the button and smiled sweetly at her guest.
"I don't blame you for thinking that my power is a delusion. It's understandable. Women like me are uncommon. But I assure you, my influence is far-reaching, and my decisions are absolute. It has been no accident that this family's fortune has more than doubled under my direction."
A knock sounded at the door.
"Enter."
The door opened, and Zaga's father appeared. He made eye contact with Miko and gave her a nod in acknowledgment.
"Miko, this is my alpha. But of course, you already know each other. He's been inside you after all."
Miko bristled at this comment. This woman was infuriating. For his part, her husband also looked uncomfortable.
Meryl turned towards her husband. "Miko here isn't sure she believes me when I tell her that the power in this family lies with me. That I run our enterprise as a matriarch. Isn't that right, honey?"
"Yes, dear." He answered quickly but looking down at the floor, seemingly uncomfortable sharing this information with an outsider.
Meryl turned her eyes back on Miko. She contemplated the girl's facial expression.
"No, no, I think Miko will need more than words to be convinced. She needs to see to understand."
She turned back towards her husband. "Bend over the desk, darling."
The man met his wife's eyes now, not in challenge but with real distress. "Meryl, she's not part of the family, think of our reputation," he pleaded with his wife.
"Of course she's not part of the family...yet, and she may not accept our offer. It's a risk, a calculated one that I've decided to take. So BEND OVER."
Miko was spellbound. These people were crazy. Part of her thought maybe she should leave. But she couldn't move. She couldn't even look away. The man - the same man who'd recently sodomized her, who had a reputation as wealthy and powerful, who her mother had spent much of her deflowering chatting up, trying to impress - swallowed his saliva, walked over to his wife's desk, and bowed from the hips until his palms pressed flat on the surface.
Meryl looked over and met Miko's gaze. Her eyes flashed with mischief. She spoke again as she moved towards the other side of the desk. "You see Miko, some betas learn to top their alphas from time to time. We don't do this often, but it's an important part of our relationship."
Meryl bent down and unlocked the bottom drawer on the left side of the desk. She reached into the drawer and produced a strap-on dildo already fitted in its harness.
"No fucking way," Miko whispered under her breath. Such an item was beyond taboo. She'd never seen such a thing, even in the pornography she regularly consumed. It was the kind of thing that was too extreme for porn, reserved for the punchlines of the dirtiest jokes. Miko hadn't even really been certain such things existed, at least outside of the most hardcore porn studios.
Meryl fastened the harness around her waist with practiced efficiency. With a bottle of lube in one hand, she strutted back around the desk, her rubber dick bouncing in front of her. "Take your pants down now, honey. Hurry up now."



Without looking back, the man unfastened his pants and tugged them down to his thighs, revealing his bare ass to the room. Meryl slathered her cock with thick lubricant from the bottle and turned to smile at Miko. The sweet girl had a cute, little bulge in her dress. Slut.
Miko felt the instinct to look away, but she held the woman's gaze.
"I brought you here tonight to show you that you can still have power, even as a beta. Watch what that looks like."
And with that, she slid her schlong between her husband's buttocks and pressed forward.
"Ooohh," Miko heard the man moan as he was penetrated.
Meryl appeared to be in ecstasy. She gasped and grinned as she thrust the shaft deeper in her alpha's rectum. "Good boy, deep breaths now, give it up to me, let me have it."
She hilted herself against his butt cheeks and paused for a moment. And then she started to fuck him.
"You see, Miko *thrust* getting fucked *huff* is great *thrust* but sometimes *gasp* you have *moan* to do the fucking *thrust* yourself."
Meryl paused to catch her breath. When she looked over her shoulder at Miko, Miko could see her cheeks were flushed. She was starting to sweat from the exertion of fucking her husband's ass. "Come over here so I don't have to look over my shoulder to see you, Miko."
Miko hesitantly rose and stepped towards the rutting pair. She moved tangentially across the room, keeping her distance from the perverse scene in front of her but entering Meryl's line of sight as she bent over her husband.
"So Miko *Mmmmm, thrust* could you do this someday? *spank* Could you dominate your alpha?"
"Yes." Miko's reply came quick and firm. She'd never considered it. But she knew.
Meryl smiled at her as she continued to pound her lover's asshole. "Could you do it to Zaga?"
Miko frowned at this. Zaga. She hated him. Meryl saw her expression and answered. "He's not a bad kid. I know he's...antagonized you from time to time. You intimidated him. He lacks many of your virtues, but he has others of his own."
Meryl began a slow, steady rhythm of thrusts now. She leaned further over her helpless husband and said softly, "Stroke yourself, darling. I want you to cum before I finish fucking you." Still facing away from Miko, the man slid a hand beneath himself to comply with his wife's wishes.
Meryl turned her attention back to Miko. "Zaga is loyal, fiercely loyal to his friends and family." She said this between breaths as she kept her rhythm, slipping her fat cock in and out of her husband's stretched out sphincter. "He's not lazy. With the right direction, he could make you happy."
Miko tried to consider this. "Would he accept this? Would he just bend over for me?"
Meryl stopped her fucking, eliciting a disappointed whimper from her husband.
"Not even Zaga knows that we do this, so you see I'm trusting you with quite a secret. But he's very familiar with a beta-led household. I'm not saying there wouldn't be a struggle or two, he won't just give it to you, you'll have to take it. But with some training from me, you could top my son."
Meryl resumed driving her shaft up the ass in front of her, drawing out more moans from below her, which were sounding increasingly aroused.
Suddenly, the man beneath her cried out, "Oh, oh, oooohhhhh." The wet splatter of his cum could be heard splashing against the desk's front panel. Meryl grinned victoriously as she slowed her thrusts.
When she came to a stop, she kept her grip on his hips, pushing her thumbs into his lower back in soothing little circles.
She looked Miko in the eye. "I'm in negotiations with your parents and expect to be able to outbid whatever competing offers you may receive. But I won't invest my family's funds in purchasing your permanent custody without your consent. If you join us, I want your complete commitment to this family. Think about it. We'll talk again."
*********************
That night, Miko lay awake, restless, conflicted and frustrated. The events of this afternoon had been surprising to say the least. And arousing. She'd almost cum in her panties watching that woman sodomize her husband. And she hadn't been able to stop thinking about it when she returned home.
She'd managed to pacify her mother's questions with vague answers, describing how Zaga's mother just wanted to meet her to decide if they would make an offer for her.
Luckily, her mother was preoccupied with sharing news of her own. She'd spoken with the consultant earlier, about Miko's interest in more serious work, something less focused on being a sex object. She'd sent over some videos for Miko to watch ahead of their meeting tomorrow. One was an HR training video for a job as an office personal assistant. It seemed to consist mainly of learning how not to provoke an alpha when he takes you for stress relief: "When an alpha bends you over, be sure to arch your back to offer him your asshole. Remember resisting only increases the risk of injury. Focus on submitting, like a good beta always does, keeping your anus relaxed and slack as he penetrates you." It was such a contrast to what she had been exposed to at Zaga's house that it made the message seem even more humiliating.
Now in the privacy of her own bed, her thoughts were in turmoil. Was she really considering being mated to motherfucking Zaga?! Fuck, she couldn't think straight. Fucking pervaded her thoughts. She desperately needed to cum, but she still hadn't quite come to terms with the realities of masturbating as a beta.
An insistent longing rose ever more persistently from between her butt cheeks. Her anus called out to her to be treated like the slutty fuckhole it was. When a frustrated huff, she slid her finger into her mouth.
The finger let her suck on it briefly before it started to fuck her face like a cheap whore. She thought she would imagine some strong alpha pushing his cock past her lips, maybe Johr or even Zaga, but it was Zaga's mother who appeared in her dirty thoughts, raping her mouth with her strap-on.
She plucked her finger from her greedy mouth and briefly pretended she believed the fantasy that she would stop here. Her finger never even paused as it moved beneath her bedsheets.
It stayed in motion as it passed over her little clitty, which strained in vain against the front panel of her panties.
Miko sucked in a little breath of anticipation before pressing the pad of her finger into the seat of her panties, right over her little asshole.
She was surprised to find herself wet. Soaking in fact. God, was she horny. Her body was flooding her rear tunnel with gel, desperate to be fucked. Her finger hooked her panties, pulled them to the side, and slid straight into her little pucker. No pain. Only want. Aching to be filled. Her tunnel contracted tight around her little finger. It felt nice, but it was no where near enough to sate her craving.
Her eyes flitted over to her dresser. Seconds later she was kneeling in front of the open drawer, the dildo in her hands. The memory of her previous resistance to using the sex toy only made her hotter for it. A little whimper announced the last of her resistance, and she plunged the plastic cock into her mouth. Miko moaned around the phallus between her lips, giving into sluthood completely. She wanted to please the rubber dong. She wished she could feel it throb with pleasure in her maw. Her tongue swirled around the head lovingly.
Her whorish butt hole grew impatient while she sucked cock on her knees. It called to her. 'Fuck me like a skank.' 'Bend over and pound that trollop ass.'
With one hand stuffing her mouth full of cock, Miko sent her other hand behind her to press two fingers through her anus. Delicious stretch. Yummy penetration.
She popped the suction cup at the dildo's base onto the floor. Pressing the cockhead between her cheeks, a moment's clarity came to her as her sphincter began to spread. 'Am I really going to-' the head slipped past her puckered asshole into her rectum silencing any further conscious thoughts.
'Hoooaahhhh' she moaned as thick phallus filled her rectum. When her buttocks grazed her heels, she halted her descent and squeezed herself around the rubber dick inside her, measuring it, appreciating it.
She fired her quads, lifting her pelvis. The pull on her insides as the cock dragged out of her slutty fuckhole felt almost as good as being penetrated. 'Oh yes!' Miko gasped as she started to ride the shaft buried in her bottom.
After a few minutes of riding a rubber cock like a cowgirl on her bedroom floor, the intensity of sensation leveled off enough to allow her to think again. Fuck, she was loving this. Betas love it up the ass. She was a beta. It all made sense.
As she bounced her pretty ass on the silicone dong, her mind idly perused her fantasies. Whose cock was she riding? Did she wish it was Zaga's? Johr's? Meryl's? Each option brought along distracting non-sexual thoughts. She discarded them and settled for a faceless man. A dominant. The alpha to whom she belonged. Filling her. Owning her.
But something wasn't quite right. Her position felt wrong, too in control, not submissive enough. With her anus still deeply impaled, she arched her back and reached her hands behind her, straining until they reached the floor.
Taking care to keep the tip inside her, she got her feet under her and pushed up into a crab pose on her palms and her heels. Miko started to fuck herself again, raising and lowering her loosened asshole on the pole. She imagined her alpha ordering her to do it. 'You like that cock in your ass, don't you slut? Mmmm, you little tramp. Take it, bitch! Ride my fat cock. Make yourself cum like the anal whore you are!'
Her little clitty stuck straight up, bobbing as she dropped her hips faster and faster. Her thoughts began to white out as the sensation of having her ass pounded took over. She heard a soft feminine squeal becoming louder and louder with every stroke.
Finally her orgasm - the first since her deflowering - seized her. Her anus clamped down like a vise on the member insider her. "Aiieeeeee!" she shrieked in pleasure and fear as her muscles contracted involuntarily. She couldn't stop her body rutting on the dick in her ass as the orgasm rippled through her.
Humping the rubber cock for all she was worth, she stared down her body as her hairless cocklet spewed hot cream into the air in a fantastic arc. The rope of jizz struck her cheek just below her right eye, the rest landing on her neck. The next contraction sent a volley onto her chest, glazing her tits with cum. She groaned as the strength in her legs gave out, and her body weight drove the cock completely inside her bottom.
As she sat there with her soft butt cheeks resting on the cold floor, her asshole still idly clenching and unclenching on the shaft that filled her, her own hot cum dripping from her oversexed body, she tried in vain to deny to herself just how good she felt.
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In the morning, Chereel smiled inwardly to herself when she saw Miko flounce downstairs with an extra spring in her step. Miko plopped herself down at the breakfast table and started to eat with a ravenous appetite.
The girl's hypersexualized squeals had been audible throughout the house last night. They were natural sounds. Healthy. Animalistic. And they had made both Chereel and her husband so horny that he'd pushed his pajama bottoms down in a frenzy and pulled her head to his crotch to service his swollen cock. He ended up mounting her and fucking her to two orgasms before they fell asleep. It was one of the best nights of Chereel's year.
The memory made her backdoor clench. She chuckled to herself as she sipped her coffee and watched her daughter eat, feeling that pleasant well-fucked soreness in her asshole. It was going to be an interesting day.
*****************************************
The portfolio consultant was a beta. Like many betas who worked outside the home and brothel, she attempted to straddle that line between professionalism and seduction. Her pencil skirt, blouse, and suit jacket were all of acceptably professional gray, black, or white.
But her sexuality was far from hidden. After all, she was not working as a stock broker or lawyer. She was an advisor on sexual appeal, on developing allure through appearance and behavior. And in this context, her image was perfect.
Her neckline exposed just the very hint of the top of her cleavage. Her face was made-up with hues of pink and violet. Golden hoops hung from her lobes. Her nails, manicured in the French style, matched the color of her lipstick precisely. 4-inch heels showcased her dainty feet while accentuating her calves and causing her buttocks to push out and strain her skirt.
"So Miko, your mother tells me you think you're a special case, hmm? Not interested in serving in the house or in the brothel?"
Miko blinked back at her. "Were you?"
The consultant seemed momentarily taken aback by the challenge, but she recovered quickly. "Ha! Maybe you are special, but maybe not enough. I've reviewed your file. Good grades, pretty face..." she tilted her head as if looking behind Miko, "and an ass that's filled out nicely. There are companies who would be interested in you, sure. But no one is interested in a girl with a bad attitude, understand? Better a secretary that has to be taught twice than one who refuses."
Miko glared at the woman as if she was the living embodiment of this fucked up system.
The consultant turned to Miko's mother. "Chereel, would you do me a favor and step out for a moment? I want to talk to Miko alone."
Chereel blinked a few times before quickly nodding and exiting the room.
The consultant turned back to Miko and offered a smile that seemed mildly sinister to Miko. "She seems lovely. That's nice that you have such a caring mother."
'I wonder if she told you how she had me drugged and gang-raped,' Miko thought.
"But that's her job as a mother. To care. To love. My job is different. My job is to be honest with you and share my professional opinions. And my professional opinion is that you're going to have a tough time, Miko. You think you're too good to be a beta. I saw it in your file, and it's oozing out of your eyes right now. You're pissed off. You look like you're waiting for someone to rush in here and apologize to you for the injustices you've suffered, to beg your forgiveness for their mistake and declare you an alpha."
She paused to allow Miko to deny this, but Miko just glared back at her in silent confirmation.
"Well, guess what, honey. No one's coming. You're a beta. You'll always be a beta. And life is going to get rocky for you if you don't accept that in a hurry."
Miko was practically staring daggers at the woman now for the simple crime of stating the facts. As if staring hard enough to consume the woman with laser beams from her eyes could save Miko from having to acknowledge the truth of her words.
"Hey, I get it. A lot of betas are pissy in the beginning. But they get over it quick. They get over it quick or they end up tied down, bent over, in the seediest brothels, taking a dozen cocks up their asses everyday to help them process those feelings."
The woman softened her expression to a more sympathetic smile. She leaned forward conspiratorially and continued in a soft voice, almost a whisper, "I bet you're still trying to masturbate like an alpha, huh? Tugging on your little clitty? It's hard to imagine an uptight girl like you bouncing her ass on a dildo."
Miko stood suddenly. She felt humiliated, assaulted, violated.
The consultant looked annoyed and pierced Miko with angry eyeballs. "Sit the fuck back down. Jee-sus! You're out of control. You better get it together quick, Miko, and I mean right fucking now, or I don't think I'll be able to help you. You can go home and sulk and whine until your custody is purchased by some unsuccessful brothel owner who scrapes by selling shock value - extreme insertions, beastiality, predicament bondage. Think that will make you feel better?"
Miko's eyes darted around the room like a cornered animal in full fight-or-flight panic. She knew everything the woman was saying was true, confirming all her unspoken fears. She took a few deep breaths and sat back down.
The consultant kept eyeballing her. "Alphas have power, but they don't have all of it. Betas have power too. Alphas need betas. They positively crave betas. Some things they can take by force; some things they can't. An alpha can force his dick up a girl's ass, but he can't force her to like it. He can't force her to seek him out and honestly beg him for it. A company can own a beta's custody, but it can't force her to be loyal, can't force her to take it on her own initiative to figure out the company's needs and address them. You can't force someone to love. Even getting them to pretend is incredibly time consuming. That's why, like I said, people won't waste good money on reluctant girls. Too much work. Best send them to the big brothels where they're set up to deal with that sort of thing.
The best positions go to betas who understand how things work. Who know their roles and the ability of those roles to influence, to suggest, to manipulate. Betas who know the rules - including which ones can be bent. Who understand that a beta's power is more subtle, less concrete, but ultimately a match for any alpha's."
The woman lifted her hands in front of her, spinning her wrists with a little flourish so her palms faced up. She tilted her head and smiled. "Betas like me."
Miko stared at the consultant skeptically. She wondered if the woman was wise or deluded. Just like Zaga's mother Meryl, here was another beta who claimed to have secretly surpassed the role written for betas in society's script. Miko wondered if these were all just the fantasies they told themselves in order to accept their fates. Then she remembered the sight of Meryl's strap-on penetrating her husband's anus. Maybe there was a secret script these women had tapped into.
The consultant silently regarding Miko with her head cocked, appraising her reaction.
"The arena would have helped you, I think. It helps some girls to get the shit kicked out of them before they have to start taking it in the ass. But hey," she said with an air of finality, putting her hands on her knees and rising out of her chair, "we've got to work with what we've got."
The woman pointed to her desk. "Bend over with your elbows on the desk and lift your dress out of the way, up over your ass."
Miko's jaw dropped open at the sudden, unexpected command. The consultant adopted a hard expression.
"Show me you can follow directions or get the fuck out of my office and stop wasting my time!"
Miko took one more breath to make sure this wasn't some joke or hallucination, then she got up and moved in front of the woman's desk. She placed one forearm on the surface for balance and reached back with her other hand to hitch her dress up over her hips.
The consultant took in the view and sighed.
This she could sell. Fat pale cheeks ballooned from either side of a blue silk thong. Infinitely fuckable. A shape sculptors had endeavored to recreate for centuries without ever fully succeeding. It had been a picture of this ass that had convinced the consultant to offer Miko's mother this meeting. But Miko's derriere was even better in person.
Zooming out only made the view more appetizing. Small dimples in the girl's lower back spoke to her femininity, her betaness confirmed by the black barcode peaking out from the top of her thong. Lace stockings clung to full thighs. A petite hand quivered in mid-air as it gripped her hem to keep it lifted and her bottom on display.
The consultant felt a smile spread across her lips. If she could only get this girl's mind right, she was going to make a fortune on her commission.
"Don't move," she said softly as she moved to retrieve her favorite paddle from her desk. A rectangular implement about a foot long, made of fiberglass with six large holes drilled in the surface to reduce air resistance. A soft leather grip on the handle offered the wielder considerably more comfort than the other end offered the receiver. It had helped countless girls get into the right mindset.
Miko watched the woman admiring the tool she'd pulled out of her desk. "What...what are you doing?"
"I'm going to spank you, Miko," she said as she moved back behind the pale-bottomed girl.
She had the girl put both of her forearms flat on the desk. The consultant held the hem of the girl's dress against her mid back and traced the surface of her buttocks with the flat paddle.
"You need to learn to submit, or at least pretend to submit," a very, very subtle distinction, the consultant thought to herself, but one that might encourage the girl's compliance.
Without warning, she brought the paddle back twelve inches and smashed it against the plump booty before her.
*Smack*
"Ahh!" Miko screamed, more from surprise than anything. The force of the blow was shocking, and she felt heat spread across her rump. Her body instinctively clenched her butt cheeks for protection.
"Stop clenching, arch your back more!" The consultant pushed down on her lower back to encourage her to lift her rear in offering once more. "When you receive a spanking, you need to fight that urge to resist. Keep your muscles relaxed so that your globes ripple with the impact. And keep your ass lifted like a nice submissive, willing target."
*Smack* The clap of another stroke resounded through the room. This time Miko only clenched for a moment before relaxing her glutes again and raising her bottom back up to receive the next stroke.
"Gooooood girrrll," the consultant praised her like a dog. "This is what I was talking about. Any beta can be bent over and spanked. But the best betas know how to control themselves and take a spanking correctly."
*Smack*
*Smack*
*Smack*
Tears began to fall from Miko's pretty eyes. The first drops were involuntary, the result of her body's reaction to the shock of the sudden pain in her buttocks. But the tears that followed had nothing to do with any physical sensation. Miko felt the shame of submission, having her bare buttocks spanked over a desk little the pretty little bitch she was. Her breathing was getting heavy, and she knew what it was. She was getting aroused. From getting her butt paddled. What a beta, she thought.
The consultant paused to catch her breath. How many was that? 10? 12? She hadn't been counting. But the pleasingly bright pink color blotching the little beta's butt cheeks, combined with the sound of soft sobbing, told her she was just about finished.
'Fuck, this girl has a nice ass,' the consultant thought as she decided on two final strokes, partly due to jealousy and partly because the image of her rosy ass jiggling against the paddle was just too mesmerizing to resist.
*Smack* *Smack*
She caressed the girl's burning cheeks with the flat tool, as if trying to decide on another stroke, before mercifully setting the paddle down on the desk. She took a handful of the girl's buttock in her hand, feeling the heat coming off it, before sliding her hand between the girl's legs to gentle cup the front panel of her panties. Not exactly throbbing, but the girl was definitely hard. Good.
"Alright Miko, stand up and go fetch me a box from the cabinet by the wall. Bring me one that says 'Set #1' on it."
Miko slowly and gingerly righted herself on her feet, causing her dress to slip back down to cover her rear end. Her tenderized tush was now so sensitive that even the light touch of the fabric was enough to make her wince. She teetered over to the cabinet and found it filled with skinny rectangular boxes. Miko picked up a few boxes and examined the labels.
Printed on the sides of the ones marked 'Set #1' were pictures of progressively larger triangular rubber objects, all the colors of the rainbow. The biggest one was a bright, fire-engine red; the smallest a dark aubergine. Miko's asshole tensed between her cheeks as she quickly realized they were butt plugs.
She glanced up from the package to see the consultant snapping on a pair of latex gloves. The woman had moved her chair out from behind her desk along with a small bottle of what Miko guessed was lubricant.
The consultant sat down in her chair and made an exaggerated motion of tapping the tops of her thighs with the palms of her gloved hands. "Hurry up, Miko. Bring me the box and lay yourself over my lap to finish your spanking."
Miko hesitated ever so briefly, maybe a tenth the time she'd hesitated to bend over the desk, each capitulation making the next easier. She found herself stepping towards the woman and crawling over her lap while the question 'Is the submission of taking a butt plug that different from a spanking?' was still bouncing around in her head. As she placed her palms flat on the floor to take some of her weight, she felt her dress roughly tugged up and the cool room air soothing her reddened caboose.
The consultant ran a gloved thumb over the fabric diving between the girl's cheeks before hooking her finger under the thong and pulling it aside. A picture-perfect pink puckered asshole. They were going to be rich.
With her other hand, the woman snatched the bottle off her desk and started lubing the girl's sphincter. "I was both surprised and disappointed when you bent over and I noticed you weren't plugged. I'd blame your mother, but I suspect you're mostly to blame." Miko moaned as a well-lubricated thumb slid deep inside her rectum.
Both women recognized that moan contained more than discomfort. There was clear arousal there.
"You should get used to being plugged all the time. The plugs not only stretch you and keep you prepared for use, but they also help you maintain a submissive mindset." She finger-fucked the girl's butthole and felt the girl respond by lifting her pelvis and squeezing her sphincter. The consultant rolled her eyes as she plucked her thumb back out of the girl's ass and replaced it with the lubed purple plug.
"Also, sluttier betas may need to have something to squeeze in their greedy assholes just to be able to think coherently." It seemed like Miko was about to respond, but whatever she might have said was cut to an "ooof" as the consultant shoved the plug home.
Miko squirmed in her lap as her body struggled to accommodate the anal intruder. It seemed like her tight muscular ring was sucking on the damned thing against her will.
"There. Now let's see if that's the right size." With that, the consultant swung her arm back and slapped Miko's fat ass.
"Aiiieee!" Miko whined as her butt stung and wobbled.
The consultant grabbed a handful of ass and spread the girl's buttock to get a better look at how the plug was seated. She wasn't convinced.
*Slap* *Slap* *Slap*
The spanks came fast and sudden. The intensity was too much. Miko couldn't control her loosened asshole, which clenched and spasmed, squeezing the tiny plug out. The purple piece of rubber bounced on the floor and rolled to a stop.
"I knew it," the consultant proclaimed, pleased with the accuracy of her own assessment. She lubed up the slightly larger blue plug, a brilliant blue almost the same shade as the girl's thong, and started forcing it into the beta's swollen anus.
Miko's eyes shot open as she felt her body stretch beyond what she thought its limits were. "Ohhhh! Wait! Wait, it's too big!"
The consultant ignored her. "Oh shush!" she admonished the girl as she continued to bury more of the plug inside the girl at a steady pace. The muscles in her pelvic floor parted, forced to spread apart and accept the penetration.
Miko started to struggle in the woman's lap, but then she froze. She held her breath. The lips of her rim had just barely started to close around the widest part of the fat little sex toy. If she struggled and squeezed now, she would only drive the accursed hunk of rubber inside herself, deeper and faster than she could take.
The woman knew exactly what Miko was thinking as she watched the tight pink hole stretch around the girth penetrating it. "Just accept it, Miko, accept it inside you, be the best little beta you can be." And with that, she pushed the plug deep inside.
"Ahhh! Fuck! Oh God! No! Mmmmmmnn, hoahhhh, hoah, ho." Miko hyperventilated with the spasms that racked her body as her ass-pussy was resized. But after a few moments, the pain reduced to a low simmer, and her breathing slowed along with the contractions of her anus. Miko's moans quieted to mere whimpers.
The consultant took off her gloves inside-out and smoothed the girl's panties over her new plug. She helped the girl slide off her lap and onto her hands and knees on the floor. A high-pitched groan escaped Miko's throat when the consultant pulled her up by her shoulders into a kneeling position. The fullness in her ass crescendoed as her shoulders were pushed back, moving her butt closer to her heels.
The consultant used a well-manicured hand to tilt the girl's chin up. She smiled as she recognized the submission in the girl's eyes. "That's better." She wondered if she should push things further today. A vision - reaching one hand back to pull the kneeling girl's face deeper into her crack, moaning with pleasure as the girl ate out her asshole - was quickly discarded as she realized she was already late for her next appointment.
The woman stood up and moved her chair back behind her desk. She discarded the used gloves, stowed the lube bottle, pulled a sheaf of papers out of a lower drawer and began to organize them. "Miko, go show your mother back in."
Chereel looked up when the door opened, and Miko called her back. She could tell her daughter had recently been crying. The girl seemed to be walking a bit bowlegged as well. But neither of her worst case scenarios (1, the consultant throwing them out and declaring Miko a lost cause; 2, the consultant calling the authorities and having Miko institutionalized for the remedial beta training that her parents had clearly not provided) seemed to have come to pass, so she entered the room with high spirits.
She retook her seat in front of the consultant's desk and was surprised to see Miko remained standing. Before she could ask, the consultant looked up from her papers and in a bored, dismissive tone commanded, "Sit down, Miko." Miko sat down slowly and carefully. Chereel couldn't help but grin a little.
"Now Chereel, to update you, Miko has made a lot of progress today but she's far from where she needs to be as a developing beta if she wants to have top prospects. We've discussed that she is in serious danger of screwing up her life with this useless disappointment regarding her beta status, and I think she understands now that that's wasted energy. Isn't that right, Miko?"



Miko nodded, and when it quickly became obvious that nodding was not a sufficient response, she added, "Yes, ma'am."
From that moment, Chereel was convinced the consultant was a miracle worker. She knew she had made the right decision bringing Miko to a woman like this.
"Good. You have real potential, Miko. I'm not just saying that, I wouldn't waste my time if it wasn't true. Most girls can only dream about having the options you could have. But that's only if you do the hard work, swallow your pride, and follow my instructions precisely."
She paused here, searching for any hint of rebellion. When none was detected, she continued, "Now there's no point in wasting money on shooting any portfolio photos today, she's so far from being ready. But Miko, you have homework to be completed before our next meeting. First, you need to stretch." She lifted the oblong box of butt plugs off the desk and placed it back an inch closer to Miko. "When I see you again in two weeks, I expect you to be wearing the red plug to our appointment."
She held up a conciliatory hand when Miko's eyes started to bulge in disbelief. "There's a progression schedule in the box. Stick to that - don't fall behind! - and you'll be just fine." Miko clamped tightly around the blue plug that was already up her ass. She had her doubts.
"Next, you need to practice your presentation," the consultant slid Miko a thin pamphlet with a seductively positioned girl printed on the cover, "How to pose, how to display, how to seduce. You're pretty and my photographer is very good, but if you don't know what you're doing, it shows." Miko flipped through the little booklet quickly: the pages moved from flirtatious images of scantily-clad girls on their hands and knees, looking suggestively back over their shoulders, to frankly pornographic images of buck naked girls squatting down to accept huge dildos in their assholes.
"I want you to practice each pose and text me a photo of each one. I'll let you know which ones need work. There's a written schedule there for you and some days are more than others, but on average I'll expect about four pictures per day. There are also some sample portfolio videos of some of my most successful clients on my website that I'd like you to review. The faces are blurred, of course, for anonymity, but they still retain much of their...educational value. The link and password are included in the pamphlet. Any questions?"
Neither of them had any pressing questions. As they made to rise from their seats, the consultant interrupted, "There is one more thing."
The two betas settled back into their chairs with Miko barely stifling a moan. The woman behind the desk directed herself toward Chereel. "When Miko arrived today, she was unplugged - a situation we've since rectified. But I worry about how she may be dealing with her urges. An uncaged clitty can be quite the temptation for a vulnerable beta in this time of transition, particularly one like Miko who's been struggling with accepting her status. I strongly advise you to consider a chastity cage."
Miko wanted to protest, but she was still trying to think of what to say when her mother spoke up. "Of course, say no more," Chereel practically beamed at finding a an active role to play in her daughter's training, "I want to apologize for not tending to these things myself. I'm learning right along with Miko. Thank you so much for accepting her as a client. We'll be sure to complete all the assignments and drive straight to a cage store right now."
The consultant basked in the woman's appreciation, thinking of how that appreciation was also reflected by her commission in the contract they'd signed. "It's my pleasure to help girls like Miko," she gushed as she walked the ladies to the door and shook Chereel's hand.
"You be a good girl until next time, got it Miko?"
"Yes ma'am," Miko answered, willing to say or do anything at this point just to get out before anything else could happen. She said nothing as she felt the woman cup her ass as she guided her out the door.
There were two other mother/daughter couples sitting in the waiting area outside the office. Miko found herself automatically comparing her own attractiveness with the other betas (she compared very favorably) and cursed herself for doing so. She noticed the girls' appearances were tarnished to some extent by the sour expressions on their faces. Her breath caught in her throat when the question formed in her mind: what size plugs could they be wearing?
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As promised, her mother made sure her limp clitty was snuggly fitted and safely caged before they returned home from the consultant's office. Miko's protestations against the chastity cage predictably went completely unheeded. "Did you have to do all this shit when you were younger?" "Well, I didn't have the opportunities you have." That was about it.
In truth, she could have fought harder, but the reality check she'd been given by the consultant had taken the wind out of her sails. A small, unnamed part of her psyche was even pleased by having her penis locked away - it meant she didn't have to feel as guilty about increasingly ignoring the shrinking appendage in favor of her tight little asshole. She didn't have a choice. Freed from the burden of freedom.
The homework assignments taking naughty photographs of herself were similarly freeing. 'I don't necessarily want to stick this dildo up my ass, but the schedule requires it, so might as well make the most of it, right?'
She found that the recommended schedule of poses skipped around in the booklet, so it wasn't as if she had a week of fairly innocent poses followed by a week of pornographic dildo insertions. No, for better or worse, each day included some of each. Meaning she would be taking a photo featuring something in her ass everyday. Ah, the life of a beta.
Ultimately, the structure provided by the training assignments and schedule did her a world of good. Having her previous life plan shattered by unexpected betahood had made her feel lost, adrift, tumbling down into a bottomless chasm. But now at least she didn't have as much time to ponder her fate.
Now she had a routine. In the mornings when she woke up, Miko would give herself her morning enema and then spend some time working the day's butt plug inside herself. Sometimes it took over an hour. But she wouldn't come downstairs for breakfast until she had the correctly colored plug stuffed snuggly up her rectum. She never fell behind the consultant's schedule.
After breakfast, she would study the day's poses. First the logistics: the position of the camera relative to the subject, the lighting, how the subject distributes her weight, how she tilts her head, what her hands are doing. Then the more abstract: what is the pose trying to conjure for the viewer. Innocence or debauchery? Beauty or sexuality? Submission or reluctance?
She typically tackled the tamer poses in the mornings and the more pornographic ones in the afternoons. She would also retake any of the previous day's poses that were rejected by the consultant. "Your eyes are all wrong. You look sad. You need 'fuck me' eyes." or "Arch your back more. Don't hide your ass. Flaunt it."
In the evenings, there was nothing scheduled. She knew she should probably be strategizing for her future or at least resting. But every single night, she found herself impaled on her dildo. With the anal stretching from the butt plugs, Miko found her asshole to be increasingly compliant, accepting deep penetration with minimal discomfort.
That first night, she had worried that the chastity cage might somehow interfere with her ability to orgasm. Overanxious, she'd hurriedly pushed the plastic dong into her rectum without enough lube and stretching. Her sphincter burned, and her little penis stayed completely limp in its cage as she humped away, sliding her tight anus up and down the silicone shaft.
Tears began to form in her eyes as she fucked herself. Tears of frustration with the world and with herself for so desperately craving orgasm. What if she couldn't come anymore? What if she was condemned to be a sex slave for the rest of her life and couldn't reach orgasm?! No, she couldn't let herself think that way. It was only her first night after all.
She lifted her hips off the dildo completely and proceeded to pour a copious amount of lube down her crack and slathering it around her asshole and the plastic cock. The fat dildo still stung, but it slid back in much more easily. No orgasm was in sight, but she kept at it, bouncing her soft bottom on the rigid toy. She pleaded with her own body. 'C'mon, fuck that beta ass. This is how betas cum, right? Take that dick right up your slutty butt!'
She was considering giving up when suddenly the sensation changed dramatically. Completely out of her control, her sphincter just decided to give in entirely. A smile spread across her face as she rode. Her anus gave up its identity and became utterly ass-pussy. Pleasure bloomed from her battered prostate. She luxuriated in the rhythmic stretching of her backdoor, in the fullness as her pelvic muscles were parted and she was penetrated to her core.
Her orgasm took her by surprise. She squealed 'ahhhhiiee' as her rim twitched around the cock inside her bottom. Her clitty throbbed and spit a glob of cum, coating the inside of her cage, before dribbling out the rest of her cream to form a little puddle beneath her.
Miko felt dirty and pathetic and...like a beta. Yet an odd sense of wellbeing filled her chest beyond what her orgasm brought. She lifted her hips off of the phallus and peered over her shoulder at the wall mirror. Her cute pink little gaping asshole was still contracting rhythmically. She smiled in spite of herself. Her post-orgasmic brain wasn't up to forming full sentences yet, but phrases still came to her: 'A perfect betahole' 'Squirted in her cage' 'Fucked herself silly' Maybe things were starting to make some sense.
Since then, she'd been a diligent researcher. Every night, she tried new positions and rhythms. And every night, she was rewarded with multiple orgasms racking her young body as her prostate yielded and her sphincter quivered around rubber cock.
But in between the photos and the stretching and the anal masturbating, Miko thought about her future. She had just gotten her body to accept a new plug - she was up to the yellow one now - wiping the excess lube from her inner buttocks and pulling up her panties when her thoughts turned to her options.
Her fantasy of working in an office somewhere, doing mostly non-sexual work, now seemed incredibly naive. Her prior fantasy of performing the occasional sexual favor while working mostly at a desk had shifted. Now she pictured herself huddled under that desk, on her knees, sucking alpha cock all day. Suddenly, office work seemed a less appealing option.
'Maybe I could be a consultant. She seemed to have autonomy. She even had her own office,' Miko thought hopefully. But then, she remembered that someone must own the consultant's custody. She wondered who it was. It was not hard to imagine the consultant being gangbanged regularly while maintaining that condescending smile on her face. Sigh.
Her other options didn't seem much better. The idea of being sold off to some old, rich guy, living isolated in his bedroom as a sex slave made her want to vomit. Hell, bedroom was probably wishful thinking. Basement or sex dungeon might be more likely.
Maybe she could do what her mom did. Find a family of similar rank to buy her custody for a reasonable sum. But that would leave the problem of her family's considerable debts. Would her parents entertain such smaller offers? Was it even feasible with their debts? Probably not. Especially not with her mother's worldview that being sold to the rich and powerful was a great opportunity and honor.
So Miko's thoughts inevitably turned to Zaga and his eccentric mother. She suddenly snorted aloud when it occurred to her that spreading her butt cheeks for Zaga might be her best chance at happiness.
At that moment, the doorbell rang.
Miko teetered down the stairs to see who it was, trying to ignore the perverse pleasure she was experiencing from the fullness in her ass. She rose onto the balls of her feet to peer through the peephole.
Speak of the devil. There was motherfucking Zaga, standing at her doorstep, looking nervous, shifting his weight from one foot to the other.
Miko swung the door open. She said nothing. Impassive. She didn't smile. She didn't glare.
"Hi Miko," Zaga ventured meekly.
Miko said nothing and waited for him to tell her why he was here.
"Can I come in?"
Zaga had grown since the last time she'd seen him. Which was when he had participated in her gang rape. She recalled her mother informing her that he'd gone twice. He was an alpha now. His muscle bulk and tone had both increased noticeably. And he stared down at her from about four inches higher than he used to.
But Miko found herself completely unafraid of him. She opened the door wider and stood aside.
"Thanks," Zaga muttered as he stepped inside. "Please sit down," he suggested motioning to the sofa.
"I'll stand." Her first words to him since his cock had been up her ass in this very room. She crossed her arms across her chest. Her facial features changed subtly from neutral to critical. Now she looked pissed.
Zaga hesitated, internally debating whether it was rude to sit when she was standing. In the end he sat, concluding that looking down at her was not a suitable position for his purposes.
"First I want to apologize," he began. Miko's face morphed into a frank glare.
Zaga held up his hand. "Not for that. That's not the kind of thing one can apologize for."
Miko's expression softened a hair.
"I meant for my past behavior." Miko just blinked at him. "I mean, for picking on you, for teasing you in front of my friends. I...I felt threatened by you. You're so smart and you always had to make sure everyone knew it..."
Miko shot him a look and he held up a hand again, "And they did. Look, I guess I just want to say that I respect you. And..." Zaga glanced down, "and I know that things could easily have turned out another way."
When he glanced back up, Miko was staring at him questioningly. He held her eye contact.
"If we'd gone to the arena, who knows? Maybe I would be a beta now, and you would be an alpha."
Now it was Miko's turn to look away. She swallowed her saliva and felt moisture coming to her eyes. She was surprised how much these words meant to her. No one had acknowledged her like this, not even her own parents. Well, Zaga's mother Meryl had acknowledged her as a threat, but that had felt less real than this. She didn't really know Meryl, and it felt like the woman might say anything to achieve her own goals. But she believed these words from Zaga.
She looked back at him. "Did your mother put you up to this?"
Zaga looked down with a guilty little smile of one who's been caught. "She encouraged it," he admitted reluctantly, "but I meant every word."
Their eyes met again, an awkward, uneasy exchange. Where to go from here?
Finally, Miko sat down next to him on the couch. An uncomfortable silence drew out.
"I know that my mother spoke with you...discussed that maybe we have a future together..."
Miko scrutinized him. Somehow she was certain his mother had given them very different sales-pitches about this shared future. She probably told both of them that they could be the one to bend the other to their own will.
But that seemed like fair play. Meryl had told her that Zaga could be dominated the same way she dominated her husband. She didn't say she would dominate him for Miko. Miko had to seize that opportunity herself.
Zaga looked at Miko. She looked beautiful, even when giving him nothing more than an analytical stare. He marveled to himself at the power of the beta transition. Her features were finer. Her breasts had swelled. He was 100% certain that he wanted to fuck her.
"I think it could be a good idea, Miko. Really good. I know we haven't been close in the past, but like I said, I respect you, Miko. I like you, and I think we could be good together. I promise I wouldn't be an overbearing alpha. I'd do my part. I know I could make you happy."
Miko blinked at him, surprised at his little speech, both the words themselves and the way he said them. She had never heard him speak so genuinely. His cheeks were flushed. He seemed emotional. He was either a way better actor than she'd ever given him credit for, or he had real feelings for her.
Still, how could she trust him?
Zaga was a little flustered at getting no response to his overture, but he took a deep breath and kept going.
"I don't know if you heard or not, but I'm competing in a supplemental match tomorrow. I thought maybe you'd like to come. Maybe cheer for me. Hell, maybe cheer against me." He chuckled at what he hoped was a joke.
Supplemental matches were for alphas who wanted to return to the arena or, for alphas like Zaga, enter the arena for the first time. Since there were no gammas involved, the matches were not state-regulated. They were somewhat controversial but not illegal. Compared to traditional arena matches, much less was at stake. None of the competitors got butt-fucked. No one's legal status changed. Injuries occurred, but the fighters wore headgear, groin protectors, and shorts to minimize such occurrences. Typically, victors received a small monetary prize and an hour with one of the betas provided from a local brothel by the match organizers.
Supplemental matches existed because the desire for violent competition didn't just evaporate when a gamma transitioned to alpha status. On the contrary, that desire typically mushroomed. Some alphas had trained extensively for the arena and wanted to continue to profit from their combat abilities. Others just felt the need to prove themselves. Miko knew Zaga fell into this second group. He didn't need the money. And he could afford to visit a brothel anytime he wanted. No, he needed to prove that he wasn't just a rich boy who'd had alpha status bought for him. To prove that he could triumph in the arena if he had to. But to whom? To his parents? To himself? To Miko?
"Will you win?" Miko asked slowly.
Zaga smiled, ecstatic she was showing an interest. "Yeah! I mean, who knows, it's a fair fight. The other guy transitioned to alpha status about the same time I did. He's about the same height and weight - the match organizers see to all that. But I've been training hard. I trained hard before too when I thought I was going to fight you. And the alpha transition has been good to me." With a smile, he lifted his arm and flexed his bicep to demonstrate the obvious growth he'd experienced. "Of course I can't promise anything, but...you should bet on me!"
Miko could see how proud, how eager to impress her he was. It was radiating off of him so intensely she felt like she needed to squint.
Suddenly, her eyes widened like she'd had an epiphany. Zaga felt a chill go down his spine when her gaze focused in on him - an intense, deliberate, powerful expression - a look he hadn't seen in her eyes since before she became a beta. He was right to be afraid of what she was about to say.
"Yes, I spoke with your mother. She made her proposal, and I'm considering it, but I don't know if I can trust you. You say you've changed. You say you'll treat me well, but words are cheap to say. If I were to join your family, I would have no intention of being a passive member. I would expect you to listen to me, to show me respect, to sacrifice for me. And that's why this is a perfect opportunity."
Zaga's face was frozen in bewilderment with a single eyebrow raised. He didn't follow, but his instincts told him this was nothing good.
"Lose your match tomorrow, and maybe I'll believe you."
Zaga looked puzzled. "You...you don't want me to win? But why? I'm going to bring honor to the family, to your future family!"
Miko glared at him and stuck her finger in his face, "And no one can know that I asked you to do this, not your parents, not your friends, not anyone. You can't obviously throw the match. You have to lose just barely, convincingly, and accept the shame of losing without using me as an excuse. This will be your private gift to me, our special secret, your one chance to show me your true self."
Zaga stared at her for a long time, like she was a puzzle he couldn't solve. "Miko, this doesn't seem right. Maybe I could do something else-"
She cut him off decisively, "There's nothing else. If you really came here to apologize and show me I can trust you, this is the way."
A silent staring contest ensued. Miko ended it.
"You should go now. There's nothing else to say. I'll look at the match results tomorrow for your answer."
He stared at her a moment more, hoping she would start laughing at her big joke and let him off the hook.
But of course, she didn't. She was Miko. He looked down for a moment, searching for anything else to say, before looking back up at her in disappointment. And then he left.
Miko wondered whether he would do it. She gave her chances an even 50/50 in her mind. Maybe even if he doesn't do it, she could still make him submit to her later on? But that could be difficult. If he ignores her ultimatum and she still yields, her position would be substantially weakened. She wondered if the risks of her ultimatum were worth the information she hoped it would give her.
She felt in need of advice. And she knew just where she wanted to get it.
*****************************************
Johr was home when Miko knocked at his door. She didn't immediately recognize the hulking specimen who answered the door.
"Um...hello...Johr?"
"Miko! Wow, you look great!"
Both of their bodies had changed substantially since they last saw each other. She noticed his height and the width of his shoulders. He couldn't help but notice how her facial features seemed to have softened subtly. To his eyes, she looked like a petite, vulnerable version of the Miko he knew.
After checking each other out, Miko broke the silence. "I...I came to get your advice. Can I come in?"
Johr looked back towards the darkened entryway behind him. The voices of his mother and sisters were carrying from another room. He turned back to Miko.
"How about we take a walk?"
Together they strolled through the thick forest to the east of Johr's house. Miko flounced down the familiar trail, happy to be back doing something they'd done as gammas, before their lives had become so...complicated.
Johr found himself hopelessly distracted by how soft and full her backside looked. He felt bad leering at his longtime friend, but he couldn't help it. He was usually sure-footed on the path he knew by heart, but the swaying ass in front of him made him stumble more than once.
Miko hadn't realized how much she had missed her confidant. It was so easy to talk to him. She enthusiastically unburdened herself of her story, catching him up on her post-beta transition life. Johr listened intently, nodding and asking for clarification from time to time, but mostly just letting her talk. She had worried that the fact she had taken his dick up her ass would fundamentally change their relationship. But they fell right back into their usual rhythm.
Well, almost usual rhythm. She found herself distracted by how strong he looked. His biceps bulged pleasantly from his sleeves. They weren't the only things bulging. A thick cock was imprinting the front of his pants. Miko didn't have a lot of experience making alphas erect, especially not her best friend, but surprisingly she didn't feel the least bit awkward about it. It made her proud and excited. She was breathing faster than the trail's incline required.
"So what do you think?"
"That's quite a story. Man, I can't believe Zaga's mom rocks a strap-on. That's hot!" Johr commented with his easy smile. Miko was glad to see that his smile had survived his alpha transition.
"So what should I do?"
Johr sighed. "Hell if I know."
She punched him playfully in the arm. "Well gee thanks, mister! I come all the way out here and bare my darkest secrets, and all you've got for me is 'hell if I know'?!"



"Haha. I dunno. If I was a smoking hot beta like you, maybe I'd have that consultant find me the richest, oldest dude, one who's too old to fuck, who just wants to watch me lay by the pool and eat bonbons all day."
"I don't know if they ever get 'too old to fuck,' and I promise you being a smoking hot beta isn't all eating bonbons."
"Nah, I know, I know. Can't imagine. But seriously, I'd probably ask you what to do. You've got a good head on your shoulders, Miko. You'll figure it out."
"Well thanks for nothing," Miko sassed him with a beaming smile, enjoying the compliment even if it provided no solution.
"So what about you? What's next for Johr, alpha among alphas?"
Johr's grin faded a little. "Funny you should ask that. I'm leaving. Tomorrow actually."
"Leaving, eh? Going out of town in search of adventure?" Miko struggled to keep her tone light as she felt her stomach sink at the thought of losing her friend.
Johr saw right through it. He grunted and shook his head as if to say 'can't be helped.'
"Yeah. Waaayy out of town. Out of planet actually."
Miko's eyebrows rose, and Johr recovered his smile.
"Got a mining job on the third moon. It pays like you wouldn't believe!"
"So far away..." Miko said softly looking far away, deeper into the forest. "How long are you going for?" She looked back to his eyes.
He held her eye contact, communicating without words. "A year," he replied. Miko looked back into the trees.
"It's what I've always wanted. More money than my family's ever seen. Enough to take care of my parents and my sisters. Enough to get my own place, make something my own. Honestly, I'm excited."
Miko knew a year working the moon mines was no vacation. Long days, hard labor. But she could see he was proud to be making his own way in the world. Slowly a peaceful, genuine smile came to her lips. "I'm happy for you."
They stood in silence for a spell, feeling their minds stretch with each other's paths, enjoying the empathizing.
Then Miko took a step away. With a flourish, she brought one hand behind her head, sliding along her scalp and lifting her hair slightly, while the other came down to grasp her hip. One of the fashion poses that she'd had to practice incessantly to master. It came to her naturally now.
"Do they have betas like me on the third moon?" she questioned him with an impish grin on her face. She half-expected him to burst out laughing at her silly pose. But the pose did its job. Science is science.
Johr took in the curves of her figure and felt the corners of his mouth involuntarily draw upward.
"Nooope," he said without blinking, "not like you..."
Encouraged, Miko spun around towards a nearby tree. She brought both hands high over her head, pressing them together to lean into the tree trunk. Her lower back arched, bringing the perfect shape of her derriere into sharp relief. She looked back over her shoulder and batted her eyelashes. Another pose perfected.
"Do they let you fuck them up against the moon trees?" she asked in the sultriest tone she could manage. Johr's cock was plainly trying to rip his pants apart from the inside. It made her feel powerful.
But when she looked up to his face, he looked conflicted. Almost scared. She'd never seen that expression on him before.
"Miko, I..."
She took one hand off the tree to perch on her lower back, emphasizing her impressive back bend. She swung her hips slowly from side to side, invitingly.
"No! You're supposed to say 'No they don't,' and then I say, 'then I guess you better fuck this beta while you still have the chance!"
Johr didn't respond, still frozen with indecision. Miko's new confidence in her seductress abilities faltered. She looked down at the dirt at the base of the tree.
"C'mon, Johr. You really gonna make me beg? It's no big deal. Not like you haven't fucked me before. And I'm really horny. I want it." She looked back over her shoulder and shot him a hard look. "Take me!"
Johr was on her in a flash. With a fist full of her hair, he pulled her into himself as he drove his pelvis into her soft, upturned booty.
Miko purred as he compressed her supple body against his firm one. She felt his erection poking her buttocks as his hand wrapped around her waist to unfasten her pants.
"Are betas even allowed to wear pants these days?" he grumbled as he fumbled with her button.
Miko let him struggle and used the delay to ease her bottom even further back against him. "Hmmm, probably not. Better take them off of me before I get in trouble," she taunted him.
Finally, the button came free. He tugged her zipper down and then slid her waistband down over her fat cheeks in one smooth motion.
The sight of her pale domes ballooning out from either side of her black lace thong stopped his breath momentarily. Her buttocks had filled out considerably since he last saw them. It was truly a perfect ass. Through the pain of his constrained erection trying to rip a hole in his pants, he managed to reflect, 'I'm so lucky.' He couldn't wait to get at her asshole. He hoped her anal glands were gelling overtime because he hadn't brought any lube on this little hike.
Miko looked over her shoulder, beaming at him with pride. She swayed her pretty ass back and forth, advertising, until a firm grip surprised her, making her cry out with a little "oooph" as she reached forward for the tree to steady herself.
He grasped her rear with both hands, letting his thumbs slide over her soft peach. He hooked her thong and pulled it to the side.
"Uh Miko, there's a giant yellow butt plug in your ass."
Miko giggled and wiggled her tail. "I'm aware," she drawled without looking back.
'Who is this sex bomb?' Johr wondered happily to himself as he gripped the plug and started easing it out.
Her tight little ring put up a fight, but slowly Johr prevailed. The butt plug moved a millimeter at a time until it passed the widest point and popped out, forcing a grunt from Miko.
Her anus gaped for a second before adorably squeezing closed. It glistened with her fuck juice. She was soaking.
Johr and Miko were both anxious to move things along, but Johr hesitated about what to do with the wet plug in his hand.
"Put it in my mouth," Miko advised while reaching one hand back to spread herself open for him.
"What?" Johr stammered, not certain he'd heard her correctly.
Miko channeled goddess-like confidence, rolled her eyes, and commanded, "C'mon, that enema routine keeps my butthole sparkling. Now be a big boy alpha and shove that fat plug in my mo-ormrrhrrhrhm." Johr cut her off pushing the fat rubber toy between her lips. She whimpered as her jaw stretched to accommodate the entire plug.
With his hands free, Johr wasted no time lowering his own pants to free his throbbing erection. Her bare ass was completely defenseless. Johr rested the head of his thick dick in the furrow of her anus, grabbed her hips with both hands, and thrust himself inside.
"Mmmrrmrrrrrrm" Miko moaned into her gag as her perfect asshole swallowed her friend's fat cock. The force of his entry knocked her off balance, forcing her to let go of her backside and use both hands to steady herself against the tree trunk.
"Holy fuck!" Johr muttered between gasps of exertion and ecstasy. Her plush rear felt great flattened against his pelvis. He held himself still, as much to prevent himself from accidentally cumming as to allow Miko to get used to the rock-hard shaft now filling her rectum.
One millimeter at a time, Johr began to move. Sawing his dick in and out of her a little further each time, he began the ass fucking they both craved. In no time, he was giving her full thrusts, filling her tight channel with his entire length.
He threw his head back as he rode her. The pleasure took his mind to another plane of existence, that rare place one visits only a handful of times where the beauty of life can be truly appreciated. The woods had never looked so beautiful to him. The perfect stillness of the forest was broken only by Miko's muffled moans and the slapping of their flesh together.
Miko's fingernails dug into the soft bark of the tree. She was thankful for the plug smothering the whorish noises involuntarily leaving her throat.
She felt stuffed impossibly full. Johr's cock was the biggest thing she'd ever taken up her ass, and it was pumping her hard. The stretched out ring of her sphincter burned, but she loved it. It made her feel owned, dominated. She was the queen bitch. The very essence of betadom. As her caged clitty swung between her legs, she arched her back even further, searching to increase the prostate pounding that would allow her to sissygasm.
An orgasm was starting to build from deep inside her asshole when she heard Johr let out a low moan. She pushed hard against the tree and ripped the plug out of her mouth with one hand.
"No!," she wailed, "You fucker! Don't you dare cum yet! Stop! Get the fuck out of me!"
To his credit, Johr managed to stagger backwards, his cock pulling free of the tight grip of her anus and throbbing in the cool forest air.
Miko spun around and pointed to the ground. "Lay down on your back. Hurry up."
Johr didn't hesitate to lay in the dirt with his dick pointed skyward while Miko hurriedly tugged her pants off the rest of the way, tossing them in a pile and dropping the plug on top of it. She straddled him, squeezing her soft thighs against his ribs like she was riding a horse.
Reaching behind her, her hand found his cock and guided it back to her rear entrance. "Hoaaahhhhh," she moaned lewdly as she sat herself down, impaling her slippery rectum once again.
She pitched forward, pushing her hands into his chest to take her weight. Miko smiled down at him as she started to ride him like a cowgirl.
Spreading and squeezing her butt cheeks, Johr concentrated on not cumming as she took her pleasure.
Their unspoken communication was as good as two lovers' ever was. For a few thrusts, Johr would stay still while Miko bounced herself up and down, sliding her slick anus along his length. Then, they would seamlessly transition to him thrusting up into her while she held herself stationary.
Miko could tell she was close and readied herself for the final push. She sat herself upright on his prick, grinding her soft buttocks down on him. Her little bottom was stuffed so full. She reached a hand behind her and caressed his heavy testicles, weighing the sperm that would soon be pumped inside her.
Returning both hands to his chest for maximum balance and control, she went for it. "Mmm, mmmm, yes, yeeess, yeessss, YESSSSS!," the volume of her wails increasing with the speed of her bobbing booty. And then she went silent, her mouth open in a silent scream as her orgasm hit her like a freight train.
Her anus seemed to go completely slack for an instant before clamping down like a vise around the fat cock stuffed up her butt. Thin jism spilled out of her cage to pool on his stomach. Every muscle in her lithe little body seemed to contract as one before shifting to a full-body quiver as she rode out her ecstasy.
Finally freed of the burden of holding off his orgasm, Johr rushed towards his own climax. He gripped her little ass hard, digging his fingertips into her cheeks to keep her still as he thrust up into her in a frenzy. His nut sack drew up tight to his body before spasming hard. White, hot semen shot through him. His cock throbbed, shoved deep inside her, filling her booty. He painted her insides with a massive load of alpha cream.
Their bodies shook together as Miko slowly collapsed forward onto his chest. His hands slid upwards from her ass, across the smooth valley of her lower back, to wrap around her shoulders, pressing them together.
As their panting breaths slowed, silence once again returned to the forest.
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Miko navigated the crowd, making her way up into the stands. The arena wasn't packed, but most seats were filled. She watched where she stepped carefully as she moved down the row, trying not to shove her behind in the other spectators' faces any more than she had to. At last, she found her seat and sat down.
She winced.
The fullness in her ass was intense. Controlling her thick backside's descent into the chair caused her pelvic muscles to clench. Her poor bottom was still sore from yesterday's reaming, and now her sphincter tightened around the orange plug ensconced in her delicate asshole.
The new plug had slid inside her with relative ease this morning. It had made her feel deliciously filthy to recognize how stretched out she was from being sodomized by Johr's fat cock. Like a true beta. She'd felt proud of her progress. But now, she wondered if she shouldn't have stuck with the yellow plug another day. Miko fidgeted in her chair until she found the position that most relieved the distractingly intense fullness in her rear and then refocused herself on taking in the general spectacle.
The last time she'd been in the arena she hadn't been a beta. Her mind automatically compared her memory with her current experience. Surprisingly it wasn't the plug stuffed up her ass, nor the weight of the heavy breasts that now hung from her chest, that seemed most different. Her thoughts had changed the most. The last time she was here, she'd been picturing herself as a fighter in the ring. She'd been fully focused on her own potential for achievement and how this place might play a role in that. Now she noticed everyone else - the people in the stands, the competitors, even the people selling snacks - and what they were here for, what they wanted, particularly whether they seemed to want her. It was a jarringly different perspective. It made her memories seem like they were from a different person's life.
The fighters were already in the ring, stretching, warming their muscles, and psyching themselves up for battle. Zaga looked professional going through warm ups with his trainer.
She hadn't told him she was coming, but of course she had come. She had a lot riding on this match. That could be her future mate down there, the alpha who would own her. Would he do as she'd asked and throw the match to prove she could trust him? She really had no idea. It made this by far the most interesting sporting event she'd ever attended.
She had wanted him to see her in the stands. To know he was being watched. To know she was sitting there in judgment. To that end, she'd spent the entire morning primping, doing her hair and her make-up. Her full locks framed her face, cascading to her shoulders in well-coiffed waves. She was overdressed in a fashionable gown that she wore off the shoulder. Her breasts were not out like a whore's but she was definitely showing cleavage. On top of all this, she'd intentionally entered after most of the other spectators were already seated. Hoping to make an entrance and announce her arrival. To draw attention. Hopefully his attention.
But it seemed like that had all been in vain. Zaga seemed completely focused on his match preparation. Miko frowned. She could certainly feel many other pairs of eyes on her.
One pair of eyes she didn't notice gazed at her from across the arena. Meryl had watched the pretty beta make her entrance, affecting everyone around her. Smiling in satisfaction, she told herself that everything was going to plan. The girl was clearly coming to terms with her situation, that much could be seen from her fashion choices today, and now she was here to support Zaga like a loyal beta should. Meryl wasn't sure exactly where things stood between Miko and her son. He had been worryingly mute on the subject last night, offering her no details, only that he'd apologized as she'd encouraged him to do.
Meryl had planned to press him for more details after today's match, but now she saw Miko's appearance here as clear evidence of her plan's success. One way or another, whether Zaga led or followed, Miko would be part of their family. Meryl felt certain.
The fight began, and the spectators leaned forward in their seats. Miko felt her heart accelerate in her chest. The other alpha was a bit stockier than Zaga but thankfully also seemed a bit slower. 'Thankfully?' Miko thought to herself. 'Who am I rooting for here?' It occurred to her that her margin for 'success' was quite narrow. Zaga couldn't lose in her eyes, but had to lose officially. She realized she would be disappointed unless Zaga both convinced her that he could win and then choose to lose, with everyone else none the wiser. Maybe not the best plan for happiness she'd ever proposed.
To her eyes at least, it was a close contest. The combatants seemed wholly invested in victory. Zaga seemed to dance around his opponent, making contact with a flurry of movement before retreating from the other man's grasp. A few times the opponent managed to grab ahold of Zaga and attempt to drag him to the ground, but so far Zaga had managed to break free each time.
Miko found herself more attracted to Zaga in this moment than she had previously thought possible. His ability was impressive, his moves were practiced, clearly the result of disciplined training. As her estimation of him grew, she found herself beginning to question whether it would really be so bad if Zaga actually won. Her ass clenched around her soft rubber plug - a momentary spike in her ever-rising libido - as she watched the match even more closely. She couldn't look away. She couldn't even breathe. It was like watching the metaphorical battle for her fate enacted in real life.
Suddenly Zaga delivered a vicious combination, two body shots followed by a wicked hook, and his opponent went down. Zaga fell upon him, pressing the advantage. He locked the man's arm behind him in a submission hold. Just as the referee began the count, Zaga's head shot up, and he looked directly at Miko.
He knew! He knew right where she was sitting. He must have secretly seen her come in.
Miko couldn't help but smile down at her champion. Her heart raced in her chest. This was it. Not exactly the future she'd always imagined for herself, but one should could accept. She had been wrong about Zaga. He would prove his love with this shared secret. He would become a strong alpha and she would be his little beta. They would live happily ever after. She felt like she might swoon.
Now Zaga had entered the ring fully intending to throw the match for her. He was going to go for a submission hold, to demonstrate that he had the skills to win the match, and then fake a lapse in concentration that would allow his opponent to wriggle out of his trap and steal the victory. When he had seen Miko enter, dressed to the nines, looking every bit the beta of his dreams, it had only confirmed for him that he was making the right decision.
But now, looking up at her in the heat of the moment, he wasn't sure he could do it. That damned arrogant, self-satisfied expression on her face. He looked back down at his opponent struggling to undermine his superior position.
Why did she always have to win? She's the beta, not him! It dawned on him that if he went through with this and lost the match, then Miko would never respect him as an alpha. He imagined being her doormat for life. He regretted being her bully and her rapist, but he didn't want to be her slave. He needed this victory.
The count was almost over. Zaga looked back up to the stands. He made eye contact with Miko again with a pained expression, already feeling like he was going to regret whatever decision he made. With an almost imperceptible little shrug, he looked back down. The ref completed the count. He had won.
Miko had never experienced emotion of this magnitude.
Even during her gang rape. Maybe it had been the drugs or the surprise of it and resultant lack of build up, but it wasn't like this.
In an instant, Miko felt all the positive emotions that had been welling up inside her bosom turn to ash and vaporize. They left a powerful vacuum within her that sucked at her insides and threatened to turn her inside out.
The shock, the unexpected reversal of her fortunes, her dashed hopes. Her eyes grew wide as her mind struggled to find a new equilibrium.
In the next instant, she was on her feet. Then she was moving to the exit, storming out of the stands, unsure of her destination but determined to kill anyone in standing in her way.
Meryl had been pleased with Miko's attendance, though she hadn't grasped its significance. When she had seen Miko exchanging intense eye contact with her son at the pivotal moment, she hadn't known what that meant either. But now, watching the girl stomp down the stairs with a scowl on her face, it became obvious.
Miko was lost in her internal monologue, ranting about betrayal and never being able to trust Zaga or anyone ever again. She kept her head down, focusing on moving forward without caring where that led her. Her vision blurred with the tears that intense emotion brought to her eyes. In her visually impaired distraction, she bumped into a big alpha form.
"Sorry," she mumbled as she attempted to move around the man, but he held tight by her shoulders. "Hey, what are you -?" she trailed off as she looked up and realized she recognized the man.
It was the chauffeur. Meryl's chauffeur.
"Madam wishes to see you," he said casually as he started to drag her through the crowd with a death grip on her arm. "Huh? Hey wait a second! Stop. I don't wish to see her!" Miko protested half-heartedly like an errant child, still too fucked up from her emotions to do anything competently. He paid her no mind.
Seconds later they arrived at the car. He, rather adamantly, persuaded her to get in the back. The car pulled forward and around the block. They pulled up to the curb, the back door opened, and Meryl poked her head in.
"Hello my dear," she said with a smile before plopping her wide derriere into the seat across from Miko.
Miko pouted and eyed the older beta with suspicion. Her mind swirled with mixed feelings, anger at anything connected to Zaga, shame at failing at the task she'd been handed, and some small measure of relief at seeing someone who might understand what she was going through.
All of this blended together and manifested in a sour expression with the addition of wide, searching eyes. Miko said nothing, but Meryl did not seem offended by the cold greeting. She gave Miko a sympathetic smile, then nodded to the driver in the rearview mirror, and the vehicle pulled back into traffic.
Meryl took an indirect approach, opening her purse and checking her make-up in a compact mirror. Keeping her eyes focused on her own reflection, she began, "I see what you were trying to do. A bold move. Overly aggressive perhaps, but you shouldn't take this as a failure."
Miko arched an eyebrow. "Zaga told you?"
Meryl looked back at her and smiled. "No, he was very tight-lipped about it, probably embarrassed. But when I saw him look up from the ring at you with that expression on his face, I figured you'd asked him to throw the match, right?"
Miko looked away fuming.
"Of course you did," Meryl continued, "And I was serious. This is not a failure."
Miko's posture slouched a bit in defeat. "How is it not a failure? He completely ignored me."
"Leaving you in an excellent negotiating position. He lost the moment you got him to agree to such a ridiculous proposal. Now he fucked up. He broke his word to you."
"...um, well he never actually said he agreed-"
Meryl waved her words out of the air. "Semantics. I saw the look he gave you. There was an expectation and it wasn't fulfilled. In his mind right now, he's the bad guy, I guarantee you. You can demand anything now. Well maybe not anything, but at least anything as big as this match. Really, Miko, you're in a good spot."
Miko eyed the woman critically. She wanted to believe these words, but part of her wondered if this woman wasn't just the ultimate spin doctor perpetually trying to manipulate her.
"I just...I feel like I'm just making this up as I go, I'm messing it up." Miko hung her head, allowing herself to acknowledge and experience her disappointment and self-doubt.
Meryl reached out and slid a finger under her chin, raising Miko's head until their eyes met. She lightly grasped Miko's jaw and gently ran her thumb over Miko's full lips. It was such a strange movement, decidedly beta in its tenderness while fully alpha in its confidence. Her body responded to it by squeezeing down tightly around her plug, reminding her that she was a slutty, horny little beta.
"You're doing just fine. He wants you, Miko. You are beautiful and strong and completely desirable. If you want him, he will be yours."
Meryl was so confident, and Miko so frustrated, that before Miko knew what she was doing, she rushed forward and pressed her lips against Meryl's.
Meryl could feel the desperation in that kiss. The girl's soft lips felt amazing. She didn't kiss back, but she didn't pull away either. Miko pulled back and searched Meryl's face.
She looked overall unsure, but her eyes glinted with hunger. "Miko, we shouldn't-"
Miko kissed her again. This time, Meryl gave in to temptation. She took Miko's hair in a firm grip and crushed their lips together. The older beta's tongue slid into the hot wetness of Miko's mouth, battering the girl's tongue, dominating it.
Meryl pulled back only when her lungs burned for air. She gasped, breathless with lust. "Get on your knees, you little bitch!"
Miko slid to a kneeling position in the footwell and looked up at Meryl submissively, awaiting further commands. Meryl felt an annoying itch from the ethical part of her brain. It slowed her movements as she spread her legs and hiked her dress up. She had already struggled with the morality of plotting with this girl "against" her son, telling herself it was for the best and would make him happier in the long run.
No similar arguments came to her mind through the haze of lust now, but she instinctually sensed she remained sufficiently close to her own ethical border that she would be able to come up with a justification later. Good enough.
"Lick me!" she commanded, pulling her panties to the side, exposing her experienced asshole and limp, hairless clitty.
Miko had no plan. Her brain was operating on a level below plans. On pure instinct, she let her face fall into the hot, hungry flesh before her. The woman's bare sac felt incredibly soft smooshed against Miko's cheeks. The semi-hard little clit throbbed against Miko's closed eyelids as she took in the woman's scent, inhaling deeply. She moaned into her crotch from the overwhelming eroticism.
Finally, Miko got a hold of herself enough to lift her head and gently take the little glans between her lips.
Meryl had expected to feel the girl's mouth elsewhere. She reminded herself the girl had probably never been with another beta.
With her left hand still holding her panties aside, she pushed her right hand between her legs to the top of Miko's skull. "Oh sweet Miko, let me show you how I like it." She pushed the girl's head down with gradually increasing pressure until her face began to slide down Meryl's crotch. Miko's mouth was moved lower until the cocklette popped free. Her lips slid down the woman's genitals leaving a snail trail of whore saliva on the hairless scrotum and taint.
Miko ran her tongue in a wide circle, hesitating about a centimeter away from the woman's anus. It wasn't that she was disgusted. On the contrary, she desperately wanted to eat this woman's ass. She'd just never rimmed someone before. She didn't want to rush and mess it up.
Meryl was less patient. She looked down between her legs at Miko and raised an eyebrow. It was vaguely threatening.
Miko felt a chill run through her and she rushed to meet her mistress's demand. She spiraled her tongue towards the woman's puckered asshole. "Ooooh fuck yes! Rim me with that velvet tongue!" Miko lost herself in the submissive act. Dragging her tongue slowly across her lover's skin. Savoring every crinkle of her anus. Sweet anal gel began to ooze from her balloon knot as she became more and more aroused.
"Tongue fuck me, girl! I want to feel it inside."
Miko's first impression was that such a thing was not actually possible. Probably just nasty talk hyperbole. Like saying "I'm going to fuck you so hard you won't walk straight for days!" Not actually going to happen, but it sure paints an erotic picture. So she pretended to try by moving the tip of her tongue to the center of the woman's tight sphincter and making it as rigid as she could. She grossly underestimated how well a beta's sphincter could be trained.
Upon feeling the tongue centered on her pucker, Meryl's anus reflexively dilated for penetration the same way it had a thousand times before. The greedy hole practically grabbed Miko's tongue and sucked it inside.
Meryl gasped in delight. Her eyelids fluttered closed, her eyeballs rolling back behind them, her jaw dropped opened in an expression of pure joy. As the little beta's tongue moved around inside her, she cackled like a madwoman. "Step on it, Henry! Back to the house. This little sex bomb is about to go off. It's an emergency!"
"Yes, madam," Henry responded with admirable professionalism but enough huff in his voice to betray his arousal at the live porno in his backseat. Best job he'd ever had.
By the time the sedan pulled into the garage, Meryl had patiently instructed Miko in rimming, tongue fucking, clit sucking, and edging. The girl had brought her to the brink twice without crossing the line. It was going to be an epic cum.
Meryl practically dragged Miko from the vehicle, spiriting her quickly to the master bedroom. "Wait here and strip!" she said in a ravenous, almost crazed voice, before moving to her closet to retrieve a particular sex toy she had in mind.
Meryl realized that her lust was endangering her carefully crafted image of someone always in complete control. Maybe the reasonable thing would be to send the girl home and call her husband to come home immediately for an emergency ass pounding. But she was enjoying herself too much to stop riding this sexual high. She would just need to make Miko cum hard enough to distract the girl from her own frenzied desire.
She knelt before the trunk that contained her tools of debauchery. She dug through the various butt plugs, dildos, and strap-on harnesses, searching. A wolfish grin spread across her face when she found what she was looking for at the bottom of the trunk.
Miko waited patiently, naked and on her knees. No one had told her to kneel, but it just felt right to her. In the back of her mind, she could faintly hear the buzz of a thousand questions. What am I doing here? Is this right? Why is my ass pussy so wet right now? Am I a slut? Is Meryl a slut? Is kneeling without being told too beta? Will this make her think I'm not strong enough to be a matriarch? What is she doing in the closet?
But she ignored that buzz. The results recently produced by following her mind's direction - thinking about all these little questions - had not been particularly pleasing to Miko. Now she subconsciously decided to try something new. Do what feels good.
Meryl walked back into the room to find the picture of vulnerability waiting for her. The girl was naked as instructed, kneeling facing the bed perpendicular to Meryl. Her profile was picturesque. Definitively beta.
Her hands were flat on the floor between her spread legs, taking only a trivial part of her weight. But that added support allowed her spine to form a delicious curve. Soft pale buttocks hovered just above her heels, leading up to a lovely arch at her hips before cresting in the opposite direction between her shoulder blades. Her breasts struggled to find enough room between her upper arms, protruding forward just enough for Meryl to see an areola in its entirety. Her long hair hung mostly in front of her, shrouding her face for the moment in a way that seemed to magnify her submission.



Her head turned to face Meryl with the kind of slow hesitation that screamed embarrassment. That image was reinforced by the uncertain, vulnerable expression on her face. But she didn't shy away from Meryl's eyes. The lust there was just keeping the shame at bay. Miko swallowed her saliva and waited and longed for whatever was to come.
Meryl was in her element, sauntering into the room with a strut. She brought her hand to Miko's cheek, softly stroking it before pressing her thumb inside the girl's mouth. Miko sucked like a good beta.
"There's nothing to be ashamed of, darling. You're a highly sexual woman. So you long to be bent over and fucked up your ass. You can experience pleasure on a level that others only dream of. It's a gift, not a curse, Miko. Accept it. Learn about your body. Learn how to control it, how to feed it. Learn how to use it to inflame the loins of others, how to enslave them to your pleasure."
She pushed the girl lightly between her shoulder blades, tipping her onto all fours. Miko bit her lip but still arched her lower back further, lifting her rump and offering herself to the more dominant beta.
Meryl's smile widened. "Oh ho, I see you've been learning quite a bit!" The thick orange butt plug peaked out from between Miko's plump cheeks. Meryl grabbed it with a firm grip and after a few tugs the girl's hole relinquished the toy.
'Holy shit' Meryl thought when she saw the plug's girth, though she managed to keep her surprise out of her voice as she said, "Very nice, Miko. You're going to have no trouble with my new toy."
She also noticed the girl's clit was locked in chastity. It pleased her to know that the girl and her family were taking her training seriously.
Miko felt her slap something heavy against her buttocks and looked back over her shoulder to investigate.
Meryl was playfully spanking her with a thick black rubber snake. Miko noticed the snake had heads at both ends. Then she realized the heads looked like the glans of a penis. It was a double dildo.
She looked up from the fetish toy to find Meryl's toothy smile shimmering.
"I bought this thinking I might use it with Zaga's father someday, but I've always fantasized about using one with another beta. I wonder what it will feel like ass to ass, with our soft pillowy cheeks bouncing against one another" She shivered with excitement.
"Crawl up on the bed, Miko. On your back."
Miko moved into position, twisting onto her back and instinctively sending a hand between her legs to cover her little caged clitty. For modesty.
In this moment, lying on naked on her back before her clothed superior, she felt small and weak and vulnerable. It made her ridiculously horny. Her sissy cunt was soaked with anal gel. A drop trickled from her stretched out asshole, making her wet between her cheeks.
Meryl smiled at the girl's ridiculous, symbolic attempt at modesty. To even the playing field a bit, she slipped the straps of her dress off her shoulders and let the garment fall to the floor.
Her body was spectacular, but it was the way she carried herself that was truly exceptional. Her posture exuded confidence. Her chest thrust forward proudly. Her hand settled into the crook of her hip accentuating its curve and highlighting her figure as she moved to lie next to Miko on the bed.
Miko was so aroused that her quickening breath was audible. She turned her head hesitantly towards Meryl, who responded by taking her in a deep kiss. Their tongues danced hungrily before Meryl pulled back with a wicked grin. "Spread you legs, darling."
Miko's thighs parted before she had time to consciously issue the order.
"Pull them up and apart by your thighs. Use both hands. I'll take care of this," Meryl consoled her, taking her caged cocklette in her hand as the girl surrendered it. Meryl tugged gently on the hairless sac containing her shrinking testicles while sending her middle finger downwards to tease the girl's asshole.
"Poor Miko. I know it's hard. My mother caged me too. But it's worth it, you'll see. Soon you'll be having more powerful orgasms than you ever dreamed possible."
Miko closed her eyes with a pang of guilt, remembering the powerful anal orgasm that had racked her body yesterday when she had ridden Johr's cock. But then she remembered Zaga's betrayal. She didn't owe him or Meryl anything. Her expression contained a touch of severity when opened her eyes again.
Meryl misinterpreted this as confirmation of the girl's sexual frustration. "Let's fill your ass, baby."
She grabbed the end of the double dildo from where it rested on the mattress and brought the tip to the girl's puckered opening. Even with all of her stretching, the muscular ring had already tightened up enough to resist the intrusion of the thick cock head. "C'mon baby girl, show me what you can do. Let it in."
All of Miko's attention moved inward. She breathed deep and willed her sphincters to relax and accept the penetration. She could feel her little hole begin to blossom and swallow the faux dong.
"Ohhhhhmmmmmmmmm" she bit her lip to stiffle her moan when her anus closed around the cock head, pulling it deeper inside her. Meryl watched with delighted fascination. She used her thumb to rub Miko's swollen taint as more dick was fed up her ass.
Meryl's panty-clad ass was becoming slick with her own desire as she violated the nubile body before her. She reached behind her to pop the clasp on her brassiere, freeing her enormous breasts.
Miko eyed the puffy areolae topping those bare melons, her jaw dropping open in lust and wonder. With one hand continuing to feed more plastic cock up Miko's ass, Meryl used the other to push her nipple into Miko's open mouth.
Miko sucked on her tit like a babe. She moaned into the stiff nub of hot flesh while more and more silicone shaft filled her bottom.
When the boob was plucked from her lips, Miko reflexively opened her mouth to accept the other tit. But when nothing filled her mouth, she opened her eyes to find Meryl grinning at her. "Your end is deep enough. Get up on your hands and knees."
Miko complied with slow, smooth movements. She relished the tug of gravity pulling in new directions - on her breasts, on her caged clitty, on the rubber schlong hanging from her butthole - as she positioned her body to be fucked like an animal.
Meryl waited for the girl's eyes before facing away from her and sensuously dragging her panties down to bare her perfect globes.
Miko unconsciously licked her lips, the memory of eating that ass still fresh in her mind. She watched the woman move to all fours, her beta-cute clitty hanging beneath her wet, winking asshole.
Meryl took the other end of the double dildo in a practiced grip and pressed the fat cock against her anus. Giving a masterclass in accepting penetration, her asshole spread and engulfed the toy in a fluid motion. Meryl savored the thickness stretching her with a moan a food critic might emit following that first bite of filet mignon.
Meryl slowly backed her ass up, accepting more and more of the kinky toy inside her rectum. Finally, her soft cheeks pressed gently against Miko's.
The pair of betas paused to revel in the moment. Both were breathing hard with arousal. Meryl's dicklette was as erect as it could get these days, pointing straight down at the mattress. Miko's was as swollen as possible in her cage. Her entire pelvic floor felt engorged, intensifying the sensations from the cock in her ass.
Meryl slowly began to gyrate her hips, rubbing their cheeks together, letting their smooth flesh drag and slip against one another. Then she tried a little twerk, bouncing their butts together. It was almost comical, but they were both far too aroused to laugh.
Now she got serious and started to fuck herself on the dildo, thrusting her hips straight back and forth, gliding her well-trained anus up and down the toy's length.
Miko moaned from the sensation, but she wasn't really getting fucked. Her less-experienced asshole clung tightly to the thick toy buried in her rectum. The result was almost no change in the depth of penetration, but a less intense sensation as her entire pelvic floor was tossed around as it resisted the tugs and thrusts of Meryl's movements.
Meryl was already close to her orgasm. She knew exactly the rhythm and angle that would take her on the most direct path to climax. But she realized she was getting ahead of Miko.
Closing her eyes to focus on tightening her own sphincter's grip on the dildo, she dragged a few inches from Miko's clutching hole. She smiled when she was rewarded with a fantastically slutty moan from the bitch wrapped around the toy's other end.
"C'mon Miko, don't make me do all the work! Loosen up your fuck hole and throw those hips back!"
"I'm trying!" Miko complained like a brat. She was desperate to impress the woman, but she'd never used a double dildo before. She needed a win.
"Mmmmm" Miko exhaled as she focused on staying relaxed while forcing her butt backwards. This time, the other woman's sphincter was stronger than her own, resulting in another inch impaling Miko's ass rather than pushing into the other beta.
The two women humped their asses back and forth in a chaotic battle. One would take control of the rhythm for a moment before losing it to the other. Miko had no idea what she was doing, but she worked her booty on that cock for all she was worth.
She didn't seem to be moving closer to or further away from orgasm. Her muscles were starting to complain but her frustration made her keep pace. Her mind tried to understand what she should do differently, but the powerful sensations her body was experiencing overwhelmed coherent thought.
Meryl on the other hand understood their coupling on a deeper level. Although she enjoyed humping her ass against the girl's smooth cheeks, not knowing who would be impaled to a greater extent, whose sphincter would be tighter during any particular thrust, she too was beginning to feel the relentless need to cum.
She had a decent understanding now of the girl's range, how loose she could make herself with maximum concentration and how tightly she could squeeze her back door shut. Luckily Meryl's abilities were greater on both ends of that spectrum.
Deciding she would make herself cum first and then take care of the girl, Meryl breathed out slowly and opened herself completely. She threw her hips back, hard and fast, bouncing her ass on what was essentially a stationary dildo thanks to Miko's tighter asshole.
Meryl knew her anus would clamp down hard when she crossed the threshold, so she called out to Miko over the smacking sounds of their buttocks. "Ughhhh, I'm almost there, squeeze your ass, Miko! I'm cuuuuummmmming!"
To Miko's ears, the woman sounded unhinged as her orgasm crashed over her. Miko dug her fingers into the duvet and squeezed her sphincter as hard as she could to withstand the older woman's onslaught. The force with which Meryl's ass was slapping against her own was moving her entire body back and forth. The bed creaked with the cycling momentum.
Meryl held nothing back. She cried out like a bitch being bred as she bucked on the stiff shaft in her asshole, while her clitty squirted between her legs. "hah, hah, hah, hoaaaahhhhh!" Finally, the waves of contractions ended, and her sphincter relaxed again. The only sound was the heavy breathing of two naughty sluts.
"Alright Miko," Meryl said softly, "time for you to cum. Relax that ass, sweetie. I'm going to take you for a ride."
Miko had barely registered the meaning of her words when the cock in her ass was shoved deeper inside her. Meryl gripped the toy firmly with strong anal muscles, easily pushing past Miko's weaker defenses.
Miko howled as she was properly fucked up the ass. Her fingers and toes dug into the mattress while she focused all her concentration on keeping her anus slack. Meryl panted with exertion, working the powerful muscles in her lower back to pound the little beta.
"C'mon baby, cum for me!" Meryl raised up from her elbows, putting her palms on her knees for support before throwing her ass back with fury, angling the other end of the dildo downwards to put more pressure on the girl's prostate.
Miko whimpered and moaned while the other woman fucked her. Her body accelerated towards orgasm. She knew if she lost her focus and let her anus squeeze down then the spike in pressure would probably make her cum instantly. But she wanted to experience it all. She didn't want to rush it by even one thrust. She wanted a completely passive orgasm. She wanted to be made to cum without chasing it at all.
Her moans became louder and nearly constant. Meryl knew she was close and forced herself to ignore her tired muscles and fuck faster. "Ohhhhhhhhhh, c'mon, fuck yeeeeeaaaaaaaahhh."
A high pitched squeal left Miko's lips and then she was cumming. Creamy white jizz dripped in spurts from her cage while her asshole convulsed on the moving cock.
Meryl kept pounding the girl's backdoor until her moans stilled into whimpers. She collapsed forward onto her chest. Her tired pelvic muscles gave up and her body slid a few inches off the double dildo. She reached behind her to hold the toy steady as she wriggled herself off the last few inches.
Miko also let herself collapse forward. Her tired groin muscles quivered as her thighs spread involuntarily under her weight until her lower belly was flush against the mattress with the dildo lewdly sticking out of her upturned ass.
Meryl crawled around and took Miko into her arms. She pulled the girl's face gently into her bosom. They held each other in contented silence, catching their breath with their assholes throbbing.
"That was wonderful, Miko," Meryl praised, "you would be a triumph for any alpha."
Miko's heart warmed upon hearing the words. She wondered if she should say something about her intentions with Zaga. Meryl seemed to sense it and added, "Whoever you end up with, even if it's not Zaga, you can always come to me. I'll be there for you."
Miko had not expected that. Part of her still suspected that everything this manipulative bitch did was to advance her own family's interests. But when she looked up from the woman's massive tits to meet her eyes, she believed her.
The words meant more to her than she realized. Her eyes moistened as she reached up with her lips and kissed Meryl. Their tongues intertwined. There were no attempts at domination, no jockeying for position, just love as they enjoyed the tastes of each others' lips and the soft embrace of their tongues.
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Tim sat on the bench outside the counselor's office, wringing his hands and trying to ignore the throbbing between his buttocks. His anus periodically clenched, spiking the soreness but eliciting a delicious tightness in his pelvic floor. It was a strange sensation, like a new body part had suddenly been added. He couldn't stop his body from the exploring with experimental squeezes.
He was a nervous wreck. Was the technician serious when she'd said he would be declared a beta for sure? Was she just messing with him? He wanted to hate her for her unprofessionalism and for in his opinion overly rough treatment, but if he was truthful his feelings toward her were warm. If she reappeared before him now, he'd probably smile at her like an idiot.
The clothes she had left for him did not help quell his fears. A pair of plain white cotton panties, a one-piece jumpsuit in a pale, almost white, pink, a pair of white ankle socks with a bit of lace at the tops, and a black pair of flat sandals with a strap that he would have referred to as Mary Janes.
He had stood naked before the pile of clothes for several minutes, debating what to do. The technician had removed the clothes he'd come in with. There were no other clothes present. He thought about refusing to wear the socks as a symbolic gesture but changed his mind when he thought his feet may look even more effeminate barefoot in the sandals. He took care to make sure that the legs of the jumpsuit fully covered the lace on the socks.
After waiting for more than two hours, Tim was finally admitted into the counselor's office.
He was surprised to see his parents seated at the conference table. His mother looked like she'd been crying. His father nodded to him seriously. The counselor directed him to sit next to his parents on one side of the table. She then introduced the two women on the other side: Dr. Tanya Valiknakov from the Beta Treatment Institute and Ms. Sally Thomas from the Versatile Transition company.
The doctor looked severe, serious and nerdy behind her thick-rimmed glasses, though one could not call her unattractive. The company woman was strikingly attractive, her long hair expertly styled as it cascaded over her shoulders, her make-up perfectly applied. Her full breasts were prominently displayed in her tight blouse.
The counselor turned to Tim. "We've been discussing your case with your parents and Dr. V here for over an hour now. I understand that this result was not expected by you or your parents. But Dr. V has been very accommodating in explaining the results and the necessary treatment, and we are all in agreement. Therefore, Ms. Thomas has just joined us. Ms. Thomas, would you like to explain a little more about your function here?"
"Of course. I'm here as a representative of the Versatile Transition company. Transition companies invest in betas, often taking on the financial burdens of any necessary surgeries and medicines and of the intensive behavioral therapy required to help betas reach their potential. In return, they take a portion of the beta's future earnings or sale price if she enters into an agreement to be sold wholesale."
Tim's head was swimming with the shock of everything that had been said, but one word stood out as the most shocking.
"She?!" It was the first word he'd spoken since they all started talking. "But I'm a boy."
The pretty sales rep smiled patronizingly, as one would at a child who didn't understand why they needed to eat their vegetables. She was about to speak, when the counselor jumped in. "Oh sweetie, while you technically could try to keep a male gender as a beta, your prospects would be considerably diminished. Betas, especially a B3 like you, crave both domination and penetration. They need partners who are naturally motivated to provide both. And that's mostly men."
At his confused expression, the sales rep spoke up, "That's right. Approximately 90% of the beta market are males seeking a female/feminized beta. Another 8% are homosexual/bisexual men seeking male betas with the remainder composed of roughly equal numbers of lesbian/bisexual women seeking female betas and other women seeking male betas. So if you were to become a male beta, you're missing out on more than 90% of your options."
Tim couldn't listen to any more. "This is bullshit! I'm not a beta! And I'm definitely not a she! Just because I had a...a reaction to what that technician did doesn't mean that-"
"ENOUGH!" Dr. V's commanding voice immediately brought silence to the room. "The communication this afternoon has frankly been unacceptable, I assume because your counselor has not had much experience with betas," she pointedly stared down the counselor who looked down and seemed to shrink in her seat as she was scolded. "So I will take over to ensure the essential information is correctly conveyed."
At this point she switched from addressing the entire room to focusing her laser eye contact on Tim.
"The facts are these: your scores of the physical portion of the beta screen, particularly your arousal responses to transexual pornography and your demonstrate ability to orgasm from anal penetration alone, place you in the beta 3 category, even without considering your written test results. It is precisely for cases like yours that we include the physical portion of the screen.
Your written test results would have missed the fact that you are clearly a beta. But after reviewing them in light of your physical results, your high marks in submissiveness and agreeableness make sense and are likely underestimating the full extent of these qualities. For instance, your acceptance of the technician's commands to bend over and accept penetration with only token resistance would be unheard of for an alpha. Admittedly, your intelligence quotient and ambition scores were abnormally high for a beta, so your transition therapy may need to be more...intensive. But the sum of all of your testing indicates beta status without a doubt."
"I don't believe any of this crap!" Tim yelled with a mixture of anger and fear as he shot to his feet. Dr. V responded by pressing a large button on the table top and two large men dressed as orderlies quickly entered the room.
Dr. V spoke forcefully but carefully, "You will sit down this instant! If you absolutely cannot behave yourself, we will have no choice but to have you removed, and sedated if necessary, and we can finish up the conference with your parents. But in my professional opinion it is very important for your treatment that you understand your situation as soon as possible, so I highly recommend that you sit down and listen. Now, will you stay and behave yourself?"
Tim was so shocked by the rapid, forceful turn of events that he answered automatically. "Yes."
"YES MA'AM!" Dr. V demanded.
"Yes ma'am." Tim repeated submissively and sat back down. He looked down at his hands, embarrassed. When he looked back up, he found his parents looked at him in surprise and the others looked at him with relieved, satisfied little smiles. Just what they expect from a beta.
"Now, as I was saying," Dr. V resumed, "your testing was not in the borderline range. Your result was definitive. Therefore, as per protocol, your parents were called in and we reviewed the results together with the judge who joined by teleconference. In this case, I think it will be helpful to share some of those results directly with you."
She punched a few buttons and the screen on the back wall lit up. Then a video began to play. Tim instantly recognized himself and the technician. What followed was a heavily-edited video, a series of highlights from his screening.
Occasionally Dr. V's piped in with commentary: "Notice here how she accepted the restraints without a word of protest. This occurs in fewer than 3% of screenings," and "Look here how naturally she accepts and participates in her penetration." Tim's face flushed beet red as he watched the video of himself humping back on the technician's dildo.
The room clearly had numerous video cameras capturing different angles of his screening. One showed his face with his mouth dropped open in obvious arousal. Next the video showed a shot of his stiff penis bobbing between his legs as he was fucked. Then a shot that must have been taken from a bodycam on the technician that showed a closeup of his quivering asshole wrapped around the testing rod as it disappeared in and out of him.
The moment of his orgasm was captured in slow motion. How he bucked on the thick shaft filling his bottom, how his cream spilled out into the receptacle below him, the whorish moans that had involuntarily left his mouth. There was also testimony from the technician about how easily he'd submitted and from Dr. V comparing his results to population averages.
Tim wanted to speak but looked warily over at the two orderlies who were still posted near the door. He took a deep breath and then began in a quiet voice. "So...I may be...somewhat submissive...but I still don't see how that makes me a she."
Dr. V seemed pleased with the question. "I will explain it to you. It's true that you are not attracted to men. Your arousal level dropped to negligible in response to most of the male homosexual pornography. However, your arousal level to sissy *ahem* transsexual pornography vastly exceeded your level when exposed to vanilla heterosexual imagery. In fact, you became aroused by all the videos of sexual domination and submission, regardless of the genders, even the homosexual videos. This phenomenon is extremely common among betas. Your sexuality is based more on dominance and submission than it is on gender roles. So while, as Ms. Thomas stated, there are rare dominant women who might be able to meet your needs for constant domination and penetration as a male, your chances for a happy, fulfilling life are much greater as a female."
Tim began to panic now. "Well...well I will need time to think about-"
"You were legally declared a feminine beta, class 3, half an hour ago." Dr. V silenced him.
Tim looked to the counselor with a horrified look on his face. She gave him a sympathetic nod in confirmation. "It's true. The judge signed the order given the overwhelming objective evidence from your scores, Dr. V's expert recommendation, and your parents assent."
Tim turned to his parents, shocked at their betrayal. His father averted his eyes, but his mother looked back at him with empathetic tears in her eyes. "I know it's a lot to take in, sweetheart. But it's all going to be ok. They have great programs for this now. The doctors are going to help you, baby."
Tim realized his mother was a lost cause and quickly scanned the other faces at the table in search of support.
Dr. V peered at him like she was studying a test subject. "Your name was also legally changed to Cynthia Thompson and you'll go by Cindy. It is well established in cases like these that it is best to make a clean break with your previous life as a man."
Cindy started to hyperventilate.
"Just breathe, Cindy. You're going to be just fine. It's a big transition for anyone. You're doing great."
Cindy managed to keep breathing but looked down at the table in front of her, unable to handle meeting anyone's eyes.
At this point, Dr. V stepped in, "I think that's probably all the information Cindy can handle for today. Why don't the rest of us finish discussing the details and I can fill Cindy in gradually at the facility over the next few days?"
No one had any objection. Dr. V nodded to the two burly men near the door, who gently moved to each side of Cindy, each taking her hand and arm to escort her from the room.
Cindy's mind was in shock. The last thing she heard before she exited the room was, "-one of the most unique and submissive sissies I've ever encountered-"
The men walked her outside to a kind of ambulance. One got in the driver's seat and the other one accompanied her to the rear of the vehicle. When he opened the doors and saw the stretcher, Cindy briefly feared they were going to strap her down, but the man directed her to the seat across from him and she quickly sat down with relief.
The man handed her a bottle of water and a little cup containing a small green pill.
"What...what is this?" Cindy managed to ask.
The man gave her an annoyed look like she was getting fresh with him. "It's what the doctor wants you to take." She wondered if he even knew what it was as she gulped it down obediently.
*****************************************
As the vehicle bounced down the road, Cindy felt strangely calm. At first, she assumed she was just in shock, coming down from the adrenaline high of the last several hours. But when the man in front of her said something to his colleague, his voice sounded slow and distorted. She realized it must be some effect from the drug they had given her.
When the pulled into the facility, one of the men helped Cindy step out of the ambulance on unsteady legs. She felt woozy and was thankful for the wheelchair they lowered her into.
Two nurses emerged to receive her. One was an overweight black woman who wore her hair in cornrows. Her scrubs seemed to be at least a size too small for her. The other nurse was a thin asian woman who stood a head shorter than her colleague.
The man handed a clipboard to the black nurse.
"Cynthia Thompson, class 3, eh? We thought we were already done with intake for the day."
The man just shrugged. "This one was unexpected, I think."
The nurse frowned and took a look at Cindy. "You gonna give us any trouble, Cindy?"
Cindy squinted up at the big lady. "Uh no, no I won't," she managed.
The nurse grabbed Cindy's face with one hand, cradling her chin and pinching her cheeks between her thumb and other fingers. "No what?"
Cindy just blinked up at the domineering woman, her mind too blitzed at the moment to realize that she'd failed to address her superior as ma'am. The nurse seemed to realize something was off with Cindy. As an experiment, she pushed her thumb against the girl's lips and Cindy took the digit into her mouth and started sucking automatically.
"Jesus, how much did the doc give her?"
The man looked a bit sheepish as he answered, "10 milligrams. Apparently this one was a little uppity with her. Initially thought we might have to strap her to the stretcher, but she calmed down on her own. Probably still in shock."
The nurse whistled loudly. "Whoohhee! 10 milligrams. Alright, Cindy, you gonna be a good girl for us?"
"Uhhh huhhh" Cindy tried to say with her mouth stuffed with the woman's thumb.
"That's 'yes ma'am.' Say it!"
"Yesth maaa'am"
"Good girl." Turning back to the men, she said, "alright fine, we'll get bimbo here settled for the night. You boys can take off." She signed the clipboard, and the men gave her appreciative nods before driving away.
As the two nurses wheeled Cindy inside the facility, the fat nurse spoke to her diminutive colleague, "Better let Dr. Fincher know we've got one more for intake tonight before he goes home."
"Good thinking. I'll give him a call and catch up with you in the prep room." Then she ran off to complete her task.
Cindy almost drifted off, lulled by the motion of the wheelchair as the nurse pushed her down endless hallways, but her eyes opened with they pushed through a set of double doors and came to an abrupt stop.
"Alright, Cindy girl, let's get those clothes off."
Cindy tried to be helpful but mostly just passively let the woman strip her. Even through her drug-induced haze, the situation was deliciously humiliating. Cindy looked down at her nakedness and giggled as her penis started to rise.
The nurse rolled her eyes, 'Fuckin' betas,' she thought to herself with a chuckle. "C'mon little slut, let's get this done. I've gotta get home. Lay face down over here."
Cindy recognized an identical bench to the one she'd been milked on earlier in the day. Delighted with a task she knew how to accomplish, Cindy crawled eagerly onto the bench. She pressed her face into the padded oval, brought her knees up onto the pads, and lifted her butt into the air.
The nurse snorted at what an obedient slut Cindy already seemed to be. 'This one is a natural,' she thought as she fastened the restraints around the girl's wrists and thighs.
She donned heavy rubber gloves and an industrial apron and took the hose from where it hung on the wall. Cindy squeaked and whimpered as her naked body was hosed down with icy water, but thoughts of protest never entered her little head.
The nurse returned the hose to its hook on the wall. Cindy shivered on the bench as the cold water dripped off of her. The nurse grabbed a brand new tube of hair removal cream and had just squirted a generous helping into her gloved hand when her colleague returned.
"Tina! Did you get lost? C'mon girl, we've got work to do!"
"Sorry Monique. Dr. Fincher wanted a bunch of details from the beta's intake file," Tina related as she slipped into her own gloves and apron and took a good look at the naked sissy for the first time. "Skinny little thing, isn't she? Except for that bubble butt. Lucky for a beta...anyways, Fincher says he wants to perform the intake procedures at 6 PM sharp. Anything we can't get done by then, we'll have to finish up after he's through with her."
Monique made a face as she lathered the little beta's body down with the foul-smelling cream. "The hell with that! I'm not waiting around. But c'mon, we can finish by six. You work on her head, I'll focus on her other end." It was annoying to have to complete all this work on the intake day, especially when a beta arrived late in the day like this, but the doc was strict about 'helping the girls see their true selves from day one.'
The two nurses went silent as they focused on completing their tasks as quickly as possible. Cindy moaned like a slut, all modesty temporarily dispelled by the drug, as four hands spread the cream into her every nook and cranny.
While the hair removal cream set and did its work, Tina got to work washing the girl's hair. She would wait to bleach it until after the hair extensions went in so that everything was a uniform color. Monique meanwhile moved to work on the girl's plush rear. Grabbing a thick handful of ass, Monique spread the beta's cheeks, exposing her wrinkled pucker. With her other hand she inserted the enema nozzle and let the first bag of cleaning and sensitizing solution start to flow.
Monique could feel herself getting aroused at the lewd sight before her. Although she'd never be able to afford one of the institute's trained betas on her nursing salary, working here had certainly influenced the kind of man she looked for and the content of her sex life. Her current boyfriend was a switch, and as she watched the beta's little asshole squeeze around the nozzle while her ass filled with liquid, Monique knew that tonight would be one of those nights where she enjoyed his tongue on her cunt and his ass on her strap-on.
***************************
Dr. Valiknakov entered her office and set down her bag. As head of the treatment institute, she had video feeds covering one wall of her office that tapped into every room in the facility. She smiled as she noticed that Cindy was already almost done in the prep room.
To say she took her work seriously would be a serious understatement. She was married to her work, hopelessly obsessed with her life's passion. She viewed the facility as something between a hospital and a farm. She didn't look down on the betas that she trained. In fact, she loved them. Loved them in the way that many women love horses. As majestic creatures who just need strict training for their own good.
Cindy Thompson intrigued her. It was this intrigue that accounted for the dampness in the gusset of her panties at the moment. Dr. V had trained countless betas. She had pioneered much of the science herself and enjoyed breaking a mindless bimbo as much as the next alpha. But her current research focused on high functioning betas. Bitches who could deep throat your husband's cock for you, then do your taxes, before licking your ass clean for dessert. Such betas were not only desirable for their additional skills, but also for the enhanced sexual thrill. Sure it's fantastic to shove a cock up an anal whore's butthole, but there's something special about doing it to a girl who's reluctant, who will fight against cumming that way, who will shudder in shame as she begs you to fuck her harder.



These high functioning betas required more intelligence than the others, and Cindy Thompson had the highest IQ of any beta the doctor had yet trained in her facility. This beta might be just what she had been looking for to accelerate her research. Her mind was already fluttering with potential experiments to employ in the girl's treatment.
With these pleasant thoughts swirling in her brain, she decided to take a moment to savor the day's success. She enlarged the video feed from the prep room to cover the entire wall. Then she slid her panties off, rested her heels on her desk, and pressed two fingers into her sopping wet pussy.
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At 5:58 PM, with two minutes to spare, Tina wheeled a new and improved Cindy into the procedure suite, dressed only in a loose hospital gown. Her hair now reached almost to her shoulders with the extensions. It had been bleached and then dyed pink. Her body was now completely hairless below the eyebrows. The nurses had even waxed and plucked off the stragglers left behind by the hair removal cream. Her face was made up with mascara, contouring foundation, eye shadow, and pink lipstick. For her intake file, they had taken photographs, strange fusions of mug shot and glamour shot.
But the changes did not stop there. Her lower intestines had been power washed by three enemas before being filled with 20 cc's of thick lubricating gel. It made Cindy feel like she had to take a shit, and she was struggling to keep her anus closed tight in the wheelchair. As the pushed through the doors to the procedure room, Tina kissed Cindy on top of her hot pink head, "You take care now, little Cindy. Monique and I look forward to getting to know you MUCH better while you're here."
Dr. Fincher was already setting up the procedure tray with a rainbow of different syringes, accompanied by a much younger asian woman, also wearing a white coat, who was preparing the examination chair.
"Ah! Here we are, Tina, right on time. This is Dr. Jane Akino, one of our interns from the university completing her rotation in beta health. She'll be assisting me. And this must be Cindy!"
Cindy had been studying her reflection in the wall mirror, but she already subconsciously recognized her new name. She jerked her head back in the direction of the doctor. "Huh?" The peak effect of the drug had passed and rational thoughts were slowly beginning to take shape again in her mind.
Dr. Akino jumped in, hoping to impress her superior. "Come along, Cindy. We've got this nice comfy chair for you."
"I'm not sure..." Cindy hesitated, but Akino hurried her along.
"There's a good girl. Let's get those feet up in the stirrups."
And so Cindy found herself on her back, staring up at the ceiling. Dr. Akino made sure her wrists were secured above her head and her ankles were strapped into the stirrups.
Having her legs spread so wide, Cindy almost lost control of her sphincter. She caught herself quickly but not before a single drop of lubricant leaked out of her anus and slowly rolled down her ass crack. Cindy felt humiliated, squeezing her eyes shut as tightly as her butthole while her cheeks blushed adorably. Her hairless dicklette throbbed against her bare pubis.
Dr. Akino didn't make anything of it, but the more experienced Dr. Fincher realized that Cindy's self-aware embarassment was a clear sign that the drug was wearing off. Dr. Fincher explained this to his trainee as he collected some additional equipment off the stand. "Best not to take any chances," he advised as he pushed a bit gag into Cindy's mouth and tightened it behind her head, "Safety is the most important thing." He added an additional restraint around Cindy's neck to discourage her from trying to lift her head off the cushion.
"Should we re-dose her?" Dr. Akino asked.
"No, we should be able to finish here, and I don't want her to require monitoring afterwards."
Dr. Akino nodded in understanding as she pressed the button to fold down the table's end, allowing the bottom halves of the beta's buttocks to hang off the table.
Cindy became even more alert as she felt a finger press against her puckered rim.
Dr. Fincher saw her eyes shoot open and sighed. "Tell her what you're doing, Jane. It will be easier if she's cooperative."
Again Dr. Akino nodded at the feedback from her mentor. "Okay Cindy, you're going to feel my finger. Just relax and let me inside."
Cindy tried to verbalize some kind of protest from behind her gag.
"It's ok, Cindy, I know the nurses filled you up with lube. Go ahead and just let go. I'm in charge. Let your anus go slack."
Cindy whimpered as she felt the young doctor's finger slide into her rectum. Thick lube overflowed around the finger, wetting the beta's young cunt.
"That's it. Good girl, Cindy, very good. Here comes another finger, keep relaxing for me just like that, good."
Cindy arched her lower back and moaned as her tight tunnel expanded to accommodate another digit. The young doctor was experienced with this part of the procedure and knew just how to feather her touch over the prostate to loosen up a beta girl's sphincter. Cindy's little cock stiffened under the woman's ministrations. It quickly stood straight up in the air.
Dr. Akino arched an eyebrow at the atypically positive response and looked to her mentor for guidance.
"She's a class 3 beta, Jane. The little slut actually creamed herself during her screening. Her anus was supposedly virgin until today too."
Dr. Akino's eyes went wide at this new information. How lucky she was to have this opportunity to train on such an extreme case. She knitted her brow and concentrated on the next part of the procedure.
"Okay Cindy, I'm going to insert the speculum now. Keep relaxing, you're doing great!"
"Spefcudum?!" Cindy screeched with the gag in her mouth. She felt the touch of cold metal against her anus, and she bucked for all she was worth.
"God damn it!" Dr. Akino exclaimed in frustration. "I told you we should have re-dosed her." Then she caught her mentor's hard scolding stare and quieted down.
"Now now, doctor. Remember your training. Are chemical restraints your only option for a speculum exam?"
The trainee blew out an exhalation to center herself and thought about it. "Testicular stabilization?" she ventured.
Dr. Fincher smiled at his student. "Exactly. Grab her by the balls!"
Dr. Akino wrapped a gloved hand around what used to be the beta's genitals. She gently squeezed until she had a firm grip on the base of the girl's scrotum, lifting her hairless balls away from her body. Cindy froze when she felt the unyielding tension on her most vulnerable parts. For a moment, no one spoke, acknowledging the shift in power.
And then the moment was over. "Okay Cindy, let's try this again. You're ok. Keep your little butt still." Then she pushed the lubed tip of the speculum into the beta's sweet ass.
"Mmmmrrrmmrr!" Cindy moaned into her gag as she felt the skinny instrument slide up her rear end. Her hips involuntarily tried to escape, but she was held fast by her balls in the young woman's grasp. A second later, it was over. She felt the woman's gloved fingers against her buttocks as the speculum fully seated itself in her rectum.
Cindy pushed air in and out of her lungs past the rubber bar in her jaws, forcing herself to calm down and adjust to the new occupant in her butthole.
"Alright Cindy, almost there. Now we're just going to open things up. Deep breath now honey, go ahead and push."
Dr. Akino began to spread the blades of the speculum. Cindy started squealing again, but no one reacted. Well not outwardly at least. Fincher's pants certainly seemed to be tightening. The man loved his job.
"mmmmmMmMmMmmMMMMMMMMM!!!" The speculum's jaws clicked into the open position.
"There we go!" Dr. Akino said triumphantly as she stared at the exposed pink walls of Cindy's cunt.
Dr. Fincher decided it was time to take a more active role in her supervision. "Have you ever done a class 3 beta, Jane?" The young woman looked up at him from between the beta's thighs and shook her head. "That's alright, you've read about them. Let's review the principles. What's the first step in a beta 3 transition procedure?"
"Erection mitigation."
"Correct. And what is the target mitigation for each beta class?"
Dr. Akino concentrated, recalling her notes. "No mitigation for class 1's, 50% for class 2's, and 80% for class 3's."
"Precisely right. So let's get her hard and calibrated."
The trainee selected an instrument that looked like an oversized Q-tip and moved the soft end carefully through the speculum's opening. Once through the hole, she adjusted her angle to gently stroke Cindy's prostate from the inside. Like pushing a switch, the beta's dicklette rose back to full mast.
Dr. Akino smiled in satisfaction. If only her boyfriend's dick could be so easy to manipulate. Maybe she should try...
"Alright Jane, let's get a baseline measurement." Fincher spurred her on, anxious to finish so he could get home and relieve the tension in his loins.
Dr. Akino carefully wrapped the pressure sensor around the engorged little shaft, securing it with the velcro strap. She pressed a button to take a measurement and the screen displayed 100%.
Dr. Fincher stroked the pretty beta's forehead, sweeping back the pink hair that had matted with her sweat. "Remember this sweetheart, the last real erection of the rest of your life. They won't confuse you anymore. Everything is going to be simpler for you." Cindy moaned, but it wasn't clear whether that was in response to his words or everything else. The sensations from her pelvic region were overwhelming her consciousness, but she subconsciously took the advice to record the moment with exceptional detail.
He passed Dr. Akino the syringe containing the patented Flaccidity solution that would permanently diminish the little bitch's ability to develop troublesome erections.
Again employing the testicular stabilization technique to hold her patient still, Dr. Akino brought the tip of the syringe needle to the base of her clitty. "Ok Cindy, little pinch now," and with that she slid the needle through the skin.
Cindy whimpered and the screen monitoring her erection turgidity dropped to 93%. Carefully holding the needle steady with one hand, Dr. Akino took the Q-tip instrument with her other hand and stroked her inner wall until the girl's cocklette rose back to 100% hardness. And then she pushed gently on the plunger and started to inject the solution.
The numbers on the screen fell rapidly as the girl's penis wilted. 90%...75%...50%. Dr. Akino was fascinated watching the little dick go limp. She was hit by a wave of intoxicating power. The beta's final hard-on belonged to her. She was totally in control, holding the girl's sexuality in her very hands. The power felt so-
"Dr. Akino!"
Her supervisor's words broke her out of her reverie, and she saw the screen displaying 17%. She couldn't catch herself before uttering every patient's least favorite medical term: "Oops!"
She stopped pushing the plunger and eased the needle out, pressing a small piece of gauze over the minuscule hole. The screen stabilized at 15%.
"I'm so sorry, Dr. Fincher, I was watching her clitty drop and stopped looking at the screen for a moment."
Fincher sighed and gave his pupil a hard look before softening, "Don't worry about it, Jane. The only purpose an erection has for a class 3 is to tell her owner how aroused she is, and 15% is plenty for that."
Cindy fumed behind her gag, staring daggers at both of them, but neither seemed to notice.
Dr. Fincher handed his trainee a new syringe filled with a different color solution. Akino stared at the syringe before voicing her thoughts.
"Umm...do you think she still needs this? Even though she orgasmed during her screening?"
"Good question, let's think it through. What are the pro's and con's of beta prostatic growth hormone?"
"Um well, betas have the hormone injected to make the gland larger and more easily stimulated during anal receptive intercourse..."
"Very good. And the drawbacks?"
"Well it can make it more difficult to empty the bladder fully, causing betas to have to urinate more often, typically sitting down on the toilet so they can strain and empty as much as possible."
"Excellent! And doesn't that sound like a worthwhile tradeoff for most every beta?"
"I suppose..."
"Can a beta's asspussy ever be too horny? Too responsive? Are you worried she'll be enjoying sex too much?"
Dr. Akino smiled. "Gosh when you put it that way, I guess you're right!"
"Let's give her her medicine."
Dr. Akino injected Cindy's prostate with a generous dose, just under the surface of her rectal wall. The gland would swell over the next few weeks to bulge more prominently into her tunnel.
Dr. Fincher looked at his watch. "Alright, let's hustle. She's all done with needles. Now just the sensitizing gel, and then we'll get her caged and plugged." He passed her the applicator and the little jar of gel.
Using what looked like a fine-tipped paintbrush, Dr. Akino applied a thin coat of gel over the rectal surface of her prostate. The nerves in that area would forever be sensitized, dialing up the signals they send to Cindy's brain.
Dr. Akino was about to put away the sensitizing gel when she remembered that class 3 betas also need a treatment applied to their clits. She reached out and grabbed her girl's limp clitty.
"It's easier to get her cage partially on before sensitizing her," Dr. Fincher instructed, handing his trainee a pink plastic cage that matched the beta's hair.
Dr. Akino carefully slipped the beta's cocklette through the plastic ring, followed by her cute little coin purse. Now that the ring was secured in place, she set the other piece of the cage aside and took back the applicator brush. Holding the beta's clitty with a gloved hand, she carefully spread a thick layer of sensitizing gel over her glans and a thinner coat over her shaft.
Dr. Akino sat back and admired her work. The procedure ensured the beta's clitty would be too sensitive to tug on or pump with a fist like a man would. Instead, now Cindy would prefer a light touch, rubbing it gently with one or maybe two lubricated fingers, as an accessory to proper anal masturbation.
She slid the cage over the girl's new and improved clitty, locking it with a click. 'Lucky girls, class 3's,' Akino thought to herself. Most betas are more or less permanently caged, but thanks to the erection mitigation procedure they'd just performed, Cindy's cage would be removed in about a day once the sensitization gel was fully absorbed.
Then the catch on the speculum was released to bring the blades closed again. As the speculum was eased out, the girl's swollen rim closed tight once again in a perfect balloon knot.
Fincher saw a lot of assholes in his profession and even though this girl hadn't been bleached yet, Cindy's was one of the more attractive rosebuds he had seen. God, she really did look pathetic lying there, naked with her legs up in the stirrups and her body completely hairless, apart from her ridiculously pink long hair. She moaned as her sore opening clenched and relaxed a few times, adjusting to the loss of the speculum.
Akino noticed this too. "Don't worry Cindy, I know all of this probably has you looking for another orgasm, but there will be a vibrator in your room just for you!" The way she whimpered and closed her eyes told Akino she understood.
Dr. Fincher pushed a button on the wall and said, "she's ready for transport."
An orderly appeared with a wheelchair moments later to deliver her to her new home in the institute.
Dr. Akino reached up to take off the girl's gag but hesitated. The new beta didn't look like she was going to resist. She looked beaten. In fact, she looked like the epitome of defeat. Still, safety first. "Cindy, if I take off your gag, are you going to be a good girl for us?"
Cindy opened her eyes and looked back at the young doctor. There might have been some resentment in her eyes, but there was no fight there. The girl nodded submissively.
Akino unfasted the strap and gingerly extracted the black rubber bar from the girl's mouth. It was smeared with her pink lipstick. Cindy flexed her sore jaw while the doctor wiped the drool that had accumulated on her chin. Her wrist and ankle restraints were removed next, and the orderly helped her out of the stirrups to stand on shaky legs. She barely noticed the extra weight of the cage between her legs. They offered her the hospital gown back to cover her nakedness, and she put it on.
"Oh wait! Can't forget this!" Dr. Fincher said jovially, handing a squishy pink silicone butt plug to Dr. Akino.
"Oh right! Where is my head? Last case of the day, right?" Dr. Akino responded apologetically.
"Cindy, you can stay standing, just bend over the table so we can get you plugged."
Cindy stared back at the evil woman. The effects of the drug had resolved, and her thinking was clear again. Did Akino forget to do it while she was restrained on purpose? Just to make Cindy take an active part in her own subjugation? Was this a test? Should she make at least a symbolic gesture of resistance?
"Hurry up, Cindy, we're running late as it us. Bend over!"
Cindy doubted her decision (had she made a decision?), but she put her forearms on the table and leaned forward.
Dr. Akino had enough experience with betas to know how to move things along. She grabbed a handful of the girl's hair and pressed her elbow between the girl's shoulder blades. "All the way down, good girl." And just like that, Cindy found herself face down, ass up with her cheek resting on the padded table.
Dr. Akino released her and squirted some lube on the plug. "Reach back and spread those pretty cheeks for me, sweetheart."
Cindy blushed with humiliation. Again she thought to resist but it seemed ridiculous to start resisting now. The moment had passed. She reached back with both hands and gently parted her buttocks for the doctor.
Fincher, Akino, and even the orderly smiled. The submissiveness of betas was well recognized by society, but it was still something to see it in person.
Cindy felt the pressure against her anus. Her body had already begun to learn how to accept the penetration. She grunted as the soft plug slid inside her.
The doctor wiped off the excess lube with a soft cloth and then removed her gloves. "All done! Great job, Cindy! Have a seat and this nice gentleman will get you settled for the night!"
Fincher and Akino both waved to her as the orderly backed the wheelchair out of the room. Cindy waved back reflexively. In her defense, her mind was distracted by the delightful sensations coming from the plug in her sensitized behind.
***********************************************
The wheelchair bounced and rattled down hallway after hallway and then to an elevator. Cindy realized she hadn't seen any windows. Could they be underground? She tried to remember her entrance to the facility, but the vibrations of the chair against her plugged bare ass kept her brain occupied.
The elevator doors opened to a sterile white hallway with numbered doors at regular intervals. The orderly stopped at the nurse's station at the end of the row.
"Evening, got a late addition checking in," the man said gruffly.
A plump woman wearing pink scrubs took the paperwork from the man, looked it over, and then dismissed him. Turning to Cindy, she set the paperwork down and bent forward with her hands on her knees, speaking as one would to a child, "Well hello there, Cindy! Aren't you just the cutest little thing! My name is Pam. Welcome to the residential floor of the Beta Treatment Institute! C'mon sweetie, let's get you settled."
She wheeled Cindy down the hall. After scanning her keycard, the door opened with a beep, and she wheeled Cindy inside.
The room was not what she expected. So much so, that her first impression was that she must be hallucinating from the drugs. She had expected an austere prison cell or maybe at best a sterile hospital room. But it was not that.
It was without a doubt the most luxurious, tastefully decorated room she had ever been in. Like something out of a magazine. Maybe nicer. Like an AI-generated image featured in an interior decorating magazine.
It was definitely a girl's room. The color scheme revolved around shades of pink. But it wasn't gaudy. Not some cheap porno set with a little girl slut theme. There were no portraits of dildos on the walls. Instead it was clear that the woman who lived here was sophisticated while still very sexual. But it was even more than that. More than just nice, it was exactly to Cindy's taste. Each piece of furniture seemed like exactly what she would have picked out if she'd had infinite money and time. How could this be?



Cindy finally got over her shock at the space and noticed Pam watching and smiling at her, clearly proud of the space.
"Isn't this room just the best? Now, there'll be plenty of time for you to explore later, but for now let me just point out a few of the more important things. The closet is stocked with clothes of various sizes, wear whatever you like. The bathroom has a dedicated enema hose - not sure if you were regularly douching before you came here, but if not there will be a class on beta hygiene tomorrow."
Pam paused here with a questioning look on her face, waiting to see if the beta girl wanted to divulge anything. Cindy stood there, staring back at Pam, quivering like a fawn in her hospital gown with her bare ass exposed in the rear. She swallowed her saliva to signal that she had nothing to say.
Pam continued, "There's a vibrator for you in the top drawer of your bedside table - just one for now, but don't worry, you'll accumulate more toys quickly as you complete your milestones. There are lube dispensers in the bottom drawer and also next to the toilet - remember you can never use too much lube! Safety first! Oh and this-" Pam reached under the bed and slid out what looked something like a horse saddle with a little rod sticking up from the seat.
"This is great for when you want to go hands free - nobody likes a sore wrist, right? Some girls get the worst wrist tendonitis...anyway, there's a hole in the base of your vibrator that slides right over this little nub here. The buttons - well you can figure those out on your own. Any questions, honey?"
Cindy was emotionally, mentally, and physically exhausted. She just needed to rest and figure out her next move. If she had any moves. But her stomach gurgled, reminding her that she hadn't eaten anything since lunch.
"Umm...is there anything to eat?"
Pam looked apologetic. "Kitchen's closed until breakfast I'm afraid. But...there's some snacks in the bathroom if you're hungry."
Cindy frowned. In the bathroom? What an odd place to store snacks...
"Now, Dr. Valiknakov will see you in the morning, but if you need anything before then, just pick up the phone, ok hun?" A pink plastic telephone sat on its cradle on her bedside table. It had no buttons, connecting only to the nurse's station.
Cindy nodded numbly as the smiling Pam disappeared out the door. It locked behind her with another little beep sound.
Cindy let herself back up a few steps to sit on the edge of the bed. She shivered as she felt the comforter compress under her bare bottom. 'I should find some clothes,' she told herself.
Moving to the closet, she found a rainbow of dresses and skirts hanging on a rack. She was disappointed to find not a single pair of pants or shorts.
There was a chest of drawers that contained nothing but lingerie. Not that there wasn't variety. There were panties, stockings, teddies, and nightgowns in a wide range of colors, fabrics, and styles. Each of the four drawers was extremely wide, spanning the entire five foot width of the bureau. Each drawer appeared to contain the same clothes organized in the same fashion, only the sizes were different.
Cindy was slightly ashamed that all but the clothes in the smallest size drawer were clearly too big for her. Had they removed the smaller sizes to play mind games with her? Or was she really just the smallest little shrimp they ever needed to clothe?
She shivered in the cool room and shrugged off the thought. Most of the panties were seductive little numbers, pinks and purples, thongs and g-strings that sat high on the hips, cut in silk and lace.
In a small act of defiance, Cindy selected a vanilla-colored pair, bikini-cut in satin. She told herself she was selecting the 'least-beta' pair, though if she was being honest with herself the baby blue cotton pair she had ignored was less sexy. She liked the satin.
By far, the most modest of the nightclothes was a cherry red silk kimono that only barely covered her lower buttocks. She snorted at her own slutty image in the wall mirror, but she kept it on. The fine fabric felt wonderful on her freshly denuded skin.
Fatigue hit her again, and she resolved to get a quick snack from the bathroom, brush her teeth, and then crash in bed.
Opening the bathroom door, her already high expectations were exceeded. The bathroom was a mixture of white ceramic and pastel pink accents. An enormous white claw foot tub occupied much of the space, accompanied by an elegant pink-cushioned stool. There was a bidet and a toilet with the hose on the wall that Pam had mentioned. There was a bathroom mirror in front of a sink that strangely had no faucet. She looked back at the tub to see that it too was missing a faucet. Odd.
Finally there was a skinny rectangular pink cushion on the floor along the back wall beneath two short, clear plastic hoses. The cushion reminded Cindy of those she had seen in some church pews for praying. As she got closer, she realized that the little hoses were actually dildos, cast in translucent plastic. Above each plastic cock was a little plaque. The one of the left read:
Thirsty?
(suck gently)
The one on the right read:
Hungry?
(suck and stroke for at least 60 seconds)
Cindy raised an eyebrow with skepticism and disgust. Really mindfuckers? This is the best you can think of? She instinctively looked up to scan the corners of the ceiling for surveillance cameras. Like she was on the psychosexual edition of Candid Camera. No cameras were evident, but that didn't mean much with modern technology.
Her stomach gurgled again, and she considered her options with a sigh. She could call Pam back and demand food and water, but she figured Pam would just tell her to use the dildos. She could drink from the enema hose, probably potable but off-putting and humiliating. She could go on a self-imposed hunger strike, but that seemed like punishing herself instead of them. She was hungry. And frankly, making a big deal out of the dildos gave them the power. It would be taken as a sign that her sexuality was so fragile that she viewed the mere suggestion of touching a plastic dildo as sufficiently dangerous to warrant starving herself.
No, she told herself, she would not make a big deal out of this. Using the dildos didn't mean anything. In fact, using them nonchalantly for purely utilitarian purposes strengthened her position that she was a strong person fully secure in her sexuality.
With that resolved, Cindy reached out and took the water dildo in her hand. She squeezed the plastic pipe experimentally to see if that movement alone could express any liquid.
Nothing. Swallowing and pursing her lips to mask her disappointment, both to herself and to anyone else who might be watching, she next tried to stroke it to see if she could milk any fluid from the tip. After several strokes, a single drop formed at the tip, growing slowly before dropping to the floor. This wasn't going to work either.
Reminding herself that this didn't mean anything, Cindy sank to her knees. The pink cushion was so soft that it didn't hurt to kneel at all. The new position stretched the muscles in her inner thighs and tightened her pelvic floor. Her bottom squeezed down on her plug. She tried to put it out of her mind, but it felt delicious.
Cindy looked up at the fake dong that was now at eye-level.
'This doesn't mean anything,' she reminded herself, but her heart was pounding. Her mouth felt dry as she lifted one hand to grasp the shaft and lift the tip to her lips.
She was so thirsty.
Doing her best to ignore her accelerating heart beat, the increased pressure between her legs, and her sudden desire to moan, Cindy took the head of the plastic cock into her mouth and started to suck.
***************************************
'Oh FUCK!' Dr. Valiknakov whined aloud in her office, her fingers moving in a blur between her legs as she watched the live video feed.
All on her own, the little bitch had gotten down on her knees, silky red kimono riding up to reveal her panty-clad ass, the outline of her butt plug's flange clearly imprinted against the tight, creamy fabric, and now she was giving head to a wall cock! Fuck she was perfect! What would she do next? Would she try to deep throat it? Was her heart rate up? Was her caged clitty dripping precum? Was she close to sissygasm?
Not for the first time, Dr. V cursed the fact that her budget requests for more pinhole cameras in the patient rooms and for remote biometric sensors on the chastity cages and butt plugs had all been denied. The institute's board of directors had confidence in her - the utility of her research product was unquestioned - but the board had had a conniption when they had seen what she spent lavishing the rooms with designer furnishings. 'Stupid beancounters,' V grumbled to herself even as her second orgasm of the night approached.
This was very unusual for the good doctor. She was not the type to ignore her carefully crafted routine for a marathon session of finger-fucking herself on her desk. Normally, she would be at home getting ready for bed at this hour. She typically got to work at 6:00 AM sharp every morning. She was a busy woman and never had time to watch the tedious video footage herself. Instead, the night staff prepared video highlights of any patient behavior that warranted her review.
But something about this new girl called to her. Despite the fact that she'd already brought herself to a fantastic climax once this evening, evidenced by the little puddle of her own juices she was still sitting in, she couldn't take her eyes off the teenage beta.
Dr. V was a profoundly sexual woman, but she had seen a lot in her life, both professionally and personally, so it took more than a bit of erotic imagery to make her cream her panties. But at the moment, her cunt was so wet that the sloshes and slaps of her greedy fingers between her lips was actually audible. She knew she should go home and wait to review this footage in the morning. Her hand and her sex were both sore already.
But she felt impelled to continue watching and frigging herself. She was a prisoner of her own lust.
**************************************
Cindy sucked that cock like a whore.
The water that dripped from the tip into her mouth tasted wonderful, but another concern kept her from enjoying it fully. She had badly miscalculated the significance to herself of performing this act, even on a fake plastic dick alone in her bathroom. Cindy knew she wasn't gay. She had no interest in sucking a man's cock.
But she had never felt as radioactively, explosively sexual as she did in that moment. On her knees. Butt plug throbbing in her panties. Cock in her mouth. Ravenously drinking the fluid it gave her.
She let her lips slide slightly back and forth along the surface of the glans and didn't stop her tongue from occasionally licking the sensitive underside, but she did manage to keep herself from moaning or bobbing her head. Her heart rate was jacked. The emotion from the raw sexual charge it gave her was enough to make tears come to her eyes.
With a gargantuan effort of will, she pulled herself off the dildo. She wiped her eyes and tried to steady herself. Her breathing was hard. Her horniness was palpable, like a physical presence in the room. 'Get a grip, Tim!' she told herself. She managed to slow her breathing a bit, making the inhales a little deeper.
And then she looked up at the other dildo protruding from the wall.
'Hungry?' the innocent plaque taunted her.
Her knees shuffled her over on the cushion before she was even aware she'd made any decision. 'Wait!' she warned herself, but the gears were already in motion. She took the cock in both hands and wrapped her lips around it.
'Mmmmmm' she sighed with her mouth full, giving in and letting herself respond naturally. 'Fuck it,' she thought absently, 'this doesn't mean anything. It's just pretend.' With one hand wrapped around the base, she stroked the shaft with the other and let her head bob on the knob a bit. 'Is this how sluts do it? I can pretend to be a slut. Just for a moment. Just to see.'
So far nothing had come out of this dildo. Cindy lapped at the little hole in the tip but tasted only an artificial plastic flavor. The sign said at least 60 seconds, and she hadn't really been counting-
Suddenly, above the gentle noises of cock sucking, a kind of motorized sound could be heard. Cindy froze as she felt the shaft swell in her hands.
And then the fucking thing ejaculated.
Hot thick goo shot into her mouth. Its flavor strong, a mix of salty, bitter, and sweet. Her eyes widened in surprise, and she ripped the dildo out of her mouth. A warm glop overflowed her lips and landed on her thigh. She stared down in horror at the thick, milky substance marring her skin.
She was still looking down when the next blast shot out. It hit her on the nose and upper lip with a splash. "Ahhhh!" She scrunched her eyes closed in self-defense. As she felt the dick start to swell in her hands again. Wanting to avoid an even bigger mess, she panicked.
She popped the dick back into her mouth. She was ready when the next cumshot hit her tongue. She swallowed. 'Like a good girl,' her internal monologue jeered. The next cumshots were weaker. She sucked down the rest, and then it was over.
She pulled herself off the evil wall dick and wiped her face. 'Well, what did you think would happen?' she asked herself. Not that. She thought it would let her like suck some oatmeal out or something. Oh God. It couldn't be real cum, could it? No, it was too sweet. She had never tasted cum, but still the stuff in her mouth seemed too sweet tasting. Definitely...
********************************************
Twenty minutes later Cindy was lying in bed, tucked under the comforter in just her panties. The kimono had only been stained with a few drops of (hopefully) fake jizz, but she didn't want any of that in bed with her.
She was exhausted, but sleep seemed to elude her. Her thoughts ran wild. 'Your name is Tim. Your name....is TIM! You're the same Tim today as you were yesterday. You know who you are. You're a man. You're not a beta.' But each thought felt less certain than the one before it.
When she changed position, she felt the little chastity cage against her smooth thighs and the sheet against her bare nipples. Her asshole contracted, feeling empty and unloved. She had taken the pink butt plug out before she got in bed, but her body was less happy about that than she had expected.
'Gosh! Just go to sleep! Just STOP THINKING!' she tried to command herself.
Focusing hard on keeping her mind blank, she noticed a low, quiet background sound. It sounded almost like a scratching.
But it wasn't uniform; there were irregularities. Was there a pattern? Cindy tried to imagine the pattern of noises were words. '...uTT' There was almost definitely a hard 'T' sound, wasn't there? Was she imagining it? '................ uTTT!' sutt? Slut?!
In the end, Cindy wasn't convinced there was anything there at all. The fact that she was interpreting mechanical sounds from the air conditioning vent as 'slut' only made her less confident in her mental stability.
Exhaustion finally took her, and she fell into a deep slumber.
Her resting subconscious was much better at interpreting the sounds. Cindy stirred in her sleep.
In her dream, her ass felt wonderfully full as she bounced herself silly on a thick cock. The whore version of Cindy in the dream had a huge smile on her face, happily riding like a cowgirl, repeating her calming motto, 'I'm a butt slut! I'm a butt slut! I'm a butt slut!'
Her treatment was going very well.
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Miko made it out of that house without running into Zaga or his father or anyone else save the driver who brought her home. She dearly hoped no one had been at home. Surely anyone in that house would have heard the noises they had made. Pure ecstasy.
As she stepped through the back gate, she felt the weight of her purse and remembered it was heavier due to Meryl's gift. The harnessed, thick silicone cock had been difficult to fit in her handbag.
Miko didn't know if it was new or used, and she couldn't admit to herself which possibility she preferred. Meryl had insisted she take it with her. Its purpose left unstated but obvious. To be used to fuck her own son up his ass. Oh secret betrayal. Miko smiled at the naughty secret as she returned to her own home through the back door.
"Where have you been?!"
Why do mothers always love to ask that question? Miko spun around to find her mother sitting eerily still at the kitchen table.
She forced herself to stay calm and keep her tone as casual as possible when she responded, "I...I went to see Zaga's match in the arena."
Chereel squinted as she weighed her daughter's response. Several signs of potential deception. The girl's cheeks were flushed pink, and she looked a bit nervous. Her hair was also tousled....she looked freshly fucked! But who was the lucky alpha? Could it be Zaga? Whoever it was, Chereel was pleased enough with any sign that Miko was accepting her beta status so she decided not to press any further. "Oh! Who won?"
"Zaga did," Miko said with a forced smile.
"Oh that's marvelous! I knew that boy was a champion."
An awkward silence drew out between them.
Chereel decided to change the subject to more pressing matters. "So tomorrow is our appointment with the consultant for your professional photoshoot. She let me know that she is very pleased with all of the photos you've sent her. She just hopes you've been keeping to the stretching schedule she set out. You are on schedule, aren't you?"
Miko sighed with unfeigned frustration. "Yes mother!"
Chereel's expression softened. She knew her daughter had been through a lot recently. "I know it's been difficult for you, sweetheart. But don't worry, things will start getting easier soon. When your clit gets a bit smaller and loses the ability to become fully erect, we can remove the cage and then-"
"Can I go?!" Miko said, uncomfortable and anxious to be anywhere else.
"Fine, yes of course," her mother said softly, and Miko hurriedly made for her bedroom.
Closing the door behind her, Miko let her head fall back against the door, closing her eyes and focusing on calming herself the fuck down. The brief conversation with her mother reignited her anxieties about her future.
She took a deep breath and opened her eyes, spying the wall mirror. Her mother had moved a full length mirror into her bedroom facing the mattress to help with her "self-exploration." Miko had protested at the time, but she'd since come to appreciate having the expansive mirror next to her bed.
She quickly discarded her dress. Her ass looked so soft and full, bursting from either side of her thong panties. She tugged her panties down to look at her naked self.
Her ever-shrinking clit looked throughly defeated, trapped in the chastity cage. Her mother had assumed it was a great burden even for a beta, torturing her, preventing her orgasm.
But in reality it hadn't really bothered her. She had cum hard from her ass - twice - despite her locked away clitty. It bothered her that she was adapting to betahood even more easily than her mother thought. Was she a slut?
She felt guilt and shame, worrying that maybe she was a perverted, deviant beta. How could she demand more respect and responsibility than a typical beta if she was sluttier than a typical beta?
And at the same time, a conflicting desire was growing as she admired herself in the mirror. She was horny. Again.
************************
Moments later, she lay on her back, craning her neck up to look at her plugged ass in the mirror between her widely spread legs.
Though only the orange outer flange was visible, her body knew how big the part inside her felt, allowing her mind to fill in the complete picture. Her rectum was absolutely stuffed.
Miko glanced over at the final plug where it lay innocently on the mattress. Fire-engine red, like a not-so-subtle warning sign: use only with extreme caution. The bulbous toy looked grotesquely large.
When she had first opened the package and reviewed the rainbow of ever-larger butt stuffers, she had assumed the larger sizes were just for novelty or shock value. Too big to ever actually push inside a real human's asshole. But she had kept to the consultant's schedule and had been amazed at how her body adapted to the thick anal invaders.
She reached a hand down under her leg to retrieve the orange plug. Her plush ass seemed to enlarge by the day. She could barely reach around her fleshy globe to finger the end of the plug. Giving up, she brought her hand back around and sent it straight down between her legs. She got a good grip on the base and tugged firmly.
"Mmmmmrrrmm" a moan released from deep within her throat as her little asshole hung on, resisting the departure of its dominant guest.
She continued to moan, playing tug-o-war with her anus, watching her pelvic floor bulge and hollow until her lower lips finally lost their grip. The fat orange plug plopped free, leaving her butthole gaping.
Miko stared between her legs at her dilated entrance in the mirror. More of an oval than a circle. She marveled at how stretched out she was. Her body had never been to this place.
Dirty thoughts washed over her, soaking her mind. 'That's a whore's asshole!' 'How many betas could take a fucking like that and cum from it?' 'You love it, don't you?' 'Don't you wish you'd been creampied?'
To her surprise, these thoughts made her feel warm and reassured and proud. She was succeeding. Maybe the game was fucked up, but this was an arena in which she could be a champion.
Her thoughts were interrupted when the final red plug caught her eye. 'Do it!' her inner slut encouraged.
She dropped the orange plug on the mattress and picked up the thick red butt stuffer. The weight of it in her hand made her swallow her saliva in trepidation. It excited her. The same excitement mountaineers feel at the sight of Everest.
Coating in with a gratuitously thick layer of lubricant until it glistened, Miko presented the tip to her swollen rim.
At first, her body seemed pleased, happy to be filled again. The familiar stretch in her anus and fullness in her rectum made her sigh contentedly. She continued to push.
The tapered tip quickly swelled as Miko shoved it deeper in her backside. Her anal ring seemed to tighten, though it was actually the toy getting wider and wider as it entered her sissy cunt.
Fullness began to give way to pain. Miko took a deep breath and moved her thoughts inward. Her internal monologue gently begged her body to comply. 'Relax. Don't clench. Let it in. Let it all in. Let yourself be fucked. Beta ass is meant to be stuffed.'
Her body went along for another inch but panicked when the toy stretched further than ever before. Miko felt her body lash out, angry with her for betraying its trust, trying to clench down to get a grip on the fat greased plug. Before her cowardly asshole could tighten too much, Miko's arm pushed the toy in hard, as hard as she could.
Her sphincter froze in shock as it felt the widest part push a single millimeter past its grip. Suddenly, Miko and her body were on the same side again, both scared of what was about to come. After another moment, her butthole inevitably began to squeeze, quickly drawing more butt plug inside her than she could handle.
"Hahhhhhhh!"Miko screamed, high-pitched and terrified, letting go of the plug and gripping the comforter in a futile effort to deal with the pain in her spasming anus.
Seconds later, her mother rushed in. "Miko, are you alright?!"
Miko looked up, eyes as big as saucers, cheeks flushed with exertion and embarrassment, while her anus clutched at the enormous plug stuffed up her rear end.
"I....I....I think it's too big. I think I made a mistake. I...I think I may be torn."
Her mother rushed to her aid, helping her roll onto her side to decrease the pressure on her pelvic muscles. Then she gently spread the girl's buttocks so she could get a better look at her stretched out ring.
She gasped but managed to keep from exclaiming 'holy shit!' out loud. The cherry-red plug was massive. Chereel was impressed. Even in the prime of her youth, she was quite sure she'd never taken anything that big up her own ass. Her daughter was truly talented.
"Is it...is it bad?" Miko looked straight ahead as she waited for her mother's assessment.
Cheerel ran a gentle fingertip along her daughter's taut, glistening rim. Every wrinkle had been smoothed out, but the skin still had a bit of pink that blanched under the added pressure of her finger.
"You're ok, baby."
Miko slowly turned to look back at her mother. As the fear dissipated, the embarrassment grew. Chereel smiled, and the next moment they were laughing together at the awkward situation.
"I feel so full..."
"I don't doubt it. I don't think I've ever taken anything that big. You've got a real talent for this, sweetheart."
"I just followed the schedule..."
"Ha! You make it sound so easy. Like telling someone struggling with obesity to 'just eat less'. You're a natural at this, Miko. There's not an alpha who won't want you." Chereel beamed with pride.
Miko was only half paying attention to the conversation. Her thoughts were largely dominated by the constant, high volume sensations coming from her over-stuffed rectum. She breathed in and out, letting her eyes unfocus, experiencing the subtle clenches and twists of her anal muscles as if she was listening to a symphony.
She was pulled back from her raptures by a slow, persistent tug between her cheeks.
"Whoa! No, don't!" Miko sent a protective hand down to defend her pucker's property.
"It's gotta come out sometime, sweetheart. You barely got it in. I don't think you should sleep with it."
Miko pondered her mother's words. Her mind could grasp the logic, but her anus was firmly against anything sliding in or out at the moment.
Chereel took her silence as tacit permission to continue. Resuming her gentle pull on the sex toy, she watched her daughter's stretched ring be dragged out from between her cheeks, unwilling to release its grip.
"Wait, I said-"
"Hush, I'll help you. Just bite your pillow. It's okay to moan."
To her mother's surprise, the girl did as she was told, taking the soft corner of her pillow between her teeth and moaning submissively. She was so cooperative now, even for a beta.
Chereel saw this behavior, along with the girl's obvious anal prowess, as further reassurance they had made the right decision to have her fucked. The girl was a natural beta. Sending her to compete in the arena would have been irresponsible. Like sending a sheep to slaughter. They had been excellent parents.
With these pleasant thoughts warming her brain, Chereel smiled and brought her other hand up to get better leverage. She took a handful of the girl's pale moon cheek, pushing forward while she pulled on the plug with her other hand. As she tugged, she ran the pad of her other thumb soothingly over the girl's perineum and the back of her hairless scrotum. The girl whimpered as her asshole began to lose the tug of war, and more bright red plug began to emerge from her depths. Chereel felt herself becoming excited by the image before her. Such a hot little bitch!
Chereel realized that she'd misremembered how big the red plug was. Her daughter's sphincter became impossibly wide before the plug came free with a yelp.
The girl's gape was fantastically sexual.
Chereel didn't realize that her own mouth was hanging open, salivating. The panting she heard was not coming from her daughter. She tried to calm herself by taking a deep breath, but this only drew her attention to her razor sharp nipples brushing against her shirt.
The air was thick with sexual tension. Neither had expected it, but it was here all the same. No one said a thing.
Chereel swallowed her saliva, feeling like a passenger in her own body as she reached forward and ran the pad of her thumb over the girl's gushy, gaping fuckhole. It quivered beneath her touch, longing to be filled again. Chereel bit her lip, realizing she'd already made her decision.
She pushed three fingers up her daughter's clutching asshole. The girl moaned loudly into her pillow while simultaneously pushing her hips back against her mother's hand.
Chereel's mouth hung open, her expression conflicted, her breathing hard. She couldn't help herself as she slid her pinky in to join her other three fingers in the ensconcing molten warmth of slut ass.
Miko kept her eyes closed, afraid to do anything that might break the spell of the moment. She knew it was fucked up, but the pleasures coming from her harlot asshole were too good. As the fingers in her ass twisted, she squealed into the pillow, unable to prevent the contractions of her overstretched pucker.
Chereel felt a the hint of a smile on her face, which quickly grew into a full blown evil grin. She felt disconnected from her real life, her identify as a wife and mother, like nothing mattered outside of this moment, like she was just a fictional character in an erotic novel. The bitch in front of her was a born slut, built for sin, no question. The little beta's bottom was stuffed tight, true, but Chereel knew there was still room for her thumb.
Miko felt it. That fifth digit poking along her rim, searching for the best place to attack. She started to whimper, trapped by the conflicting desire to be further degraded and the fear of being overwhelmed. The naughtiness of her sexuality exposed to her mother, her chronic resentment, the fresh shame of being gaped so lewdly - all simmered beneath a thick layer of want, soaking her brain, making her shudder.
Her mother chose her spot. The tip of the thumb wormed into her rim, deliberate and controlled. The fingers in her ass seemed to coalesce into a single slippery mass spreading her butthole, a monolith marking a new frontier. Her mother moved her hand back and forth with subcentimeter amplitude, trying to stretch her daughter's asshole as far as possible before her final push.
Miko couldn't handle the anticipation. Her body shook, and she started to keen, a high-pitched continuous wail.
Her mother slapped her ass hard. Smiling as her Miko moaned from the reflexive contraction of her sphincter, Chereel scolded her mockingly, "Relax your ass, slut!"
Miko was desperately trying to do just that as the gentle back and forth motion in her rectum became a constant forward pressure.
For the longest time, it seemed that no progress was being made. The older beta's hand didn't enter her any further. Instead her pelvic floor, her rectum, the intruder insider her - all seemed to move as a single unit being stuffed up inside her, deep between her cheeks. The room was quiet, near silent apart from the rhythmic whir of the ceiling fan, but it accentuated the eroticism of the soft sounds they made - the panting of two aroused betas, the pathetic whimpers of someone having a fist shoved up their ass for the first time.
A fine shimmer of sweat formed on Miko's naked body, a mixture of fear and exertion. Her asshole seemed to be able to stretch no further. Just when she thought they would have to give up, her mother's fist slid a few millimeters past her sphincter.
"Hoah!" Miko's eyes shot open. She looked back over her shoulder to find her mother's gaze locked on her rear, her expression brimming with delight. In that moment, Miko wasn't her daughter, wasn't even a person, she was simply a fuckhole.
The look in her mother's eyes scared her, and she was about to protest when another few millimeters of fist sunk into her desecrated ass. Miko's eyeballs rolled up and inward, her pupils dilating, her thoughts obliterated by the incredible thickness parting the innermost folds of her asspussy. Her inner sphincter hadn't swallowed the fist yet, but it had admitted the widest part, her mother's knuckles sliding just past her slippery defeated threshold. It was obvious to both of them now that she would take the fist.
Chereel paused here, savoring the anticipation. "Fucking ass whore..." she whispered under her breath. The girl's plump booty quivered. Her little cocklette throbbed between her legs. Chereel could feel the little vixen's swollen prostate bulging into her tunnel, throbbing in time with her clitty.
Miko was breathing hard, teetering on the edge of a panic attack, her high-pitched squeals interrupted rhythmically every time she sucked in fresh air.
Chereel dialed up the pressure again until her fist began ever so slowly to descend into the depths of her daughter's violated anus. Miko's breathing became even faster, the pitch of her moans rising ever higher as her body recognized that this was it. Chereel couldn't help but verbalize her thoughts:
"You like this, don't you, baby? This is what you were made for. It's fucking beautiful. You're fucking amazing. Being violated by your mother's fist, getting off on it. A fucking ass slut through and through-"
And then, her fist slipped completely through, filling her daughter's rectum fully. The girl's anus squeezed down on her wrist with a desperate grip. A girlish scream escaped Miko's lips before being replaced with pained groans as her guts spasmed, fought, and lost.
She was actually sobbing when she felt liquid squirting from her dicklette and realized that somewhere amongst the sensations of fullness and pain an orgasm was mixed in.
Observing the soft sobs and moans, the splash of watery beta cum against her daughter's thighs, the fully conquered crater between her butt cheeks - Chereel was filled with happiness. She had never been so aroused in her entire life. She'd been squeezing her own anus rhythmically the entire time. It clenched between her buttocks, demanding attention soon. But equaling her arousal was an immense pride. Miko was special. A goddess among mortals. "My daughter," she pronounced with satisfaction, tears in her eyes and a smile on her face.
******************************************
Two days later, Miko's mother passed her a warm mug of tea. Miko accepted it thankfully and sipped it as part of her recovery. Things were still a little awkward but functional between them. Miko hoped they would never speak of it again. The girl's anus was currently empty, still recovering from the incredible stretching she'd endured from her mother and again at the consultant's yesterday.
The consultant had been predictably delighted when her mother related the news that she'd been able to take a fist in her ass. And she had demanded that Miko repeat the act. "For marketing purposes," she'd said.
When Miko had started to glare at her mother, Chereel had whispered a suggestion to the consultant to maybe slip a small tab of aphrodisium up her ass with the pretense of replacing butt plug. She'd mellowed considerably after that.
The photoshoot went smoothly since Miko had been practicing and perfecting her poses for weeks.
First, glamour shots, sensual not sexual. Miko in evening gowns. Miko in skirt suits. That sort of thing.
Then things moved to the sexual but not yet pornographic. Miko dressed as a school girl twirling her hair around her manicured finger. Miko dressed as a sexy nurse putting on rubber gloves.
Then tasteful and soft core. Miko topless with her long hair draped over her breasts, perfectly obscuring her nipples, one hand tastefully covering her crotch, the other behind her as if she were fingering herself, her eyes closed, her mouth open in simulated ecstasy. Miko from behind, kneeling nude in front of an anonymous alpha, shadows concealing her bits but emphasizing her ripe, hourglass figure.



Then frank hard core pornography, both stills and short videos for this section. Miko on all fours, sucking a dildo while showing off a jeweled plug between her cheeks. Miko facing up on her hands and feet, riding a thick rubber cock, tits and cage bouncing hypnotically. They unlocked and removed her cage for the all-important video capturing her ability to assgasm without touching her clit, an appropriately small volume of watery beta cum splashing her stomach.
And finally there were some reluctant bondage shots. Miko wearing a ball gag and pretending to struggle while an anal hook attached to her dog collar was inserted. Miko bent in half, her feet pulled back towards her ears by ropes on her ankle cuffs, crying and struggling for real as the consultant fisted her for the second time in her life.
An assistant removed her restraints and cleaned her up while the consultant discussed the success of the shoot with her mother. "Some fantastic shots, really! I can already think of several buyers who will love these. I predict we'll have a dozen offers by next week!"
Chereel beamed with pride, shaking the consultant's hand vigorously while Miko struggled to raise herself to her hands and knees, waiting for her swollen anus to close again.
***************************
The consultant was right. A few days later, she called to report several offers. Each one was different.
One was an older alpha, a widower who had always wanted a trad wife to suck his cock and take it up the ass on his command with a smile. He promised to be kind and make sure she orgasmed almost as often as he did.
The next was a young wealthy couple. They had been married for seven years and were looking to spice things up. They proposed keeping her in fetish wear in the basement full time for their mutual use.
The other offers included a couple high end brothels and a secretarial position.
Miko shrugged. "Aren't there any like attractive alphas my age?" she asked tentatively.
Her mother looked uncomfortable. "You're a little out of their league, honey." She took her daughter's face in her hands and smiled. "You've gotta be somebody in this world to land a beta like you!" Miko returned a weak smile. Then Chereel looked up in thought, "I did think Zaga's family would make an offer, but nothing yet. Maybe I should call his mother..."
"NO!"
Chereel looked over, raising an eyebrow in surprise at her daughter's outburst.
"I mean...I'll talk to her soon. I just...Let's just take a closer look at some of these offers first. What about the secretary one?"
Chereel looked uneasy again. "Sweetie, I know you have this fantasy about being treated like a serious professional beta, but that's really not how-"
Miko cut her off. "You don't know!" Chereel shut up but looked at her daughter doubtfully. "Look, I'll just go to the interview and see how it goes."
'What's the worst that could happen?' Miko thought to herself.
A vision of herself being gangbanged, covered in cum, mascara mixing with the tears running down her cheeks entered her mind. She shrugged it off.
*************************
"So Ms. Miko..."
"Actually Miko is my first name. My last name is-"
"We don't bother with last names here for betas. You are Ms. Miko."
Ms. Brenda, the older beta on the other side of the desk, stared her down, daring her to speak again. Miko pursed her lips but remained silent. She had spent most of last night reading everything she could find about this company. She had hopes for this opportunity, and she wasn't going to let the bitchiness of some mid-level beta manager get in her way.
"The betas hired here have to be exceptional. It's not enough to simply keep an organized schedule, fastidious notes, and perfectly written correspondence. You have to be on your toes, always ready with whatever is needed. And I see you have no experience. Why do you think you deserve to work at a prestigious firm like Smith & Matthews?"
"Well, I'm a fast learner. I'm motivated. And as you can see from my resume, my scores were in the upper echelon, so I've got ability and -"
"Those are NOT the qualities of a successful beta at this firm!" the older woman cut her off, looking annoyed. "What about obedience? Self-sacrifice? Respect for your elders? Humility?"
Miko misread the rhetorical questions and opened her mouth to speak, but Ms. Brend cut her off. "I think you're an arrogant little cunt."
Miko could not believe this woman. "Well apparently, Mr. Matthews was impressed enough with me to make that massive offer-"
"CONTINGENT upon successful completion of this interview!"
The two betas stared daggers at each other across the desk.
Finally, Ms. Brenda stood up and slowly came around her desk. Miko felt fear for the first time, pressing her back into her chair but managing to hold the bitch's eye contact. The interviewer stood in front of her desk, less than a foot in front of Miko. She leaned back slightly, letting the desk take the some of the weight of her substantial bottom, and clasped her hands in her lap. A smile filled with nothing but malice spread across her made up middle-aged face.
"Ms. Miko, I'm not going to lie to you. I don't think you'd fit in at this firm. But you say you're a fast learner. Motivated, you say. So let's see. You're the low bitch on the totem pole here, inferior to everyone, both associates and other secretaries included. Can you really handle that? If they ask you to do something, maybe something you disagree with, can you know your place and obey?"
Miko didn't blink. Her competitive nature was flaring. "I can do anything that any of the other secretaries can do."
It had sounded good in her head, but as a smirk appeared on the old bitch's face, Miko felt a sinking sense of foreboding.
"We'll see," the aggressive beta challenged as she pushed off her desk to stand straight, towering over Miko. "Get on your knees."
Miko started back into the woman's contemptuous eyes and realized she hadn't thought this through. Her heart pounded as she slid out of her chair to kneel, her thoughts racing trying to think of what to do. But then there was her natural submissiveness, the fact that she'd just stated she would submit like the other secretaries, and the small matter that the act of submitting made her deliriously horny. A deep part of her accepted she was meant to be on her knees.
The company beta pinched Miko's cheeks between her fingers, making her lips pooch out. She pushed her thumb into Miko's mouth.
Miko's tough facade cracked a bit as she let the older woman dominate her, sliding that thumb in deeper and slowly pushing down on her tongue. This was going to escalate, and she wasn't sure how far she was willing to go.
"You'll need a skilled tongue to work here, Ms. Miko. My thumb isn't feeling your devotion."
For a moment, everything was still, frozen in place as they both waited to see what would happen next. Were they getting close to a line Miko wouldn't cross?
Not yet. Miko felt her tongue began to lick and swirl around the invading digit. Her head started to bob on the woman's thumb. Her lips wrapped more tightly as she applied some gentle suction.
The interviewer felt herself becoming aroused. The girl was attractive, sure, but it was the way she sucked, sensual not mechanical, and the reluctant submission in her big, pretty eyes that made the older beta's sphincter clench in her panties.
She started thrusting her thumb back and forth, actively finger-fucking the girl's mouth. Maybe she did have a future here...
She pulled back, plucking her thumb from the teenager's plump lips. Miko's mouth stayed open for a moment, her tongue reaching out as if to lure the thumb back. Then she seemed to realize what she was doing and closed her lips.
"Have you ever licked another woman...back there, Ms. Miko?" the older beta said in a more breathy tone than she would have liked.
Could this woman really expect her to do that? How far would this go if she kept obeying these requests? Miko immediately thought of tongue-fucking Meryl's puckered asshole in her car. She looked back up at the older woman trying to keep her expression neutral. But the woman saw right through her.
"Oh you have! Well, Ms. Miko, maybe there's hope for you yet." The older beta spun around to face her desk. Her skirt came to mid thigh, but as she bent herself forward and slowly hiked up her hem, the tops of her thigh-high stockings were revealed, followed by her garter belt and a pair of see-through black lace panties.
As Miko stared at the booty displayed in front of her, she had to admit that the woman was exceptionally attractive. Her buttocks had lost some of the perkiness of youth and ballooned more fully with the weight gain of middle age, but her heart-shaped plump ass had an electric eroticism all its own.
Although the higher order parts of Miko's brain couldn't stand this woman, from a purely sexual standpoint Miko wanted her. She wanted to eat this woman's asshole out. Miko felt herself leaning forward to get an even better look. As her mouth began to water, she wondered if she might suffer from some typo of atypical psychopathic nymphomania. A question for another day.
The older beta watched the girl over her shoulder. She could plainly see the lust in the little bitch's eyes. The lust that all of the associates used to have for her fanny and that fewer had now. It made her feel powerful.
"Take my panties down, Ms. Miko!" she instructed.
Miko reached up and slid the waistband down off the woman's hips, exposing her bare cheeks and unprotected crack. She did it as slowly as possible, letting the hem drag over the pillowy globes, both of them wanting to savor the moment.
Ms. Brenda stepped out of her underwear and spread her legs. She was anxious to feel the girl's tongue on her sex but resisted the urge to command the girl to hurry up. Having the submissive slut proceed on her own without any prompting was so much hotter.
A moment later, her patience was rewarded by the feel of Miko's manicured hands gripping her cheeks and gently spreading them. Another pause. Both of them were breathing harder. She knew the girl was just staring at her exposed starfish. She winked her anus in response.
Then she felt the moist, warm air against her skin to the rhythm of girl's panting breath. Where was that tongue!? Was the girl teasing her?
And then she felt a pair of soft lips give her a kiss, a little peck, right on her asshole.
"Mrrrmrr," a whimper escaped her and her knees felt weak. Brenda arched her back and stuck her ass up higher. The desire to reach back and pull the girl's face deep into her cleft was strong, but her curiosity to see what the girl would do next was stronger.
A velvet tongue licked slowly through her valley, this time avoiding the dark wrinkled skin around her anus where she most wanted to be touched.
The girl's hands spread her buttocks wider now. Her face pressing forward, peppering her with kisses to her taint and her inner cheeks but still avoiding her hole. Brenda whimpered again, pressing her face against her desk to thrust her butt backwards as much as possible. The power had shifted between them. She knew she should take it back, but this felt too good.
When the teasing became too much, she was just about to say something, but then the girl's tongue shot out and lapped across her opening.
"Yeeesssss!" Brenda whimpered. The tongue disappeared for a moment. Brenda worried they were back to teasing, but then the girl began to lick her again. Soft kitten licks, lapping across the bottom of her butthole and the soft skin behind her balls. Then laving the top of her rim, then the left, then the right. The tongue began to swirl in a lovely wide circles, stimulating the delicate crinkled skin of her crater. Then the circles tightened, homing in on the portal to her lust.
She needed this. She needed that tip to drill her. She had to feel it inside. She would beg. She would promise the girl anything.
"Please..." she whispered urgently.
The tongue seemed to stiffen and center its aim at her very core.
"Please, please, please-"
**BRRRRINGG!** the phone on her desk went off, shocking Ms. Brenda back to Earth.
She clawed herself forward, reaching across her desk to snag the receiver off its cradle.
"WHAT?!" she barked into the microphone with maximum annoyance.
In an instant, her eyes went big and round, and her mouth dropped open in shock.
"I'm so sorry, sir. No sir. No sir. No...I mean yes sir, of course you deserve better. I- Yes sir. She'll be right in sir. Thank y-" *CLICK*
She moved the receiver away from her head and stared at it in shock, not quite believing that just happened. She set in back in the cradle absentmindedly, her eyes darting back and forth as she tried to assess the damage.
Then her neglected asshole throbbed, reminding her of her dashed hopes for orgasm. She looked down to find Miko right where she'd been left, sitting back on her heels with an innocent look on her face, awaiting orders. As much as she wanted to pick up where they'd left off, she was in enough trouble as it was.
Regretfully, Brenda bent down to retrieve her underwear.
"You can stand up. That was...perfectly adequate, Ms. Miko," the older beta said shamefully, her face ridiculously flushed as she pulled her panties back up over her hips and smoothed her skirt back down.
Miko said nothing but shot her a hard, disappointed look.
"That was excellent," the woman corrected herself.
"Thank you, Ms. Brenda," Miko answered with all possible professionalism.
"Mr. Matthews and the other partners are waiting for you in the conference room at the end of the hall. You can fix your makeup in the bathroom across from my office."
Miko moved to the door. She put her hand on the knob and looked back at Brenda.
"Good....good luck," Brenda said with a weak smile, looking ten years younger than she had an hour ago.
Miko returned her smile, gave her a nod, and left the room. It may have been strange to feel victorious with the bitter tang of her potential future manager's asshole still in her mouth, but that is how she felt.
*************************************************
"Ms. Miko! Come on in!"
Miko went to shake the hands of Mr. Matthews, Mr. Smith, and the three junior partners. Each one kissed her hand instead, as if they were gentlemen and she was a princess.
"Have a seat, Ms. Miko, make yourself comfortable," Matthews encouraged her, all smiles. She sat down and smiled back politely. She felt like a naive baby doe smiling back like an idiot at a pack of hungry wolves circling their prey.
Matthews looked down at a sheet of paper before him and then back up with an even wider smile. "Really impressive resume, Miko, we've never had a secretarial applicant with scores this high."
For a moment, Miko felt a tiny ray of hope, like maybe all of this, these past weeks of insanity, had all been a big misunderstanding.
And then Smith coughed, clearing his throat loudly.
Matthews looked over at his colleague and then back at Miko. "Yes, well, as exciting as that is, some of the partners have expressed concern that a beta with such a resume as yours may...have trouble completing her duties with the enthusiasm and... satisfaction we expect at this firm."
Miko swallowed her saliva. This did not sound good. Her concern must have showed on her face because Mr. Matthews rushed to reassure her, "Don't get me wrong! I love smart girls! And while you may need to provide...services for the other partners from time to time as things come up, the open position is to be my secretary so you would primarily report to me."
'I see,' Miko thought, 'so Smith and the others want a bimbo, but Matthews is different. And I'd be working for him. This could work.' She felt like at this point they expected her to say something, so she opened her mouth. "You wouldn't regret hiring me, sir."
Matthews's eyes glinted with mischief. "I'm sure I wouldn't," he said with a smile, "but I agree with my colleagues, that it's best to have this kind of a 'hands-on' interview to make sure we're all on the same page."
Miko blinked back at him, not understanding, and he pushed a button on the conference table console. "Ms. Janey, could you come in now please?"
The door opened, and a buxom redhead with big hair and matching 'fuck-me' pumps adding four inches to her height entered the conference room.
Matthews turned back to Miko. "Ms. Janey is Mr. Smith's secretary and the firm's most recent hire. She has been a complete success in her oh what has it been now, Janey, a year here?"
"18 months next month, sir," she said giving him a 10,000 watt smile, "18 wonderful months," she added with a wink, and the men all chuckled.
She was even better looking than Miko, who felt involuntary jealousy at the confidence that seemed to ooze out of her. Miko stood up and extended her hand. "Nice to meet you, Ms. Janey."
The woman tilted her head and grinned. "Aww, aren't you just lovely?" Ignoring Miko's hand, the gorgeous woman took Miko in an enthusiastic hug, burying her face in that soft hair and squeezing their bodies together tightly. Miko could feel the woman's massive breasts pressing against her own through their clothes.
One of the partners said something Miko didn't catch, and they all chuckled again.
Janey finally released Miko, leaving her a bit dazed, and moved to the other side of the table to sit in her boss's lap. Miko was shocked at this development but managed to conceal her surprise. Did anyone actually do anything at this firm or do they just fuck all the time? She was about to sit back down when Mr. Matthews redirected her.
"Why don't you come sit over here, Miko?" He tapped his hand gently against his thigh.
Miko narrowly managed to suppress her urge to sigh. She forced a smile on her face as she replied, "Yes sir."
It had probably been ten years since she'd sat in anyone's lap as a child. She walked over to him until she was standing between his widely spread legs and then turned to face away. Fresh humiliation bloomed inside her as she lowered her rear towards his thigh.
Mr. Matthews, gentleman that he was, guided her hips down the last little bit of the way, situating the tight pencil skirt-covered caboose right where he wanted it. He supported her with one arm wrapped around her shoulders and the other on her upper thigh over her skirt. Given how much taller than she he was, he still looked down a few inches to meet her eyes, their heads nearly touching.
"Now again, I have no doubts about your resume, but it's the...non-clerical parts of the job that we want to make sure you're suited to. So Janey is going to demonstrate first and then you'll get a chance to show what you can do."
Janey jumped up like coach had just put her in the game.
"Show her how I like my coffee, Janey," the grouchy Mr. Smith commanded while leering at Miko.
"Right away, Mr. Smith," Janey responded with maximum perkiness.
As she made for the door, Smith rolled his eyes. "I don't actually want coffee right now. Just pretend."
"I know that!" Janey retorted with an exaggerated pout, "just have to set the scene," she explained, lifting her hands and fanning out her fingers then moving her arms wide in opposite directions like she was casting a spell.
Then she held one hand palm up while the other seemed to be holding a fictional coffee cup on it. She stepped up to Mr. Smith. "Here's your coffee, sir! I hope you enjoy drinking it."
Miko wondered if she actually said it like that everyday or if this was was a bad porno script she was rehearsing.
"I always do," Smith said smiling at his colleagues.
Janey then dropped to her hands and knees and mimed crawling around his chair and under an imaginary desk. As the beta fished out her boss's cock and started blowing him, Mr. Matthews started feeling Miko up.



He started gently rubbing her back and her shoulders. Miko was clearly uncomfortable, tensing and shaking him off reflexively when his hands wandered too far past her comfort zone. Each time, he would back off for just a moment before starting again. He loved the way she squirmed in his lap.
Janey was really going at it now. She took Smith's cock into her throat, bobbing fast and noisy. *Glukk* *Glukk* *Glukk* No one in the room could take their eyes off the erotic sight of her. A sexual being whose allure was undeniable.
Matthews's hands were becoming ever more daring as Miko's body slowly gave up its defense. They delved up her skirt to tease her inner thighs. They roamed under her blouse to paw at her brassiere. Matthews's head was close enough that only he could hear when Miko spoke softly. "So this is what a beta secretary is at Smith & Matthews? A whore?"
Matthews's voice showed no hint of shame as he replied in the same hushed tone, "Not just that. Janey can type 100 words per minute and caught a major accounting error last year. But yes, her talented tongue and fat ass were also responsible in part for closing the Foster merger deal." His hand slid down her back to cup her right buttock over her skirt. "But I bet you could do even better."
Miko said nothing as they continued to watch the live porno before them.
Smith's eyes bulged as he almost lost control. He grabbed a handful of thick red hair and pulled the vixen's head off of his prick with a plop.
"Whoa there, girl. I should've told you," he paused to catch his breath, "not to finish like you usually do. We need to show Ms. Miko some of your other skills."
Without releasing his grip in her hair, he spun her around and bent her over the conference table. She reached back and hiked up her skirt helpfully. When Smith tugged her panties down, Miko could see Janey's clit bounce free, locked in a bright red plastic cage that matched her nail polish and her lipstick and her thong. 'What a professional' Miko thought.
Smith's hand moved back up to his secretary's rump and a second later she winced and moaned. His hand came up and dumped a metal plug on the table with a loud clack. Wet with lube and the beta's anal gel, the toy rolled on its circular base, spinning around so that Miko could see the company S&M logo printed on the flange.
"Ohhh yesss!" Janey cried out as her boss stuffed his cock up her ass. Her eyes closed with her mouth opened in ecstasy as he gave her a proper butt fucking. Her breasts compressed and expanded against the tabletop like little airbags, threatening to pop free of her low cut blouse, while her fingertips pressed into the polished surface for some tiny bit of leverage.
The other partners had their cocks out by this point, stroking themselves to the show. Matthews had also progressed, slipping the hand between Miko's legs and into her panties and tugging gently on the soft silicone plug between her cheeks.
Her thoughts went to her plug, carefully selected in consultation with her mother to strike a balance between prepared, professional, and sexy. They had settled on a medium-sized black toy. It seemed foolish now. Miko wondered if her mother would be shocked by the scene before her or if this was what she had expected. She had tried to warn Miko...
Matthews took Miko gently by the wrist and guided her hand to the iron bar in his trousers. He moved it back and forth a few times, and Miko got the message and continued jerking him off after her removed his hand.
"Such a sour look on your face, Miko. What's wrong? Janey clearly loves the way she's being used. Look at how easily she takes it deep in her ass. Look at that wide stupid smile on her face. God, I don't think I've ever been that happy."
Miko gazed at Janey and had to agree. She looked like she was having the time of her life.
"But you're different, Miko. And that's ok. That's just fine. Alphas like me enjoy the rarer flavor of betahood to which you belong. Reluctant sluts require more of a refined taste, but you are true delicacies."
Miko felt anger flash within her, but Matthews punctuated his point by shoving her plug deeper between her cheeks and she was unable to hold in her moan. She had mixed feelings about the situation to be sure, but there was no doubt she was aroused.
As Smith appeared to reach orgasm, Matthews decided to move things along.
"Alright Miko, let's see what you can do with that mouth. Don't worry, we don't expect you to be as good as Janey, she wasn't that good on her first day either." He helped Miko out of his lap to her knees.
She felt numb as she reached up to loosen the alpha's belt and fish out his cock. It was big, though not as big as Meryl's strap-on and that made her smile inside.
She took her time. Kissing the tip and licking the underside before taking the big alpha dick in her mouth and starting to suck.
Behind her she heard movement near Janey's side of the table. "You boys can use Janey to get warmed up, but save your loads for Ms. Miko!" Smith yelled good-naturedly.
By the time, Matthews decided he'd had enough of her mouth and hauled Miko to her feet, Janey was taking junior partner cock in both ends.
Miko was pushed forward over the table and her legs were kicked apart. She absently wondered if Matthews thought she looked elegant with her matching black thigh high stockings, garter belt, and lace thong. "Cute," was all he said when he pulled her thong to the side, exposing her white plastic chastity cage and black butt plug.
She grunted as her plug was plucked from her rectum. She was not worried as she felt Matthews's stiff prick slide between her cheeks. She had taken much bigger objects up her butt, and she was actually looking forward to the orgasm a nice pounding would bring her. But Matthews perverted comments about enjoying reluctance had not been lost on her, so she squeezed her sphincter a little tighter as his tip nestled itself against her furrow.
A high-pitched shriek left her lips when he shoved the head through her tightened pucker. She heard his colleagues cheer. As he thrust his shaft up her hot rear tunnel, she sent a hand back in feigned protest, as if it was too much. He caught her by the wrist as expected, twisting it securely into her lower back while hilting himself in her depths.
"Good girl, Miko! Your tight little ass feels divine!" he stammered in the breathy voice of someone close to climax. Then he began to move, low frequency powerful thrusts, power fucking her.
She squeaked and whimpered as he pounded her. Her full buttocks cushioning the impact of his pelvis against hers. "You...fucking...perfect...little...whore!" Matthews bellowed. And then she felt him press as deep inside her as possible and she knew he was cumming. She imagined the hot creamy jizz spraying her insides, painting her walls white. She moaned femininely as she let the image overwhelm her.
Then he straightened up, and she felt his rod slide out of her well-fucked ass.
"Why don't you try her out, Jim? That's premium pussy, right there." To Miko, his voice sounded a little embarrassed that he'd cum so quickly.
"Thank you sir" the younger man responded.
Miko's lower back was getting tired so she took the opportunity to flip herself over to face up. The junior partner not using Janey stepped up to her, cock in hand. He looked like he was questioning whether her change in position was some sort of challenge or slight against him, so she lifted her knees higher and wider in invitation.
The man's dick was smaller than his boss's, but Miko still gave him an exuberant moan as he entered her. She had committed fully to the whore role.
He began fucking her at such a feverish pace that Miko felt bad for him. Either he hadn't gotten any in quite some time or he felt like he needed to prove something. She was clenching her sphincter to slow him down and angling her hips forward in search of the orgasm that still eluded her, when she heard an alpha moan somewhere above her head.
Seconds later, Janey appeared above her and took her in a deep kiss. The pretty beta pushed her tongue into Miko's mouth, along with the thick load of spunk that the junior partner had just lost to Janey's tongue skills. Miko swallowed the sperm and sucked on the tongue in her mouth like the submissive beta she was.
Matthews, Smith, and the other man, all drained of their seed by the talented betas before them, sat back and enjoyed the erotic beauty of the two girls making out while both taking it in the ass at the same time. The image confirmed for them what they most needed to believe: they were successful men.
********************************
Miko knew as soon as she got in the company car that would take her home that she would never return.
She had done well. In the end, she left carrying three loads in her ass in addition to the one in her stomach. The partners all wanted her, Matthews more than anyone.
But they didn't deserve her. She understood that now. She would never again perform a sexual act that she didn't desire.
Her thoughts turned to Zaga. And then to his mother Meryl and her promise of the secret powers a motivated beta could harness. A plan took shape in Miko's mind. It felt like it had always been there, her subconscious patiently waiting for her to catch up.
She was still trying to figure out the least desperate-appearing way to contact Zaga when the luxury car pulled up outside her house. She looked up and smiled.
There was Zaga, sitting on the front steps, waiting patiently for her like a loyal puppy. She could see he looked worried, cold, smaller than his body as he sat shivering on her stoop. A few days ago she would have pitied him, but it's hard to feel pity for someone when you've just been gangbanged at a job interview and your rectum is still bloated with spunk.
Miko took a moment to compose herself before thanking the driver and stepping out of the vehicle.
Zaga had noticed the sleek, expensive automobile pull up to the curb, but he was surprised to see Miko step out. What did this car mean? Had she taken someone else's offer? Was he too late?
Miko looked more imposing to him than ever. Her soft beta curves in no way diminished her presence. Her eyes carried both intensity and calm, like they held in check an incredible amount of power she could release at will but didn't need to. Even compared to the last time he had seen her a few days ago, she seemed stronger, more confident, less fragile as she stepped from the luxury sedan.
"Hello Zaga. I'm surprised you'd show your face here." She spoke with a cynicism, an experience, a world weariness of someone ten years her senior.
"Miko, please listen to me!" He expected to be cut off, but Miko just lifted her eyebrows and her chin slightly, daring him to dig his own grave.
Zaga had hoped his defiant victory in the ring might balance things between them. He fantasized about Miko respecting him as her equal or even looking up to him. But he could plainly see what he always knew deep down. She was better than him and she would always be. He would always be struggling to meet her standards. But he was okay with that.
"I know my decision in the arena...upset you. That was never my intention. I went there intending to make you happy. But at the last minute, when I had that bastard pinned down on the floor, I just had this need. This need to show you that I can be tough like you. That I'm more than just my family's son. That I could be worthy of you."
Miko was touched, truly deeply touched, by Zaga's words, but she managed to stay stone-faced.
Zaga was disappointed that his words didn't seem to be getting through, but at least she hadn't dismissed him yet. He pressed on, "I know I messed up, and I'm sorry I hurt you, again. But if you could see your way to giving me just one more-"
"I'm just not sure you're compatible with me," Miko taunted with calculated precision, "even if I can forgive you for raping me instead of facing me in the ring, even if I can forgive your betrayal in the arena, I still need a special kind of alpha. One who understands that I'm a special kind of beta. One who respects me, appreciates me, and accordingly submits to my authority. I plan to have a loving relationship with my man, but he will have to understand that the final decisions are mine."
Zaga swallowed everything she said like divine truth. Her words spoke to him on a deep level. He knew instinctively that this was the kind of relationship he needed. Miko was what he needed.
"Miko, I understand all that! I respect you! I know we will be happy together. Just give me a chance to prove it!"
Miko stared at him, beaming happily on the inside but outwardly scrutinizing his sincerity carefully. "Wait here," she finally pronounced.
Zaga's heart soared at these words as he watched her perfect ass sashay inside her house. He wasn't being dismissed. There was hope.
After enough time passed to let him know she was in no rush, Miko returned with a little box. "If you really want to talk about the possibility of a future with me, come back tomorrow, 6 PM, don't be late and be wearing this." And with that, she turned around and went back inside.
He looked around, as if he'd just been handed something extremely valuable and it was likely ninjas and thieves would soon materialize from the bushes to steal it.
Zaga opened the box to find what seemed to him like a large purple butt plug (not realizing it was the smallest in her collection). The sight of the rubber sex toy, not only thought of how it might feel inside him but also the implications it carried for their relationship, sent a shiver down his spine. He felt fear but also excitement. Miko gave this to him. His Miko. Not the kind of prudish beta who only fucked as a duty. A kinky sex goddess. Powerful and strong.
He hurried home with the box clutched carefully under his arm, like a running back headed for the end zone.
*************************************************
At 5:55 PM, Miko took a deep breath to calm herself. She went over her preparations in her head.
The house had been vacated for the evening, a minor miracle negotiated with her mother.
When Miko had returned home last night, her mother had rushed her for information about the interview. "How did it go at S&M? It must have gone well. They already called to sweeten their initial offer by 30%! What do you think? Should we take it?"
"I'm considering it," Miko had responded with an edge in her voice. Chereel looked her daughter in the eye and saw she had grown since the morning. She knew her daughter was dealing with experiences and challenges that she'd never faced as a young, less competitive beta. 'God knows what that interview could have been like,' she thought to herself as her daughter met her eyes with a fiery intensity. The beta in her recognized dominance in any form. She nodded to her daughter in acknowledgment of her authority here.
Miko was pleased at her mother's response. "I have a few other things I'm looking into. Here's what I need from you..."
Chereel leaned in, excited by her daughter's confidence and thrilled to be part of the plan.
"...I need this chastity cage off. I'm done with it. Forever."
Chereel nodded, hoping her role in the plan went beyond this minor request.
"And I need the house to myself tomorrow. From 5:30 to say 9 PM. Take Dad to a movie or something."
"I can do that," Chereel accepted her mission solemnly.
"And I need the car tonight for about an hour."
"Sure honey." Chereel didn't ask any questions. In that moment she didn't feel like she had the right. It was Miko's business now. But she couldn't help her maternal worrying.
"You know, Miko, if you want to discuss anything, I'm here. I know I'm not the smartest beta, but it can still be helpful to talk things through..."
Miko smiled at her mother, a real genuine smile for the first time in a long time. For someone who had drugged her and had her gang-raped, her mother was alright.
"I'll fill you in in a couple of days," Miko reassured her.
Then, Miko had driven to the sex shop that had sold them their chastity cage to buy a few more items.
Now she waited for Zaga, idly stroking her fingers over the strap-on cock hidden down the right inner thigh of her slacks. She only owned a single pair of pants since "betas belong in skirts and dresses" per her mother, and the lone pair she'd managed to obtain was tight, designed to display her curves. She had almost fallen over struggling to pull them up over her ample tush with the harness on.
In addition to the strangeness of feeling a big cock in her slacks and the new sensation of her limp little clitty hanging free and uncaged in her panties, it also felt foreign to have an empty asshole. It seemed a long time ago the last time she wasn't plugged nearly all the time. After shitting three loads of semen out last night, she'd purified herself with a pair of enemas this afternoon. She fully intended to take Zaga's cock up her ass tonight if things went well, but she opted to forego any pre-stretching with a butt plug. At this point, she was no novice in the art of sodomy.
She looked out the window for the third time in the last five minutes. What if he called her bluff and didn't show? What if he showed up and wasn't wearing the butt plug? What if he showed up plugged but refused when she revealed her strap-on?
Her anxiety started to peak, but then something occurred to her. She wasn't bluffing. If he didn't do as she said this time, she would be done with him. It would hurt, but she would be okay. It might be more difficult to chart her own course with one of the other offers, but she could do it. She would be just fine.
At that moment, a knock sounded at the door. She hadn't been watching the window while she was lost in her thoughts. Could she have missed him approach?
She opened the door and felt a wave of relief to find Zaga there smiling at her.
"Hi Miko."
"Hi Zaga."
They both stood there grinning at each other for a minute, enjoying their shared secret. This was not an innocent house call. They were here to fuck.
After a spell, Miko stepped to the side and waved him in with a grand sweep of her arm.
She watched him closely as he crossed the threshold, expecting a bow-legged uncomfortable gait. But he seemed to be walking just fine.
She frowned slightly as she closed the door behind them, her anxiety warming again. Was he not wearing it? Maybe it wasn't really that big? Sure, by Miko's current standards, the purple butt plug was tiny, but she remembered things had not always been so.
Zaga was standing at the entrance to the living room looking back at her, hands clasped behind him like soldier at parade rest awaiting orders.
With her butt pressing the front door closed and her hand still on the knob, she asked him what she needed to know. "Are you wearing it?"
It was a kinky request she'd made for him to wear a butt plug. Alphas just didn't do that. But he'd done it for her. He just hoped a butt plug was as extreme as things would get tonight. If he only knew.
Zaga's confident stance softened, and he blushed like a schoolgirl. "Yes," he answered with a little nod. Adorable.
Miko's face erupted in a wide grin, unable to hide her elation.
"Good!" she said, locking the door behind her and moving past him to collect the little box she'd left on the coffee table.
Zaga's heart pounded as he waited to see what the beauty would do next. He was unable to take his eyes off of her. Every movement she made seemed perfect. That's how a beta should close a door. That's how a beta should walk. That's how a beta should bend over to pick up a little box from a coffee table. He wished he could see it all in slow motion.
She stepped close to him and reached out to press her hand gently against his chest. He felt like her touch was electric as she increased the pressure and stepped forward again, backing him up against the wall. He gulped. His throat felt dry he was so nervous.



It occurred to him that he had already butt fucked her in this very room. But this was different. So different. He was here because she'd asked him to come. She could dismiss him forever or make his dreams come true. A supernatural amount of power.
"Wuhh...what's in the box?" he stammered, instantly cursing himself for speaking and ruining the moment.
Miko smiled up at him, leaning even closer, seeming to feed off of his insecurity. "I got you something," she said softly, "but kiss me first." She pushed up onto her tiptoes and mashed her lips against his.
Zaga's eyes widened at this surprising but pleasing development. He quickly recovered, closing his eyes and kissing her back. His hands remembered their strength as they came up to squeeze her waist and cradle her head. She dropped the box on the floor and returned his embrace.
They made out like the teenagers they were, sucking face like it was going out of style. Their heads tilted this way, broke apart, tilted that way, and came back together. The sensation of their tongues rubbing against each other was erotic enough that they each felt it in their pants. The two of them seemed to fit together perfectly like puzzle pieces.
Finally, their lips separated and both of them stood there inches apart. Zaga couldn't believe his dreams had come true. Miko would be his beta. He pulled her head under his chin, crushing her against him like he was afraid she would get away. "So this is it, then? You'll be with me now? You'll be my family?" Zaga rasped, his voice choked with emotion.
Miko didn't pull away. With her head still pressed against his chest, she answered, "If you do everything I tell you to do tonight..." Now she pulled back to look him in the eye, "...and your mother doesn't cheap out..." Zaga laughed at this. "...then yes," Miko said with an emotion-laden smile and slightly damp eyes, "I'll be your beta."
'Don't get emotional, he may still bolt,' Miko scolded herself. But she felt good.
Zaga kissed her again. Hard. It was some time before they managed to separate themselves again.
"Alright Master, what do I have to do next?" Zaga asked jokingly.
'Master, huh?' she thought. 'Well at least he's getting the idea.'
"Open your gift," she told him, pointing to the discarded box on the floor.
Zaga picked it up and looked back at Miko curiously. When she gave nothing away, he sat down on the sofa, opened the box, and removed its contents.
It was a chastity cage. A large metal one, designed for alpha cock.
Zaga felt his stomach drop. He looked back at Miko with a worried expression. She pushed herself forward, sitting her massive booty in his lap, and taking his head in her hands. "Don't you like it, Zaga?" she teased with a naughty smile.
He definitely didn't like it. But he liked the feeling of her trying to use her feminine wiles on him, stroking his hair and angling his face into her chest for an extremely close up view of her cleavage.
"Does this mean, you don't mean...that I won't get to fuck you?!"
Miko pulled his head back and smiled at him reassuringly. "Zaga, darling, I'm a very, very sexual beta. I would never give up the pleasure of taking your big cock up my perfect little asshole."
Zaga couldn't help but grin. This girl was like something from a wet dream.
"But I will decide when and how I use you." Her eyes shimmered dangerously. Zaga nodded his assent.
Miko stood up, exposing the erection tenting Zaga's pants. "Good," she said, "bring your cage, it's going on when we're done," she informed him while grabbing his hand and dragging him towards her bedroom.
As soon as she closed the door behind them, Zaga took her by the shoulders and pressed her against the wall, stuffing his tongue back into her mouth. She giggled as he kissed down her neck before returning his lips to hers. A shiver went up her spine when she felt him lift the bottom of her blouse and slip his hand inside to caress her bare skin at her hip.
When she felt a big hand begin to paw at her bra, she slapped him hard on the wrist. "No! Not yet!" she scolded him playfully.
Zaga took a step back and raised his eyebrows in a look that said 'Now what?'
Miko smoothed her blouse back down, composing herself, and then gave him a pointed stare. "Strip!"
Zaga smirked and said "Yes Master," as he started unbuttoning his shirt. He was proud of his body and thought his muscled physique would impress her. As he discarded the shirt and set to work on his pants, he saw that indeed she was ogling his body lustily, but it worried him that she was not similarly disrobing.
When he got down to just his boxer shorts, obscenely tented by his engorged alpha dong, he hoped to see her jaw drop at the endowment the alpha transition had gifted him. But she seemed perfectly in control.
"Shorts too," she prodded.
With some of the wind taken out of his sails, Zaga tugged his shorts off as well. His cock stood straight out at the beta of his dreams, throbbing in salute.
"Good," she said perfunctorily like he was her pupil, "now turn around and show me my plug."
Zaga's smile faltered here. Hard to be cocky when showing someone your plugged butt for the first time.
He turned around and leaned forward ever so slightly. Miko could see the plug, his ass was not that big, but she wanted more. "C'mon, bend over and show me."
He reached forward, placing both palms flat on her bed for support and bent at the hips to 90 degrees, presenting his bare bottom and everything else for her to see.
Miko was enjoying the view. Her alpha had a well developed physique, sharp angles and lines chiseled into his back. His buttocks were masculine, muscular, full, and shapely. She was going to enjoy fucking him.
Zaga didn't know any of this. His breathing was getting faster with anxiety. 'What is she thinking?!' his fragile psyche demanded to know. A word. A touch. Anything!
Finally, "Reach a hand back and pull your butt cheek to the side. Spread your ass for me."
'What the fuck' Zaga cursed in his mind as he complied and assumed an even more submissive position. He felt shame in this position, and a little anger that she was torturing him, but he didn't want to be anywhere else. And he couldn't deny how aroused he was at the situation.
"Alright, now come get on your knees."
He turned to find her still fully clothed, standing tall with her legs at shoulder width and her arms crossed over her chest.
He huffed petulantly as he knelt down on the carpet before her.
Zaga wasn't sure where this was going, but he was having a hard time being this vulnerable in front of Miko. He tried to deal with his insecurity and anxiety and anger by lashing out, playfully like a joke he could walk back if she got pissed.
"Alright Ms. Big-Bad-Beta, you've got me on my knees. Your slave. What do you want? A blow job? You want me to suck your big fat cock?" He smirked up at her, remembering her size at her deflowering, knowing that her clitty must have shrunk considerably during her beta transition.
She tilted her head, looking down on him like he was a confused stupid child.
"That's right, sweetie. You're going to fish out my stiff dick and suck it like a cheap prostitute. Now get going." She stepped forward, taking a handful of his hair in her fist thrusting her crotch forward.
Zaga started to unbutton her pants, feeling confused and afraid. His fear multiplied when he slid down her zipper and saw the harness over her panties. His hands moved faster as if exposing the whole thing might change his conclusion. He yanked her pants down roughly off her ass, and the strap-on popped out and slapped him in the face.
"Oh fuck," he cried out, instinctively moving backwards and falling on his ass. He winced at the feeling of the butt plug pushing deeper inside him and looked up at Miko with anguish in his eyes.
Miko stared right back, stroking her silicone dick with one hand. She casually stepped out of her pants, in no hurry, and then squatted down right in front of him.
"Well Zaga, it's time for your test. You said you'd submit to my authority. I've decided that you're going to blow my plastic cock, and then I'm going to fuck your virgin asshole."
She stood back up over a quivering Zaga, hefting her cock in one hand, bouncing it lewdly in front of her. "Now get back on your knees and respect my decision or get the fuck out!"
Zaga was shocked. He'd never considered that she would go this far. He didn't want to do either thing.
"Please Miko..." he whined.
Her beautiful face was contorted in barely controlled rage, her jaw was set, her nostrils flared. "You asked once, I told you my desire, and you let me down. You asked again, and I gave you another chance. If you refuse me now..." her lower lip quivered, "then I'm done with you."
Suddenly being strap-on fucked up the ass didn't seem so bad. He was in love with her. He looked up at her and saw a pretty beta girl with tears in her eyes, pantless with a ridiculous rubber dick bobbing between her legs, standing up for herself as well as she could. He had no doubt she would let him walk out and find her own way.
Zaga slowly got back on his knees. Miko didn't move, holding her breath to see if he would continue to rise and walk out on her.
"Forgive me, my love," he said looking into her glistening eyes. Without breaking eye contact, he grabbed her cock from her hand and fed the tip into his mouth.
The room was quiet as Miko received her first blow job. They looked into each other's eyes as Zaga bobbed on the first few inches of her dildo. She stroked his hair, lovingly rewarding his submission. Then she palmed the back of his skull and pulled him forward, forcing her cock deeper.
He was physically stronger than her, no contest. He could push her off at will. So it was all the more difficult to resist his instincts and let her fuck his face. When he gagged or coughed, she would back off, even pulling all the way out once. But then she started right back up, sliding her schlong right back through his lips.
She thrusted deep and then pulled out while shoving his head back. He caught himself with his hands on the floor behind him while coughing through the drool and tears. He glared up at her, but when she paused to see what he would do, he took a few deep breaths and then opened his mouth and moved forward again.
"That's enough for now, but don't worry, that won't be the last time we do that."
He gave her a fake smile with his middle finger in the air. She cackled like a hyena as she issued her next command. "Alright tough guy, crawl up on the bed on your hands and knees."
As he got in position, she ran her hands over his body, enjoying the firmness of his muscles and squeezing the buttocks she was about to pound. She decided to indulge him a bit, taking his hard cock into her hands. "Oooh, I didn't know you would be so excited to get your ass fucked, Zaga baby."
"Fuck you Miko," he said defensively, but her hands felt great on his body. He moved his hips, trying to maximize the contact, enjoying her touch as she gently stroked his rod and fondled his balls. She took her time caressing his buttocks, running her thumbs down his cleft, around his plug to press into his swollen taint.
"I'm glad you like it, Zaga, really I am. Being a bit of a slut for me is going to make our life together so much easier. You're so lucky. I'm going to learn all your turn ons. Gonna make you feel better than you ever dreamed."
Suddenly her gentle soothing touches stopped, and he felt her grip on his plug.
"Was it difficult to get it in?"
"Excruciating."
"Good!" she smirked as she gently plucked the toy out of his clenching, inexperienced anus.
Zaga had cleaned himself carefully, inside and out, but he still felt ashamed to have Miko staring up his ass. But he had little time to ruminate before he felt her hand on his hip and her dildo slide between his cheeks.
Settling the tip of her weapon in the gentle depression of his cleft, Miko took a breath to savor the moment.
"Remember this, Zaga, remember it always." Her glutes contracted, thrusting her hips forward, taking away his anal virginity forever.
"Ohhhhhh, ahhhhh, ooooohhhh" Zaga struggled with the pain and fullness of penetration.
She held him tight with both hands on his hips, holding steady as the shudders ran through him. When he was almost still, she fed him another inch.
"Oww! Fuck! Wait!" he pleaded.
Miko paused her advance but didn't retreat. "Breathe! Push out and let me have your ass. You've still got a little less than half to take. Tell me when you want more."
She kept her grip on his hips, making little circles with her thumbs on his upper cheeks. The only sound was him struggling to get his rapid breathing under control. Miko didn't stuff any more dick inside him, but she shook her ass side to side and up and down, stretching his impaled hole around her shaft, signaling her impatience.
Finally in a pained voice Zaga yielded, "Okay. More." He took a slow deep exhale, and as Miko thrust further into his rectum she could feel the resistance lessen. Three paired breath/thrusts later, she had her cock buried all the way inside him.
Zaga breathed a sigh of relief when he felt her hips press against his buttocks. He'd done it. He took all of it.
He was starting to feel like he would be ok when she leaned over his back and whispered in his ear, "I'm going to fuck you now."
And then she started to move. Zaga grimaced and moaned as his hole involuntarily clenched down, unsuccessfully resisting the movement inside him. "Don't be so quiet, baby" Miko huffed with a crazed look in her eye, her erect nipples bouncing as she humped away. "If you feel it, let me hear you squeal!"
"Ughghh!Ughghh!Ughghh!Ughghh!" he let loose and wailed as she fucked his ass. His asshole burned, but he didn't ask her to stop. His hole had loosened considerably. He felt like he was her bitch, through and through. There was something so perverted about this pretty little beta sliding her cock in and out of him. He had only tasted this level of arousal once before when he took Miko's anal virginity.
Miko slowed her thrusts and came to a halt. The ass in her hands continued to hump on her dick for a few beats before it realized she had stopped and stopped as well. She was sweating, her face flushed with exertion. She knew neither of them would cum from this tonight. It was something to work towards, but she was horny now.
She pulled out and admired the reddened, gaping hole she'd created. She smiled and gave him a spank. "You're a good bitch, Zaga, now lie down on your back."
He groaned but was grateful for the change in position. Moving onto his back, he instinctively spread and raised his knees, assuming his torturer would keep sodomizing him forever. But when he looked up, he was surprised to see Miko taking off the harness.
Confused, he started to sit up. "I said lie on your back," she snapped, but she graced him with a smile as he lay back down. She got up on the bed, standing over him.
"Hold your dick straight up babe."
Zaga smiled and rushed to comply, stroking his dick back to full hardness and angling it up in the air.
Miko turned around to face towards his feet, giving him an eyeful of her perfect derriere. She leaned forward, putting her weight in her hands on his knees. Keeping her feet flat on the floor, straddling him and squatting down slowly, she took his cock into her sweet ass.
"Oh fuck yeah, I missed your cock baby!" Miko exclaimed, letting her inner slut run wild. She bounced her fat booty in his lap, luxuriating in the feeling of being stuffed full of cock, her natural state. This is what she was made for.
Zaga couldn't believe it was possible to feel this good. Her asshole felt like liquid silk. Her crack was soaked with her anal gel. He loved the fact that strap-on fucking him had made her this wet. Her pale full cheeks hypnotized him as she fucked herself on his rod. *Clap* *Clap* *Clap*
He was hesitating with his desire to spank her when she screamed, "Spank me, Zaga! Spank me like a whore!"
He let loose a primal roar as he slapped her plump fleshy backside. She was perfect. She was so fucking hot. He-
"Oh, Miko, I'm going to-"
"Ooooh, oh yeah, oh fuck yeah, cum up my ass baby! YESSS!" She squeezed her sphincter tighter even as she sped up from a trot to a gallop, using the pain of the spiked friction to drive herself across the finish line.
She whimpered as her orgasm hit. It stole control of her asshole from her, forcing her to contract even harder, seizing up tight before rhythmically clenching in waves. A splash of hot beta cum spilled out of her clitty.
Zaga had both hands on her hips, holding her down on him, pumping his essence as deep inside her as he could. He grunted in time with the waves of his own orgasm. He felt lightheaded, like her anus was sucking out his life force. If it was, it was worth it.
His consciousness was still blurred in a pleasant haze when he felt her lift off of him. His spent dick slipped out of her butthole, slapping wetly against his belly. His eyes closed with happiness and exhaustion.
Then he felt her legs straddle his ribs and her hands on his upper thighs. He opened his eyes to glimpse that thick, perfect ass descending over his face before it obscured all light and his world went black.
"Lick up your cum, baby."
For a moment, there was no movement. Her confidence almost faltered in the drawn out pause that followed, but then she felt his wet tongue lapping at her asshole and it soared to never before seen heights.
"Good boy, Zaga, mmmmm good boy." She sighed as she squatted on top of him and enjoyed the pleasant, perverse sensation. She reached down and lovingly fondled his big hairy balls. She slipped a finger into his sore little pleasure hole, enjoying the grip of the soft wetness on her digit as she toyed with the idea of sucking him hard again. The feeling of his strong tongue worming its way through her cummy asshole was delicious.
"Mmmmmm, that feels nice babe," she praised, her eyes unfocused, her thoughts on the future, "I was meant to be a beta," she said to no one in particular. Then with a gentle squeeze of the Zaga's testicles she added, "And you and I are going to get along just fine."
The End
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The bar of soap shook in my hands as I ran it over my pathetically underdeveloped body in the communal prison shower.
I wasn't supposed to be here. This was all wrong. As much as I hoped everything I had seen in movies was a farce, the cynical realist in me was convinced it was only a matter of time before I was raped. Five years with the possibility of parole in two, they'd said. No way I would make it that long.
My appearance was the first problem. Short and skinny, I had the misfortune of carrying almost all the fat on my frame in my buttocks. In addition to my mother's fine, elfin facial features, I had also inherited her head-turning rear. It was not subtle. I was teased endlessly in school about my fat ass. As an adult, I had been mistaken for a woman on numerous occasions by people approaching me from behind. Gay men hit on me regularly. Unfortunately for me, I didn't have a homosexual bone in my body, and most women were not attracted to my shape.
Besides my body, I also felt...softer than all the men around me. Even the other white collar convicts seemed to have more of an edge, in the way they carried themselves, in the hardness of their glares. Their bodies somehow seemed to contain barely restrained force, like coiled springs. I didn't feel any of that, and I knew they could all sense it.
So my eyes darted around warily, like a small herbivore out in the open, knowing I wouldn't be able to do anything anyway if one of them made a move, but unable to put it out of my mind.
Maybe half the men seemed not to notice me, just going about their daily bathing, efficiently routine. I noticed the hungry looks in the eyes of the other men, staring at my soft plump behind.
Suddenly one stepped forward with a determined look in his eye. Older judging by the gray stubble on his face, with a bit of a belly, but solid, unable to hide the power in his musculature if he tried. His cock stood out straight in front of him as he moved towards me.
I froze. Before I could decide what to do, a younger man, taller but equally muscular, cut him off. The first guy looked surprised, but the younger one just shook his head and said something I didn't catch. The older guy reluctantly moved back to his shower head with a disappointed expression on his face, his big dick swinging.
What just happened?
The question ate away at me over the next few days. The optimist in me tried to reassure me that this was a good thing. Those prison movies aren't reality; they sensationalize to make money. We may all be convicts, but most of us still have a moral compass. We look out for one another.
But the cynic in my head has always been the dominant voice. Something is going on, it told me. Everyone acts in their own best interest. Something is coming. Be ready.
A few days later, something did come. I was transferred to a new cell.
As I followed the guard through the prison carrying my kit, the cynic screamed in my head. This is it! You're about to get fucked! I gulped, trying to calm myself down. There was nothing to do besides put one foot in front of the other.
The guard led me to a wing of the prison I hadn't seen before. It seemed to be almost deserted. There were a few occupied cells near the entrance, but after that they were all empty until we reached the last cell at the end.
"Your new mate's here, Duane," the guard announced as he ushered me inside. 'Shouldn't he have said cell mate?' my paranoia asked as I stepped in.
Duane looked to be a heavyset 50-something guy with a beer belly. He took his time rising from his bunk. He nodded to the guard like he was dismissing him, leaving us alone in the cell.
It looked like Duane had been living here a long time. So much stuff. He had a shelf of books, plastic storage tubs of various sizes, and a blanket and pillow that did not look prison-issued.
"Hi I'm Will," I offered, trying to will normalcy into the situation.
"Duane."
He wasn't hostile, but he wasn't talkative. I told him how I was actually innocent, how I'd been framed. He didn't respond, which I took to mean he either didn't believe me or didn't care. He didn't offer any information about what he was in for either. There were a lot of silences.
The few things he did say were asking about my background, what I did for a living, whether I had a girlfriend. I could tell by the way he spoke that he was intelligent but hadn't had much education.
The conversation was strained by more than the newness of our acquaintance and the awkward circumstances of incarceration. There was also the matter of my anxiety. I was too scared to ask the questions that burned most brightly in my mind: So...are you a rapist? Why are we in this cell by ourselves at the end of a mostly deserted cell block? Do you know why I haven't been raped in the showers yet? How did you get that cool pillow?
Still, by lights out I had calmed down considerably. I had determined that Duane might not be the friendliest inmate in the prison, but he didn't seem like a psychopath. And he seemed too disinterested in me to be plotting some elaborate rape.
*************************
I was wrong.
I woke up suddenly in the darkness of the cell and immediately knew something was wrong. My mouth was open and it felt like something, maybe the corner of my pillow, had gotten pushed inside. I instinctively reached to pull it out of my mouth with my hands, but they were stuck. I was on my stomach, and it felt like the bedsheet had gotten twisted around my wrists at the head of the bed.
My groggy consciousness was just starting to put all this together when a hand grabbed me by the hair and jerked my head up. There in the dark, a foot in front on me, were Duane's eyes.
So I did what all tied and gagged people do. I started screaming. I struggled and kicked. The socks stuffed in my mouth and tied around my head muffled most of the sound, and I knew our cell block was virtually deserted, but screaming into the gag seemed like the thing to do.
Duane watched me for a spell and then slapped my face, not hard but enough to make me hush for a moment.
"Calm the fuck down," he said.
I immediately started thrashing and yelling again. Another slap, this time to the other cheek.
"You wanna talk or you just want me to rape you?"
That shut me up. He watched me in terrifying silence as I worked to calm myself down, slowing my breathing down with difficulty. The two of us alone in the dark.
"Just breathe. You know what's about to happen. Ain't nothin gonna change it. It is what it is."
I started struggling again.
*Smack!* "MRrrrmrmrmrr!!!" My right butt cheek howled from the blow over my boxer shorts.
Duane continued, "C'mon now, you knew this was coming, smart boy. Even without that stripper booty you carrying around, you're a natural bitch."
I whimpered into my gag in desperation. I thought to tell him I wasn't gay. I knew it was stupid, like a skewered pig gagged with an apple in its mouth, struggling to tell the cook its a vegetarian. But I had to say it.
"Mrmmmm hhhottt aaaaayyyyy!"
Duane was well versed in communicating with gagged people, it seemed. He snorted with annoyance. "Don't matter. Me? I AM gay," he started petting my hair, completely at ease with the situation. It was debasing.
"Anyway, this is your lucky day, straight boy. Because I'm here to help you. Before me, a soft little bitch like you woulda been gang-raped the day you got here. I'm talking broken bones. Permanent damage. Blood mixing with that river of cum leaking out yo' ripped pussy.
It's an ugly business, all that violence. No one - well maybe a few psycho freaks - but most don't like it. But that's the way things is. That's the cost of a piece of ass up in here. Man's gotta nut."
He turned from his philosophizing to look back in my eyes. "Anyway, it don't got to be like that for you." He moved closer, grabbing my chin and slowly turning my face to one side and then the other, examining me.
"You don't need a proper beating. Would be a shame to break that pretty little nose." He tapped it lightly with his finger. "And you're not stupid. See, the dumb ones are hard to predict. Can't count on them to act in they own best interest. Sometimes they fight like hell when it only leads to more stitches.
But a bitch like you? She's smarter. She'll look into the future and see that she's outmatched, outsized, outnumbered. She'll bend over with a smile on her face because it's the smart thing to do. Won't you sweetheart?"
I wanted to shake my head. But I knew it was true. Why get hurt if you don't have a chance? If they're going to take it anyway? The smart thing to do is to submit and survive. But the smart thing also felt like the cowardly thing. Deep down I felt like a 'real man' would bravely resist and valiantly die, or at least be beaten unrecognizable.
I wasn't that type. Best I could do was just hold his gaze. A shameful tear fell down my cheek to soak into the sock. He wiped it with his thumb.
"But I can see you need a little something. Something you can feel in your body, to reassure you of the truth. You never had a chance."
He slid my underwear down to my thighs, baring my pale white ass. I froze.
"Spanking that ass will do you good, bitch." He took a handful of my fat backside in his hand and squeezed. "That's some quality cake," he chuckled. Suddenly, his other hand snatched my scrotum into his fist. My body jerked in shock, but the pain from my stretched ball sack made my hips freeze.
He leaned down close to my ear and whispered. "Your name be Fifi now. Got that, Fifi?"
Another tear slid down my cheek. He gave my nuts a little twist. "Mrmrrmr!"
"GOT THAT, FIFI?!"
I started nodding as fast as I could.
"I CAN'T HEAR YOU!"
"MMM OTTT TITTT!!!" I howled into my gag.
The pain between my legs abated. He guided me to lift my legs, allowing him to slide himself underneath me so that my butt was in his lap with my hands still tied to the head of the bed.
His voice became sweet again. "Alright Fifi, I want you to arch your back as much as you can. Lift your fat ass up high for your spanking."
I did as he asked and felt his hand slide down my spine, tracing the opposing curves of my lower back and my full bottom. I thought of how I'd done the same to past girlfriends, enjoying their bodies. The thought brought a confusing tingle to my dick.
*CRACK!* The slap of his palm on my left butt cheek came out of nowhere. I instinctively tucked my ass back down to protect myself.
"You keep your ass up, Fifi. Or do I need to crush your little grapes?"
I raised my rump right back up for him.
*CRACK!* *CRACK!* *CRACK!*
Now that I was expecting them, the slaps weren't so shocking. But the level of pain they generated surprised me. It brought tears to my eyes. Within seconds, I was squealing and sobbing. I lost focus and my body tried to tense my buttocks in self-defense again.
A strong hand pushed down hard on my lower back, forcing it to curve back in the right direction. A terrifyingly low voice cut through my sobs, "I'm not gonna tell you again, Fifi. You keep that ass up or you're gonna regret it."
I arched my back again, lifting my fat booty as high as I could.
*CRACK!* *CRACK!* *CRACK!*
I kept my ass up like a good little bitch. As the blows fell, so did my tears. More than just pain, the humiliation, the fear, and the reality of the situation: crying while being spanked over a man's lap - confirmed for me I really was the little bitch he said I was.
When he finished, my ass felt like it was on fire. I couldn't see in the dark, but in my mind I was sure it was bright red. Probably bruised too.
My whimpering came to a halt when I felt a finger descend between my cheeks. A thumb pressed its pad flat against my tight pucker.
He slid back out from underneath me. "Keep that ass up, girl." I did. Obedience was a foregone conclusion at this point.
I heard the sound of a bottle popping open. Then cold liquid dripping onto the top of my cleft. Taking his time, like a veteran craftsman, he rubbed the oil over my puckered anus, gentle firm circles with his thumbs. I took it passively, an uninvolved observer watching nature take its course.
As my hole became desensitized to being touched, the reflexive tensing of my sphincter slowly extinguished. The little muscle relaxed, allowing my ring to expand a bit.
He seemed to notice and dug the tips of his thumbs a little deeper into the center of my crater with each stroke. The process started all over again. My body felt violated by the slightly more invasive touch. It tensed and squeezed to defend itself. Then it gradually realized that the touch was not painful and wasn't stopping, so it relaxed again. And just like that my anus was relaxed to a new baseline state two sizes up from normal.
"Push out like you're trying to take a shit," he commanded.
When I didn't comply, he took my balls back in his hand and gave them a quick twist and squeeze. I yelped into the gag and started pushing out with my ass like he asked.
Satisfied, he released my balls and went back to his thumb rubs. I didn't realize it at the time, but when I did this, I revealed a puffy pink inner layer of my anus to him. His thumbs spread the oil around, from my outer crinkled brown skin to the delicate pink ring now visible at my opening in low glow from the hallway lights.
I heard him release a deep sigh. "Now that's a pussy right there. This is your pussy now, Fifi. You're gonna learn a lot about your body this year, but most about your poor neglected little pussy."
Then he slid his middle finger into my asshole. "Mrmrrmrmrr" I moaned into the gag and tried to will my body not to fight. My anus spasmed and clenched.
"Shhhh, shhhh, shhhhh, here you take it at your own pace, babygirl. Fuck yourself on my finger. Push your hips back and forth. You hear me, Fifi? Start humping or your balls are going to be in a lot of pain."
I thought about defying him for a moment. A quick computation. The math checked out. My hips began to move.
"Oooooh, you really are a virgin, aren't you sweetheart? Even when you try to cooperate, humping that sweet little ass back and forth, you still don't know how to do it? I can feel your tight little pussy squeezing me, kitten. Don't worry, your body will learn quick. You have a sensitive prostate, I can already tell, soon you're going to love this, Fifi."
I almost wished that it was true. My body told me it was a lie. It felt awkward, burning, painful. And I knew his dick was a lot bigger than his finger.
"Almost anyone can learn to enjoy being ass fucked. I think you will learn to crave it. Or not. Maybe this will just be your day job for the next few years, a professional colonoscopy tester." He laughed at his own joke. Prison can be a lonely place.
"Alright, Fifi, like I said, today's your lucky day. I can be gentle...with gentle girls who know their place. So I'm going to give you a chance to keep your virginity just a little longer."
I hung on his words.
"I'm gonna give you a chance to suck it tonight and save your pussy until it's a little more stretched."
His finger slid out of my hole. My sphincter clenched several times, feeling the emptiness as he fiddled with the socks tied around my head.
"You give me any trouble, and this gag goes right back in and my cock goes up your ass dry, got it Fifi?"
I nodded, and he ungagged me.
"What's your name, girl?"
"Fifi," I replied unenthusiastically, bored, like 'I give up, you win,' like 'sure, I'll say this shit but I don't believe it.'
He jerked my head back by my hair. "SAY IT RIGHT! Use your girl voice. What's your name?"
"...Fifi..." I said it softly, not in a ridiculous falsetto, but in a slightly higher register, the way my subconscious imagined a girl my size might say. This seemed to satisfy him. He untied my wrists, pulled my shirt off so I was fully nude, and helped me to the floor.
I didn't meet his eyes. Shivering on my knees, butt naked on the hard concrete floor, my eyes fell on the angry throbbing snake trying to escape his boxer shorts. I started to feel sorry for myself.
I looked up at him with tears in my eyes. "Please!"
His eyes were hard and merciless. "Careful Fifi! You can still fuck this up a hundred different ways. End up right back where you were, gagged and fixin' to have your ass ripped open. You think about what you want. Now beg me for it!"
"...please...may I please suck your cock...?" I cringed as I said the words. I looked into his eyes with fear and disgust.
He smiled back down at me. "Go ahead, Fifi. You deserve it."
Deserve it. The words stung as I reached up and slid down the waistband of his underpants. His cock looked huge from my vantage point, though I think it was probably average-sized.
I looked back up at him, hopeful, desperate, like he might let me off the hook if I just looked pathetic enough.
"Kiss it."
I took his cock in my hand. It felt warmer than the only other cock I'd held. I closed my eyes and pressed my lips to the side, instinctively wanting to avoid the hole.
"Lick the underside."
The order was too specific to misinterpret. I lifted his dick and dragged my tongue along its underbelly. He groaned in pleasure and the thing twitched in my grasp. For the second time tonight, I felt a twitch of arousal between my legs, mixed right in there with my disgust and humiliation. His cock felt heavy on my face.
"Stick your tongue out, Fifi, way out." He rubbed his dick along the slippery pad of my tongue, getting it wet.
"Look at me, Fifi, you keep your eyes right here. Now suck it."
I looked into his eyes and accepted his glans into my mouth. I suckled lightly and licked the underside with the tip of my tongue. It throbbed and expelled a drop of pre-cum into my mouth. The taste sent a twinge down my spine, but I powered through. I started to bob my head, keeping my lips light, dragging his soft foreskin back and forth over the iron bar beneath.
I saw delight and lust in his eyes. The sight made my asshole clench. Suddenly, I saw myself from outside my body in my mind's eye, sucking cock naked on my knees, making goo goo eyes at my rapist. I moaned in shame and broke eye contact, though I wasn't brave enough to pull off of his prick.
He put his hand on my forehead, ran it into my hair and pulled back. "Your eyes, Fifi, let me see your eyes. You gotta earn this nut if you don't want it up the ass tonight. And you don't have the tongue skills. Only your eyes can make me nut."
Reluctantly I forced myself to meet his gaze again. I didn't know if I could go on.
He cupped the back of my head gently and guided me. My head slowly started to bob on his knob again. "That's it babygirl, let me see you." I wanted to look away but I forced myself not to. It felt like he was could see everything. I was thankful when my vision became blurry with tears.
He wiped at my eyes with his thumb and kept my head bobbing. "Awww Fifi, you're a natural sissy. You look so good with my dick in your mouth. Keep going, baby. Show me how bad you want that jizz."
I wanted to rip his cock out of my mouth. Fuck him. How dare he make me do this. He's a goddamn criminal!
Yep. And that's why he's in prison. And I'm a bitch. That's why I'm on my knees giving head.
My emotions swirled behind my eyes, and the bastard drank it all in. My mind found its rationalization. You can throw a tantrum, brat, but you'll just end up hurt and having to start all over again to make him cum. You're already so close. Just finish up.
I sucked harder and faster, whipping my tongue across his flesh, willing him to cum, never breaking eye contact. He broke it first.
When he closed his eyes in pleasure, I let my vision unfocus. The first shot hit the roof of my mouth, flooding me with salty bitterness. I kept bobbing, milking out every drop, swallowing without thinking only when my mouth reached capacity.



He pulled out with a sigh, a satisfied little smile on his face. I was just glad it was over.
But of course it wasn't.
"What's your name, girl?"
"Fifi." Despondent, but I managed to keep the higher register.
"Bend over the bed, Fifi."
I looked up at him. As I saw he was serious, my eyes grew wide, "But you said!"
"I said I wouldn't fuck you tonight. I didn't say you were finished after a blow job. BEND OVER!"
The powerlessness turned my muscles to jelly. My cheeks flushed with frustration and embarrassment as I moved to comply. My inner monologue sounded like a whiny cunt, 'this isn't fair!' all high pitched and sulky.
I laid my chest on the mattress and automatically assumed the position, arching my back and presenting my ass to the alpha. The universal submission sign throughout the animal kingdom.
Duane chuckled. "You're going to be a hit here, Fifi. The boys are going to love you." He rifled through his storage boxes before finding what he was looking for.
A pink rubber butt plug. Thankfully it looked small, probably about the same size as a finger.
"Spread that ass for Daddy, Fifi."
I buried my face in the bed as if that could suppress my humiliation as I reached back and pulled my buttocks apart. Perversely, I felt my dick start to stiffen.
"mmmMMRMR!" I moaned as he shoved the lubed sex toy into my rectum.
"Perfect fit for your virgin pussy. What do you say to Daddy?"
My mouth felt dry, my tongue like sandpaper, but I managed. "Thank you Daddy."
"You're welcome, princess. Time for bed. That plug stays in your ass until I give you permission to remove it. And no touching your clit!"
************************
As I lay on my bunk in the dark, listening to him snoring loudly, I ruminated. I was angry at him. I was angry at this place. I was angry at myself. I still had the taste of his cum in my mouth. I had been too afraid to even attempt to wash my mouth out at the sink.
And then he didn't even show me enough respect to tie me up again before he fell asleep. Was I that harmless? Couldn't I kill him in his sleep? Isn't that remote chance worth a few lousy knots?
But it's not a remote chance. It's no chance. Because I'm a bitch. The thought made me squeeze my plug.
Eventually, I tired of my thoughts, and sleep took me.
******************************
In the morning, he had me back on my knees, earning my breakfast. He popped his cock out of my mouth just as I saw movement out of the corner of my eye. His dick erupted splashing hot jizz all over my face, forcing me to close my eyes. I was sure someone else just outside our cell had just witnessed my first facial.
"Hey Stacey, how you doin girl?" Apparently Duane was acquainted with whoever was watching his cream drip from my chin.
"Tee hee, you really covered her! What a thick coat!" a voice so feminine I felt sure a woman had somehow been smuggled in.
"You know that's how I do." Duane sounded like he was enjoying the banter. "Why don't you come treat yourself to the last few drops?"
"Oooooh, thank you Daddy!" I heard the girly girl say. I sensed movement followed by excessively noisy cock sucking.
My curiosity finally overwhelmed by fear of getting semen in my eyes. I squinted my eyes open just enough to see.
I saw her from behind. Blonde. Hair in pigtails. Squatting in front of the man, giving me an eyeful of her backside. Her ass filled her orange pants generously. She wore them low on her hips, perfectly displaying the whale tail of her high-waisted pink thong. Her white tank top was too small, baring her midriff.
"Think you done drained it all, girl. Come sit on my lap."
She popped up and practically jumped into Daddy's lap with a girlish squeal signaling her delight. She threw her arms around his neck, and she moaned when he kissed her. I had never seen anyone so effeminate. Maybe Betty Boop. Must have been a fag before she got here, I thought to myself.
"So how are the men of K-24 treating you, Stacey?"
"My guys are hound dogs, horny 24-7, they can't get enough!"
"Sounds like heaven on earth for a slut like you!"
Stacey giggled and put her hand up like a drama bitch, "I thank God every day that that judge was such a stickler for law and order!"
They started making out again, taking their time, plenty of tongue. When Stacey came up for air, she cocked her head and looked me in the eye for the first time.
"What's your new bitch's name, Daddy?"
"Fifi. What you think?"
"Oh she's a cutie, Daddy. I'll make her pretty for you. Gosh, I wish I had her tush."
Duane clapped his hand to her bottom. "Nothing to be jealous of, sweet cheeks."
She giggled and kissed him again before he stood up, dumping her back onto her own two feet. He rooted through his inventory for a few minutes before handing her a black zippered cloth bag.
"Clean her up nice, Stacey," He handed her a pink plastic little cage, "And this goes on her after."
"I'm your girl, Daddy!"
Then she bent over me with her hands on her knees as if she was talking to a puppy. "Ready to go, Fifi? Or do you already like being on your knees that much?" she broke into giggles at her own joke.
As I staggered to me feet, Daddy addressed me. "You do everything she tells you to, got me, Fifi? Or I'll turn that little ass black and blue!"
I tried to get away with just a nod. Stacey was not having it. "What do you say, bitch?!"
"Yes Daddy," I said weakly.
"Let's go, sugar butt!"
*****************************
She led me down the corridor. I'd been allowed my prison-issued pants and shirt but no underwear. My plug announced itself with every step I took. As we walked, I tried to connect with her as a fellow victim. "So what's your real name?" I asked in my regular male voice.
Stacey stopped on a dime and slowly turned to face me. She glared at me. Sticking a finger in my face, she menaced, "Listen up, bitch! If I hear that man-voice you've been faking your whole life again, I'm going to have to tell Daddy. And you won't like what happens then. Your real name is Fifi, you're really a bitch, and you'll learn to speak in your real girl voice - or you're going to have a tough time."
She searched my eyes for rebellion. Finding only a scared little girl, she softened a touch. "You gotta learn how to be a good bitch, how to relax your asshole and enjoy being taken, if you want to stay human in here. Other choice is a numb piece of meat."
With that she spun back around and continued leading me through a maze of passageways. We stopped at a door labeled 'Handicap Shower.' Private. "There's only three disabled inmates, so most of the time this is rented out for the bitches," she explained, "Now strip!"
As I unbuttoned my shirt, I noticed the time on the wall clock. I used my best little girl voice, "Um, Stacey, I guess skipping breakfast is okay but I'm due for work duty in the laundry in 15 minutes."
Stacey smirked. "You're excused. That work's not for bitches. The guards didn't transfer you to Daddy's cell to learn how to work in the laundry. Hahaha."
While I shucked off my pants, Stacey unzipped the little black bag and withdrew a plastic bulb with a nozzle. "Ok Fifi, listen close, this may save your life someday. Nobody likes a dirty pussy. I'm going to show you how to keep your pussy clean. You do this every morning and an hour before anytime you think you're likely to have sex. Now turn around and bend over."
I obeyed what seemed to be everyone's favorite command. She tugged my plug out and laughed at the size. "Little pinky plug, huh? Daddy must be sweet on you."
Once my rectum was douched, she moved me into the shower and had me put my wrists up through a pair of cloth loops that hung from a hook in the corner.
Then she took the shower hose from its cradle and started spraying me down with frigid water.
"Could you...could you please turn the temperature up?" I shivered.
"I could," she answered casually while continuing to cover me with the ice cold spray.
She finally turned the water off and started to rub my body all over with a foul-smelling cream. Her manicured fingers smoothed it into my butt crack. I didn't mind her touch the way I minded Duane's. I knew in my head that she was a man, but my body was convinced by her femininity. The feeling of her finger massaging cream into my rim made my dick harden. While she worked into my every crevice, Stacey decided to educate me.
"Alright Fifi, you seem like a good girl, so I'll tell you what's what. Most people in here know Daddy as the bitchmaker."
Great, I thought, my cellmate isn't just some horny man who wants to use me. He's a professional rapist.
Stacey continued, "Before him, gangs would rape little bitches like us, but the product was inferior. Not nearly as sexy as what Daddy creates. The girls who need to be hurt, I mean the ones who really get the shit kicked out of them, they struggle to become good bitches. They never break as good. Like they're numb. They bend over and take it on command, but they're not seductive. Not glamorous. Watching those bitches submit, it's like a zombie going to the gyno."
Her hands slid down my sides to fondle my testicles, massaging the cream into my sack. She smeared cream along my cock too, never gripping it but instead just pushing it this way and that with a single finger.
"But the bitches that Daddy makes are THE BEST! And everybody knows it. That's why almost all of them outsource the work to him."
At this, I shot her a questioning look over my shoulder.
"What? Did you think you were gonna belong to Daddy? Be his private personal little pet? Mmmn mmmm, nah girl, the rights to you were negotiated the day after you arrived. That's why you've been protected while your cell transfer was arranged. Your small soft little body, your natural submissiveness, these fat cheeks-" she squeezed my buttocks for emphasis "-I heard there was quite the bidding war for you."
She moved to the sink to wash her hands as I took all this in. Then she moved behind me. I looked back and saw that she was touching herself, her hand down the front of her pants and her eyes on my rear. She met my eyes. "Hey girl, you know how it is, gotta take pleasure where you can. You got another couple of minutes before the cream is done. Mmmm, you do have a fine ass, Fifi."
I turned back to face the tiled wall with resignation. "I'm straight," I said softly.
"Mmmm, I was too. Daddy says it's easier for straight boys, to become bitches I mean. Easier than it is for fags. None of that emotion or romance in the way. None of your memories confusing things. A completely new life."
I heard her breathing getting faster. It was fucked up, but the idea that she found me desirable made me hot. No one had ever masturbated to my image before, as far as I knew. I found myself arching my back a little more than necessary.
"Alright, time to wash up," she said with a sigh. I didn't think she came.
"Ahh," I yelped when the icy water hit me again. I wasn't surprised, but it was still shocking to see all my body hair wash clean off of me.
The water shut off, and she grabbed my junk, pulling it back between my legs from behind. She slid everything through a soft plastic ring and then fed my chilled, soft penis into the little cage, which locked into the ring. I was still looking between my legs at the ridiculous pink plastic that now housed my genitals, when I felt her press something against my asshole.
"This is a proper-sized plug," Stacey announced as she gradually pushed a lubed object inside my body. It was definitely bigger than the last one.
She let met take my hands down out of the cloth loops and passed me a towel to dry off. Then, she handed me a pair of panties. They were clearly prison-issue white cotton briefs, 2 sizes too small for me, that had been cut into a thong shape. I looked back at her questioningly.
"We make them ourselves. Gotta cut them with the scissors in the barbershop."
"How come yours are different?" The question left my mouth before I even thought about it.
Stacey smirked. "Ohhh, already jealous of my pretty pink panties? What a natural bitch you are, Fifi." She slid her pants down to show off her lingerie. "These were a gift. I earned them," she proudly reported. "Speaking of which, get on your knees!"
I hesitated but her expression brooked no discussion. As I lowered myself before her, she grinned, "What? You didn't think all my help was free, did you?"
She spun around, reached back, pulled her panties to the side, and spread her cheeks. "Lick my pussy, Fifi bitch!"
**********************
Two days later, my asshole was still virgin. But it was stuffed with an even larger butt plug than the one Stacey gave me.
"C'mon Fifi, we're gonna go shower," Daddy commanded.
"But we already showered today."
He raised his eyebrows, silently asking if I was really questioning him, and then I scampered to my feet and followed him to the showers. I could feel my butt plug move with every step I took. I found myself swaying my hips more to lessen the sensation. The combination made me a little aroused by the time we got to the showers. All the sexual activity of the past few days and I hadn't cum. I was starting to get really horny.
I learned later that word had spread about a bitch getting broken in today. The aryans had claimed the rights to her, but when they had made the...soft approach, she had turned them down hard, threatening to turn them in to the warden. They let it be known that they wanted a crowd for her deflowering, and the other inmates were happy to oblige.
When we arrived, we walked straight through the changing area without removing any clothes. I guess Daddy figured my soft hairless body might distract from the main event. The showers were as crowded as I had seen them.
We arrived just in time. I followed the gazes of the men to a prisoner showering in the corner. She miraculously seemed unaware of what was about to happen, washing her hair under the stream of water with her eyes closed.
She was not attractive, but she was an obvious choice for a bitch. She was fat, maybe obese. She carried most of it in her ass and her thighs but still had a belly and some man-boobs. She had light body hair on her arms and legs, the center of her chest and her lower back, but she was one of those guys who naturally grew no hair on their ass. Unlucky for her. I don't even remember what her cock looked like.
When she washed the soap from her face and opened her eyes, the crowd was already closing in. She had a split second to realize what was going on and make a move. She drew in a big breath and prepared to scream bloody murder - a wise move since fighting off the crowd was obviously impossible - but a solid punch to her gut knocked the wind out of her before she could make a sound.
The first guy grabbed her and shoved her down on the tile hard. Four guys whaled on her, kicking and punching, for less than 60 seconds before she was broken. "Pleaseeee! Please stoughahoppp," she wailed between sobs, "I'll do whatever you want."
They brought her up to her knees, lifted her arms up and put a cock in each hand. They moved her hands back and forth to show her what they wanted and she docilely kept stroking when they released her. Another man grabbed her chin and brought his finger to her lips. "If I feel any teeth, I'm gonna knock them out, got it, bitch?" She nodded anxiously as he slowly pressed his finger inside. She held her jaw open as wide as she could and licked and sucked to appease him. He added another finger.
Apparently satisfied after vigorously fucking her mouth with two fingers, the man slid them out and replaced them with his cock.
Now the crowd's attention turned to her back side. A man on either side took handfuls of her fat booty and spread her cheeks. A third man opened a little bottle and dumped what looked to be about half its contents into her crack. He brought his hand in between, and she screamed into the cock in her mouth. He must have kept going because the volume of her gagged wails got even louder, and she started swishing her hips back and forth, desperately trying to escape like a cornered animal. The men flanking her started spanking her butt red and she settled down, whimpering and sobbing and moaning on the cock in her mouth while the hand between her buns kept moving. After another while, the man removed his hand and scooted forward, bringing his dick to her opening.
Her eyes went wide and seemed to bulge in their sockets. She shrieked the loudest she had so far, and her whole body violently spasmed. It was enough to make the man in her mouth pull out for self-preservation. As he stepped back, he slapped her hard across the face to quiet her down.
The motion allowed her to fall forward, dislodging the cock from her anus. She clawed the smooth tile floor, dragging herself a few more inches forward and looking back over her shoulder at her assailants. "Noohohoho! Oh God, I can't, I can't, I can't!" Open-handed slaps landed all over her flabby body, giving her a mottled pink color. "I'm sorry, I'm sorry!"
"Make her sit on it!" someone shouted. The mob took the advice, grabbing her under her arms and lifting her onto unsteady legs. The man who'd only briefly enjoyed the tightness of her asshole laid down on the ground and held his dick straight up. The bitch was lowered, made to squat down over the cock. It glanced off her slippery buttocks.
"Grab the fucking cock, bitch!" There was no fight left in her. She reached between her legs and guided the erect penis between her cheeks. "Stick it in your ass, ho!" "Put it right up your dirty fucking ass!" She bit her lip and scrunched her eyes closed with exertion. The cock slipped forward pushing her little balls out of the way and emerging between her legs. Before anyone could slap the shit out of her again as punishment, she repositioned it at her sphincter.
She was motivated, it was clear. She moaned with the strain. Her face turned red as she grit her teeth, her moans getting higher in pitch. A single high pitched screech followed by silence and a look of horror on her face announced that it had entered her. Then she was moaning in rapid little spurts. "Ungh ungh ungh ungh" even though no one was moving, her moans reflecting only the rhythm of her spasming sphincter.
The other men could hold themselves back no longer. Cocks were again placed in her hands and her mouth. Her eyes were unfocused, her attention still consumed by the massive pressure in her butt hole. Slowly the strength in her thighs reached its limit and she slowly descended, impaled by her own weight. The man in her mouth pulled out and shot hot jizz across her face. It was still dripping off her chin when a new cock pushed past her lips. The man on the ground fucked her ass slowly, thrusting up and periodically slapping her bottom to encourage her to bounce up and down on the cock that stole her manhood.
Daddy had me watch more than three rounds before we left. Until she was covered in spunk. Until they repositioned her on her hands and knees and we got a good look at the cream dripping from her swollen purple gape. Until she lost control of her bladder as a man power-fucked her prostate. Until her moans quieted leaving only the squelching claps of wet flesh. Until the crowd started making her say fucked up things. "Thank you for fucking my bitch ass!!" and such.
I knew why he'd brought me here, and it worked. I felt extremely grateful to have been spared this. He held me pressed against the front of his body as we both watched the scene unfold. I felt his cock harden and press against my soft ass through our clothes. "Squeeze your plug as you watch, Fifi" he'd whispered in my ear, "Tonight you show me if you're a good little sissy bitch or if you'd rather be like her."



***********************************
"Alright Fifi, bend over the bed."
I stared back up at him from my knees. I knew this moment was coming, of course. But now that it was actually here, I couldn't believe it.
His expression hardened, and my body quickly moved in instinctual self-preservation.
"Arch your back a bit more. Spread your cheeks. Offer me your pussy."
My heart pounded as I did as he ordered. I grunted as he pulled out my plug and took off the chastity cage. He pushed my bits forward to hide them between my thighs.
"This is what the men here want to see. Most will fuck you in this position, like a dog. They want to imagine you're a woman. Don't want to see your face or your caged clitty. Straight guys just after a little sexual comfort to help them survive this place. For others it won't matter what's between your legs. All they see is a submissive bitch bending over to be fucked. It's instinctual. A fat butt lifted up like that, anything with a dick will get hard."
He poured a generous helping of lube into my cleft, greasing my hole and the inner curve of my pillowy buttocks.
"Let go of your cheeks, I want to fuck a virgin tonight, a classy little lady, not a whore. Bring your legs together, like that, close your thighs, I wanna split those plump little cheeks with my fuckstick."
He started sliding his stiff cock in between my slick hindquarters, enjoying the soft clutch of my flesh around him as he drilled for my opening.
"On the outside, I dommed a few boys. Soft little faggots. Trained them to show respect, to suck cock and take it in the ass. But I didn't become an expert till I came in here."
His tip was caught in my furrow now, fully lodged in the crinkled skin surrounding my cunt. He started the thrust forward, slowly increasing the pressure.
"In here, I found my purpose. My calling. I teach soft straight boys learn how to have sex. How to give and receive pleasure as bitches. My products help dozens of inmates survive this place. And I love my job!"
The pressure finally crossed the threshold, and his glans slipped inside my sphincter.
"Ohhhhh!" I moaned in pain as a man's dick stretched my asshole for the first time.
He took his time, giving me time to adjust as he stuffed more of himself inside me. But it still hurt. I scrunched up my face, gritting my teeth and moaning as I felt my pelvic muscles stretch apart, forced open for him.
When he had about half his dick up my butt, he paused and reached over to grab something. I figured it was more lube, but then he brought the bottle in front of my face, and I smelled harsh chemical fumes.
Instinctively, I jerked my head away.
"It's okay, Fifi. This will make you feel better. C'mon just one good huff."
His hands came to my face, cradling my chin, covering my mouth and holding one nostril closed. I inhaled.
My asshole opened outside of my control, admitting more of his length up my bottom. I felt his hands running lightly over my sides and my ass and my nipples, trying to comfort me, to distract me from the incredible pressure. I groaned and my eyes rolled up as I felt his pubic hair on my tush. The fullness was insane. And then he started to fuck me.
I was crying, whimpering as he slid in and out of my back hole. He pulled my head back and went to kiss me. I tried to jerk my head away, one last symbolic resistance. He pulled my hair harder to hold me still and mashed his lips against mine.
In and out. In and out. Fucking me. Soon his tongue was in my mouth. He pulled back and pressed his mouth close to my ear. "I'm not just raping your body, Fifi. I'm raping your mind. When I'm done with you, you'll forever long for cock in your ass. A bitch for life."
I started crying even harder. He put his hand over my mouth and pinched my nose closed. I couldn't breathe and started to struggle. After a few moments, he kept his hand over my mouth and released my nostrils while bringing the little bottle of fumes back up under my nose.
The effect hit me harder this time. My pussy loosened, and all pain disappeared. My mind became simple, boiling down to the cock inside me. In and out. In and out.
At some point, I had started to throw my hips back on it, fucking myself to my body's internal rhythm. My prick was hard. When did I get hard? In and out. In and out.
A voice somewhere far away in my head said not to cum. Why wouldn't I want to cum? Cumming is everything. Sliding through my slick cheeks, deep inside me, owning me.
With the bed sheets balled up in my fists, holding on for dear life, I threw my head back and squealed, high and loud and wild, with my eyes closed.
My cream squirted out between my legs as I rode the powerful contractions in my brand new cunt.
********************
About two years later...
With only one month of my sentence remaining before parole eligibility, I felt strangely anxious.
I had developed an equilibrium with my situation - with the prison environment, with being enslaved, with my submissive shockingly flexible sexuality - with everything here over the last two years. Now I had to face the possibility of another major life transition.
"Fear of change is natural" that's what my best friend and fellow sissy Monica had told me when I related my fears about my upcoming potential parole. The thought of going back to a life as a heterosexual vanilla man was the scariest. Could I even learn to pretend to fill that role anymore? Could I ever give up the pleasure of submitting to a more dominant lover? Could I imagine a sex life ignoring my pussy?
Then there was the matter of my body. My hands absently traced the gentle curves of my current form as I reflected. The smuggled hormones, the extreme dieting, the exercise training focusing almost exclusively on glutes - not to mention the exercise that I got while working - had given me a decidedly feminine hourglass figure. My little A cup tits, just enough to jiggle when I was fucked, were topped by enlarged nipples, which were now sensitive enough to send shivers directly down into my little cock.
My hands traveled further down over my skinny hollowed stomach. They moved over my sides to my lower back and the tattoo I now wore there. I remember the pain of the needle being inserted again and again while I sat on the artist's lap. I remember clenching my painfully-stretched hole around his cock to distract myself from the pain of the needle. "Sissy Bitch" was now stamped above my buttocks, large enough to be read across the room. Large enough that removing it would be a major undertaking...
My hands continued down, pushed ridiculously far behind me by my well developed derriere. My butt filled out even my loose prison-issued pants. It turned the eye of even the straightest man here.
Of course, I'd already gotten a few offers for after parole. Several men had...associates who could provide a girl like me with the structure I needed. But they scared me even more. At least here in the prison I couldn't be disappeared or kept locked in a basement wearing nothing but a dog collar forever.
"Fifi! You ready?" James asked with annoyance, his huge frame completely filling the entrance to my cell. While he didn't own me exactly (I belonged to his gang), he was responsible for me. He managed my appointments, received feedback on my performance, and administered corrective judgments.
"Yes, daddy!" I responded in the high-pitched falsetto that had become second nature to me.
"You gonna give me any trouble, Fifi?" The question made my butt sting, still sore from the blistering spanking he'd given me after a recent client had complained. I had deserved it. I had hesitated.
The client was connected enough to have arranged a threesome with Monica and I. When he pumped his first load up Monica's ass and told me to suck it all out, I hesitated. No particular objection. I'd just never done it. Threesomes were rare even for bitches like us.
The client had known how to handle it, thankfully. He grabbed me by my long hair and shoved my face between her cheeks. She quivered and moaned beneath the strokes of my tongue. Having your ass eaten can be such a submissive or a dominant action. All depends on the context.
I licked her throbbing hole clean before sealing my lips to her rim and sucking out every last drop. But in the first moments, just after he'd pulled out, a few drops had been wasted, dribbling out of her gaping ass and running down her hairless scrotum before falling to the floor.
I had been lucky to get off with just a spanking. Thankfully my owners appreciated that I wasn't the type to intentionally refuse orders.
"No sir, I promise you'll get a glowing report."
James rewarded me with a lusty smile. "I'm sure I will. Anyway, your client is meeting you in D-block, cell 104. The guards are aware so you should have an hour of unmolested playtime. Man's name is Blake, only been here about a month, but connected. He paid for anything goes, got it?"
"Yes daddy."
"You best get goin."
As I made my way through the prison, I reassured myself that I was prepared for success, mentally going over my preparations.
My make-up was subtle enough not to draw attention (sissies are an accepted part of prison life, but you can't just walk down the hall in lingerie). Just some foundation and a bit of mascara and light pink lipstick. I kept my hands in my pockets to cover my french manicured nails.
I was wearing prison fatigues, but underneath I had on a white lace set, matching bra, garter belt, and satin thong panties. A diamond butt plug rested in my sphincter, keeping me stretched and ready in case a sudden hard ass fucking was required.
My limp little clitty was tucked safely inside a pink plastic chastity cage (I only wear it now sometimes when I'm working, about half of the clients prefer to watch my clit bounce and swing as I'm fucked, the other half want it locked away).
As I entered the cell, I focused on slinking my hips side to side sensuously, keeping a sexy smile on my face, making sure my voice was alluring, "Hi Mr. Blake, I'm-"
My voice died in my throat. My mouth hung open. The shock of the sight before me paralyzed me completely.
The bastard grinned, soaking up my shock and despair. "The famous Fifi, you look even more pathetic than they said. And definitely sexier than the last time I saw you."
Blake Jackson was the man who set me up, who framed me. And there he was, sitting on the bunk, looking like he'd won the lottery. I had tried to tell the authorities that they had it wrong, that I knew who had made things look so bad for me. I pointed them right at him, but he had covered his tracks too well. He was smarter than me.
I guess...I guess eventually they got him for something else.
"I figured you'd end up a prison bitch, but honestly I underestimated you. I thought you'd be sharing a cell with some old faggot, sucking a little cock when you needed to. I never imagine you'd become the most sought after sissy bitch in the big house. But now I see it. I should've known this place would reveal what you truly are."
I couldn't say anything. My heart was pounding like it hadn't since that first night I was fucked. I was practically shaking with rage and fear and shame. I couldn't...just couldn't let this man fuck me any more than he already had.
"Awww Fifi, you look like you're about to cry. Are you getting confused wearing those man clothes? That must be distressing for a bitch like you. Why don't you take them off?"
I was shaking like a leaf now. I swallowed, trying to calm myself down. I looked up from the floor and managed to meet his eyes. They shone with hate and victory and lust.
"Do I need to repeat myself, slut? STRIP!"
I didn't know what to do. I thought I might die right there. But then my instincts kicked in. With trembling hands, I unbuttoned the fatigues and slid them off.
I stood before him in my bra and panties, hoping some miracle would occur. A fire alarm. A missile strike. Spontaneous combustion. But nothing happened.
He stared at me with a critical eye. He looked pissed now, like he wanted to say something but couldn't. "Tttturn around," he commanded. His voice was heavy like he needed to clear his throat.
I turned around to face the entrance to the cell. It was right there. I could just run. But I didn't. That wasn't the kind of thing I did. I got fucked.
"Come here," my client instructed me when he'd seen enough. No disparaging remark on my tattoo. Strange.
I turned back around and managed to stumble towards him, forcing myself forward. My mouth felt dry, my cheeks felt hot. I couldn't bear to meet his eyes.
"On your knees."
The concrete felt particularly hard as I sunk to my knees before him. A familiar position. I automatically spread my legs and arched my back, displaying my curves for the client's pleasure. I felt completely defeated.
He stood up now. Reaching down with one hand, he grabbed my face, pinching my blushing cheeks in his grasp. "Look at me," he growled.
Through sheer will, I managed to raise my teary eyes to meet his. The humiliation was unbearable. I felt my asshole clench hard around the plug in my rectum.
He pressed his thumb into my mouth. I let him. Passive. Not accepting, not rejecting. Numb. My eyes unfocused.
"Keep looking at me, bitch!" he slapped the side of my head with his other hand. When my eyes returned to his, "Suck," came the command. I started to suckle on the thumb pushing my tongue down, all of my submission leaking out of my eyes, sucked into his glare.
"I know you told the cops about me, bitch. Tried to get them to come after me instead of you. Don't you think you owe me an apology?"
I started to frankly cry now. Whimpering around his thumb as tears ran down my cheeks.
*Clap!* His hand reached around and spanked my bare ass so hard I almost fell over.
"Stop crying, sissy."
I sobbed even harder.
*Clap!* *Clap!* *Clap!*
"Aaahhh!" I cried from the sting in my reddened butt cheeks. He grabbed me by the throat and lifted my face up towards his as he bent down over me. He ran his thumb slowly over my painted lips.
"Apologize!" he half-whispered, half-growled.
I gave him a pained expression. I noticed his other hand slowly pulling back for a slap, and I found my voice. I glared at him. "I'm sorry" I barked.
His face split in a dangerous smile. "You're not. But you will be by the time you leave this cell," then he crushed his lips against mine, taking me in a deep kiss, thrusting his tongue inside me.
I managed to pull away, ripping my face to the side to escape the kiss.
"Well two years of taking it up the ass and you've still got a little fight left, huh? That's gonna make this even better."
He straightened up, and I noticed the tent pitching in his pants. He was getting off on my humiliation. He noticed the path of my eyes. "You want to suck it, don't you princess? Soon. First let's see those tits."
I wished he would hit me, assault me. Being forced to follow his commands was worse. Still glaring at him, I reached behind me and popped the clasp on my bra. It slid off my shoulders.
I took satisfaction in the lack of mockery in his eyes. They were serious. Lust is serious.
"Lift them up, play with your nipples."
There wasn't really enough to lift, but I cupped my little breasts and pinched my nipples gently. They hardened from the stimulation and the submission. The pleasure weakened my resolve and made my cheeks flush with fresh humiliation.
His fingers went for his zipper, but then he thought better of it.
"Take it out, bitch."
I reached up for his pants. My mind hesitated, but my practiced hands unfastened them and slid out a thick throbbing dick. I felt my mouth water and my asshole clench at the sight of it. I looked up at him, begging for mercy with my eyes.
"Go ahead, Fifi, show me what you can do!" he mocked, leaning forward to press his glans against my lips.
I went to work. While confronting the man who framed me was not something I had thought about in the last year, sucking cock was something I did every day. I kissed the tip before going low to give a slow long lick to the underside. I squeezed and stroked the shaft, my hands working in concert with my tongue. I took it in my mouth and swirled my tongue around its length.
"Holy shit!" I heard above me. I smiled inwardly. Absurdly proud of my skills in this fucked up situation.
Maybe he sensed it. Because in the next moment, I felt a rough grip in my hair. He was taking over. He pulled me off his rod and slapped my cheek with it. Then he shoved it back down my throat, making me gag.
Moments later, he had me bend over the bed and spread my ass for him. He plucked my thong out of the crack of my ass, revealing my diamond plug and pink cage.
"God, you're so fucking pathetic," he commented as he tugged my plug free. I waited to feel him impale me on his shaft but instead he said, "Get up."
He sat down on the edge of the bed. "Time to go for a ride, sissy. C'me here." I moved to sit in his lap backwards facing away. "Nuh uh, turn around bitch. We're gonna be intimate. Straddle me."
I crawled on top of him, putting my knees into the mattress on either side of him. I felt his rock hard erection poking my fat ass. He grabbed my hair and pulled my head back to look in my eyes. "Put it inside you, girl!"
My thong had slipped back into my cleft so I had to pull it aside. The act was so submissive. I squeezed my eyes closed to block out my thoughts, while my hand found his shaft and angled the tip toward my puckered star.
A tear ran down my cheek as I pushed out and accepted the head inside my anus. I expected him to shove himself inside, but he remained motionless, allowing me to control the penetration. He wanted me to fuck myself.
The hand in my hair relaxed and slid to the side to cradle my head. His other hand gently squeezed and kneaded my right buttock. He knew faux-tenderness would hurt me the most. Or maybe he forgot who we were for a moment.
"Good girl. Take my dick inside you. That's it. Tight little ass." He was kneading my butt with both hands now as I gradually relaxed the muscles in my legs and lowered myself down on him. I managed to stifle my own moans as I impaled myself but I risked a glance at his face when I heard him moan. His eyes were closed in ecstasy as he savored the hot wetness of my asspussy.
When I was fully seated in his lap and my buttocks flattened against his thighs, he opened his eyes and looked at me. My expression held no hate or fear at that moment. It was an expression universal to all women during that first few seconds of taking a dick deep inside your rectum.
"Fuck yourself baby" he demanded. I fired the muscles in my thighs and in my butt, the muscle contraction alone tightening my hole before my pelvis lifted back into the air.
I started to ride him at the rhythm my body preferred. Up down, up down. His dick felt so good. At the same time, he was sucking my nipples and caressing my flanks. The precum dribbling from my cage was starting to soak my panties. I moaned openly as I felt an orgasm start to build.
"Yeah, fuck yourself on my cock, sissy. That's a real man's dick inside your pussy, bitch. Fuck, you're tight. Degrade yourself like the whore you are."
He was good at sex. But I was an experienced anal whore. I could tell he was close to orgasm too. He had started to thrust up to meet my dropping tush and his thrusts were getting wild. I decided to try for one small rebellion.
I clenched my hole tight. "No!" he exclaimed with alarm." I bounced my ass faster in his lap and heard him cry out as he lost his seed to my clutching fuck hole.
*****************************
When I re-entered my cell, James was reclining on his bunk, reading a novel. He looked up at me. "How'd it go?"



I met his eyes and immediately burst into tears. I ran into his arms. He held my trembling body for a long time. And then I told him everything.
"Ok Fifi, you're ok now. You don't have to see him again." I gave him a look of genuine disappointment. "And...I'll run it up the chain to see what we can do."
A few days later, James brought back word from the higher ups. Blake would be attacked. He was connected, but they would put out a story that he crossed the line and hurt me, risked damaging their property, so they had a right to collect.
I was touched by the gesture. My owners had no skin in the game, I wasn't officially in the gang, I was property. But enough people in high places liked me. I was a fantastic bitch. They would have him beaten for free.
But there was also an offer. I was an excellent fuck. You can't teach girls to do the things I do. Men who had enjoyed my talents had already been paroled. Others on the outside knew of me from their stories. My reputation had spread beyond the prison walls.
If I agreed to live in a gang house as a kept woman after I got out, they would kill him for me.
Decisions, decisions.
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Tim woke up in a cold sweat.
His sleep had been fitful, dreaming of being fucked up his ass and loving it. Dreaming of being a butt slut. He reached a hand between his legs and found the front panel of his satin panties was damp with the precum his limp caged dick had leaked during the night.
He hadn't cum since his initial screening and his arousal was making it difficult to think, but he refused to stuff the vibrator they'd provided up his own ass just to climax.
No, things would be different today. He was ashamed of having dressed in the clothes and sucked the dildos yesterday. He wrote it off to lingering effects of the drugs. Today, he would resist. He would show them that he was not Cindy the beta. He was Tim, the normal if slightly submissive man.
He stripped off the panties and stood defiantly naked (except for the cage locked around his cock of course) in the center of the room.
Before he lost his momentum, he banged loudly on the door.
No one came. He banged again.
Then again.
He was starting to feel discouraged when no one answered the third time. He looked at the little pink phone, considering using it like the nurse had instructed, but he felt it was more difficult to be irate on the phone.
Just then, a slot in the door opened at eye level and Pam called in through it, "Cindy, are you okay?"
"I WANT OUT, PAM!"
"I'll come in and talk with you, but you need to step back from the door and sit down. Are you going to behave or do I need to come back with an orderly?"
He thought about it and took a few steps back, compromising by resting his bare ass on the arm of the couch rather than sitting on the cushion, a sort of half-sitting half-standing position.
Pam came in. "Look at you, Cindy! Naked as a jaybird. Time to get dressed for breakfast. Have you already douched this morning?"
"I'm not doing this anymore, Pam. I want out of here."
Pam blinked back at the beta like she was speaking a foreign language.
Cindy tried to verbalize more concrete demands that the nurse could conceivably meet. "I want this cage taken off. I want some boy- some male clothes. And...and then I want to speak with Dr. V!"
Pam eyed her for another long, awkward moment. "Ok Cindy. We'll see what we can do. Are you sure there's nothing in the closet you'd like to wear?"
"MY NAME IS TIM! AND I AM NOT A BETA!"
Pam held up her hands in surrender. "Ok, ok, I can see you're upset. It's pretty common to have some post-transition anxiety. Is there a particular reason you don't think you're a beta?"
Cindy stammered here. "I....I just know that I am not. I like women! and...and having erections! This is all wrong." She felt like she was about to cry. Why was she so emotional?
Pam looked at the skinny, naked girl sympathetically. "Ok Cind- um sweetie, I understand. I'm not a doctor, but you know betas don't really fit into the traditional homosexual/heterosexual framework. They are typically attracted to dominance in all forms. And I can also tell you that it's rare, even for our betas, to sissygasm during the screening..." Cindy looked like she was about to blow up again, so Pam raised her hands to placate her, "But I'll talk to Dr. V. It will probably be at least a few hours though. Are you sure you don't want to come down to breakfast first?"
Cindy rolled her eyes angrily. "You mean breakfast that needs to be sucked out of a dildo?"
At this, Pam gave her a pitying look mixed with a little smirk. "Oh! Did you try out your wall trainers last night, sweetie?"
Cindy felt her cheeks flush with embarrassment. Did the nurse really not know? Was it possible they weren't monitoring him that closely?
Pam didn't make her answer. "No, honey, breakfast is served down in the cafeteria. No sucking required." Cindy gave her a withering look.
"I think it'll do you good to eat something and meet the other girls. C'mon, I'll take you down there." She stepped back out, standing in the open doorway. Cindy felt exposed as anyone passing by could just look in and see her nudity.
"I need some clothes."
"You have a whole closet full."
"I want male clothes."
Pam sighed and looked at her watch. This girl was putting her behind. "We don't have anything besides what's in the closet. Do you want to put something on or did you want to go to the cafeteria naked then?"
"What about those scrubs you're wearing?" Pam looked down at the pink cloth pants and shirt covering her own body.
"Oh, well we can't let patients wear staff uniforms."
In the end, Cindy was forced to make do. She selected the longest skirt in her closet, which came almost to her knees, after putting on some panties, some fuzzy pink slippers, and a blouse from her closet.
Pamela let her down the hallway. She scanned her security card to call the elevator, and they descended together in silence. The doors opened into a modest cafeteria with about five tables and a small serving area. Cindy noticed the two orderlies standing guard and the single exit with a keycard reader whose light was red. There were about a dozen girls eating their breakfasts.
Pam escorted Cindy through the food line and then took her over to a table with four other girls. "Girls, this is Cindy. She just got in last night. Please welcome her." Pam then turned to address Cindy directly. "Cindy, I'll send someone to pick you up in about 20 mins."
Cindy thought about correcting her that her name was actually Tim, but for some reason it seemed like that would be rude. Pam walked away while Cindy was still trying to decide how to respond. She looked at the girls staring back at her and sunk into the open seat.
"Hi Cindy! I'm Winnie! Nice to meet you!" The bubbly blonde with her hair in pigtails had apparently appointed herself chair of the welcome committee.
Cindy's conditioned social response to being introduced to a group of strangers made her smile and say 'Hi!' rather than correct her name to Tim.
Cindy looked over the other girls, noting that three of them had the same skinny build she had. The last girl was at the other end of the spectrum, plump with a generous amount of flesh filling out the bust of her dress. It occurred to Cindy that differences in sex are most concealed in the very thin and the very rotund.
Cindy also thought to herself that she was probably the best looking girl at this table, except for maybe the blue-haired girl. As soon as she had the thought, she worried whether it was 'too beta.'
The blue-haired girl stood up to get some more food. She was dressed in a tight white tank top and fuzzy pink pajama pants with the word 'bitch' emblazoned across her narrow ass in rhinestones.
"Hey why does she get to wear pants?!" Cindy complained.
The other girls all looked at her in confusion. "You can't wear pants?" a brunette asked.
The fat girl whispered to the others "She's a beta 3."
"Beta 3? Oh, does that mean her girlcock is permanently limp?"
"Clitty. They call them clittys for beta 3's."
The conversation triggered Cindy. She couldn't take it, and her emotions boiled over. Cindy started to cry.
"Oh hey there baby, it's alright. You're gonna be just fine, right girls?" the cheerful blonde encouraged.
"I like your pink hair," the fat one said.
Cindy vented to the other girls, "Aren't you all upset that they're keeping us here against our will? I mean, two days ago I was a normal guy!"
The girls stared back at her with expressions ranging from confused to offended.
The blonde gave a polite forced smile and said, "Oh Cindy, well you know, most of us are here voluntarily. I mean, Tara had some trouble initially," she gestured with her head towards the blue-haired girl who had just returned with a fresh plate, "but that was only right when she got here. Dr V's work, this institute, it's really helped us. I don't know where we'd be without it."
"I'd still be in my basement, jerking off to porn eight hours a day," the fat girl confessed with an embarrassed little smile.
The other girls, with the exception of Tara, laughed good-naturedly. "I used to rub my little dick so raw that it was red most of the time!" the brunette chimed in.
Cindy felt more alone than ever. She turned to Tara as her last hope for a fellow rebel. "Do you agree with them? Don't you think this is wrong?"
Tara stared back at her with a critical eye. Finally she answered, "We are what we are. It took me a while to realize it. But there's no sense lying to yourself."
The girls continued talking amongst themselves, but Cindy didn't pay much attention. She chewed her oatmeal absently, wondering if somehow she really could be the confused one.
After breakfast, she was escorted to a little classroom. When she looked around and saw no one else in the room, she spun on her escort. "I said I wanted to talk to Dr. V!" she accused.
"Dr. V's in the video," the man replied without turning around as he fiddled with the video screen.
"I want to talk to her in person!"
The guy sighed. These beta bitches. So much drama. "Look, I'm just supposed to show you the video and bring you back to your room. You can take it up with your nurse there."
And then he started the video.
The institute's logo filled up the screen. Then the video opened up with a slow pan across a well lit room, furnished with the same exceptional taste as Cindy's room, to a smiling Dr. V seated on a sofa.
"Hi there!," she greeted the viewer, pouring warmth into the camera, "Welcome to the Beta Treatment Institute. Whether you're new to betahood or you've known for some time, it's important to understand that this is a time of transition and self-exploration. You'll work with your therapist to learn more about what it really means to be a beta over the course of your stay here. But first let's go over some of the basics."
"First it's important to understand that betahood is not a disease, it's not a perversion, but it's a form of sexuality that requires some training to properly develop. Before the Beta Treatment Institute existed, most betas ended up undeveloped, tragically depressed, confused, and ashamed. At best, it led to an unfulfilling sex life."
The video transitioned to a shot of a man kneeling next to his bed where a woman lay fast asleep, stealthily opening his laptop in the dark. With clear humiliation on his face, he touched himself, first in the front...and then in the back. His hand slid down the back of his boxers, clearly playing with his ass.
"Lots of latent betas never found love, instead spending all their time addicted to pornography and unsatisfying masturbation, longing for the domination they needed and never received. Often the consequences were more serious."
The video showed a shot of a woman entering a room and screaming. Her husband was bent over the bed facing her, wearing lingerie, make-up, and high heels, with a larger man's cock lodged firmly deep in his rectum.
"Secrecy. Betrayal. Divorce. Sometimes even more serious..."
The video now showed a gimp tied in predicament bondage, slowly losing the battle with gravity squatting with a rubber toy the size of a traffic cone up her ass while she gagged on the older man's cock that was roughly face fucking her.
Dr. V came back on camera. "But betahood is nothing to be ashamed of. Some of the most dominant, powerful men, and women, in this world absolutely treasure betas with their unique abilities, their all-consuming interest in sex, and the extreme lengths they'll go to to perfect their art. To them, betas are goddess, supernatural beings who unlock untold pleasures. In the next segment, we'll show you some examples. While the images may seem explicit, it's important to remember that the traditional concepts of modesty and propriety do not apply to betas. Sex is what you do, it's more central to your identity than it is for a non-beta, so be proud of your sexuality!"
The screen showed a topless man thrusting behind a bent over beta. "Ohhh yeah, this is amazing. No one has ever been able to take me this deep, much less in the ass." The beta's face lit up with pleasure and pride. "Your big pole feels so good in my butt, Master."
The scene changed to a muscular twink in a black thong on his knees with his head bobbing at crotch-height before a fat, hairy man. "Mmm yes, you beautiful bitch, I never thought deep-throating existed outside of porn. Take it all!"
Another scene began with an interview with a well dressed middle aged couple. "To be honest, some of the spark had gone out of our marriage, and we were struggling to find it again. Tammy helped change all that." The same couple was then shown in bed. A pretty beta on all fours was being humped from behind by the man with her face buried between the cheeks of the woman who was leaning forward against the headboard with her nightgown hitched up. "Oh yes, baby! Mmmm, it feels good but she's just teasing my pussy and my taint. Make her lick my ass!" The man grabbed the sissy by her thick black braid, pulling back to angle her face slightly higher before shoving her skull deeper between his wife's buttocks. "Lick my wife's perfect asshole, slut!" The woman moaned and looked back at her husband over her shoulder, sharing an endearing look of love rekindled.
Cindy was aroused and absently wished the video would show the girl's tongue in the woman's anus. In fact, there hadn't been a single shot of any sex organs in the video. 'I guess that makes sense. It is a medical video after all,' Cindy thought to herself, not noticing that she was licking her lips.
Next, the video interviewed a lesbian couple. "I'm a strict top who enjoys strap-on butt fucking, but Jenny is a switch who doesn't like it in the ass," her partner blushed and nodded in confirmation, "She's also bisexual and sometimes missed the feel of a real penis instead of my dildo. Outside the bedroom, everything clicked perfectly, we knew we were soulmates, but the friction in bed almost sabotaged our relationship."
The camera moved slightly to the right to let Jenny speak now, "We decided to go with a class 1 beta. Caroline was the answer to our prayers. She scratches my itch for a warm cock, and she can fill in for Betty when she's out of town and I want to bottom. Whenever I want to top, she's the most submissive partner I've ever had. And I no longer feel guilty about not being able to accommodate Betty's butt stuff kink." The video showed the couple in bed with the beta between them like glue. Jenny was on her back with her legs up and spread wide. Caroline's big dick was sliding in and out of Jenny's cunt in time with Betty's strap-on in Caroline's ass.
Caroline oozed pure sexuality as she writhed and moaned between the two lesbians. She was the most beautiful of the three. While the other two were naked, casual, and unkempt, Caroline's hair was perfectly coiffed. Her make-up was flawless. She was dressed in tasteful lingerie with garters holding up her thigh high stockings. Flashy electric pink heels adorned her feet. She started to lose herself in her pleasure and take control of the rhythm, throwing her cock balls deep into Jenny before shoving her ass back on Betty's dildo.
Betty put a stop to that with a sharp yank back on Caroline's hair. "Careful bitch! You only fuck Jenny when I fuck you."
"Sorry Mistress! Your powerful cock just feels so good in my sissy pussy!"
"Alright bitch, I forgive you. But let those hips go limp now. That's it. Mmmm, you take it so good," Betty purred as she drove her strap-on into the beta's anus, pressing her forward into her lover before the scene ended.
Dr. V returned to the screen. "Beautiful, weren't they? Those are just a few examples of how betas use their unique gifts to bring pleasure to the world."
Cindy was uncomfortably aroused. Her treacherous ass pussy cursed her for leaving her butt plug in the room. She felt an almost irresistible urge to go and find a place to go masturbate.
The rest of the video was less sexual. Instructions on how to keep one's pussy clean. Anatomical diagrams to help girls find their p-spots in every position. That sort of thing.
Dr. V concluded, "Today, the Beta Treatment Institute helps dozens of betas just like you every year. Welcome! We look forward to helping you get to know your true self!"
The screen went dark. The man stood up to escort Cindy back to her cell/room. She wondered if he could tell she was aroused.
Pam was waiting for them when they arrived back on her floor. When the room door opened, and the guard gestured for her to enter, Cindy didn't move. "Where's Dr. V?" she demanded.
"She'll be around shortly. Now go wait in your room, Cindy!" Pam said firmly.
The command seemed to wake Cindy up. A sudden desperation to rebel swept over her.
"No....I'm not going back in there until....until you take this cage off!" The idea just came to her. In the heat of the moment, it sounded like a proportionate, reasonable demand.
But now, as Pam looked at her strangely, she realized that it made her sound like a bit of a slut.
"You...you want the cage off, sweetie? You know there's a vibrator in there for you that would suit you much better."
"I demand the cage be removed right now!" Cindy felt more powerful than she had in days.
The orderly subtly tensed his body, squaring his shoulders toward Cindy and looking to Pam for permission.
Pam gave him a subtle head shake. "Alright Cindy, no need for hysterics. I'll give Dr. V a call right now. You just calm down and wait here." She turned and walked back to the nursing station. The orderly looked decidedly disappointed.
Back at her desk, Pam dialed the number. "Sorry to bother you, doctor. Cindy Thompson is having quite a morning. She's been ranting about her name being Tim and not being a beta. She nearly refused breakfast. And now she's refusing to re-enter her room unless her cage is removed."
The doctor sighed. "Hm, well I knew she would be a challenging one. Her cage is supposed to come off today anyway, right?"
"Yes doctor, though not until this afternoon. I can have the orderly force her, but I wanted to check with you first."
"Good good, you were right to call. Let me think." Dr. V went over the treatment strategy she had planned for Cindy. Perhaps a bit of autonomy would be good for the girl this morning.
"Alright Pam, I don't want her to fall behind schedule and her clit is no longer a threat to her transition anyway. Take her cage off, but be sure to act like we are making a major concession. In exchange for early cage removal, she has to agree not to cause any more trouble today. She has to be a good girl and go back to her room and douche her pussy clean before you remove it. Furthermore, she has to agree to complete the introductory module and to come to my office for our first session this afternoon without any more fuss. Understood?"
"Yes doctor, very good."
"Thank you, Pam."
When Pam returned to relay the message to Cindy, she was elated. She readily agreed to Dr. V's terms. The allure of even a small amount of self-determination was too great to quibble with. She had made a demand and successfully negotiated to have it met.
However, only a few minutes later the feeling of power was already almost gone. It was hard to feel powerful on her hands and knees, on the bathroom floor with her panties lowered to her knees, with the douche nozzle sticking out of her upturned asshole while Pam and the orderly supervised.
After her pussy was clean, the cage removal was similarly disappointing and disempowering. Pam had her lie back on her bed with her skirt flipped up and her knees pulled up to her chest and spread. When she unlocked the little mechanism and carefully slipped the device off, Cindy felt indignity rather than triumph as her hairless, limp clitty was freed and flopped back against her pubis.



As soon as her minders left, she sent a hand down the front of her panties to become reacquainted with her clit. She pulled her hand back in surprise at the pain elicited by her hand's grip.
She experimented with different ways to touch herself, lifting, tapping, stroking. The best she could find over her panties, a light feathery movement with one finger along her flaccid length. As she pleasured herself, tears came to her eyes at the uncomfortable realization. Her body wasn't satisfied. 'This is nice,' it said, 'but what we really need is something long and thick in our pussy.'
Her eyes shot over to the bedside drawer that contained the vibrator they had provided. Her body told her it would feel so good to stuff that thing inside her asshole, but her mind knew its fragile equilibrium would shatter if she did.
Unsatisfied, she gave up on touching herself for the moment and opened the introductory module on the computer. There were only 3 options and she selected the first one. The screen went black before instructions appeared in big white block lettering.
*GRAB VIEWING HANDLES* flanked by arrows pointing down off the screen. Cindy took ahold of the twin metal joysticks arising from the table top, wondering if these were to measure her heart rate or something else. As soon as she made contact with both handles, the screen changed.
*TRY TO AVOID SEXUAL AROUSAL*
Suddenly images began flashing across the screen. Dicks, tits, ass, lips, intermixed with short video clips no longer than two seconds, hips bouncing against hips, heads bobbing. The effect was disorienting, but Cindy couldn't look away.
The screen went black.
*AROUSAL DETECTED. CALM DOWN.*
Cindy released the handles and took a deep breath. She realized that her breathing had been rapid. She looked down to find the lump in the front of her panties was swollen. She really was quite aroused. And it had only been a few seconds, hadn't it?
*GRAB VIEWING HANDLES* the machine prodded her once again.
Cindy was afraid to comply, but part of her liked it, and before she knew it, her hands were again gripped around the joysticks, feeding explicit images onto her retinas.
After an uncertain amount of time, the door to her room opened, and Pam walked in.
Pam's entrance shook Cindy from her trance, and she jerked her hands away from the handles in desperation.
"Hey there, sweetie. Time to go see Dr. V! Oh and look how diligently you've been working on your modules! Great work, Cindy!"
She wasn't sure how many cycles had passed before Pam came in. She kept intending to stop but recurrently decided to view just one more cycle.
She felt ashamed, like Pam was her mom walking in on her looking at porn. She glanced down to her lap, relieved to see that the wet spot she felt in her panties had not soaked through the front of her skirt.
**************************
Two orderlies flanked Cindy and Pam on the walk to the doctor's office. Like henchmen bringing Cindy to an arch-villain, a criminal mastermind. The increased security for her escort and the mind-fuckery of the introductory module made her paranoid. She felt outmatched but determined not to go down without a fight.
Pam knocked softly on the door before receiving permission to enter.
Cindy was expecting a sex dungeon but found only what seemed to be a stereotypical psychiatrist's office. Dr. V stood from behind her desk and walked around to greet them.
"Welcome Cindy! I hear you've been making trouble for poor Pam here."
Cindy was disappointed to find herself feeling guilty as the doctor thanked and dismissed Pam. The two orderlies remained. Cindy looked back at the doctor with obvious distrust.
"Come Cindy, come lie on the couch. We'll have you feeling much better in no time."
Cindy's body tensed, ready to defend herself. "My name is Tim and I'd prefer to stand."
Dr. V sighed and looked at her sympathetically. "Oh Cindy, I know you're confused right now, but obeying my orders isn't optional. Lay down."
Cindy didn't move. "What are you going to do....try to hypnotize me?"
"Oh dear, unfortunately I don't think hypnosis actually works for anyone." A short staring contest ensued.
"You're not going to lay down on the couch for me?" Dr. V asked.
Cindy shook her head.
"I see. Not to worry," the doctor turned to the orderlies, "A little help, boys?"
In a flash, the two men had their hands on Cindy, each one taking an arm and manhandling her over to the couch. As Cindy screamed and protested - "Noooo! Let me go! This isn't right! Get off of me!" the doctor calmly filled a syringe with clear liquid from a vial.
"You see Cindy, while I maintain a healthy scientific skepticism of the efficacy of hypnosis, I'm quite confident in the effects of pharmaceuticals!" Sweeping Cindy's skirt up and her panties to the side, Dr. V plunged the needle into Cindy's plush ass, injecting the full dose.
It took effect quickly. Cindy felt her mind lose focus. The men released her and sat her up when they felt the fight go out of her.
She couldn't maintain a steady thought stream without losing her place. Her head lolled back and her eyes absently roved around the room, trying to make sense of the fog in her head.
Dr. V watched her closely, satisfied with the early effects of the medication.
"Let's get her to Treatment Room 1, I'll finish her session there."
A short wheelchair trip down the hall brought them to Treatment Room 1. Upon seeing the same type of bench she'd been bent over for her screening, Cindy suddenly felt anxious but her brain was functioning at such a low level that she didn't understand why.
The men stripped Cindy's clothes off and helped her into the comfortable leather exam chair next to the bend. The leather felt cool on her bare skin. Cindy's head fell back against the headrest, and her mouth lolled open as her eyes scanned the ceiling in dazed fascination.
The doctor unlocked the pharmacy cart with her key before pulling Cindy's file up on the computer. She'd been given the standard introductory hormone dose in her welcome enemas, but now that her test results were back, the doctor could calculate a more personalized depot dosage.
Dr. V hummed happily to herself as she made her calculations and drew the medicines up in two syringes, while the psychoactive injection took full effect in Cindy.
Cindy managed to focus her vision on the doctor's approaching form. She was an attractive woman. Cindy found herself admiring the doctor's handsome face and her strong professional appearance. The doctor smiled at her, and she felt her asshole clench. She was considering asking the pretty woman for a kiss when the doctor reached out and gently pinched her nipple.
"Heyyyy!" Cindy protested, somehow objecting to the impropriety of a woman handling her breast without her consent, while seemingly ignoring her nudity and the rest of her situation.
Dr. V found the girl's weak protest adorable. She continued toying with the girl's nipple, feeling it begin to stiffen under her touch. Her frame was small. A big pair of tits would only detract from her ample bottom. No, a B-cup would do nicely, and the doctor was confident she could get her there hormonally.
"Hold her against the chair at the shoulders please, gentlemen."
Cindy gasped and winced as the doctor slid the needle into the border of her areola, giving her a targeted dose under the nipple.
As the doctor pinched the flesh of her other nipple, Cindy protested, not understanding the significance of the injections but just wanting to avoid the unpleasant sensation of the needle again, "Don't!"
The doctor's needle punctured her skin with expert precision and delivered the second injection.
"Alright, let's get her bent over on the bench," the doctor instructed.
Dr. V had the orderlies help ease a ball gag into her mouth and securely strap her down before dismissing them. The doctor picked up the final syringe that was fitted with the longer needle for intramuscular injection and stuck it deep in her plump right buttock. The depot injection in Cindy's gluteal muscle would slowly release into her bloodstream over the next three months.
The doctor removed the needle and placed a small circular bandaid like she had for the nipple injections. She set the syringe aside and caressed the betas smooth ass cheeks, thinking about the goddess she could become. The doctor spread the girl's cheeks to get her first in-person look at her patient's pussy.
As Dr. V looked down at her charge's winking anus, she smiled and thought to herself, 'I love betas. I love their tender little assholes. The soft delicate flesh of a beta's anus is the most precious thing in existence.'
With a sigh, she let the girl's fat butt cheeks wobble back into place and moved around to the head of the bench. Squatting down so she was face to face, she grabbed Cindy's chin and forced the girl to look into her eyes.
"Listen to me, Cindy," the girl's unfocused eyes honed in on the doctor, "You have to face some hard truths. You'll never cum again without something up your ass."
Cindy tried to look away to escape her anxiety, but the doctor tugged her chin right back. "The person you were before, the one called Tim, the one who pretended to be a man - that person is gone. You can accept it or not, but you ARE Cindy now. And Cindy is a submissive beta slut."
Cindy whimpered, realizing even in her drugged stupor that the sadistic woman spoke the truth. The doctor held her chin firmly, so instead of trying to turn her head again she closed her eyes to escape. The doctor moved closer, speaking even more softly.
"You've always been this way, Cindy. This is who you are meant to be."
Cindy began to weep openly now, her ball gag muffling her pathetic whimpers.
The doctor was pleased to see that her words were sinking in. She stroked the girl's hair gently as she dealt with her truth.
"I know the truth scares you, Cindy. But your best days are ahead of you. The pleasures you'll experience as a beta will exceed anything you can imagine."
Dr. V cupped her cheek. Cindy opened her eyes and held the doctor's gaze. For a moment, the doctor thought Cindy might nuzzle into her palm and submit.
"Noohhoohhhhh!" Cindy thrashed her head away, struggling against her restraints with new energy.
The doctor sighed with a little smile. The girl had spirit. Whenever she finally did break, she would break hard.
"You and I are going to get to know each other VERY well, Cindy. At some point, we will get to some sophisticated psychotherapy. But you're clearly not ready for that today. The treatment for a beta in your state is simple."
She reached into a cabinet and lifted out a thick strap-on dildo in a harness. "You need a good, hard ass-fucking."
Cindy's eyes widened as she stared in disbelief at the medical professional strapping on the massive sex toy. With renewed urgency, she started to kick and scream into her gag.
Dr V pinched the girl's face between her thumb and fingers, forcing her patient to meet her eyes. "Don't misunderstand me, Cindy. I know the language is crude, but what I mean is that I have not found another treatment that brings out a beta's natural submissive nature better than forced anal receptive intercourse. You'll feel much better after this."
Cindy continued to struggle, knowing it was futile but feeling like she owed it to herself to keep fighting.
Dr. V couldn't help but smirk at the girl's wriggling, reluctant buttocks. The silly bitch had no idea how good she was about to feel.
The dominant woman slapped the heavy slab of rubber against the sissy's ass crack. With the shaft loosely wedged into the beta girl's gluteal cleft, the doctor used both hands to spread her cheeks.
The smile left the doctor's face. Fuck, this girl had a nice asshole. The doctor swallowed hard as a compulsion to lick ass seized her. She wanted to tongue her there, to spread the little wrinkles on her puckered rim. A wet tongue could help even the most reserved girl realize how much she wanted to be fucked up the butt.
But today was not the day for Cindy to be eaten out for the first time, and the doctor didn't need to. The girl would enjoy it anyway. She was an anal whore.
Dr. V eased the head of her cock forward. The bitch's pretty pink furrow squeezed tight.
"Don't fight it, sweetheart. You're gonna love this!"
That was exactly what Cindy was worried about. She ignored the burning sensation as her anus was forced open, tightening her sphincter as much as possible to resist the penetration.
"MMmmmmmrmrrmrr!" Cindy screamed into her gag as her balloon knot gave way and parted for her mistress's tool.
And then, she stopped screaming. Her eyes shot open, her pupils darting back and forth as she tried to make sense of the new sensations coming form her cock-filled rectum.
"That a girl! Take that cock! You like it stretching your pussy?"
A part of Cindy's mind began to worry that she had been wrong about everything. How could it feel so good being fucked in the ass? It couldn't! Unless she was a beta?
But most of Cindy's mind was consumed with the animal desire to be mated. Her muscles tensed, pulling at her restraints, but not in protest, not to escape, but simply to deal with the feeling of having her butt overstuffed with fat dick.
Her fists opened and closed without purpose. Her tongue absently licked at the rubber ball in her mouth. Her thighs flexed, trying to spread further, while her lower back arched, surrendering her hole completely.
And then the doctor began to fuck her.
"Unghhh Unhhh Umrrrrghhh! Cindy moaned like a whore as she was taken.
Pleasure sparked like electricity in her dirty cunt, and her inner monologue shut the hell up. Her brain had no time for thoughts. Not now. Now she was fucking.
Time seemed to slow down. Cindy was fully in the moment. Like an athlete in the zone, she rode her domme's dick with the prowess of a jungle cat. Throwing her hips back to meet the woman's thrusts, her body naturally relaxing her asshole and arching her back with each stroke.
She felt everything. The drool dripping down her chin. The slickness in her sucking sphincter sliding along the woman's shaft. The tightness in her cage and in her nipples. And the orgasm...building slowly and powerfully, a ball of energy growing behind her balls, making her prostate throb, threatening to detonate at any time.
The doctor gave her exactly what she needed. She pulled Cindy's hair. She spanked her ass. Dicking her down in a way that left no doubt as to her designated role in life. Nothing could be more submissive.
Cindy felt herself reach the threshold. Resisting the sissygasm crossed her mind. Truly, it did. But she was tired of fighting. And her asshole felt so fucking good. Her body was telling her this was right in a thousand tiny ways.
The doctor's hand connected with her bouncing butt cheek again, and it set her off. She felt the sting of the spank ripple through her ass flesh, down into her very core, igniting the explosives amassing there.
A high-pitched squeal was forced from her throat involuntarily as every muscle in her body contracted as one.
The doctor felt the girl's sphincter squeeze tightly around her shaft as she came. "Yes!" the doctor exclaimed, close to orgasm herself even though she remained fully clothed, "CUM BITCH!"
Cindy bucked on her strap-on, riding the waves of her orgasm like a jockey on a champion stallion. Her eyes rolled back in their sockets, moaning and whimpering as the doctor power-fucked her through the biggest orgasm of her young life.
After she finishes roughly fucking the girl to an assgasm, she pulls out.
The little whore's butthole gaped lewdly. Cum dripped from the cage between her legs, forming a small puddle that attested to the depraved pleasure she'd surrendered to.
As Dr. V caught her breath, she smiled. "Not a bad first session, Cindy. You have so much potential..."
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We lived in the back country. Endless, untamed forest and field. Never had I seen any of the magnificent cities or even any of the larger towns that supposedly existed in the Kingdom of Angorn.
But I loved the stories.
Majestic castles, fearless knights, honor and glory! Stories like that excited me, made me think life could be about more than just filling one's stomach.
Nothing like that ever happened out on our farm though. Or even in town, though there were only four buildings in our little village and I had only been to town a handful of times in my life. Sometimes I wondered if castles really existed or if they were only as real as dragons.
My thoughts were on these far away fantasies when my father's voice jerked me back to Earth. "C'mon Eddie, I'm not gonna tell you again. Stop day-dreaming and get Boris squared away for the night! Make sure you lock the shed before you wash up for dinner!"
"Yes sir," I responded, appropriately chastened for standing around while everyone else worked hard. This was not the first time I'd been caught staring off into space. Or the hundredth.
My younger brother and my father headed for the house, leaving me alone in the field to finish up the work I'd neglected to complete. The sun was already almost under the horizon.
I guided Boris, our family's lone ox, back to his paddock and made sure to lock the gate behind him. The bovine turned around and stared back at me. I swear he had the same poorly disguised look of disappointment in his eyes that my father had.
Even though I was the eldest, I was universally seen as the weakest member of my family. Don't get me wrong, my family loved me, and I loved them. It was nothing mean-spirited. But I was always the black sheep, the odd man out, different than my parents and my brother and sister.
They were all fair-haired, while my locks were jet black. And that was the smallest of the differences. They always seemed to be made of sturdier stuff like good countryfolk should be, while I was brittle and frail. My brother was two years younger than me, but he stood a foot taller with at least 10 kilos more muscle. My father shared his tall, robust frame. Even my sister seemed beefier than me, though I was a little taller so we were actually about the same weight.
I looked more like our mother. I was fit, but my frame was slim. Lithe, you might say. In war, I could maybe be an archer. Never a swordsman, just wasn't built that way.
Everyone knew it wasn't really my fault that I was different. I wasn't doing it on purpose. But it still annoyed them. So whenever I ACTUALLY did something wrong - like run behind on chores due to my day-dreaming - everyone's frustration boiled over.
It didn't seem to matter that today was my 18th birthday. If anything, that made things worse. A full grown man and he's still that weak-looking? And still day-dreams? How will he find a wife? How will he provide? My father had been looking around for work for me, maybe something like a stable boy on the local lord's estate, the lord who actually owned our farm, but so far nothing had been found.
That night at dinner, everyone seemed just worn out, but my mother always managed a smile for me. "Happy Birthday, Eddie." She looked at my father, who swallowed his last bite and then reached into his satchel. Out came a bright red apple, only a little bruised on one side, but ripe enough you could smell it. It smelled good. He handed it to me with a little nod.
"Thank you, Mother! Thank you, Father!"
They managed weak smiles back at me, even my brother and sister, though their eyes kept drifting back to the fruit.
"Let's split it!" I suggested. The smiles increased to full strength now. My father made quick work of it with his knife and an instant later we each had a fifth of an apple to enjoy, savoring every nibble.
*************************
In the morning, my brother and I had just gotten out in the fields when we heard a clamor and saw dust on the road. Seconds later, a carriage flying the royal insignia flew past, escorted by a dozen knights on horseback in full armor.
This was, by far, the most interesting thing that had ever happened to us. I mean, that time we came across a lizard fighting a snake by the creek was a close second, but this was truly exciting.
My brother and I looked at each other for a second before dropping our tools and sprinting toward the house to see what was happening.
As we came over the hill, we spied an older, severe-looking man dressed in fine clothes step out of the carriage and enter the one bedroom house to talk to my parents. My sister was standing in the yard, ogling the fancy horses and their riders.
When we got close, two of the men stepped into our path. One held up a hand. "Stop! That's far enough."
"We live here."
The knight just stared us down and shook his head. "The king has business in there. You boys wait out here until they're done."
My siblings and I stood in the yard, confused and speculating. Was this good or bad?
Bad, of course. This was the country, where things don't get any more real. We were all too old to believe in fairy tales.
Finally, my father opened the door and called me in. When I stepped inside, I saw that my mother had been crying. My father looked....generally pissed, a look I had seen on him many times, but he also looked scared. I'd never seen that before.
"You must be Eddie! I am Master Rogen, Captain of the Royal Guards. You are to come with us at once as a matter of grave importance for the kingdom."
"What? I...I don't understand."
"The king has sent us here on a secret mission. I'll share what I can with you along the way, but we must leave at once," he said, already moving for the door.
I turned back to my parents in shock. Could this really be happening? My mother started to sob and forced herself to smile through it, "I know you'll make us proud, Eddie! You'll be fine. Just do as the Master here tells you and remember what we've taught you." She pulled me close and whispered in my ear, "There was nothing here for you anyway. You're always dreaming of adventure, now's your chance, baby!" She handed me a bag she'd packed with my meager possessions.
Five minutes later, after hurried goodbyes to my father and siblings, I watched the house shrink behind us through the back window of the carriage. I was in shock and more than a bit scared, my entire life felt like it had been blown away in a half hour.
But at the same time, my mother was right. This was just like the stories I loved. The kingdom needed me. Adventure and glory await!
At the main road, I noticed we turned east. Away from the capital. Strange...
"Where are we going?"
Rogen ignored me. He had his hat low over his eyes, but he couldn't have fallen asleep so quickly.
"The capital is the other way, you know. Are you sure we're going the right way?"
Without lifting his hat, Rogen spoke, "We're headed for Aldea on the eastern frontier."
The eastern frontier?!
"Orc territory," I said under my breath.
Rogen tipped his hat up and looked at me. Maybe respect in his eyes that I knew geography beyond our hamlet?
"What do you know about orcs?" he asked me with all seriousness in his voice.
"Ummm, well they're brutes. Mindless savages that raped and murdered and burned our villages until we defeated them at the Battle of Twin Rivers. Since then, no orc has dared cross into the kingdom's lands in a hundred years." I smiled, happy that I'd been able to recite the history my mother had taught me.
Rogen did not return my smile. "Closer to 200 years now. And defeated is....the wrong word. Though that is the version most of our subjects believe." I stared back at him in suspense, waiting for him to continue. But instead he dropped his hat back over his eyes.
The carriage rocked back and forth in silence for another kilometer.
And then unexpectedly he spoke again, "It was a peace that was...negotiated at the Battle of Twin Rivers. By a human woman, a commoner in fact, who was there to tend to the wounded. She recognized that humans and elves had something the orcs wanted, something that couldn't be taken by force."
'What is he referring to?' I began to wonder, but he kept speaking.
"The pact that the orcs signed with the three human kingdoms and the two elven kingdoms requires an annual tribute, including a pledge that's just come of age with royal blood. And every fifth year, that duty falls to our kingdom. This is our year."
"A pledge?" I stammered.
"Someone who pledges themselves to a lifetime of service in the Temple of Venus."
"What is the Temple of Venus?"
"You'll find out more soon."
My head swam with disorganized thoughts. There was something else he had said. Something that bothered me.
My head shot up. "You said the pledge has to have royal blood, right?!"
"Yep."
"Then what do you want with me?"
He smiled like I was so slow that he was embarrassed for me. "What? Did you really think you were the only dark-haired person in your family by chance?"
He sighed and then chuckled looking back out the window. "In some ways it's good our king likes his drink and has sired bastards in almost every village in the land."
I felt offended, but when I opened my mouth to retort I couldn't say why.
We passed the rest of the road to Aldea in silence.
*******************************
The carriage stopped outside an establishment that judging by the women dressed like sluts outside was a brothel and judging by how beautiful they were was an expensive one.
Rogen led me past the girls, who openly looked me up and down, and we entered the building.
"Welcome to The Fragrant Rose, gentleman!" an older, plump woman announced, her massive breasts threatening to jiggle free of her bodice as she scurried over. Then she seemed to do a double-take of Rogen.
"Oh, my Lord, it's you! We received your special items. Everything is ready as we discussed."
Before Rogen could say anything, she noticed me behind him, "Ah, and this must be the special boy!" She moved around him to crush me in a hug.
I had never been called special. At least not in a positive way. Even though it seemed that my bloodline was the only special thing about me, it still felt good to hear her say that.
She turned towards the stairs and screeched, "FIONA! ABBY! GET DOWN HERE NOW!"
For a moment, there was no response. Then the staircase started to shake as two young women bustled down to answer their mistress's call.
They were, without a doubt, the two most beautiful creatures I had ever laid eyes on.
A blonde and a brunette, both dressed like succubi in thigh-high boots and tiny tunics that barely covered the length of tit to tush. The blonde looked a bit softer, with more cherubic facial features and less muscle tone. The brunette had sharp features and a devious glint in her eye.
"Girls, this is the special guest we discussed last week."
The girls looked a bit lost.
"The one that the elvish items are for..."
"Ohhh!" the girls turned to each other with huge smiles growing on their faces, "Ooohh, this is that one? Oh come right this way, cutie!"
The two beauties moved to either side of me, each taking an arm and leading me towards the stairs.
Rogen stepped in our way and gave me a severe look. "Eddie, you do whatever these girls tell you to do, am I clear? It may seem strange, but this is all part of your sacred duty to the crown and to the people of this kingdom. Don't let us down!"
***The girls had no idea what he was talking about. Maybe it's part of his kink, some kind of role play, they figured. The instructions he'd provided had been exceedingly specific...and naughty. Whatever, coin is coin.***
When we got to the staircase, they took me down instead of up. We entered a tile floored chamber with a tub big enough for three. I wasn't at all certain about what was to happen here, but I hoped I'd see them naked at least.
They ignored the tub and instead moved me into a chair where they washed and cut my hair. They plucked my eyebrows too, which was a special kind of torture. The girls fussed and giggled over me but eventually seemed satisfied with their creation. I wondered what I looked like. Maybe I could get a glimpse of my reflection in the tub water...
Abby, the blonde, had started adding boiling hot water and soap to it, while Fiona tugged on my shirt and raised it over my head. When she went for my pants next, I protested.
"Hey!"
Fiona raised an eyebrow in admonishment.
"Well...why should I have to be the only one naked?" I settled with, unable to think of any better objection.
Fiona remained stone-faced for a moment before cracking a smile. "Sure hon!" She pulled down her dress to free a fantastic pair of tatas. "Abby!" she called over her shoulder, "our little lord here wants to see some tits!"
Abby smiled at me. "Well, why didn't he say so sooner?" Her fat jugs flopped out a moment later. They were topped with impossibly big pink areolae with perky nipples in the centers.
A wide smile spread across my face, and I giggled involuntarily. I couldn't help it. Standing there just a few feet from four bare bosoms just made me feel irrationally happy. I guess great tits have magical powers. They were the closest things to enchanted artifacts I'd ever come across, but that was about to change.
Fiona stripped off the rest of my clothing without any more resistance from me. She opened a locked trunk in the corner and retrieved a little jar. It seemed to be ceramic and beautifully decorated with what I later learned were elvish runes.
Fiona smirked at me as she opened the jar. "Put your hands on the wall and spread your legs, lucky boy! We're gonna rub you down!"
Grinning like someone who had just discovered buried treasure, I hurried to follow her orders with my cock sticking straight out in front of me. I purred like a kitten as four female hands began to smear a thick, greasy off-white ointment all over my body.
"What is that stuff?" I asked out of curiosity, though I was much more interested in the hand fondling my balls than in the answer.
"You'll have to ask your Master. He sent us a bunch of items with very specific instructions. Fanciest jar I ever saw. Stuff doesn't smell great though." Abby giggled as she slathered the ointment onto my back and into the crack of my butt.
Once my back side was coated, they had me turn around. "Keep those hands on the wall behind you now! Good boy!"
I was delighted their requests were so simple. I would have done anything for this pair of ladies. I was so aroused it was a miracle I hadn't lost my jizz yet. Thankfully I had jerked off last night, but even so I was barely hanging on.
Abby rubbed the cream carefully on my face, smearing it across my cheeks and carefully spreading it around my chin and upper lip. My scalp and eyebrows were the only parts of my body spared.
While Abby worked on my upper half, Fiona squatted down in front of me. She must have sensed how close I was to orgasm because she spread the cream very delicately over my pubic region and then lightly onto my cock with only a single light finger.
"Ohhhh!" I struggled not to cum and my dick jumped at her touch. She grinned, "Good boy! Hold that cum in for us. Very good!" It was a delicious torture.
I was panting when they finally stepped away.
I had done it. I had managed not to cum. I smiled with satisfaction at my ability to evade ejaculation.
But my smile faded when I looked down. Some of the white goo on my skin had turned a bright bluish color.
"What the hell?!"
"No, no, it's fine," Abby reassured me, "that's what's supposed to happen. The parchment in the chest said to keep it on until it all turns blue."
I looked back to the chest in the corner from whence she'd retrieved the jar of goo. I looked back at her quizzically.
"You can read?"
"Ha! Sure, she's actually a mage who just pretends to be a whore for fun!" Fiona teased.
Abby looked embarrassed. "Well I can! I mean um, a little, I can," she stammered unconvincingly, "but there was so many strange words. Even the Matron didn't know all of them. She had to have an older man come and explain some parts to us."
I just nodded as I watched the ointment on my dick change from white to blue.
"Looks all blue on this side. Turn around for us, boy," Fiona commanded.
I sheepishly complied, exposing my backside to them again.
"What do you think, Abby?" Fiona asked playfully.
"Looks blue to me!" Abby smiled back, "But what about where we can't see?"
"Good point, Abby," Fiona nodded sagely, "Reach back and spread for us, boy! We've gotta check in your crack too."
I was pretty sure they were making fun of me now. It was so much more humiliating to expose myself to them than it had been to allow them to strip me and rub the cream on me. I tried to think of something to say, but the humiliation was clouding my thoughts and I just wanted this part to be over. I pouted and huffed as I bent forward slightly, grabbed my butt cheeks, and pulled them apart.
I stood there with my eyes closed, waiting for them to tell me I could stop.
Silence.
"Well?" I finally managed to say with a frog in my throat.
"Looks like a pretty blue butt to me!" Fiona exclaimed, and both girls erupted with giggles.
I let go of my buttocks and stood back up straight. "Alright, alright, you've had your fun," I said, trying to even out my voice and take back some of my dignity.
"Tub time!" Abby announced good-naturedly. She took me by the hand and ushered me into the tub. The warm water felt divine. To my delight, both girls quickly stripped bare naked and joined me in the water.
"Mmmmm, isn't this nice?" Fiona cooed.
"Y- y- yeah," I stammered, unable to believe my good fortune to be bathing naked with two nymphs.
"You just relax, hun, we'll scrub you clean!" Abby smiled as she pressed her soft, smooth flesh into my back and slid her washcloth against my shoulder.
"Just don't cum!" Fiona teased me as she brushed her own cloth across my chest.
It wasn't easy. I closed my eyes and panted with arousal as they washed me. The contrasting feelings of the rough washcloths, the petite feminine hands, and the soft pendulous breasts against my skin - it was the best thing that had ever happened to me. I knew in that moment that I was lucky. Most people probably die without ever experiencing something like this.
With that pleasant thought, I opened my eyes. That was when I noticed my chest hair was gone.
"What?! What happened to my chest hair?!" I cried.
"What did you think the cream was for, silly?" Fiona teased me while she kept working.
A sinking feeling bloomed in my gut. I felt tricked. I said nothing, staying passive as the girls finished with my arms and upper torso. When Fiona lifted my arm and scrubbed my armpit bare, I felt weak and vulnerable. Like I had been made a child again.
Abby swabbed my face. I hadn't yet ever worn a beard, but even so my cheeks felt smoother now without a hint of stubble. She saw the expression on my face and took pity on me.
"Hey now! It's just hair, sweetie. I like you smooth like this," she said, gracing me with a genuine smile while pinching my denuded nipple playfully. It cheered me up a little, and I managed a little smile back.
Fiona snorted. "Yeah, but you like to eat pussy too!"
Abby looked embarrassed and just giggled awkwardly as she moved her washcloth beneath the surface of the water to scrub my legs.
"Stand up," Fiona ordered. I decided I much preferred Abby over Fiona as I rose to my feet. Now the water ended at my knees.
An involuntary gasp escaped my lips when I saw that most of my pubic hair had been washed away by water pressure alone. Fiona carefully wiped away the rest with her cloth.



The shock and shame of the situation had diminished the effects of the nude beauties on my erection, but I still had a half chub. It wasn't outside the realm of possibility that a little inadvertent contact with a washcloth could push me over the orgasm threshold.
Fiona, it seemed, was taking no chances. She grabbed me by the balls, squeezed, and twisted.
"Oww! What-" I yelped, bending my knees and reaching for her wrist in self-defense.
"Stay still, keep your hands to yourself," Fiona commanded, all business, keeping my testicles firmly in her grasp.
With broad, rough strokes of the cloth, Fiona scrubbed the few remaining hairs from my pain-wilted manhood. Abby meanwhile scrubbed my buttocks and the backs of my thighs.
"Grab the edge of the tub while I get you back here," Abby instructed sweetly. I swallowed what little remained of my pride and bent forward to give her better access.
How quickly this bath had gone from heavenly to mortifying. The feeling of the pretty girl's hand on my ass, spreading me a bit so her washcloth could get right around my asshole, was humiliating and arousing at the same time.
Fiona released my balls so that Abby could scrub them too. I hoped that somehow they wouldn't notice my erection surging back to life.
Fiona grabbed a little bottle from the shelf next to the tub, and a moment later I felt oil being poured all over my butt.
"Now what?!" I asked bitterly. I felt like I had put up with a lot already.
"Shhhhh, just enjoy this," Fiona chided me as she started to rub the oil into my buttocks. The massage felt nice on my muscles. I looked over my shoulder at her spreading the oil all over the surface, making my smooth cheeks shine. She poured more oil at the top of my crack and used her thumbs to coat my inner cheeks.
It felt so strange, my bare greased cheeks rubbing against each other with hardly any friction. Like I was in a different body. And then I felt the girl's finger slip into my cleft to press the oil against my anus.
"Hey! What?!" I exclaimed, standing up straight and reaching my hands back to cover my vulnerable hole.
Fiona just shrugged, "It's what the Master ordered for you, take it up with him after if you don't like it. Now we're running late as it is, bend back over."
I stared back at her, considering my options. She stuck her jaw out and blew out a breath in frustration, adorably blowing a dry lock of hair away from her forehead.
"Look, I'll make it feel good for you. I promise. Just tell me if you feel like you're going to cum."
I bit my lip, still unsure whether or not to trust her. Without breaking eye contact with me, she spoke to the other girl who was just floating in the tub watching us. "Abby dear, why don't you get out and give our little lord something to play with while I finish our work in here."
The blonde obediently rose from the tub, her dripping, glistening form jiggling perfectly as she moved. She came around to stand just outside the tub facing me. She gave me a pitying smile before slowly reaching forward, grabbing my wrists, and gently guiding me forward until I was again clutching the side of the tub.
"Don't let go unless we say, ok?"
I nodded. I felt Fiona resume spreading the oil around my anus. She rubbed in down further, coating my hairless ball sack before gently applying some to my shaft and pubic area.
The sensation made me look down, but Abby caught my chin and raised my head back up. With a satisfied look, she grabbed her breast with her other hand and shoved it in my face.
My pupils went cross-eyed as I tried to keep her nipple in view.
I knew I was beaten at this point. Their raw sexuality was too much for me. I opened my mouth. Abby stuffed her tit inside, and I started to suckle. "Mmmm, good boy," Abby praised.
I felt a hand take my well-oiled balls into its grasp and the finger at my hole became more insistent.
And then it pushed inside me.
"Mmormrmm," I moaned into Abby's breast as I was penetrated for the first time. My hips reflexively tried to move forward to escape, but the hand around my testicles held me fast.
"Don't clench now. Relax your asshole for us, boy. Don't worry, you're not going to shite yourself with my finger plugging your butt."
I whimpered as I tried to keep my sphincter from crushing her finger. Abby whispered in my ear, "I know it feels weird the first time. But it can feel really good too. I've had some of my biggest orgasms with something up my butt." Fuck she was sexy.
I ran my tongue all over her stiff nipple, batting it back and forth. Abby purred approvingly. My hole loosened a bit, and Fiona started to finger-fuck me. I felt my dick go rigid.
Then she stuffed a second finger through my backdoor, and the pain soared anew.
I spit the wet nipple out. "Fuck, that hurts!" I complained.
"Of course it hurts. I'm stretching your virgin asshole," Fiona explained unhelpfully. But mercifully she held her fingers still to let me adjust. The grip of her other hand loosened on my balls, and she began to fondle them.
It helped. The pain had softened my cock enough that she chanced sliding her thumb along the underside of my shaft. I moaned as I accepted Abby's nipple in my mouth again. Soon Fiona was sawing two fingers through my stretched hole.
"I think we're ready for the next step, Abby," Fiona said.
"Oh right!" Abby plucked her breast from my lips and scurried back to open the chest. She came back with a little leather sack. Opening the draw string, she peered inside the sack before reaching in.
Withdrawing her hand, she passed Fiona what looked like a little sculpture, like a cross between an egg and an hourglass, made of what looked like polished silver. A moment later, I felt cold metal next to the fingers stretching my rim.
"Whoa, I dunno-"
"Use those cow udders, Abby!" Fiona barked in annoyance.
My head was pulled back by my hair and Abby's other tit was pressed past my lips. I mewled as I accepted it in my mouth, sucking on it submissively while Fiona pushed the toy forward as she withdrew her fingers.
The oily, stretched rim of my virgin asshole clamped tightly around the tip of the egg, halting its progress into my tunnel. I felt certain that the object was too big to fit inside my untrained opening.
Fiona moved the other end up, down, left and right, testing different angles. Her other hand lovingly kneaded and pulled on my ball sack. She drove her thumb into the tender flesh between my sack and my hole. Every time she pressed there, my hard cock jumped between my legs.
She started to fuck me with the metal toy, pushing a little further inside with each stroke. On the out-strokes, her thumb crushed my taint. On the in-strokes, she tugged my sack downwards. And all the while, my untouched penis got harder and harder.
Abby was holding my head close, but I managed to pull back enough to free my lips from her breast. "Fiona! You've got to stop! I...I think I might...Oooohh...you said to tell you if...OHHHHH FUCK AHHHHHHHH!!!"
The bitch shoved the whole thing inside me. At the same time, she crushed my balls in her hand and rammed her thumb into my soft spot. My ass screamed in pain as it was forced to swallow the widest part before clamping down tightly on the narrow neck. My anus seemed to suck the fucking thing deeper inside me, and I felt the flat base press tightly against my opening.
And right then, my cock pulsed once. 'No!' I begged silently, hoping to somehow avoid the inevitable. And then my orgasm hit me. Hard. My dick started spitting hot cum, and the muscles in my ass fired so hard I thought they were going to break the metal plug in half.
I started to hyperventilate and whine as the pain of my asshole spasming on the plug became unbearable. "Ohhhhh! No! Damn! Fuck! Uhhhh! Noooo, it's too big, take it out! Take it out!"
"Oh hush!" Abby scolded me with a little pat to my tush and a little smile on her face, "Fi and me take peckers bigger than that up the backdoor everyday!"
My hand left the side of the tub and reached back to pull the vile thing out myself.
But Fiona was ready for me. She tugged down hard on my balls, squeezing and twisting as she grabbed my hair with her other hand, pulling my head back, driving her elbow into my back as she moved us both forward so that my upper body fell over the side of the tub, which cut painfully into my hips.
"Just breathe, boy. It's all over now. Just relax."
I stopped fighting and sucked deep breaths in and out of my mouth.
"Hey Abby!" I heard Fiona say.
"What?"
"Grab the sack. We're ready for the next step."
Abby seemed confused. "Don't we have to-"
"Nope!" I could hear the mirth in Fiona's voice, "He just squirted against the inside of the tub."
"What?! No!" Abby pulled my head up to look me in the eyes. I looked away sheepishly. "Oh ho! We've got a butt slut on our hands!" They both started cackling like hens.
I had no fight in me. I tried to ignore them, focusing on the pain in my rear. It was slowly, very slowly, but steadily, diminishing.
Abby handed Fiona something. "No, this one's too big. Give me the next size down."
Abby handed her something else. I felt her push my softening cock through what felt like a stone ring, cold and rigid. My testicles were gently fed through next, first the left and then the right. Then the cold ring pressed tightly against my pelvis with my genitals hanging through. Next I felt similar cold stone surround my shaft and heard a little click.
"Alright baby, almost done. Let's get you out of the tub and over on the cushion." Fiona almost sounded sweet.
The girls let me up and helped me step from the tub. I saw that my genitals had been fitted inside a little device made of the same grayish ceramic material that the goop jar had been made of.
I leaned against Abby as we shuffled over to the mattress on the floor in the opposite corner of the room. The plug in my ass felt huge as I waddled bowlegged like a woman who had just given birth.
"Here we go, on your stomach, just like that," Abby soothed as she laid me down. She knelt next to me, stroking her fingers through my hair along my scalp. I turned my head to rest my cheek on the mattress and spied Fiona digging in the accursed chest. She found what she was looking for and started walking back towards us. In one hand, she had what looked like a little paintbrush, and in the other she carried a smaller gray ceramic jar.
'What else can they do to me?' I thought miserably.
"Just relax" Abby said as she straddled me with her knees on either side of my arms, pinning them to my sides with her thighs. She leaned forward towards my legs and spread my butt cheeks with her hands.
I tensed in preparation, expecting them to pull the plug out of my asshole. Instead, I heard the jar popped open and then I felt cool liquid on my lower back. I felt little movements in the liquid.
"What are you doing?" I asked, unsure whether I even wanted to know at this point.
Fiona ignored me. But a moment later, Abby spoke up. "She's painting a little design."
Fiona must have shot her a look.
"What?!" Abby defended herself, "Why shouldn't he know?"
"What design?" I asked, a vision of a penis with hearts around it entered my head as I tried to think of worst case scenarios.
"I dunno really..." Abby seemed to be searching for her words, "it's some kind of writing, elvish I guess, the Matron said this stuff was elvish. She's copying it off what's written on your...on your plug."
"I think it's done," Fiona said with a sigh, sitting back to appraise her work. "Oh wait, that part is missing one last stroke."
I felt her paintbrush swipe across my skin, and then something changed. I felt heat, rapidly rising temperature on my lower back, between my legs, and in my ass.
***The girls looked on in awe as the matching writing glowed like a flame on the boy's back and on the plug in his ass. It flashed bright and the boy screamed and bucked underneath them. The girls sprang back in fear. The boy went still, and the writing ceased to glow. It had changed color from the black paint they had used to a brilliant magenta tattoo***
The pain had been intense, but it disappeared as suddenly as it came. I blinked the tears out of my eyes. "Did you burn me with something?!" I asked.
"The...the parchment said it would make you feel good..." Abby stammered.
"Better," Fiona corrected her, "it said it would make him better."
************************
I gripped the seat of the carriage with white knuckles, desperate to dampen the bouncing of my plugged bottom against the seat as it rattled down the road.
It wasn't just the plug. My butt cheeks were still reddened from the spanking. You see, I kind of threw a fit when I finally escaped the basement. "What the FUCK, Rogen?! What the hell is going on?! Start talking or I'm going to-" The punch caught me in the upper part of my stomach, forcing the air completely out of my lungs and rendering me mute. As I pitched forward, he grabbed me by my freshly cut and styled hair and dragged me over his lap.
They had dressed me in fine clothes, in the colors of the king's banner with the royal insignia sown onto the breast. Underclothes too that fit tightly around my bum and caged balls. They were silky soft, lacy and feminine. I guessed they must have been worth more than my family's farm. I had never worn underclothes before. Fiona said they were required and to some extent they helped the fear I had that my plug might somehow fall out in public.
Rogen pulled my tunic up and grabbed my new underclothes. He yanked them up, pulling them deep into my cleft, tight around the plug, and baring most of my cheeks.
Then he started spanking me, right there in the Matron's chambers. I struggled, but he was inhumanly strong. He said nothing as he whaled on my rear, until my protests died into sobs. "You'll do as you're told, Eddie. Anything less will be considered treason. And then it'll be beheadings all around, for you and for your family. Do your duty!" And then he stood, dumping me unceremoniously on the ground at his feet.
Needless to say, I understood then that this was no fairytale.
Fiona had been rented to us for the next leg of our journey. Part of the deal Rogen had made with the Matron. Lovely.
The girls had been ecstatic after witnessing what they claimed must have been 'elven magic' in the basement. "Maybe they really are here on important business for the King!" Abby had squealed, "This is just like in the stories!" She had been quite put out when the Matron announced that only Fiona would be accompanying us for the next part of our mission.
Fiona sat next to Rogen in the carriage now, practically in his lap with his arm around her. "Isn't this exciting?! I've never seen the land of the orcs. Oooh!" She squealed and burst into giggles as Rogen gave her a squeeze and kissed her neck. I looked on with a mixture of envy and hatred for both of them.
Seeing my scowl, she gave me a wicked smirk. "I have a confession, Master sir. We didn't follow your instructions entirely."
Rogen suddenly looked seriously pissed. "You were given ample coin to do exactly what was on that parchment!" he roared.
Fiona was unperturbed. She giggled again. "No, no, it's fine. You see, the instructions said we were to make him cum with that hunk of metal in his bum. They suggested we suck on his pecker..."
She paused and smiled even wider to build suspense. Rogen was giving her a death glare, but I knew what was coming and felt heat coming to my cheeks preemptively.
"...but we didn't need to. The little lamb lost his seed all on his own the minute we slipped that toy up his backside!" She burst out laughing and Rogen's glare gave way to a grin. He looked over at me on the other side of the car.
"Ay lass, he's a special boy alright. Ha!"
I wanted to throw myself from the carriage.
When we crossed the wall into orcish territory, I noticed a change in the men in our party. They gripped their weapons nervously, eyes peeled on the horizon, looking for danger.
The road became rougher - a change I understood intimately from feeling every bounce of the carriage in my butt plug. My asshole felt a little sore around the hunk of metal, but the movements felt shamefully pleasurable. Ever since they'd burnt that writing into my back, the plug had felt much less painful inside me. It had been obvious as soon as I stood up and walked again. It felt wonderful actually.
When we made camp for the night, some of the men set up a security perimeter, while others busied themselves erecting tents and starting cooking fires. I saw Rogen speaking to Fiona before marching off to talk to his men. She made a beeline straight for me, grabbing me by the hand. "C'mon sweetheart," she said, pulling me into the tent they had just prepared for us. She tied the flap closed behind us. She spun back around to face me with that sadistic grin on her face, and I felt a pit in my stomach.
"Get on your hands and knees, little doggie," she hissed.
"What? Why?"
She reached into the little elvish leather sack, rummaging around for something with her hand. "It's time to take your toy out," she said before withdrawing her hand and showing me what she'd retrieved. "You're ready for the next size up." A golden egg-shaped plug glinted in her palm.
"Fuck you."
"Ooooh, careful bitch, shall I call for Master Rogen? Would you like him to hold you down while I do it? Maybe outside in front of the knights?"
Would he really do that? Would the knights stand for it? Could I survive that level of humiliation?
I sank to my knees in defeat.
"That's what I thought," Fiona declared victoriously.
I dug my hands into the cool grass as she flipped up the bottom of my tunic and tugged down my underpants. A wanton moan left me as she plucked the toy from the grasp of my asshole. She chuckled.
"Do you want to go relieve yourself before I stick the new one in?"
I thought about it. "No..." I said surprising myself. I had no urge to pass gas or defecate. I didn't feel bloated or constipated either. Not since the girls had...marked me.
Fiona shrugged. "Suit yourself," she muttered as she poured oil over the new plug.
****************
That night, I heard the sounds of the Master fucking the girl in the tent next to mine. What had started out as hushed giggles, gasps, and cries were now full-throated moans of ecstasy. Either Rogen was a stud or Fiona was a world-class actress.
"Ohhhh! YESSSS! Fuck me! Right there! Oh God!" Her voice oozed sexuality. I never knew women could make sounds like that.
The cage around my cock felt tighter as my poor dick tried in vain to become erect. Between her squeals, the slapping of flesh on flesh was the only sound that broke the silence of the night. I closed my eyes tight trying to blot out the sound, but that only made me focus on it more. The whole camp must be able to hear them.
I absently wondered how many knights might be stroking themselves in their tents as they listened. My hand seemed to move of its own accord as it reached behind me and slid down inside the underpants to finger my new golden plug. My stretched anus ached around the larger size, but it was a pleasant ache.
I felt shame at the enjoyment tugging it back and forth brought me. Had I always been this way or had they changed me?
I clutched my internal muscles around the fat plug filling my rectum, alternately embracing it and submitting to it with the walls of my tight passage. I started to moan and shot my other hand up to cover my mouth. I felt so naughty. My face felt smooth and my lips full against my hand. Spontaneously, I pushed my middle finger into my mouth and started to suck on it.
Then I heard her.
"Wait no! Oh I was almost there. Ooohhmmphh! Hey, no need to be so rough, we can do it from behind-Whoa! Not there! I'm not ready! You're too biiiiggg-OwwwwWWW!"



She started bleating like a panicked lamb. "Eeeeee! Uhhhhhh! Ayyyyy!"
A smile came to my face, imagining her struggle to take Rogen's fat cock up her tight ass. But in solidarity I started to tug more roughly on my anal plug, making it burn a little. I rolled onto my knees, taking my weight on my chest and face as they pressed into the blanket, raising my butt up with one hand pulling my cheek to the side and the other working the plug back and forth.
Suddenly the plug popped free, and I yelped in surprise. It took me a struggle to work it back in, coaxing my hole to relax enough to accept it. Minutes later, I was popping the thing in and out of my sphincter. The motion felt perverted.
The feeling drove me closer to orgasm, but it remained well out of reach. My mind was disgusted with myself, but my body knew what it wanted without any doubts. Filling my ass was an absolute good, a necessity, like filling my stomach. I have no doubt that if any creature with a hard cock had entered my tent at that moment, I would have bent over for them. I would have spread for it. I would have begged. I whimpered into the blanket with frustration and shame.
It was then that I noticed I couldn't hear them fucking anymore. 'Fiona must have a creamy asshole by now,' I thought. Rolling back onto my side, I pressed the plug home, giving up for the night and hoping they hadn't heard me.
*******************************
In the morning, I was cranky as I stumbled out of my tent. The dawn was cold, and morning dew covered everything. The knights were already busy breaking down the camp.
I needed to piss. As I had learned yesterday, it was not a simple operation. For one, the cage on my dick made piss spray everywhere. It was a mess. For two, the plug in my ass seemed to slow the flow. I had to spread my legs and kind of bend forward to get a good stream. Of course, I wasn't allowed to leave the secure perimeter of camp, privacy be damned. But I found a grouping of three trees, I could stand behind for a bit of isolation.
Looking around quickly to make sure the coast was clear, I pulled the underpants off completely and hitched up my tunic, baring my entire lower half. Facing the tree, I took a wide stance, maybe twice the width of my shoulders, and tried to let loose. A few drops dripped off the stone encasing my penis. I heard movement behind me, and all my sphincters squeezed closed fearfully.
I looked over my shoulder to find that the noise was coming from two knights loading gear onto a horse about thirty yards away. There was some foliage preventing a direct, complete visual, but it was definitely less privacy than I would have liked. I needed to finish this quickly.
Steeling my nerve, I turned back to the tree. With my lacy underpants in one hand, I reached up with both hands to grab hold of a branch and leaned forward, arching my back so that my chest and face almost touched the trunk while my hips rose behind me.
I exhaled in relief as my piss began to flow. In this position, the spatter didn't reach my thighs. I could feel the liquid stream moving inside me, buzzing along the front of my plug. A strange sensation.
I dried myself quickly with the rag Fiona had gifted me for just such purposes and pulled my panties back on. I smoothed down the front of my tunic and stepped out from the copse of trees. No one seemed the wiser.
*****************************
The mood in the carriage as it bounced along might be best described as grouchy.
There was no joking and canoodling today. Rogen had his hat characteristically over his eyes, trying to sleep. Fiona sat next to him, not touching him. She looked put out, listlessly staring out the window.
I wondered if I had judged her too harshly. Hers couldn't be an easy life.
For my own part, I felt sleep-deprived, horny, and hopeless. Rogen refused to tell me any more details about my future. But I somehow doubted my fortunes would improve any when we arrived in the orc capital.
Just like yesterday, I tried to keep my hands on the seat with my thighs tensed to dampen the bumps in the road on behalf of my stuffed derriere. But the reason was different today. Yesterday it had been to lessen the discomfort. Today, it was to lessen the pleasure. The vibrations from the wheels on the road were keeping my arousal on a low simmer the whole trip.
I stared out the window to try and take my mind off of my body and its depraved desires. I daydreamed about various escape scenarios, fantasizing about just opening the carriage door and taking off sprinting through a random field. But even in my daydreams, I always ended up beheaded or worse, whether by the hand of orcs or my own people.
Maybe death was what awaited me at this journey's end, but I clung to the hope that at least I was serving a purpose, protecting my people if only as a sacrifice. I thought of my brother and sister. At least they wouldn't have to do this.
I was so lost in my thoughts that I almost didn't realize it when I saw my very first orc. He was alone, working a field. The enormous creature stopped and stood straight to watch our party as it passed his farm on the road. I was fascinated by the sight of him, hulking with insanely defined muscles bulging from his arms and shoulders. He made no threatening movements. His expression was one of curiosity. Still, fear shot down my spine and made me clench my butthole involuntarily. How could men have any chance against THAT in battle?
*******************
That night as we made camp, I overheard Rogen bark at Fiona. "We arrive tomorrow morning. Make sure the boy is wearing the final artifact by then!" And then he stormed off.
She turned and looked straight at me. I felt frozen by her stare. She motioned towards my tent with her eyes, and I nodded that I understood.
I wasn't going to fight. I wasn't even really mad at her anymore. And I was so horny at this point that part of me was very much looking forward to experiencing a new plug.
When she entered my tent, she no longer wore the sadistic smirk of the prior evening. We stared at each other for a moment, silently understanding each other. Finally, I have her a little nod. My permission.
She smiled. It was as innocent as I had ever seen her. Then she stepped forward and kissed me hard.
I was shocked only for a moment before melting into her arms. I let my hands wander, exploring her body as I had fantasized about countless times in our brief acquaintance.
She pushed her tongue into my mouth. I sucked on it and moaned into her. My hands found her rear, and I squeezed her ass. It felt as perfect as I had dreamed.
She pulled back. "You like that, huh? How does my ass feel?"
"Good," I grinned, unsure what was happening but determined to enjoy it while it lasted.
She smiled back naughtily. "Let's get you something else to play with!" She pushed me back and I reluctantly let her go. In a flash, she stripped off her dress and stood before me buck naked. She cupped her breasts with both hands, lifting them slightly.
"You haven't tasted these yet. How do they compare with Abby's?"
Her tits were definitely smaller with disproportionately smaller areolae, like little buttons.
"Perkier," I went with.
"Good boy," she smiled guiding my head to her bosom with a firm hand. "If you had said smaller, you would have gotten a slap."
She was responsive, moaning as her nipple stiffened between my lips. She pulled me off and moved me to her other breast.
"Mmmm that's nice. What a gentle boy you are, good boy."
I was so horny now that I wondered if I might cum despite the painfully constricting cage.
Too soon, she pulled me off her tit. Her expression had regained her characteristic swagger. There was lust there too.
"Down on your hands and knees, boy" she commanded.
I hurried into position. My body seemed to be vibrating with anticipation.
I looked back over my shoulder as she flipped up my tunic and slid my panties down to mid thigh. Somehow that felt even sluttier than removing them completely.
Her hands kneaded my cheeks, lazily spreading them and letting them flop back together. With my naked bum left exposed, she walked around and squatted down in front of me, cupping my cheek with her hand.
"Look at you. So horny you can barely breathe, aren't you? If this 'mission for the kingdom' doesn't work out for you, we can find you work at the Fragrant Rose!" she giggled as she reached into her satchel.
She pulled out her hand and opened her palm to reveal a silver toy. This one was considerably bigger than the one currently resting in my rectum. It was more or less the same shape but fatter, less egg-shaped, closer to an apple, less pointy. The metallic surface was engraved with fine writing of the same type as my tattoo. While the others had flat metal bases, this one sported a huge emerald that sparkled in the low light of the tent.
My eyes shot back up to Fiona's.
"Last step, little Lord. You want it, don't you?"
I looked back down at the magnificently terrifying object. I swallowed.
"It's really big. Better get it really wet, huh?" Fiona teased me. Then she pinched my cheeks between her thumb and her other fingers, making my lips pooch forward like a fish. She brought the toy up to my mouth and pushed the tip between my lips.
"Mrrrrrhrrhghg" I struggled to open my jaw further, but my mouth was just too small.
"Hmmmm," Fiona grunted in annoyance, "good thing your other hole is bigger. Guess you better just lick it then." She handed me the toy and walked back behind me.
I held the thing with both hands and started licking all over it, making sure there were no dry spots. I moaned as she extracted my golden plug.
My hole felt empty for only a moment, and then a finger filled me.
"Ohhhhhh!" I moaned as she stroked my insides.
"You like that, don't you?"
When I didn't answer, she spanked me hard. "DON'T YOU?!"
"Yes Fiona."
"Well go on then. Pleasure yourself."
When I didn't immediately move, she grabbed my hip and pulled me back on her finger. My mind wasn't sure how it felt about the idea of me fucking my own ass on Fiona's finger, but my body fucking loved it.
I threw my hips back, gyrating and grinding on her, masturbating myself like a bitch. My back arched, and my thighs spread wider as my body sought its pleasure. When she added a second finger, I whimpered but kept moving, my tongue continuing to lave the plug.
Fiona's grin grew as she watched me debase myself. "Alright slut, lay on your back."
She snatched the plug from my hands as I changed positions. I had just flipped to face up when her glistening pussy filled my view. As her pelvis descended to cover my head, I opened my mouth hungrily and stuck out my tongue for her use. She slipped her fingers under my chin, tipping my head back so that my tongue flattened fully against her sex.
I licked her enthusiastically. My first taste of a woman's cunt. I luxuriated in her rich fuck honey, smearing and coating my lips. My hands came up, grabbing the meat of her ass cheeks, pulling her crotch into my mouth like a juicy watermelon slice.
But Fiona was there to enjoy herself, not to be enjoyed. She pitched forward, lifting her feet to catch my forearms before rocking back onto her perch. Now my arms were pinned under her shins, no longer able to squeeze her magnificent booty. She swished her hips on my face, clearly establishing that she was in control. I lapped at her pussy apologetically.
Satisfied her authority was unquestioned, she turned her attention back to my hole. Her fingers slid inside me, twisting and spreading. I moaned into her quim.
Suddenly I felt the cold rigidity of metal against my opening. I stopped licking.
"Don't stop that tongue, bitch boy!" Fiona growled, slapping my balls to punctuate her command. My tongue resumed battering her clit, and she fondled my balls and pressed her fingers deep into the softness between them and my anus, where the pressure continued to slowly rise.
Eventually the pressure she was putting on the plug exceeded the strength of my sphincter, and it began to slide inside me.
I had never known such pain. "Oohhhhh! Stop! Fiona stop! Too big! It's too b-"
She dropped her fat ass over my face, smothering me in flesh. My hands opened and closed uselessly pinned under her legs. My hips bucked, but she stayed with me, twisting her grip on my testicles to still me and all the while pushing that thing harder up my ass.
After a few moments, I realized that I really wasn't able to buck her off. How was I so weak!? It didn't matter now. This was happening. She was going to split my ass open, and there was nothing I could do about it.
I started to hyperventilate into her ass.
And then that fat fucking plug sunk inside me.
White hot pain obliterated my thoughts. "Mmmrmrrmrmrrrrrrrhr!" I screamed into her butt as my anus spasmed wildly. My body twisted and writhed without purpose, trying to dissipate the overcharged energy screaming from between my cheeks.
Fiona stayed on top of me until I went still. She slid off to find me quietly sobbing and whimpering. The contractions in my asshole were dying down, but I was still easily in 6/10 pain. She slid onto her side next to me, gently stroking my hair to comfort me, even as her juices dried on my face.
"You know I had to do it, right? We're arriving tomorrow. It had to go in."
What did she want from me? Forgiveness?
Part of me wanted to tell her to fuck off, but the larger part was just broken, defeated, in need of comfort. So I said nothing, letting her hold me, enjoying the feel of her naked body pressed against mine until I eventually fell asleep.
***********************************
We broke camp before dawn. Our entire party seemed excited with the goal almost at hand, anxious not to trip at the finish line.
Outside the city, a patrol of orc warriors met us to escort us in. Their riders surrounded us. They seemed even bigger than the orc I had seen in the field.
I had been expecting a primitive settlement of tents and thatched roofs, maybe some crude stonework, but the orc capital took my breath away. The castle built high on a hill was crafted from black, obsidian stone. It's spires looked sinister and powerful. I found myself wondering how the capital of Angorn compared, somehow doubting it could compete, though I had no evidence either way. I felt a strange embarrassment for my species.
The most impressive building after the castle turned out to be our destination: the Temple of Venus. As we stepped out of the carriage, several priestesses emerged dressed in snow white robes with bare shoulders. Young girls, every single one beautiful in her own way.
An older blonde with the pointy ears of an elf moved straight towards me. I would later learn the silver amulet around her neck identified her as the high priestess. Her presence was so powerful that I had the urge to stagger backwards as she approached, but I managed to hold my ground.
Without breaking eye contact with me, she asked, "So this is the tribute from Angorn?"
"It is, m'lady" Rogen answered from behind me.
A crowd of orcs gathered to witness the new arrival. The woman reached out and cupped my cheek. "Beautiful. What is her name?"
'Her?' I thought as my eyebrows knitted in confusion. I looked back at Rogen, but he didn't meet my eyes.
"The boy has been raised as Eddie, m'lady."
"Eddie?" she said it aloud while tilting her head as if trying it on for size.
Her eyes returned to mine. "You will be known as Elsie from now on."
"I'm sorry, I don't-"
"Shhhhh" she cut me off, moving her thumb over my lips. "Quiet Elsie, we will tell you when to speak." She pushed her thumb between my lips, and I accepted it into my mouth in shock.
"Good girl," she turned back to her fellow priestesses, "bring the flask!"
An enormous glass teardrop filled almost to the brim with a clear liquid was brought forth. The high priestess held my hand over it and pricked my finger. A drop of red blood fell, dispersing in the clear liquid before suddenly turning the fluid a uniform bright magenta color. Upon seeing the correct color change, the high priestess hugged me tightly, pressing me into her breasts.
"Royal blood. Excellent! And I trust she's properly attired?"
As she said this I felt her hand descend to my ass and press a probing finger against the seat of my tunic, feeling the rigid metal plug seated in my rectum.
"She is, m'lady." Rogen's rapid adoption of the female pronoun spiked my anxiety.
"The pledge from the Kingdom of Angorn is recognized. Until we meet again five years hence, farewell!"
The high priestess hurried me inside with the other priestesses. I looked over my shoulder and caught a glimpse of Rogen and Fiona just before the heavy doors closed behind us. I wondered if I would ever see them again.
We entered a great hall and as we approached a kind of performance stage, she leaned over, "Catherine, bring our new arrival Elsie some tea and fetch Lizbet and Steffi for the welcome demonstration."
"Yes Mistress," the thin girl at her side replied with a little curtsy before rushing off down a corridor. Her robe was tight enough that I could appreciate the motion of her hips as she scampered away.
The high priestess motioned me to take a seat. Her excitement as she beamed at me seemed vaguely sexual, but maybe the elf woman was just passionate about her job. Before things could get any more awkward, the thin girl returned with a pot of tea and two more priestesses behind her.
Lizbet was skinny with small breasts and pointy ears, while Steffi was a buxom woman with full breasts and a big ass. Her ears looked normal but I didn't get a great look due to her big curly hair.
The cup and saucer trembled in my hand, betraying my nervousness at this strange new situation that was to be the rest of my life. I took a sip of tea to calm myself. The aroma was strong, chemical, maybe alcoholic?
I looked to Catherine questioningly. "Drink up, Elsie, it will help relax you," she advised.
The high priestess approached one of the guards. "Turok, I believe it is your turn to help us with today's demonstration if you wouldn't mind." The orc grinned, huge fangs gleaming in his jaw. He rested his spear against the wall and allowed the small elf woman to lead him to sit in the throne on the stage.
The high priestess returned to her seat next to me, "Now Elsie, you're doing very well. I'm sure you have many questions, but many of them will be answered by the demonstration so watch now and we'll talk after."
Without any additional fanfare or introduction, Lizbet and Steffi started making out. Voraciously. Like star-crossed lovers reunited after painful years apart.
Their robes quickly fell, revealing bare tits and white panties. Lizbet's thong displayed a pair of pert shapely buttocks that looked fantastic on her small frame. Steffi's panties were less exotic, covering as much as a modest bathing suit, but she was clearly wearing something additional underneath, it looked like...armor?
The girls broke their lip-lock at last and turned their attentions to the guard, who looked like a kid on Christmas morning.
Lizbet fell to her knees and freed the massive green cock that was tenting the front of his tunic. The throbbing penis was enormous, closer to what I had seen on some farm animals than what hung between my own legs.
Steffi pressed her soft body against Turok's shoulder. He took her lips in his and pawed at her fat jugs. Lizbet bobbed her head on his helmet, only barely able to accommodate his glans in her little mouth. She held her tiny breasts up with both hands in offering as she sucked his cock.
Steffi pulled herself away and got down on her hands and knees facing away from us so all we could see of her was her massive derriere. Lizbet popped herself off the orc's cock and moved to slide Steffi's panties off. Her 'armor' appeared to consist of two rigid polished metal panels locked tightly around her pelvis. Her pussy was almost completely covered with just the very bottom of her slit visible. Her asshole, however, was entirely exposed. And it didn't look like any asshole Eddie had ever seen.



Completely hairless, like the rest of their bodies, the swollen wrinkled flesh had a purplish tint. Her puckered rim looked like a powerful muscle bulging between her cheeks, raised high like a little volcano whose slopes descended to meet the smooth pale skin of her buttocks. It was no balloon knot. More ovoid than round with the long axis going up her butt crack. It glistened with oil, attesting to her preparation for the event. Her hole winked hungrily at us.
I sucked in a breath as Lizbet started licking the other girl's ass. I realized I was panting as I watched the erotic display. My swollen penis strained painfully against my cage, but the plug in my ass felt great. My body had learned pleasure could be had there, and my anus sucked rhythmically on the metal toy stretching my orifice.
The high priestess watched me closely. She threw an arm around me, drawing me close to whisper in my ear as we watched together. "She has a gorgeous asshole, does she not? Steffi struggled early in her training, but now she's one of our most accomplished priestesses. Her anus is positively elastic!"
I looked over at the woman like she was insane, but her eyes remained fixed on the debauchery before us, shining like a proud mother's.
Now Lizbet retrieved a small vial of oil from her boot, adding a fresh layer to Steffi's anus, rubbing it in lovingly with her thumb.
Turok seemed to recognize this as his cue. He approached and took a knee behind the girl, offering his rod to Lizbet who applied the oil to him as well. Lizbet guided the tip of the dripping prick to Steffi's entrance. "Prepare to receive the gift of orcdom, sister." Steffi took a deep breath and focused inward. As she pushed her hips back, her flower loosened and bloomed around the green stem.
"Ohhhhhh," she cried out as her rectum was stuffed with the verdant virility of the stronger race.
As the orc began to sodomize Steffi in earnest, Lizbet buzzed around like a bee in a bouquet. She rubbed Steffi's nipples gently between her fingers. She kissed the girl passionately between moans, shoving her tongue down the girl's throat for her to suck on. She knelt behind the orc, fondling his massive testicles and pressing her tongue between his cheeks when he took a pause from his balls-deep thrusting in Steffi's ass.
I had the urge to squirm in my chair, to grind my plug into the seat, but I was too embarrassed to attempt it with the high priestess's arm still tight around me. She, on the other hand, seemed to have no such qualms, fondling her own breast and licking her lips as she observed the proceedings.
Turok pulled out without cumming. Steffi's hole looked utterly destroyed, it's inner pink visible for all to see. I felt sure I could slide my fist inside the priestess's gaping ass without touching the sides.
The orc tapped Lizbet on the head, and she sprang into position on all fours next to her sister. Steffi crawled back with a dazed look on her face to slide her sister's panties off.
Lizbet wore no pussy armor. Instead, below her pink asshole, a hairless ball sack hung in a pale ceramic cage identical to the one locked around my own testicles.
My mouth dropped open in shock, and I turned to the high priestess in horror. She gave me a pitying look. "Yes, Lizbet is a sissy girl like you, Elsie. Half of our priestesses are. Five years from now, when the tribute again falls to Angorn, your people will send us a woman. But today, we have you!" She pulled me close and kissed my cheek. "Now watch this!" she whispered excitedly in my ear.
Steffi returned her sister's favor, giving her a more abbreviated rim job and oiling. She pushed her sister's head down, forcing her lower onto her elbows, lifting her hips higher before spreading her buttocks with both hands to offer her butthole to the orc. Lizbet's anus was decidedly cuter than Steffi's. More girlish, less womanly. Definitely smaller though. The massive green schlong pressing into her cleft looked downright incompatible.
Lizbet bit her lip, failing to stifle a deep groan as the pressure built in her undersized ring. The pitch of her moans rose quickly. Her face flushed red, and she began to hyperventilate. Steffi held her sister's bottom spread wide and smiled wickedly at the sounds she was making.
"Prepare yourself, dear sister, this gift is great indeed!" I couldn't tell whether Lizbet heard her because in the next moment she squealed like a stuck pig as her sphincter finally seemed to give way, and the orc dick began to slide inside her. She swished her hips side to side and beat her fists on the ground as more emerald shaft entered her behind.
When he had half his shaft buried, Turok grabbed Lizbet by the hair and pulled, raising her first up to her hands and then further up into the air. The girl's hands pawed empty air as the new position used her own weight to impale her further on the pole up her ass.
Lizbet whimpered and sobbed as she sank into the orcs lap. Steffi crawled in front of her, giving her a peck on the lips before stuffing one of her massive tits in the girl's mouth. Lizbet suckled instinctively, maybe to distract herself from the feeling of her insides being rearranged. I could see a bulge appear in her lower abdomen when her soft pale cheeks finally came to rest against the orc's thighs.
And then he began to fuck her. Her muffled squeaks and screams contained an erotic mixture of distress and lust. I felt shame that they aroused me so.
The orc pulled out and started to tongue fuck her. His black tongue contrasted with her pale skin as his thick muscle penetrated her most private hole. Lizbet groaned like she was receiving the most expert massage.
Turok pulled his face from her rear, his teeth gleaming in a crazed grin, and retook his position back on the throne. He gave Lizbet a quick command in orcish and she crawled on top of him. The little sissy began riding him facing us, her feet flat on his thighs, her legs using all her strength to bounce her ass on that big green dick, her own caged clitty flopping lewdly.
Steffi stood at Turok's side, sucking his tongue. Turok had one hand on Lizbet's hip. His other arm wrapped around Steffi's waist with two fingers in her asshole. Steffi humped herself on the fingers while they made out.
At length, he creamed Lizbet's ass. Holding her hips with both hands, he clutched her petite, soft body to ensure she took every drop. Finally, he released her, and she more or less slipped off of him to puddle on the ground.
Steffi dropped to her knees to join her fellow priestess, and the two of them took turns gently suckling the softening green penis, cleansing it of excess sperm and the tastes of their assholes. Their backsides faced us, two gaping holes, one leaking thick orc seed, which ran down Lizbet's inner thighs. The high priestess stood. "Come Elsie, we'll talk in my chambers."
**************
"So we're whores? Anal whores!? Why even call it a temple?! Why not The Brothel Where Weak Little Humans and Elves Get Buttfucked By Giant Orcs?" In truth, I had long begun to suspect something like this, but it still pissed me off to be right.
The high priestess was frustratingly unfazed by my diatribe. "Sit down, Elsie." She stared me down, and I felt into the seat. It was hard to be angry with her personally. What was the point of fighting with the head whore?
"Orc culture is all about strength, respect, violence, and dominance. Orc women are almost as muscular and rough as their men, and even meaner. It's rare for a mating to end without blood drawn. In terms of overwhelming force, neither humans nor elves can hold a candle to orcdom. The Priestesses of Venus provide what they lack: tenderness, eager and undemanded submission, finesse, subtlety..."
"Anal sex..." I interjected sarcastically.
The high priestess stared me down. "Yes, pleasuring orc cock with our anuses is a large part of what we do. But the priestesses offer so much more. Music, poetry, art, philosophy, design. It was a priestess who designed the king's castle and who designed this temple. Virtually every orc lord keeps a priestess next to their throne to advise on political disputes and translate foreign tongues."
I slumped back in my chair as I realized maybe I had been unfairly insulting. The high priestess recognized my shift and softened her tone accordingly.
"We pay the price of peace in our lands, a peace that has been kept for almost 200 years. Every time some ambitious orc chieftain raises the war cry - it is only the strength and perfection of our submission that compels his brothers to hold him back."
"I...I can't do...that."
"All priestesses feel this way at the start. But we will train you. Train you how to relax and expand your body, how to submit and accept penetration and pain, how to turn that pain into pleasure."
"What if I refuse?"
"Our job is difficult. We do not expect you to perform without stumbling. Most priestesses need at least two years of training here in the temple before they're ready to be deployed elsewhere. We will provide you with the discipline you need to overcome your...reservations."
My facial expression must have shown my skepticism.
"But if you were unable to perform your duties as a priestess, for whatever reason, then the Kingdom of Angorn would be required to send a replacement."
Great. "Why anal only?"
"Well, both male and female tributes have an anus to offer. It's considered equally challenging for both sexes, though the sissy priestesses find it easier to reach orgasm. It also precludes pregnancy concerns. But mostly, because the orcs love it. Seeing the arrogant, sophisticated elves and humans bend over and willingly accept orc cocks in their assholes - it's the ultimate domination, the quintessential essence of success in orc culture. The original priestess is said to have taken a dozen cocks in her ass on the battlefield at Twin Rivers to bring the superior orc army to the negotiating table. It is said that the orc warriors trembled and dropped their weapons as they watched her willingly guide the first one inside her tight virgin hole."
The moment of silence she took seemed to fit the reverence with which she spoke of the act.
"Tomorrow will be your initiation as a priestess and three days from now will be your deflowering. The annual priestess initiation is the only time the priestesses are let out of chastity. The smaller human and elven penises are ideal training steps for a new priestess's anus. Penis in vagina sex is forbidden and punished by castration. But we have many toys to pleasure our female priestesses. Catherine will take you to your chamber now and explain the preparations for the ceremony."
*************************
That was three years ago.
I have learned more over the last three years than in all the years of my former life combined. I have studied more about giving and receiving sexual pleasure than I ever imagined was known.
I wish I had known more on the night of my deflowering, heh. That year's deflowering belonged to Valkon, the third prince, more commonly known as 'the warrior prince.' It was the most difficult night of my life, I literally thought I was going to die. It contained both the most pain I have ever experienced and still the most powerful orgasm of my life.
I throughly enjoyed the initiation ceremonies of the two tributes who followed me, their tight anuses felt so warm and snug around my dick. It was novel, but the orgasms I achieved paled in comparison to the anal orgasms I now have almost everyday.
Eventually, I was stationed here in the mountains with an old orc mage. It was a special posting. I was part retirement gift and part apprentice there to absorb all the secrets of the aging wizard. But that is another story, and I have droned on long enough.
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And so began her intensive therapy.
Nearly everyday Cindy would be brought to a treatment room with varying degrees of reluctance and fucked up her ass. Usually by Dr. Valiknakov herself, but often by another member of the training staff. She was not, however, brought to orgasm. The doctor would not reward her rebellious behavior again.
Now was the crude drudgery of slowly leading a subject to capitulate to her own innermost desires. In her current state, psychotherapy would be all but useless. The girl was unwilling to even have a civil conversation with the doctor. She needed Cindy to at least outwardly submit and obey before they could get to the fascinating work of crafting the nascent beta's new sexuality. But more than that, she needed her to realize deeply that she longed to be taken, to be dominated.
This part tended to be repetitive and frustrating, sometimes lasting weeks, but the good doctor did her best to avoid boredom and find joy in her work.
************************
In one of her first sessions, Cindy found herself on her back, folded in two with her hands and ankles both tied above her head. Between her spread legs, she watched the doctor calmly smear thick lubricant over a thick strap-on dildo.
"Alright Cindy, today we're going to play a game called 'To Cum or Not to Cum While Being Fucked In the Ass.' I'm going to stuff your little bottom full of this nice fat cock and give you a good fucking. You can scream and buck and do all that prissy dramatic reluctance shit you like to do. It's all the same to me. When I'm almost finished with you, I'll take your gag out and that will be the moment for your only decision of the day. If you want to cum, you'll say 'My name is Cindy, I'm a beta and I love being fucked in the ass.' If you don't want to cum, you'll do anything else. Clear? Great!"
The first time they played this game, when the gag came out, Cindy hesitated. For a moment, the doctor thought Cindy might be a prodigy, breaking in the first round, but then she said, "I'm never going to say that."
The gag went back in and the fucking resumed. An alarm went off whenever the sensors detected Cindy was close to orgasm. "Oh ho, naughty girl, was that your plan? To try to steal an orgasm?" The doctor pulled out leaving her hanging. Cindy moaned pathetically with unmet need. "Only betas who accept betahood get to cum," the doctor lectured the tied-down trollop. Then she took off her harness and humped Cindy's gagged face, sliding the girl's nose through her slit until she came.
Technically the doctor didn't need to have an orgasm for Cindy's therapy, but it didn't hurt and the doctor found the procedure fiercely arousing. What kind of hospital working conditions would require the medical staff to go around pent up, stifling the arousal they were forced to endure as part of their duties?
**************************
The next morning, as she did every morning, Dr. V reviewed the relevant surveillance footage on all her patients in her office.
Her screen showed a night vision camera's recording of Cindy tossing and turning in bed. After a spell, the girl threw off her bedsheet and ripped the bottom drawer open in her bedside table.
Dr. V smiled at the girl's dismay.
Of course, she'd had the vibrator removed. No shortcuts.
Cindy tried to go back to sleep, but her slutty body would just not leave her alone. The bedsheet was tossed aside again, and Cindy's hand traveled down between her legs. It ignored her limp clit completely, going straight for her asshole, sliding her middle finger slowly inside while breathing hard.
"Good girl, Cindy," V said in her office, her own hand down the front of her own panties in solidarity.
She wished the girl luck bringing herself to an anal orgasm with only her slender fingers. Her stretched-out beta anus needed something thicker by now. Like the nice fat strap-on cock the doctor would offer her in tomorrow's session.
The image of the girl's frustration reminded the doctor of the Spanish word for dildo: consolador. Literally consoler or comforter. The little slut's asshole was in desperate need of some consolation now.
The doctor's finger slid easily through her slick folds as she watched. She was about to cum when her phone rang annoyingly. "Yes?!" Dr. V answered trying to keep her voice even, failing to keep all the annoyance and arousal out of it.
"Sorry to bother you, doctor, but it's Cindy Thompson's parents again. This is the fifth time they've called this week, and if they can't see their son...erhm daughter, they're threatening all sorts of things, making a stink in the press, suing the state, involving the board..."
"Ughhh," the daughter groaned in frustration, "why can't these people ever manifest a scintilla of gratitude for what we do?"
"I know, doctor," the secretary consoled in a baby voice to convey her sympathy, "no good deed goes unpunished, right?"
"You got that right. Alright, give them a meeting with me, next week, late next week."
*************************
Cindy chewed her oatmeal miserably. She knew she was losing.
She had accepted she was a beta at this point. If she wasn't always, she was now. Her dick was limp almost all the time except when the doctor had her bent over and her butt stuffed. She had little breasts growing on her chest, and now her nipples stiffened with her arousal and gave her sexual pleasure when they were touched. She wanted cock up her ass constantly. It was almost all she thought about.
She knew it was a losing game, but she was determined at a deep level that she was going to resist as long as she could. To prove to herself she wasn't a weak little bitch. Even though she looked like one. Even though the science apparently said she was one. Even though she felt like one. Cindy Thompson was going to hold out.
But even now, here at the breakfast table, she couldn't focus on the other girls' conversation because she was looking forward to her afternoon therapy session, imagining what depraved act the doctor would perform on her. Her anus twitched in her panties.
"You doin ok?"
Cindy looked up. The blue-haired girl, Tara, had not said much to her before. As the only two girls at their table who didn't openly embrace betahood, you'd think they would have spoken more. But they usually ate in silence, listening to the other girls rave about the Institute's treatments and how good their freshly fucked assholes felt.
"Uh yeah, thanks." Cindy replied, studying Tara as if the explanation for this sudden change in behavior might be written somewhere on her face.
"I know it can be hard. At first. It took me over a month before I learned how to let myself stretch and properly accept the penetration. The cream in the purple tube that they stock in our bathrooms really helps with the soreness."
Cindy looked her in the eye. She seemed completely genuine. If only she knew that Cindy was struggling with the opposite problem.
"Oh. Thanks Tara. You doin ok?"
The tough-looking girl blushed uncharacteristically. "Yeah I'm good." She looked back at Cindy, unsure of how much to share, before pressing forward, "actually, I've mostly figured out the bottoming stuff at this point. But now, they're teaching me how to top, you know as a beta 1 I'm expected to switch, and it's surprisingly difficult. I mean, you'd think it would be more natural, but now that I'm a beta, it's totally different."
Cindy really had no idea what the striking girl was talking about, but she could tell that the words were hard for Tara to say and she really appreciated the attempt to be vulnerable and make an emotional connection. Cindy surprised herself by reaching out and giving Tara's hand a little squeeze.
"Hey. Hang in there." Cindy managed a weak smile. Tara returned it.
It was the emotional high of Cindy's life as a beta so far.
*************************
Dr. V's upper lip twitched as she read the report on Cindy's afternoon therapy session.
Cindy frustratingly would just not submit. Her progress had stalled. She would not say the words Dr. V wanted her to say. She just kept torturing herself.
And thereby torturing Dr. V.
There was a good chance that the girl was enjoying her torture, Dr. V recognized. That she relished being tied down and taken. That she feared the loss of this newfound pleasure if she submitted and ended the game. That her stubborn rebelliousness allowed her to ignore the reality of her own betahood. If Cindy's own need for an orgasm didn't exceed her need to rebel and to be endlessly edged, Dr. V knew she would need to change her tactics. And do so soon.
The good doctor was getting nervous. The girl's parents were scheduled to arrive in two days, and she wasn't ready. Dr. V was running several different strategies to break the girl down, but it didn't seem like any of them would succeed in time. The increased intensity of the nocturnal subliminal audio messages and higher dosage of the aphrodisiacs they had her on would take time to work. The grainy night-vision video of their daughter fingering her own asshole would likely not be enough to convince them that she was in the right place.
The light in Dr. V's office stayed on late in to the night as she considered and plotted and planned.
*********************
The secretary looked up to see the older man marching back towards her desk for the third time since he and his wife had arrived. His shoulders were squared. His fists were clenched. He looked pissed.
"Ma'am, we've been waiting for over an hour! If Dr. Vali...Dr. Vanikov...if she thinks she can-"
Her phone rang, interrupting him.
"Excuse me one moment, sir," the secretary reached for the phone with relief. "Dr. Valiknakov's office," she answered cheerily. Thank God.
She set the phone back down. "You can go right in now, Mr. and Mrs. Thompson." the secretary announced with a big smile as if she had just performed a minor miracle.
She received only death glares in return from both of them as they moved past her into Dr. V's office. The secretary sighed.
It was like this for many of the families at the beginning. Betahood was a hard thing for many of them to accept. Many parents felt responsible, that in some way that had caused it or hadn't nipped it in the bud.
But almost all of them were happy with the final product in the end. A happy, self-actualized beta is a beautiful thing to witness. The Thompsons would probably be back in a few months with an apologetic fruit basket, the secretary thought to herself pleasantly as she went back to work.
**********************
"Mr. and Mrs. Thompson! I remember you from the screening. Come in, please sit down."
Neither of them took a seat. "We're here to see Tim. We demand to see our son, doctor!" Mr. Thompson practically roared at her.
Dr. V had dealt with some irate family members in her career, but even so she felt a little intimidated as she watched a vein throb in the man's temple. She didn't think it would be necessary, but she found some reassurance in the panic button under her desk that could bring security in rapidly if needed.
"I can see that you're upset. You obviously care for your child a great deal as one would expect from a loving father and mother. Please, let's take a deep breath, sit down, and discuss this rationally."
The couple remained stony-faced but reluctantly descended into their chairs.
"Thank you. Now, I gather that you are questioning your child's legal name, gender, and possibly even her betahood?"
Mrs. Thompson spoke up now. "You made it all sound so official at the screening. So did the counselor and that judge. But we've been doing our own research and not all doctors agree with the beta laws..."
Dr. V sighed knowingly. "Not all doctors agree that vaccines and antibiotics are useful either. There are always a few quacks with their own theories on reality. But the results of the beta program are clear. Since we began, suicide rates have plummeted, and both betas and those they serve report higher quality of life and some of the highest sexual satisfaction scores ever recorded in the psychological literature. The Beta Treatment Institute is endorsed by numerous beta advocacy groups, and I can refer you to numerous testimonials from successful betas who have benefitted from our program, some of whom have even volunteered to be available as mentors to new betas and their families-"
Mr. Thompson held up his hands to stop her. "That's all well and good for the real betas, the ones who really need all this, but we're just don't think Tim is one of them."
"Listen, no one ever thinks this will happen to them. That their kid will have to deal with something like this. But Cindy...and I'm sorry I do need to call her by her legal name...Cindy is not a borderline case. She's a class 3 for God's sake! As I'm sure you'll recall from her screening, her cumulative beta index was was more than three standard deviations above the mean!"
The two of them stared back at the doctor, unconvinced by the technical jargon.
"We even showed you her screening video!" the doctor exclaimed in exasperation.
Mrs. Thompson spoke up, "If we could just see him and talk to him to make sure he's doing ok..."
"I'm sorry Mrs. Thompson, but that is out of the question. Cindy is in a very vulnerable place right now. She's undergoing intensive therapy, and she's on the cusp of a breakthrough in really being able to accept herself and move forward in her treatment path. I can't risk any outside influences for the time being."
Hearing the words 'intensive therapy' and that their child was not 'able to accept herself' triggered the Thompsons.
Mr. Thompson spoke in a determined, low register, "We need to see...her. We're not leaving until we see Cindy." The words were quiet, controlled, and final.
Dr. V shook her head sadly, "I'm sorry to see how anxious you both are, and I can understand it, but again Cindy's health is my first responsibility. No visitors are allowed."
"We're not leaving until we see her." He practically growled the words.
"Mr. Thompson, I can have security escort you out if necessary."
This seemed to be the wrong thing to say. He launched up out of his chair and stuck his finger in the doctor's face. "You force us to leave and you make us your enemy for life. We'll call our congressman. Our senator. We'll call every newspaper and TV station. Everyone and anyone who will listen!"
"Please doctor! We just want to see...her," Mrs. Thompson chimed in, trying to play the reasonable good cop to her husband's bad cop.
In truth, they had no smoking gun to go to the press with, no secret to expose. But Cindy's case was unusual in how long she was taking to progress, and the doctor wanted to avoid any bad publicity if possible.
Dr. V made a big show of taking a deep breath in and slowly letting it out before making eye contact again with the two of them. She took a conciliatory posture and spoke in a softer voice, "Technically, this is a violation of Cindy's privacy, but if it will help reassure you that she's in the right place..."
The doctor turned her computer monitor so that the Thompson's could see the screen. With her face full of faux-reluctance, she opened the video footage.
"This is video from Cindy's room, taken yesterday."
The Thompson's watched a cute pink-haired girl pacing in front of her bed.
"That's Tim?" Mrs. Thompson said in a hushed voice, almost to herself.
"That's Cindy," the doctor corrected. The camera footage was pristine, well-edited with multiple angles, zoomed in enough that they could clearly recognized their child's face. There was even audio included.
In the video, Cindy stopped pacing. She seemed perturbed. Suddenly one of her hands shot down between her legs while the other moved up into her hair as she arched her head back lewdly. She pulled her nightgown hurriedly over her head, leaving her topless in just her pink panties.
"She has breasts," Ms. Thompson couldn't keep herself from narrating.
"Yes, her mammary glands are developing nicely," the doctor added.
Ms. Thompson reached for her husband's hand, consoling each other as they watched the difficult video.
Now Cindy moved to her knees next to what appeared to be a horse saddle that was on the floor next to her bed. A bright pink dildo stood up from its seat.
"What is that thing?" Mrs. Thompson asked. Her husband gave his wife a look that said 'C'mon we all know what that is.'
"Her urges have gotten stronger recently. We had that moved into her room so that she could deal with them safely, without risking hurting herself."
The three of them awkwardly watched Cindy begin fellating the dildo on her knees with her back arched, raising her pink lace thong-clad ass up towards the camera. The sounds she made were absolutely pornographic. Her parents felt a pang of guilt intruding on her privacy. Dr. V felt herself getting wet.
When Cindy popped up, slid her panties off, and straddled the dildo, her parents noticed how feminine her limp, hairless clitty looked. How her generous backside had swelled to give her a womanly figure. They could also see the thickened rim around her puckered asshole, which seemed to open on its own as Cindy lowered herself onto the sex toy. It looked like...well, it looked like a well-used fuckhole.
Cindy's asshole accepted the penetration easily, swallowing half the shaft before she slowed her hips' descent and gradually slid the rest of the way into the saddle, hilting the cock inside her.
And then she began to ride. You could see the warring angst and ecstasy on Cindy's face as she sodomized herself. The microphone picked up the girl's soft moans.
All three voyeurs began to feel aroused - uncomfortably for the Thompsons, while Dr. V was quite enjoying her fifth viewing of the video.
"Turn it off," Mrs. Thompson said regretfully.
"Let me just show you how happy she is at the end," the doctor fast-forwarded the video, making Cindy appear to bounce comically fast on the rubber dick, "here we go." Pressing play, the video returned to normal speed and the audio resumed.
"Hooahhh, hoahhh, hoahhhhh!" Cindy was almost screaming as she fucked herself to orgasm. Her little dick stiffened and began to dribble watery cum while her anus contracted around the stiff pole filling her rear. Cindy's eyes went cross-eyed before rolling back in her skull as a goofy little smile appeared on her face.
"Okay!" Mrs. Thompson shot to her feet, clearly having passed her discomfort threshold. "I've seen enough!"
Dr. V paused the video. "Again I didn't want to invade Cindy's privacy any more than necessary, but I hope you understand a bit better now."
"We....we...didn't understand," Mr. Thompson apologized, flustered.
"Quite alright. She is making progress. I am hopeful she may be ready to receive visitors as soon as a few weeks from now," Dr. V reassured them as she escorted the Thompsons out of her office.
*********************
Cindy was horny. Again. Always.
The saddle cock they'd let her ride for some reason had taken the edge off, but they had promptly removed it this morning. Had it been placed in her room in error? Or was the doctor trying something new? The questions piqued her curiosity, but her desire to masturbate dominated her thoughts.
Now she sat on the bench at the little desk watching the approved beta videos. She idly sucked on two of her fingers, tonguing them with the same gusto and rhythm that the whore on the screen was using to blow a man's massive penis.
Two fingers on her other hand were pressed deep in her ass. She had her hand slid down the back of her panties, but they kept getting in the way. Now she tugged them down, so she sat on the bench with her panties pulled down under her cheeks, which hung off the back of the bench so that her hole was fully accessible. Her fingers re-entered her, sliding deep in her rear tunnel. Perfect.



Suddenly, there was a short knock at the door before her nurse Pam entered. Cindy managed to yank her fingers out of her butthole and her mouth as she sprang up from her seat, but she didn't manage to get her panties up so her limp clitty flopped lewdly as she moved, glistening with the precum she'd been leaking. She quickly pulled up her underwear and stuffed her little dick inside.
Pam grinned. It was moments like these that reassured her she was doing righteous work. She loved everything about these little beta sluts. Adorable!
"Afternoon, Cindy! The institute is full, but more little beta sisters are still in need of treatment." Pam announced with a certain flourish. She was clearly having a good day.
Cindy blinked back at her in confusion.
"Sorry. I meant to say that girls who have been here longer are being cohorted." Pam clarified.
Cindy's look of confusion remained.
"A new girl needs this room. You're being transferred. C'mon, get dressed. Let's go."
"What? Transferred to where?"
"You're going to have a roommate."
Cindy brightened at this. Loneliness had become one of her biggest burdens.
"Who?"
"You'll see!" Pam said with a teasing smile.
************************
A short walk later, they came to a door just like the one that led to Cindy's room. Pam knocked twice, scanned her ID card, and then the door beeped and slid open.
Cindy's face lit up with excitement at the blue pigtails on the girl facing away from them.
Tara was watching a training video at her desk, just like Cindy had been. Except Tara appeared to be buck naked. Her ass seemed to be stuffed with a bright blue dildo that was built into the seat of her bench.
Just like Cindy, Tara was mortified to be walked in on in such a compromising state.
"Oh shit!" she stammered in alarm when she looked over her shoulder and saw them both standing there. She stood up in a panic, apparently forgetting that she had a foot of silicone cock up her ass. She groaned as her anus protested the violent, rapid exit of her toy. "God Pam, don't you knock?!"
Cindy caught a glimpse of beautifully gaped asshole as the other girl scampered to her closet. The rubber dick that bobbed lewdly on the bench with a sheen of lubricant looked bigger than anything she thought she had taken in her own ass.
But what most caught Cindy's eye was the rock-hard erection bobbing between Tara's legs. Cindy almost couldn't remember what it felt like to have a full erection like that. Like a dream or a story about someone else's life. What else is different between the beta 1 and beta 3 classes she wondered.
"We did knock," Pam called after the girl, "You were just too...preoccupied to notice." The mirth in Pam's voice was obvious. She thought this was all hilarious. "Don't worry," she added, "I walked in on Cindy fingering her sissy pussy five minutes ago!"
"Pam!" Cindy exclaimed at this betrayal. Where was her professionalism as a nurse?
But Pam just grinned. Her glee seemed so genuine and innocent that Cindy couldn't suppress an embarrassed smile in response.
"Cindy here is going to be your roommate until further notice," Pam called loudly to Tara in the closet.
Then she turned to Cindy in a normal voice. "I'll have someone bring your clothes soon. There's plenty of space in the closet for both yours and Tara's things." Pam turned to leave. "You two have a few hours to get better acquainted before afternoon therapy."
She was almost out the door when Cindy had a realization.
"Wait, where do I sleep?" she called after Pam.
Pam called back over her shoulder, "The king size bed is more than big enough for both of you," before the door slid shut behind her.
Cindy gulped processing this new information.
"I'll be right out!" Tara called from the closet.
"Take your time" Cindy answered, eyeing the other girl's computer. She couldn't help but notice the image frozen on the screen.
The video was paused from the point of view of someone getting their cock sucked. Apparently quite vigorously judging by the tight grip of the hand in the girl's hair, the mascara running down her cheeks, and the sheen of spittle coating her lips and chin. The girl's breasts were slightly out of focus, but they were clearly massive with erect nipples. The look of submission and adoration in the girl's eyes as she stared longingly into the camera with that cock in her mouth - it made Cindy's pelvic muscles tighten, reminding her of her emptiness.
But what most caught Cindy's attention was the color of the girl's hair. Just like Cindy's. It was pink.
Tara came back into the room, and Cindy quickly looked away from the monitor.
"Hey." Tara had dressed in hot pink sweatpants that rode low on her hips, revealing the straps of her brilliant blue high-waisted thong at the sides. A crop top in the same blue color that matched her hair, her nails, and her lipstick, revealed a sparkling sapphire pierced through the girl's navel. She looked fucking hot. Feminine but fierce. Cindy couldn't help but check out her crotch and the impressive bulge there.
Cindy felt like a little girl by comparison in her ruffled white skirt and pink pastel halter top. She felt like she'd shown up to an important meeting unprepared and unkempt. She had ignored all the makeup they'd provided in protest of course. And the hair care. And the nail polish. Though lately she'd taken to wearing some of the more risque pink lacy panties. The silky thong straps just felt too good between her cheeks to resist. She found the gentle touch of the fabric against her anus strangely comforting.
"Hey." Cindy replied lamely back.
The two girls looked away awkwardly both desperately thinking of what to say, both eyeing and rejecting the only conversation piece in the room: the shiny dildo sticking up from her chair.
"So, Pam only just told me about this roommate thing just before she brought me here..." Cindy offered as an excuse. She considered complaining about the arrangement and how she wouldn't impose on the other girl's space if she had a choice. But what if the other girl felt as lonely as she did?
"Yeah, this is the first I heard of it too."
Silence again. This time they didn't look away. Cindy felt her heart speed up as Tara looked her in the eye. In that moment, Cindy wanted her and if she wasn't imagining it, Tara wanted her too.
As sexual as Cindy's time at the Institute had been, everything so far had been strangely detached, clinical, impersonal. As if her sexuality had no relation to romance.
Romance was too strong a word. She barely knew Tara. But she desired her. She knew what she wanted in that moment. She wanted Tara to fuck her. She wasn't sure if she'd ever had a thought was so much clarity.
"Well welcome!" Tara said without breaking eye contact, a playful smile coming to her lips as she gestured to the rest of the room like a mock tour guide.
The conversation remained stilted. Both of them carefully avoiding danger topics like dildos and sexual preferences, which was remarkably difficult since such things made up most of their recent lives. But it wasn't awkward anymore. They could sense each other's positive intent and interest in becoming friends...maybe more.
*********************************
That night, Cindy squirmed in bed, lying there in the dark just a few feet apart from Tara, hornier than ever before in her life.
She knew the situation was contrived. She could see the doctor's handiwork everywhere. The sudden appearance of the saddle cock in her room, the new unexpected roommate situation, the pink-haired girl in Tara's video - the doctor was up to something. She was always scheming. Cindy felt like she was in some elaborate social experiment and hell, they were living in a damn psychiatric institute, they probably were.
Still, Cindy knew how she was feeling. Maybe she was just desperate for a human connection, maybe it was just the drugs that were making her feel so frisky, maybe she was just a slut and it was just her body that wanted Tara's body. But her feelings were real, engineered or not.
Five minutes ago, she had given in to temptation. Sliding her hand down into her panties as surreptitiously as she could manage, Cindy hated the idea that Tara might notice and feel uneasy that the girl she'd been forced to share her room and her bed with was some kind of creepy pervert. But that wasn't enough to stop her.
She slipped off her underwear, telling herself that it was too hot (she was feeling warm...) but also loving the thrill, the secret intimacy of being naked in the same bed as Tara.
Now she had her middle finger buried in her backside. Her hot wet channel clutched her digit longingly. It did nothing to take the edge off the passions growing in her loins. Instead it inflamed them.
As she slid her finger in and out of her anus, she bit her lip to stifle a moan. Her eyes were shut, but her vision was filled with fantasies of Tara. Her metallic blue lips pursing for a kiss, her eyes gleaming with lust as she looked down on Cindy, her pigtails flying as she threw her head back in pleasure.
And then she sensed motion. Cindy froze.
Yes, it was there, a subtle shifting in the mattress, a gentle vibration in the sheet. She looked over at Tara quickly. The room was dark, but there was enough ambient light that she could see the rough shape of the girl next to her in the bed.
The motion seemed to have stopped when Cindy looked over, but she saw the girl was pitching an impressive tent in the sheet. Her mouth watered as she pictured the circus pole supporting that big top.
Then the other girl started moving again. Cindy could clearly see her moving her hand under the sheet at waist level. Tara was jerking off.
Cindy's arousal spiked so high that she saw pink. She forced herself to slip her finger out of her ass and roll onto her side, turning away from Tara so that she wouldn't be tempted to crawl over and beg to suck her cock.
The rustling sound of Tara jerking off quieted. Could she have cum that quietly?
A moment later, Cindy felt the mattress depress behind her. She rolled back onto her back to find Tara crouching over. Her eyes shone with serious animal lust.
"I'm sorry," Tara said in a low husky voice that contained no apology.
Then she gently pulled the sheet down, revealing Cindy's nude body. It was a body built for sin. Her breasts were still growing, now B cups, and her nipples were hard like diamonds at the moment. Cindy raised her hands up and back towards her shoulders, like a puppy dog begging on its back, subconsciously surrendering to the other girl's stare. Simultaneously, she spread her legs and lifted her knees, submissively offering herself.
Tara's mouth dropped open silently as she drank in the image of the meek beta 3 naked in her bed. The doctor was a fucked up woman, but at that moment, Tara felt only gratitude for putting them in this situation.
"You're...you're just so sexy. And I'm so horny for you. And I heard you moving over here, and-"
"Shhhh-it's ok" Cindy knitted her brow as she tried to compose what she wanted to say while restraining her body from kicking out to wrap her legs around Tara.
When Cindy spoke again it was in a silky, unwavering voice, "I want this for me. I want you. I want to have sex on my own terms for once. Please Tara," she looked up at the the blue-haired girl, her eyes wet with emotion, "Don't make me beg."
Tara's lips crushed the smaller girl's. Their tongues danced in each other's mouths as Tara moved between Cindy's spread legs. Cindy moaned with anticipation as she felt the other girl's stiff prick poking her. Tara spread Cindy's thighs and pushed them toward her chest.
Tara's cock slid into Cindy's asshole like a hot knife through butter. "Mmmmm," Cindy moaned into the other girl's mouth in pleasure and gratitude. Her now well-trained rectum welcomed the girl's penis inside, gently squeezing and releasing, coaxing it deeper.
Tara's lips released hers, moving down her neck with hungry, vacuum-powered kisses as Tara's hips began to thrust in and out of her woman.
She'd barely made it half a dozen strokes when Cindy cried out beneath her, crushing their bodies together with her legs and arms. Tara felt hot wetness splash between their bellies. 'Holy shit,' she thought, 'this girl just came hands-free on my cock. What a beta!' She didn't pull away, allowing Cindy to ride out her orgasm, enjoying the rhythmic contractions of the girl's sheath and the smutty stickiness gluing them together.
Finally Tara felt Cindy's limbs relax, and she pulled out for a moment. She looked down at Cindy's gape in fascination. "Your cunt is the same color as your hair." She grinned back up at Cindy.
The girl was still panting to catch her breath, but she looked randy, unsatisfied, and hungry for more. Tara swiped a fingertip through the prodigious puddle of cum that Cindy's limp little clitty had somehow produced. She brought her finger up to her mouth and gave it a tentative lick. Sweet and salty, not bitter like her own issue.
She gathered another dollop and fed it to Cindy, stuffing her finger deep in the girl's mouth and coating her tongue. Cindy sucked on her finger submissively, keeping eye contact the whole time until Tara plucked her cleaned digit from the girl's lips.
"Fuck me, Tara. I need you inside me again."
Tara grinned down at the little vixen. "Ride me."
Cindy fucking loved riding dick. As she bounced herself on Tara's fat cock, loving the girl's hands on her hips and slap of her pelvis on her buttocks as she thrust up to meet her. She held onto the girl's larger breasts like reins. "Cum for me baby, cum up my ass!"
"No." Tara denied her pulling hard on her hair, forcing a yelp from her as her ride was brought to a halt. She silently thanked Tara for taking the lead. The girl's strong grip in her hair made her grind herself indecently in Tara's lap.
"Get on your hands and knees. I've wanted to pound that fat butt of yours for weeks."
"Ooooh!" Cindy squealed at the naughtiness of this new revelation as she scrambled into doggy position.
Tara humped her booty, pumping her cute little hole full of dick. Cindy was in her element, loving every second, every slap of Tara's bigger balls against hers.
A pang of guilt hit her when she realized that her sissy pussy missed the doctor's rough fucking. She squeezed her asshole for all she was worth, trying to increase her discomfort and goad her lover into power fucking her.
"Oh shit! Oh fuck! I'm going to cum," Tara growled while nuzzling her neck, losing her rhythm in frenetic shallow strokes, "I'm going to cum in your asshole." And then she did.
Cindy felt validated as the other girl held her, feeling the dick in her ass twitching, painting her insides white. She had pleasured her lover with her anus. It felt even better than her own orgasm had.
Finally, Tara pulled out and collapsed next to her, dragging Cindy down to take up her position as the little spoon. "Thank you Cindy" Tara whispered as Cindy felt the first drop of cum trickle out of her gaped asshole. It felt great to be held in Tara's arms.
"The pleasure was mine," Cindy muttered as she drifted off to sleep.
***********************
The next morning, Cindy and Tara were quiet at the breakfast table as usual, listening to the other girls gossip and chitchat. But unlike usual, they both wore little smiles on their faces. Their shared secret.
They didn't look into each others' eyes. They didn't play footsie under the table. They just ate and smiled. Cindy was sure the oatmeal that morning was the best she'd ever tasted.
Before they had a chance to reenact the night's exploits, Tara had to go to her morning therapy session. Cindy laid in bed, smelling the other girl on the sheets, looking forward to her own approaching therapy session.
****************************
"Say the words Cindy."
"No." She said it with a big smile on her face, like a bratty girl delightedly refusing her vegetables, waiting to see how her mother would react.
"Oh Cindy! Cindy, Cindy, Cindy," the doctor scolded with a knowing smile on her face as she stuffed the ball gag back into the girl's mouth and strapped it tightly around her head. The doctor lovingly stroked her pink hair. "Did you enjoy taking your little girl friend's dick last night? I bet it felt great finally getting some cream up your ass, huh?"
Cindy looked back at the doctor in alarm. She had long suspected that privacy was an illusion here, but hearing the doctor confirm it was unsettling. And there was something vaguely threatening in the way she said it.
"Did you make a big deal of it? Having sweet, loving, consensual anal sex? Maybe it made you feel normal? Like you might not be a class 3 who longs to be tied down and pounded, but maybe you could be a transexual lesbian in a sexual relationship among equals? I bet that was a nice fantasy, yeah." The doctor petted her hair patronizingly like a little girl.
Cindy lowered her head to the bench, a sinking feeling hollowing out her chest as the doctor's words cut deep into her. She seemed to know Cindy's innermost thoughts.
The girl was in the classic training position, strapped down over the bench on all fours. She'd been stripped of her dress and her panties, now wearing only her bra, her knee socks, and her sneakers.
The doctor pulled her strap-on out of the girl's clutching anus and leaned forward to whisper in her ear. Despite the worried thoughts swirling in her head, Cindy whined softly into her gag, her butthole protesting the loss of its lover. The doctor's voice whispered directly into her consciousness.
"But the sex wasn't quite right, was it? Didn't give you the feeling you get here, did it? Strapped down, humping your little ass back on my cock like a bitch in heat, searching for an orgasm you know will be denied, you love it here."
Cindy's face flushed. The doctor's words struck a chord with her. Part of Cindy very much enjoyed her sessions with the doctor.
Cindy shook her head back and forth, trying to deny the truth of the doctor's words. 'No, no, no,' she thought, wishing they were lies. Tears came to her eyes when she couldn't convince herself the doctor was wrong.
The doctor gave her a little tap on the tush in a consoling gesture. "It's alright, Cindy. Tara's getting better at topping, but she's still a beta. She'll never be able to give you what you need. Beta 3's like you are special. You have very specific needs. You don't want to make love, you want to be taken."
Cindy didn't want to listen to this anymore. She started to struggle in her bonds. "No! No! No!" she screamed into her gag between sobs.
"I know why you disobey, Cindy; you may not, but I know. You know you're a beta as well as I do. You're not resisting, you're not in denial; you're just trying to provoke me. Trying to keep our little sexual torture game going. Trying to escalate, to get me to take the gloves off and give you the extreme domination you crave. You're crying out for correction."
While staring at Cindy's adorable little gape, she spoke to the orderly standing guard without looking away from the girl's ass. "You should use her now. She would benefit from a man's dick inside her."
Both Cindy and the orderly cocked their heads up at this statement.
"Um, ma'am?" the orderly asked assuming he'd misheard. Sure, almost everyone on staff enjoyed playing with the betas from time to time, but it wasn't exactly sanctioned. And it never went as far as fucking.
Dr. V reassured him. "I'm perfectly serious. Difficult girls like Cindy often hold on to foolish frontiers that they haven't crossed yet. 'Sure I've cum from being fucked with a strap-on, but not a man's cock, so therefore I'm not a beta.' 'I've been fucked by a man, but I've never been creampied, so therefore I'm not a beta.' ' I've been creampied, but I've never gone ass to mouth, so therefore I'm not a beta.' It can be really destructive to the beta's mental health, sometimes delaying the psychological healing for months. So really, you'd be doing her, well both of us really, a huge favor by shooting a load up her rectum. And she needs it rough. This is important. Don't fuck her like she's your girlfriend. Fuck her like a whore."



The man needed to hear no more. "Happy to help," he muttered as he lowered his pants hurriedly.
"Mrghhghgh!" Cindy protested as she sensed the man approaching her rear. Dr. V was right. As much as Cindy had accepted that she enjoyed anal sex, being buggered by a man was a threshold she hadn't yet prepared for.
Her breathing accelerated as Cindy felt a warm, throbbing cock slide between her cheeks for the second time in her life. This was happening. There wasn't a thing she could do about it. Her eyes began to water with shame and defeat even as her clit stiffened between her legs.
Suddenly Cindy became aware of Dr. V standing in front of her. The sadistic medical professional crouched down, taking Cindy's face in both of her hands, triumphantly drinking up Cindy's anxiety.
She leaned forward and whispered excitedly in Cindy's ear, "Be fully present in this moment, Cindy. Experience everything: feel the tension in your thighs and the wetness between your cheeks, see how pink your nails are in your cuffs, taste the rubber in your mouth, smell the lube in the air. He's about to take the very last of your manhood. And you're going to love it. So fight him, squeeze your cute little sphincter as tight as you can, pretend you don't want this. This is the last time you will. When he penetrates you, you can let that all go."
The orderly ran his thumb over the beta girl's puckered rim. He'd been lucky enough to fuck a few women in the ass during his life, but this girl's asshole was completely different. When he pressed his thumb to her opening, the hot little hole sucked him inside. The spongy ring of elastic muscle swelled to easily accommodate the penetration. It squeezed and released, trying to milk his finger in. It was everything a fuckhole should be. He popped his thumb out, brought his dick to the hussy's sweet little butthole, and pushed inside.
Cindy could not help what she was. And that was a natural anal whore. She resisted, for a moment, she was pretty sure she had, but damn it just felt so good to be dicked down like this. The man's calloused hands cut into her soft hips as he pounded her ass. Within a few minutes, she was pushing her hips back to meet the man's thrusts, helping him hilt himself even deeper in her intestines.
"That's it Cindy, what a whore you are, look at you sodomizing yourself on his cock," the doctor taunted as she released the straps holding Cindy to the bench, daring her to stop fucking herself and escape instead. The girl whimpered into her gag but kept bucking on the cock in her skanky ass.
Dr. V saw the girl's body accepting and made sure her mind didn't fall behind. She unfastened the gag and slipped it out of the beta's mouth. With a gentle finger under the girl's chin, she lifted until their eyes met. "Do you want him to stop? Just say the word."
The girl's face contorted in anguish, and she groaned in frustration at her inability to deny her desires. In that moment, she wanted it all.
"Poor little beta slut. Not to worry. I'm here, and I know just what you need."
Dr. V stood back up and turned around so she was facing away from the beta. She hiked up her gray pencil skirt to reveal satin panties of a deep purple with a black lace trim at the waist. The doctor slid her panties down, baring her fat pale cheeks.
The orderly found seeing this professional woman brazenly expose her buttocks almost as arousing as the tight, clenching anus wrapped around his dick. 'Does the doctor do this all the time?' he wondered as he slowed his plowing of the teenage ass below him, desperate to forestall his orgasm until he got to see everything.
Her panties now out of the way, Dr. V looked over her shoulder and beckoned the girl closer. "C'mon, you need to be able to get way in there to lick my ass, little Cindy."
Cindy crawled forward on the bench, the man sodomizing her shuffling forward with her. She stopped about two inches short of the milky white buttocks in front of her and met Dr. V's eyes.
"Oh sweetheart, as much as you'll always treasure the feeling of being held down and roughly sodomized, you'll find that you receive a distinct pleasure from serving your superiors. An extremely slutty beta 3 like you will probably get more sexual satisfaction from licking ass than from any other activity. Enjoy it!" And with that, she grabbed Cindy by her pretty pink hair and pulled the girl's face into her bottom.
Cindy licked with abandon, moaning into the woman's ass like an animal. There was no resistance left. She was crying and squealing, experiencing everything fully in that moment. She had never known joy like this, mental, physical, spiritual. Cindy felt a deep gratitude for the doctor. This was exactly where she was meant to be in time and space.
Dr. V sighed with satisfaction at the enthusiastic rim job from her patient. She could have stayed there longer, letting that tongue commemorate another clinical triumph, but she knew it was time for Cindy to cum.
She turned around and smirked at the dreamy look on the little bimbo's face. She slid a hand into the girl's brassiere and pinched her nipple.
"Ahhhhh," Cindy wailed without judgment.
"Don't cum, Cindy! Don't cum on that big cock in your ass unless you're sure! Unless you're sure you're a hopeless beta butt slut! Unless you prefer being held down and power fucked over consensual love-making!"
Cindy was barely registering words at this point, but she fought to hold off her orgasm to prolong her pleasure. And because the doctor told her to.
Dr. V reached under her and started slapping her flopping clitty. "Fucking perfect pain slut," V muttered under her breath as she watched the damn thing get even harder, approaching her maximal 15% of a real erection. Cindy was the beta she'd been waiting for her whole career, the perfect instrument to exhibit her skill. The doctor felt like a virtuosa violinist playing a Stradivarius for the first time.
She reached both hands down into the bitch's bra, got a good grip on both nipples, and then pulled and twisted simultaneously. "CUM BITCH!!!"
Cindy felt her asshole lock down hard on the cock in her rectum. She heard the spatter of her cum hitting the bench below her. Her moans of ecstasy were pure.
The doctor said something to the orderly and then he pulled out of her stretched out butthole and walked around. He didn't force her. Just bringing his soiled prick close to her mouth was enough. The beautiful beta opened her perfect little lips and took his cock inside. With reverence, she sucked him clean, careful to keep his tool protected from her teeth, using every inch of her lips and tongue to worship him.
Too soon, the doctor tapped him on the shoulder, dismissing him. He pulled his pants up and shuffled out, ruined for all future lovers.
Dr. V got down on her knees and took Cindy's face in her hands, smiling. "Anything you'd like to say, Cindy?" They shared a knowing look.
"My name is Cindy, I'm a beta, and I love getting fucked in the ass," she whispered at last, tears came to her eyes as she said the words, realizing she meant every one.
The doctor took her in a deep kiss, plenty of tongue. Cindy sucked on it like it was a lifeline.
At last the doctor broke the kiss. "Good girl."
They smiled at each other, delighting in being right where they were always meant to be.
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Thirty-five. The big three five. Sandra reflected as she stared into her wine glass. Not old exactly, but certainly not young.
She felt old though.
Sandra had not taken good care of her body. Probably a solid twenty pounds overweight, though thankfully most of it had gone to her ass. Her B cups were well suited to her frame but looked diminished now that she had a bit of a tummy.
It didn't help that her fashion sense could be most kindly described as mature. Tonight, she wore her brown hair up in a bun as always. The make-up behind her thick-rimmed glasses was minimal. She wore a black cardigan over her white blouse. Her charcoal skirt came to the knee. Nylon stockings covered her legs with a practical pair of Mary Jane flats on her feet. The net effect was professional but boring.
Sandra had long hoped the 'sexy librarian' image could work for her, though lately hers was more just 'librarian.'
Sigh. She looked idly around the bar. She didn't really know what she was doing here. She wasn't a bar person. It just seemed like she should do...something...for her birthday.
While she was feeling a touch pathetic tonight alone at a bar, Sandra did not suffer from low self-esteem. She thought of herself as a successful businesswoman. Hyper-focused on her career, she had climbed the corporate ladder rapidly, making vice president at the national industrial cleaning supplier she worked for just last year, quite a feat for someone her age.
And she was proud of how she had done it. She had not taken the easy way, not once. No shortcuts. She had used hard work, patience, and sheer competence to steadily best her competitors who relied on the current 'fake it till you make it' euphemism for lying to make yourself look good. She hadn't followed the trend to build an empire of personal alliances either, promoting and supporting those most loyal to you rather than most competent.
And she hadn't slept with anyone to get ahead. Not that that was much of an option for her anyway with nearly every manager she'd had being male.
While many of her co-workers assumed she was asexual - never mentioning any romantic relationships, never returning any of the suggestive looks or banter that had been thrown at over her career - she was very much a sexual being. And very much a lesbian.
A man at the other end of the bar tried his luck approaching a woman and was rewarded with her invitation to take the seat next to her. They smiled awkwardly at each other. Just like that. Simple.
But Sandra was in the wrong type of bar. Sure, she could have gone to a lesbian bar, but she just didn't have the emotional energy to put herself out there tonight. To put her best foot forward, to be attractive, to be vulnerable.
She knew she had neglected her personal life. Unintentionally, of course. With excuses just like tonight. Romance was a long term goal, but not an immediate necessity. It could be deferred until later. But later had not arrived yet, and she was starting to wonder if it ever would.
She took another sip of wine. Seven months - that was her record for a relationship, and that had been more than five years ago now. Sandra felt her sexual history was decidedly anemic for her age. Four lifetime partners. All of them had been young and inexperienced like her. Fun, but nothing earth-shattering. Nothing like what happened in the erotica she loved to read when she had time.
She still felt like a novice, like a little girl, when it came to sexual relationships. But it could be worse, she told herself. She had heard of sexually-repressed women who had never even had an orgasm. That wasn't her. She came at least twice a week.
Her body's needs she met with efficient masturbation. Extensive trial and error had taught her exactly what she liked. While Sandra could bring herself to orgasm by playing with her clit alone, she preferred to have something filling her while she diddled herself. A full, stretched cunt was a necessity if she wanted a powerful orgasm these days.
Yes, that would make her feel better, she thought with resignation. She could pay her tab, hurry home, and fuck herself happy. From among her now extensive collection of sex toys, she pictured the dildo she would stuff herself with tonight and the vibrator she would press against her hood.
She was still picturing self-abuse in the darkness of her empty bedroom when a woman's voice interrupted her.
"Here I am!"
Sandra returned from her lurid visions to find an absolutely stunning blonde leaning against the bar next to her, smiling at her.
"Excuse me?" Sandra managed.
"You came here looking for a good time, right? Well here I am."
Sandra's first thought: a prostitute, a professional trying to solicit her. The woman certainly looked dressed for a good time. Her halter-top cocktail dress displayed an impressively full bust that looked real to Sandra's eye but was big enough to make her question. Pretty face, professionally made up, maybe mid-twenties, delivering an aggressive pick-up line to...her, the frumpy overweight lady at the bar.
In theory, Sandra had nothing against paying for sex. She had even fantasized before about hiring a prostitute, though she had no idea how one would actually go about that in real life.
But what made the present situation so interesting was that the woman had correctly identified her as a lesbian. How? Was there a rainbow hanging from her nose?
"Ummm...maybe I'm meeting someone here."
"Nah." The woman smiled, completely undeterred.
"How do you know?"
The pretty young woman gave her a guilty grin. "I've been watching you."
"You have...?" Sandra felt herself joining the woman in her conspiratorial grin for no reason.
"Uh huh. From right over there," she pointed to a booth with a direct view of Sandra's perch.
"And what did you see?"
The girl seemed delighted at how things were progressing. She reached forward and gently clasped Sandra's forearm while leaning forward secretively. "I saw this sexy, classy woman sipping her wine all alone, never once looking towards the door or checking her phone. Vulnerable and defenseless." She gave a little shiver "How could I resist?" She grinned like a wolf.
Uh huh. The balls on this woman, approaching her and calling her sexy. For all she knew, Sandra could be straight, with a long-term boyfriend, devoutly religious with passionate views on the evils of homosexuality. But here she stood, pouring honey in a stranger's ear with absolute confidence. Sandra was impressed.
And as much as she was convinced the words were fake, it felt good to be called sexy. Sandra reached for her wine and giggled. It felt strange. She laughed occasionally, but she hadn't giggled in a long time. She felt the girl's eyes on her as she swallowed another sip.
"So, you got a name, sexy girl?"
"Sandra," she said reflexively extending her hand to shake, blushing from the 'sexy girl' comment.
"Clarice," the girl responded, taking the offered hand and gently rotating, planting a kiss on the back like a prince.
"Alright, alright," Sandra guffawed, pulling her hand back with a forced chuckle as her face flushed even redder and she looked around to see if anyone had noticed. No one had.
Clarice chuckled along with her, smiling and giving her a level of eye contact reserved for sexual pursuits. She was like something straight out of Sandra's wettest fantasy. A girly, feminine appearance with a strong aggressive demeanor. A rare combination in Sandra's experience. And this girl had both in spades. Unicorn rare.
Sandra took another sip of her wine. She knew this would all end at any moment when this lady of the night revealed her true intentions. Or maybe it didn't have to? Could she really go through with it and pay for sex? It was her birthday...
"You seem deep in thought, Sandra."
"Clarice, that's a rare name. Like in Silence of the Lambs, huh?"
The girl's smile faltered for the first time. Sandra cursed herself internally.
"I'm sorry, was that creepy?"
"Only if you're drinking Chianti," Clarice said raising her eyebrows questioningly.
Sandra followed her eyes to her wine glass. She raised her nearly-empty glass "Merlot," she offered to prove her innocence.
Clarice squinted and gave a few skeptical nods before they both burst out laughing. The desperate laughter of stumbling first romantic conquest.
"Ah ha, so you've seen the film," Sandra recovered.
"Once or twice." Clarice motioned for the bartender. "Let me buy you a drink. Another Merlot?"
The smile left Sandra's face. She was confused. She managed to nod.
As she heard Clarice order the Merlot and a vodka Martini for herself, she frantically reviewed her understanding of the situation.
Did prostitutes typically buy their clients drinks? Maybe? Perhaps the higher class whores could afford to risk losing money like this as a sort of investment in developing a new client. Sandra quickly settled on this as the most likely explanation, but her stomach remained tight with worry that she was missing something.
Clarice turned around with a drink in each hand. "Let me show you my booth. You're gonna love it," she joked as she led Sandra away from the bar.
******************
They talked for over an hour. Sandra, who only rarely consumed alcohol, felt more than a little drunk.
Clarice told a story that she worked in sales. 'Uh huh. That's one way to say it,' Sandra thought. But then her story got more detailed. She had just moved here from the other coast two months ago. For her career. Still in pharmaceutical sales, but now with a different company. 'Overly detailed story for a prostitute,' Sandra's inner voice told her, 'What the hell is going on here...' The prostitute idea was seeming less plausible. Maybe a con woman?
Clarice's phone would buzz periodically. She would check it and then resume the conversation, not offering to share who it was. Sandra's imagination ran wild. Was it her pimp? Her girlfriend? Boyfriend?
Finally Sandra was both drunk and curious enough to interrogate Clarice more directly.
"So how did you know?"
"How did I know what?"
"That I was a lesbian."
"Oh you are?"
For a moment, Sandra's heart stopped as she suddenly wondered if she could have somehow misread this entire situation.
"Just messing with you. I figured after we started talking." Sandra's heart resumed beating. "But I had no clue when I approached you."
"Well what if I had been straight?"
Clarice shrugged, "Worse case you say you're not interested. But maybe I would have convinced you." She smiled seductively. "People are sometimes more flexible than you think."
Sandra scoffed, "Maybe when you look like you."
Clarice smiled. "How's that?"
"Like beauty personified." Sandra realized it sounded corny and pathetic as soon as it came out. She'd never have said something like that if the alcohol hadn't loosened her tongue.
She looked away and closed her eyes. Fear. Fear of rejection. Right there, at least in that moment, she really liked Clarice and now that she'd revealed it out loud it frightened her.
Sandra expected Clarice to shrug it off. Girls probably told her how gorgeous she was everyday. She'd probably chuckle and say something like 'aww you're sweet.'
But when Sandra managed to open her eyes, Clarice was staring back at her. She had a little smile on her lips, but her eyes were all seriousness. They glistened. Sandra swallowed but held Clarice's eyes, owning her words.
"What a nice thing to say," Clarice said softly. This time it was she who looked away.
When she looked back, she seemed to have recovered from whatever that was. She smiled at Sandra. "Well this has been fantastic, but unfortunately I have to go."
"Nooo," Sandra whined playfully like a kid told it was past their bedtime.
"Yeah. And you want my number, don't you?" Clarice teased.
Sandra looked away with a coy smile on her face.
"I know you do. And you're in luck. I want to give it to you."
Sandra looked back at her. She was hooked. Completely.
"But I want something in exchange."
Here it came. She had known it was coming all night. It would be a relief for Sandra. Finally, they could get the prostitution out in the open. She would finally be able to calm her emotions, stop worrying about what this might or might not be.
She tried to think what she might pay. What would be a reasonable figure. A ceiling dollar amount to indulge herself just this once. The counter in her head increased, accelerating, hundreds, thousands. Clarice spoke up before the counter stopped.
"I want your number," Clarice announced.
"What?"
"If I'm gonna give you my phone number, I want to have yours."
"Huh," Sandra couldn't handle this. What was going on? "Okay..."
"But I want something else too."
Fuck! Was this whore slut fucking beautiful bitch just toying with her? Sandra felt like she was going to have a heart attack.
"What?!" Sandra spat at her, desperate.
Clarice smiled. "Your panties."
"Huh?" Sandra's mind felt broken. What kind of prostitute was Clarice?
"Sandra, I like you. I can tell you like me too. But you should know I'm intense. Kinky. A lot of ladies can't handle me."
Sandra's mouth was hanging open in shock as she tried to process this new information.
Clarice just looked into her eyes and powered through. "So if you want my number, I'm gonna need to see some courage, girl," she smiled here, "go to the bathroom, take off your panties, and bring them back to me."
Sandra's head tipped forward, her eyes lifted towards her forehead to keep Clarice's eye contact. Her expression said it all. It said, ARE...YOU...SERIOUS?!
She felt paralyzed. Things were so much clearer when Clarice was a prostitute. She would have paid the cost of dozens of pairs of panties for her number. But now the equation had changed.
If not a prostitute, what was she? Could she actually be romantically interested? Or was this some kind of prank? Some kind of power play? Was she making fun of her? Could someone have put Clarice up to this just to see what Sandra would do? Was there a hidden camera somewhere?
And what would this say about Sandra as a person if she complied? That she was desperate? Weak? Perverted?
"Go on, Sandra. Go now. Hurry up while I pay our bill."
Sandra's thoughts swirled. She was no closer to a decision, but she found herself walking towards the bathroom.
In the toilet stall, she sat down and buried her face in her hands.
Why was she so flustered? She made high-pressure decisions all the time. Was she really going to let some young floozy in a bar spin her like a top?
One of her fingers touched her lips. It slipped inside her mouth and she idly sucked on it and moaned. She was pretty horny. She felt like some kind of nympho pervert as she contemplated jilling off in the dirty bathroom stall.
Sandra clenched her eyes shut, took a deep breath, and then opened them. She had decided. Maybe this was a scam. Maybe she would regret. But she wanted Clarice's number. She had to pursue this. The risk/benefit ratio seemed clear in the moment.
She stood quickly and reached under her skirt to shimmy her underpants down. She stepped out of them and held them up for a quick assessment.
Sandra gulped, suddenly less sure about all this than she had been a second ago. In her hands now, her panties seemed so much plainer than when she put them on this morning. And white. And huge. Was her ass really this big? Why didn't she wear sexier underwear?! Despite the bit of lace on the hem, the term 'granny panties' seemed apt. They were an old pair with a permanent dark stain in the crotch from spotting over time.
But worse they were damp. Wet, more accurately. Sandra could smell herself wafting off of them at arms length. Her damned horny cunt. The thought of handing them to Clarice in this state was unbearable.
Her anxiety spiked. She hadn't felt her emotions this out of control since she was a teenager. She thought she had grown out of it. Apparently not. She forced herself to take some deep breaths and think.
Could she dry them quickly with the hand dryer? Could she wait for another woman to enter the bathroom and pay her for her panties to use as a substitute? Could she have a new pair of panties delivered to the bar bathroom via online delivery service?
Sandra giggled aloud. She was being crazy. She had it bad for a strange, beautiful girl she'd just met. As stressful as this felt, she was having a much better night than she had planned. Fuck it.
As she exited, she caught her image in the bathroom mirror. She was still her. Still chubby. Still sexy-ish librarian. Still way out of the league of such beauties as Clarice. But she was ok. Time to see where this leads.
Sandra marched out of the bathroom and plopped back into the booth across from her tormentress. Her skirt fabric felt rough against her bare ass.
Clarice raised a questioning eyebrow.
Sandra leaned forward and extended her hand under the table with her panties balled in her fist.
Clarice smirked at her and shook her head, extending her hand palm up on the table.
Sandra looked around quickly. No one seemed to be paying any attention to them. She blew out an exhale and put her panties in the girl's palm before she could second guess herself.
She fully expected the young woman to quickly pocket her trophy. When Clarice instead unfolded the little bundle and held them up for inspection, Sandra almost screamed in shock and humiliation. Her heart pounded in her chest, and she felt short of breath.
After a few seconds that felt like hours, Clarice folded and pocketed her underwear and smiled back at her. "Well done, Sandra. I'm impressed."
Sandra's cheeks remained hot with her heart rate high, but the words made her feel better. She bit her lip in crooked simper.
"Give me your phone."
Sandra unlocked it and handed it over as quick as she could. When it was returned to her, she saw that she'd sent a text to a new contact named Clarice. She had half expected the woman to enter her number as Mistress or Goddess. She felt honored that the woman had entered her name. Almost like they were equals.
The contents of the text quickly dispelled that notion: *Enjoy my sodden knickers, my Queen!*
Sandra looked back up at Clarice with the best faux-angry face she could conjure.
Clarice burst into giggles. "Did I capture your thoughts accurately, Sandra?"
Not really. She was thinking about Clarice's knickers at the moment. But she managed a playful smile. "Sure."
"Well it's been lovely to meet you, Sandra," Clarice said rather formally as she stood up. Sandra stood too, hoping for a less formal farewell. A hug? A kiss maybe?
"You too, Clarice. I've...I've never done anything like that before." Sandra confessed self-consciously.
"Well don't worry, there's more to come!" Clarice pointed her finger at her as she began to walk away. "Call yourself an Uber home, ok?"
"Ok!" Sandra said, watching the beauty sashay out of the bar. She looked down at her hands as she felt her heart sink with disappointment. She wondered if she would ever see her again. At least she got her phone number.
"Hey!"
Sandra's eyes shot up to see the blonde walking quickly back towards her. "What?"
"Forgot something," Clarice muttered as she grabbed Sandra's face with both hands and took her lips in a deep kiss. Sandra's eyes went wide as saucers for a moment before she melted into the kiss. She felt Clarice's tongue on her closed lips and quickly opened to let her in. Sandra couldn't suppress a little moan as she sucked on the younger woman's tongue.
Clarice pulled back with an audible sucking sound. Her smile was absolutely gorgeous. "Bye!"



And then she was gone.
Sandra looked around and noticed multiple sets of eyes on her. They had made quite the scene.
******************
Fifteen minutes later, Sandra sat in the back of her Uber, playing it all over again in her mind as she rode home. She almost wouldn't have believed it was real if she didn't feel her skirt against her bare ass and her stickiness wetting her inner thighs. She was so horny that she was fantasizing about hiking up her skirt and fingering herself right there. She was going to absolutely desecrate herself with her dildo tonight.
Her phone buzzed.
She frowned at the text message, but she felt her cunt clench.
*Don't touch yourself tonight, sexy girl*
She thinks I'm sexy..
*************
Clarice couldn't wipe the smile off her face as she walked out of the bar and strolled down the street. Though it dampened a bit when her phone buzzed again in her handbag.
Her friend had been texting her all night. The one she had dressed up for tonight. The one that was supposed to be taking her clubbing to try and jumpstart her love life in this new city she now called home.
She had absolutely stood her up.
But she'd had no choice. Not really. Not after she'd seen that ass.
She had planned to just get a quick drink since she had half an hour to kill before meeting her friend, when she'd spied the plump derriere perched just so on the barstool. God bless barstools. As if they were designed to display buttocks to maximal effect. Maybe they were.
These buttocks bulged from a charcoal grey skirt. The legs beneath them were tastefully clad in stockings. Mmmm, you just didn't see nylons like that much anymore. Clarice had a bit of a fetish for them.
The outfit made Clarice think the woman was probably older, but when she maneuvered to see her other side, she found a youthful face deep in thought behind a pair of horn-rimmed glasses. She was just Clarice's type. Now if only by some miracle she was into girls...
Clarice watched the woman for 15 minutes. With every minute she felt her chances improve. The woman was alone. She didn't look at her phone or the door, just deep into her wine glass, as if trying to divine her future in the liquid.
After she opened her mouth, Clarice became even more smitten. The woman spoke Clarice's language effortlessly. And when the conversation had moved to their professional lives, Sandra's persona oozed a quiet competence that felt no need to boast. This feature more than anything made Clarice want to fuck her.
Sure, she was older, a bit overweight, her outfit was a little dowdy, but she could be so hot if she wanted to be. Maybe Clarice was just what she needed. Clarice's dirty mind concocted all sorts of fantasies as she watched the woman's lips form carefully selected words, somehow tentative and confident at once.
Now, less than two hours later, she had the woman's number. And her panties. "Sandra..." she said to herself on the sidewalk. It made her smile again.
She sent Sandra a quick text and then dialed her friend. "Hey Lizzie! I'm so sorry. I know, I know. I am the worst. I owe you big time."
On the other end of the line, her friend exhausted all her frustrations and finally asked, "So where were you?"
Clarice laughed and felt a rare blush warm her cheeks. "I think...I think I may have just met my future wife..."
******************
In the morning, Sandra's phone buzzed.
*Sleep well, darling?*
Darling? The term of endearment was obviously in jest, but it stung Sandra a bit, like Clarice knew what she wanted to hear and was taunting her with it.
While Sandra was pleased to be contacted by Clarice so soon, she had most certainly NOT slept well. She had not replied to the 'don't play with yourself tonight' text, but she had obeyed it. She wasn't sure why. She could have ignored it, or refused, or said she didn't see it until later.
It had cost her. Her persistent unattended arousal had made it difficult to fall asleep, and when sleep finally took her, her dreams were filled with Clarice. Frustratingly, they were not the happy, steamy dreams she would have enjoyed.
Instead, they involved a series of vaguely scripted betrayals and humiliations, Clarice laughing at her, her realizing she was butt naked back in the bar, like that. The only one she remembered clearly was Clarice spanking her and calling her Piggy while she was naked on all fours on a crowded dining table with an apple in her mouth.
*No [angry emoji]* she typed and sent.
*Aw, you poor thing. I slept great [winking emoji]*
Bitch. She decided that she was definitely cumming today, regardless of what Clarice said. She had held off last night out of...courtesy, but she wasn't going to deny herself forever. Sandra was trying to convince herself when her phone buzzed again.
*I hope it wasn't because your fanny got cold. I'd feel dreadfully responsible if it was because I left you pantyless.*
Sandra snorted.
*The opposite actually*
Sandra watched the typing symbol and waited patiently.
*Tell me, were you wearing pantyhose or thigh highs last night?*
Sandra smirked as she responded. *Thigh highs*
The response came back immediately. *Mmmm, irresistible. So hard to find a woman in nylons these days, you know?*
The words warmed Sandra's heart. Could this pretty young girl really be attracted to her and her style? Another text came through quickly.
*So unfortunately I have to travel for work this week. Flying out tomorrow. Six days. [Frowny face emoji]*
*Oh* Sandra typed back, wanting to say more but afraid.
*But I'd like to see you again. Today.*
How presumptuous to assume she would drop everything just to meet up, Sandra thought as she typed *I'd love to see you today. No plans!* In truth, she had planned to spend her Saturday polishing a presentation she was to give on Monday. But she could finish that tomorrow. The prospect of seeing Clarice again was too alluring.
*Meet me downtown in front of the Museum of Fine Art at 3 PM.*
*Sure. See you then.*
*And Sandra, I'll bring some panties for you. So don't wear any.*
"Ha!" Sandra said aloud when she read the scandalous request. Sandra fought to wait at least ten seconds to give the illusion that she was considering whether or not to comply.
*[Blushing emoji]*
*********************
Sandra stood outside the museum, clutching her arms around herself to defend against the chill breeze. She had considered wearing thigh-high stockings again just to please Clarice, but she didn't want to look like she was trying too hard.
And she was trying too hard.
She felt a little foolish, throwing herself at this girl with everything she had. As the older, fatter, less attractive one, she had to assume that the girl thought of her as just a passing fancy, a temporary plaything. The girl was out of her league, clearly.
Even so, she was eager to enjoy this moment in the sun. She had spent the entire morning preparing. Shaving her legs and armpits, trimming her bush, doing and redoing her hair and makeup, agonizing over her outfit. She wore a navy linen midi dress that buttoned down the front, one of the more girlish pieces in her wardrobe.
And no panties as instructed. She had considered denying Clarice her brazen request. She should refuse, resist, if only to earn Clarice's respect, to show her that she was a mature, professional woman who wouldn't rush to cater to the girl's every whim. She had even gone through all her panties, deciding on a pair she could wear with pride.
As a gust of wind sent an eddy current between her legs, teasing her bare bottom, she wondered for the hundredth time today if she was crazy to be here. The girl was too pretty for her, too young. If she had to guess, she'd peg Clarice's age at 24. But it hadn't come up so far, and Sandra was certainly not going to be the one to bring up the topic of age.
When she caught sight of the beautiful blonde picking her way through the crowd, she was instantly reassured that she'd made the right decision to come today.
One might say Clarice was dressed casually, but in the way a model would display casual clothing at a professional photoshoot. Her black jeans were tight, perfectly tailored to her figure. The caramel leather jacket looked new and so soft. The bright white crop-top beneath concealed her considerable knockers, which competed for attention with the diamond stud in her belly button.
Sandra couldn't help smile at the surrealism she felt. She would have been happy just to catch a glimpse of this woman, on film even, much less speak to her, much less be her date. Clarice affected everyone in the crowd, turning male and female heads alike, both wondering where she was going and who might be lucky enough to accompany her.
As Clarice approached, Sandra became nervous. After considering a timid wave, a firm handshake, and a friendly hug, she had settled on the hug as the greeting she would go for.
But when the gap narrowed to only a few meters, Clarice smiled at 1000 watts. "Look at you!" she praised, and without breaking stride, she threw her arms around Sandra's neck and kissed her lips. Sandra's arms, which had been opened for her planned hug, now fell gently around the girl's waist as she accepted her kiss.
Clarice pulled back. "Hi!" she grinned.
"Hi," Sandra smiled back.
"I love you in that dress. It suits you."
Sandra couldn't help but bask in the compliment. "I like your outfit too."
Clarice offered her hand. "Let's go see some fancy art!"
Sandra felt her body temperature rise a degree when she took the girl's hand and allowed herself to be led inside. There was some sort of special sculpture exhibit going on and a visiting collection of renaissance paintings. It didn't matter to Sandra. She would have happily come to peruse blank canvases with Clarice.
But before they entered the exhibits, Clarice halted them outside the toilets. "Don't worry. I didn't forget what I owe you," Clarice said with a naughty smirk as she pulled something out of her jacket pocket and pressed it into Sandra's hand.
Sandra opened her fist just enough to glimpse black lace before looking back up at Clarice. "I'll wait for you here, unless you'd like some help changing into them?" Clarice offered with faux helpfulness.
Sandra giggled. There it was again. Strange. "I think I'll manage," she said, reluctantly parting from her date to enter the bathroom.
In the toilet stall, she examined her gift. A black lace thong in exactly her size. Fine satin in the crotch to cover her lips, soft intricate lace straps that were meant to sit high on the hips to emphasize the V shape diving between her legs. Sandra had never worn a thong. She'd always thought of them as trashy, slutty, cheap. But the panties in her hands now felt expensive.
"Ooooh," she cooed softly as she felt the strap pull taut between her cheeks.
As she exited the toilets, she felt the soft fabric massaging her asshole with every step. Clarice grinned at her, intuiting the new sensations she was experiencing.
"I was between that pair and two others. It was an agonizing decision. I ended up buying all three pairs," Clarice said loudly, enjoying their shared secret.
Sandra froze, momentarily scandalized, before quickly recovering and holding out a hand palm up, "So where are my other two pairs?"
Clarice took her hand and pulled her towards the exhibits. "Patience, darling. You'll have ample opportunity to earn them on future occasions."
Sandra bit her lip but couldn't suppress a titter at the girl's overdramatized air.
Together they strolled, hand in hand, viewing masterworks hundreds of years old.
Had fine art always been this erotic? Or had Clarice chosen this exhibit in particular? There were bare tits in almost every room! It felt so naughty, roaming amongst the well-dressed serious people, holding hands and looking at tits together, with stripper panties under her dress no less.
"Do you like her?" Clarice whispered before a nude portrait of a girl whose blonde hair was long enough that she was using it to cover her sex.
A thousand sappy responses to Clarice's setup occurred to Sandra. All seemed inadequate. She met Clarice's eyes. Were they both imagining the other in the same pose?
"Have you ever grown your hair that long?" Sandra answered with a question of her own.
Clarice thought about a girl she'd fucked once who had hair almost that long. She'd worn it in two long braids that came almost to her hips. Clarice remembered the novelty of holding those braids like reins as she'd fucked the girl from behind.
She looked at Sandra, imagining her hair flowing down to her butt, giving her that same shy smile wearing nothing but a collar.
"Can't say I have. This is about as long as I've ever gone. You?"
Sandra shook her head. There was something demure about hair that long. She really couldn't imagine Clarice with that hair style. Her hair was perfect as it was, like the rest of her.
"It would look lovely on you," Clarice said with a smile, sliding her arm around Sandra's waist and leading her to the next room.
The sculptures were even more suggestive. Full bare asses and perky breasts cast in bronze.
"Oh I love this one!" Clarice announced, studying a distinctively plump female torso. Pear-shaped with a rather generous ass, a splendid belly wide as the sea, and sweet little breasts.
It looked like Sandra would if she lost ten pounds. Sandra shot Clarice a suspicious stare. She felt like she'd just been publicly stripped.
"Fucking hot, right?" Clarice whispered with her trademark smirk.
Sandra searched Clarice's eyes for teasing. She detected no hint of jest or malice.
"I dunno. I'd rather see one that looks like you."
"Ooh, lucky me," Clarice fanned herself as if she had a fever, moving on to the next sculpture.
Sandra stayed behind a moment longer, pondering the sculpture with the fat ass. Could Clarice really prefer this?
*******************
After they had perused enough art, including some with clothing on so they could call themselves cultured instead of perverted, they went on a walk.
They weren't ten blocks from the art museum when Clarice stopped in front of an apartment building and gave Sandra her trademark grin.
"What do you know? My feet have taken me home! I live here. Would you like to come up?"
Sandra's face lit up with unconcealed joy before she hesitated. "I'm not sure we should."
Clarice gave her a smile, like she thought her resistance was adorable. "If you don't want to come up, don't come up. I won't be offended." Her grin widened even further, daring Sandra to deny herself.
Sandra knew this was almost certainly just a fling for Clarice. She probably just wanted someone to lick her pussy before her business trip.
And Sandra was more than happy to fulfill that role if it was offered to her. But still, she didn't want Clarice to think she was easy or desperate or slutty. She was about to concede and beg for admittance to the goddess's abode, when Clarice helped her out.
"Hey, if you think coming up will decrease the chances that I see you again, then don't come up. I definitely want to see you again."
These were just the words Sandra wanted to hear. She beamed at the goddess, silently thanking her.
"I'd love to see your apartment, Clarice!"
"Oh, but that's not quite what I offered."
"Huh?"
"Seeing the apartment will have to wait for another day. Tonight, you can come up, but you won't be able to see..." She pulled a blindfold from her pocket.
Sandra snorted in shock, which instantly embarrassed her. This girl was a temptress. She felt like she was in some oddly slow-moving wet dream.
"You were carrying that in your pocket the whole day?"
"C'mon, as a compromise I'll let you see the elevator and the hallway," Clarice conceded as she tugged Sandra inside.
*****************
Outside her apartment door, Sandra felt like a schoolgirl again as Clarice moved behind her and tightened the blindfold over her eyes. Her cheeks were flushed, and her heart was racing, but she was smiling from the guilty thrill.
The blindfold was high quality, silky fabric over a soft cushion covering her eyes strapped around her head firmly enough so it wouldn't easily dislodge. As soon as it was in place, Sandra felt an exhibitionistic thrill and fear of being discovered in the hallway in such a lewd state.
"C'mon Clarice, hurry, let's get inside!"
"Oooh, so eager. I love how uninhibited you are, Sandy!"
Sandy, huh? No one had ever called her that. Not even as a child. Somehow her rather serious demeanor didn't lend itself to nicknames. She would have corrected anyone else.
The sounds of Clarice fussing with her keys and unlocking the door lingered long enough that Sandra wondered if the girl was intentionally delaying their entrance to prolong her suffering.
She sensed the door opening, and then a hand on her arm and a gentle push at the small of her back ushered her into the apartment. Sandra swallowed and stepped blindly forward, feeling the reality that Clarice could lead her right off a cliff.
The door closed behind her, and she shuddered. Clarice must have noticed because Sandra felt hands on her shoulders rubbing her gently, "You're ok, Sandy. Deep breath. Good girl. Now I'm going to lead you and take what I want, but if you want me to stop at any point, you just let me know, ok baby?"
Sandra nodded. She desperately did not want Clarice to stop, but at the same time she felt scared. She took another deep breath to try and slow her pounding heart.
And then she felt hands on her neck, caressing her, sliding back into her hair and then down over her collar bones. The hands moved to the neckline of her dress...and started unbuttoning it.
Sandra panted with arousal as Clarice took her time undoing every button on her dress. This was, without a doubt, the most erotic experience of her life.
She sensed the girl step around behind her before slipping the dress off of her shoulders and letting it fall to the floor.
"Mmm mmm mmmm. I'm a lucky woman."
Suddenly, Sandra felt a wave of self-consciousness crash into her. The girl of her dreams was behind her looking at her ugly, fat ass in a thong.
"Do....do you really think I'm sexy?" Sandra asked in a quivering little girl voice.
Hands gripped her waist and she felt Clarice's clothed body press against her skin from behind. The girl growled in her ear, "I really, really do."
"I...I don't look like you..."
"I know what I like. People are attracted to different things. Just ask heterosexuals." She chuckled at her own joke, and it set Sandra at ease.
"I want to let your hair down, ok?"
Sandra nodded her permission. She expected it to be difficult with the blindfold in place, but Clarice took her hair in a firm grip and pulled her head back. She put one hand over Sandra's eyes, holding the cloth in place, while she tugged the hair tie free. Sandra's hair fell down to her shoulders, and Clarice re-secured the blindfold.
And then her touch was gone. She heard Clarice step around in front of her again. Sandra stood in the entryway timidly, her left hand gripping her right thumb at bellybutton level. She hoped her pushup bra was doing its job. She hoped her make-up looked alright. She hoped Clarice was pleased.
"Do you want me to touch you, Sandy?"
"Yes."
"Beg me."
Sandra gulped. "Please Clarice. Please touch me."
A pause long enough to make Sandra begin drafting a more extravagant plea in her head. And then the hands returned. Squeezing her sides, sliding across her belly, feeling the sides of her buttocks. A firm hand on her hip and another on her neck pushed her backwards. The wall felt cold on the bare skin of her back and exposed butt cheeks.
The hand on her neck moved up to cup her cheek. A thumb moved gently over her lips. And then between them. Sandy let out a little moan around the thumb and started sucking it. The hand on her hip moved to her crotch, pressing against her mound through the thong's thin front panel.



"Oh Sandy! You're wet!" Clarice exclaimed in mock surprise, "What a dirty, naughty little slut you are!"
Sandra moaned again, grateful to be blindfolded so she didn't have to face Clarice and her discovery.
The finger in her mouth was plucked free. And then Clarice's lips were on hers. They made out passionately, exploring each other's mouths, sucking face.
When Clarice's hand reached behind her and pawed at her bare ass, Sandra felt empowered to do the same. Cupping the girl's firm butt with both hands felt glorious, but the girl still had her jeans on while she was in her underwear. Her hands moved on their own, hastening to unfasten the girl's jeans before her mind could catch up.
"No," Clarice's voice was firm, as was her grip on Sandra's wrists. She pulled Sandra's hands away from her crotch and stepped back.
"I'm...I'm sorry..I-"
"Don't be sorry, Sandy. You want inside my pants. That's good. But you have to earn it first."
Both women were panting, catching their breaths from the make-out session.
"Take off your bra."
Sandra reached behind and popped the clasp on her brassiere. She shivered as the cups fell away. Her nipples stiffened in the cool air.
"Cup your tits. Lift them. Offer them to me."
Clarice bit her lip as the curvy bitch in front of her followed her every command. Her ambitions for how far to take Sandra tonight rose as she shrugged off her leather jacket and pulled her crop top over her head.
"Pinch your nipples for me, roll them between your fingers. Good girl. Now keep your head and your ass pressed back against the wall. Put your hands on your head and keep them there. Good, now arch that back, thrust your chest out for me baby!"
As she stood there straining to curve her spine to maximally flaunt her tits, she felt like a whore. Words came to her, spoken in her mother's voice: floozie, hussy, trollop, tramp. They made her pussy sweat. 'Are these the words in Clarice's head right now?' she wondered. 'In a good way?' she hoped.
Then she felt a tongue lapping at her nipple, and she almost came on the spot.
"Ohhh! Mmmm! Thank you! Oh!" Clarice clawed at one breast while she sucked on the other one. Her teeth lightly bit at the teat. Sandra drove her fingernails into her own scalp to keep her hands from leaving her head.
Finally, when Sandra thought she might lose her mind, Clarice pulled away.
"Mmmm. Would you like to taste my tits, Sandy?!"
"Please!"
"Hmmm, alright, you can take your hands off your head, but you still can't touch me. How 'bout you grab your ass? There you go, get a nice handful of booty in each hand and don't let go. Fuck, you look so hot like that, baby."
The natural tension in her arms resulted in Sandra spreading her own ass. The motion made her even more aware of the stripper thong between her cheeks. How lewd she must look. Her cheeks flushed with fresh shame and she squeezed her eyes shut behind her blindfold as she blew out a breath.
Thankfully, Clarice's hand grabbed her by the hair and pulled her face into her cleavage. Sandra moaned between Clarice's fat jugs. They were the biggest boobs she'd ever touched. Sandra started kissing the flesh in front of her.
"You like my melons, baby?"
"Oh Clarice! Oh thank you!"
"Thank me with your tongue!" She pulled back on Sandra's hair and fed a nipple into her mouth.
For the briefest of moments, Sandra was confused by the sensation on her tongue and lips. Then it hit her.
Oh my god, her nipples are pierced?! Well at least one of them is!
"Suck on me, Sandy girl!" Sandy began to nurse, sucking gently, having no experience with nipple piercings and afraid of hurting her lover. She laved her tit enough that her tongue could make out the barbell shape of the hardware.
Too soon her mouth was pulled away from the fantastic bosom.
"I want to spank you," Clarice said in a breathy voice. "Turn around, palms flat on the wall, bend over."
*Slap*
"Ohhhh!" Sandra squealed deliciously, shocked and grateful for the force in the blow.
*Slap*
"Ahhh!" She hoped this would never stop.
*Slap*
"Yesss!"
Her rear received no fourth spank.
"Get down on the floor, on your hands and knees!"
The hardwood cut into her knees. She relished it. Unbidden, she arched her back, lifting her ass in offering. She felt Clarice behind her, lovingly removing her shoes so she was left with only the blindfold and her panties for clothing.
Then Clarice felt her up, strong hands kneading her meaty globes. A hand slipped between her legs and pressed against the damp gusset of her thong. Sandra's head dropped as she cringed internally; Clarice chuckled but said nothing.
Sandra hoped the blindfold would never come off. How could she face Clarice after this? After letting her go so far, and clearly getting off on it. Sandra had never felt so vulnerable. She had never shared this much of her perverted desires with anyone, yet Clarice somehow understood instinctively just how to push her buttons.
Sandra's thoughts were broken by a grip in her hair.
"Crawl," came the order. Her hair was tugged forward, and she blindly pawed the air in front of her, moving like a dog on her hands and knees. It felt right. She was an animal. A bitch dog. And she was in heat.
*****************
Clarice led her bitch to her bedroom. At least there was carpeting there for her knees.
Clarice wondered if the woman at crotch-level could smell her arousal. She had stripped down to her panties while she had Sandra playing with her own titties.
She couldn't remember the last time she was this aroused. Sandra was like a dream, responding in perfect free flow to everything Clarice did. Clarice had never had a session where she felt this in sync with her partner. And they'd only just met!
As they entered the bedroom, Clarice noted with regret that her bed was in the same state as the rest of the apartment. It was a mess. All the better her guest was blind.
She had never intended to go this far tonight. When she had loaded her jacket with the panties for Sandra, she'd tossed the blindfold in too. She had figured she probably wouldn't use it. She was really interested in Sandra. She didn't want to scare her off before they got to know each other better.
On the other hand, she'd thought it could make for a picturesque good night kiss. Maybe a tasty little make-out session. Something to give the woman a sense of what was in her future. That eventually she'd find herself on her knees wearing Clarice's collar.
But not tonight! Sandra was irresistible, but Clarice knew she couldn't let this go too far tonight. She took a deep breath to calm herself down. You're an experienced domme. You're not going to let your needy cunt fuck up the most important seduction of your life.
Even as she said the words in her head, she knew her heart wasn't in them. Or better said, her cunt wasn't convinced. We can push her further, it said. Just listen to the noises she's been making, she's loving this as much as we are.
Still at war with herself, Clarice closed the door behind them.
***************
Sandra felt gratitude for the softer carpet on her knees. The sound of the door closing seemed to shake her from her lusty daze and bring her back to reality. She was blindfolded, hands and knees on the floor with her tits hanging in the breeze in a strange girl's apartment. She didn't even know Clarice's last name.
She was acting like a slut. This wasn't her. Clarice just did something to her...No! She needed to take a stand. She had principles! There were things she would NOT do tonight...what were they?
Her thoughts were brushed away by a hand between her legs, rubbing her pussy through her panties. Oh fuck.
Before she even knew what she was doing, Sandra was purring like a kitten, spreading her legs and arching her back further, humping back against Clarice's hand.
The hand pulled away. "Legs together." Sandra hurried to adopt the more modest position.
Then there were hands on her hips, sliding her panties off. They settled just above her knees.
A hand nuzzled her mound before giving her pubic hair a sharp tug. "Submissive little girls like you should be bare. I want to see a bald pussy next time I pull your panties off."
Sandra said nothing. She wished she could find some indignation being spoken to this way, but her mind focused in on the words 'next time' again. Maybe if Clarice said it enough she would start to believe it.
Clarice's hand left her sex, both hands slipping up her inner thighs, thumbs digging into her butt cheeks and lightly spreading them. Sandra didn't quite manage to stifle a whimper of humiliation. She knew the younger woman was looking right at her asshole.
The thumbs moved inward, stroking along the edge of her cleft. Clarice paused, an unspoken question. When Sandra stayed still and silent, Clarice seemed to take this as permission. A thumb pad settled firmly over her puckered asshole.
Sandra had never played with her ass. Too dirty. Too trashy. If there was going to be an obvious time to take a stand tonight, this had to be it.
She heard Clarice loudly clear her throat and then *pthtoo* a wet slap of something warm hitting the top of her crack. The thumb moved up to collect it and began smearing it on her anus.
The girl had spit on her! On her ass!
She felt the tip of the thumb start to push the saliva against the very center of her sphincter.
"Wait!" she cried out as her buttocks clenched defensively.
The thumb backed off.
Sandra started to straighten up, raising her head and just lifting her hands off the floor.
A gentle hand pressed firmly between her shoulder blades. "You're okay. I won't hurt you. Shhhhh." The hand pushed with the lightest pressure, and Sandra let herself be bent back down on all fours.
The hand kept pushing.
"Rest your cheek on the carpet. Good girl, Sandy."
She was face down, ass up now.
"Now reach back and spread your ass for me."
Sandra hesitated.
"Sandy, I want you to reach back and spread your ass. For me. Now."
Her body decided for her. Her hands grasped her buttocks and spread. Sandra whimpered into the carpet. She wanted this. She didn't want it. She couldn't decide. A droplet of honey leaked out of her naughty pussy and trickled into the crease where her thigh met her pelvis.
The sound of a bottle popping open made her open her eyes behind the blindfold. Then cold gel fell into her cleft. Another of Clarice's fingers smeared it around her anus, not her thumb, more slender.
The fingertip pressed at her opening and then paused. Sandra understood. She had all the time in the world to protest. She said nothing.
In the silence, she became aware of the sound of Clarice's breathing. She was breathing hard. Yes.
And then, without warning, the fingertip pushed inside her tight, virgin asshole.
"Oooohh." Her inexperienced sphincter clutched around the invader, trying to deal with the alien sensation. But it was no match for the well-lubed slender digit, pushing deeper inside her body.
A comforting hand patted her on the ass, gently rubbing her buttock to let her know all was well.
She was being finger-fucked in the ass. It was raunchy. Dirty. Depraved.
But the submission felt so right. Sandra squeaked and yipped into the carpet. She kept her hips raised, her glutes parted, her muscular ring as loose as she could manage. She gave herself to Clarice.
And then a pair of fingers from another hand lightly traced her labia and brushed over her hood. Her clit was already quite engorged. Sandra moaned like a whore, full-throated and animalistic. She'd never moaned that loudly before.
The burn in her anus morphed into an accent, a bit of spice added to the bubbling cauldron of her sex. Clarice's fingers rubbed her clit, and Sandra realized that in a few more seconds she was going to cum with another woman's finger up her butt.
Suddenly both hands left her body. "No!" Sandra cried out at the abrupt loss of pleasure.
"It's ok, Sandy. You've been a very good girl. I'm going to reward you."
Sandra felt her hair taken in Clarice's firm grip. It felt reassuring. Her head was moved down towards the floor until her nose brushed against what must be Clarice's foot.
"Kiss me."
Sandra puckered her lips and kissed her goddess's foot.
"Again."
Sandra kissed her again, moaning a little and sucking on the flesh she hadn't gotten enough of.
Clarice began dragging her head higher by her hair. Sandra got to kiss her ankle. Her calf. Her knee. Her soft, tender inner thigh. Sandra could smell her now. She could smell her cunt. The scent brought her pride and joy.
"Do you want to taste me, girl?"
"Oh Clarice, please!"
"I'll give you a taste, but afterwards you have to ride my leg until you cum, understand?"
"Yes Mistr- yes Clarice." Sandra hadn't meant to say, but she was as deep into sexual fantasy in this moment as she had ever been. She wondered what Clarice was thinking as she waited on her knees between the woman's legs.
No words came, but she felt tension build in her hair and then her face was pulled higher.
Her nose contacted pubic hair, and she knew she was at Clarice's mound. She nuzzled her face forward, inhaling deep. This was where she was always meant to be. On her knees, serving superior pussy. She thanked God for bringing her to this moment. And then she began to worship.
Sandra flattened her tongue along the length of Clarice's slit and gave her a slow, long ice cream cone-lick. Her lips were engorged and blossomed open. She was hairless apart from a tuft on her mound, maybe a landing strip. Sandra ran her tongue across Clarice's clit - a big, fat clit, bigger than anyone's she'd ever been with - and was rewarded with a rare moan from Clarice.
She sent her tongue lower to taste the fuck honey straight from the pot. Her taste was exquisite. Sandra lapped at her juices like a starving kitten. Passion took her, and she stiffened her tongue and drove into Clarice's tunnel.
A sharp yank on her hair pulled her away from her meal.
"That's more than a taste!" Clarice growled, out of breath.
Sandra said nothing, licking her lips, considering ripping off the blindfold and forcing herself on the woman. She had to make her cum. She had to learn just what she liked. She had to-
"Alright, come here. Wrap your arms around my leg, but no touching my cunt! Start humping, hump my ankle until you reach orgasm."
Sandra clutched Clarice's knee like a drowning woman. Her hips started to slowly gyrate, rubbing her sopping wet pussy against her Mistress's ankle. Her brain felt humiliation, but her body had been starved of its orgasm too long. It knew it could cum like this. In no time, she was bouncing her ass, humping away.
"That's it! Naughty little girl, take your pleasure, make that smutty little pussy cream for me!"
Sandra moaned in pleasure and shame. Her filthy gash was leaking her juices all over Clarice's ankle. She was marking her.
A new sound came to her ears. And a sense of motion. She realized Clarice was fingering herself as Sandra debased herself on her foot. The thought triggered her climax.
"Ohhhh! Ohhh goddd! I'm...I'm cumming! I'm CUUMMMMIINNGG!"
"Cum for me, Sandy! Cum hard!"
"Ohh!" "Ohh!" "Ohhh!" The room filled with the sounds of two women, two lewd unbridled women, reaching orgasm together.
Sandra rested her forehead against Clarice's inner thigh just above the knee. She was crying. She didn't really understand why, but she didn't fight it. A hand in her hair gently caressed her, letting her know it was alright.
"C'mon, lay on your back." Clarice guided her to the carpet. Her sore knees gasped with relief.
Sandra absently noted the sounds of Clarice moving around as she recovered from the most powerful orgasm of her life. She felt her ankles lifted into the air and then a pair of panties being shimmied up her legs. Not the thong she had come in with.
Clarice guided her arms back through her bra straps and snapped the clasp back together. Her dress was wrapped back around her and re-buttoned. Her shoes were put back on her feet. Clarice helped her to her feet and guided her back through the apartment.
The door closed behind them, and the blindfold was finally removed.
**********************
Sandra still had tears in her reddened eyes when the cloth was pulled away.
"Come here," Clarice pulled her into her arms and squeezed her tight. "That was fantastic. Thank you Sandy." Sandra held on tightly, inhaling the smell of Clarice's hair wanting to record everything in her memory. "Thank you Clarice," she whispered.
Clarice held her for a long time. When she eventually released her, it felt too soon.
"C'mon, let me buy you dinner. There's a great burger place two blocks from here," Clarice proposed offering her hand.
"Um...okay," Sandra said taking the hand with uncertainty, still not completely sure what had happened tonight.
Clarice pulled her into a kiss. She detected the faint taste of her own juices on the woman's lips.
"It's going to be fine, Sandy. It's going to be marvelous."
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Sandra sat at the conference table, trying to focus on what her colleagues were saying, hopelessly distracted by thoughts of a blonde-haired, big-titted dominatrix.
In some ways, Sandra was glad for the enforced absence Clarice's work trip provided. If Clarice had been in town and called her over, she would have jumped at the opportunity to taste that pussy again. Or even better, to see it. The blindfold had been exotic, but she felt like she'd been robbed of half the experience.
That night had been the sexual experience of her life, bar none. But it had also been one of her most terrifying experiences. She had felt dangerously out of control.
"Sandra, what do you think?" her boss's voice broke through her musings.
Sandra looked up to see every eye in the conference room pointed at her.
"I'd like to review all the documents again before making a decision." Sandra said, her voice level, projecting confidence, no hint that she hadn't been paying complete attention.
Her boss nodded at her sage wisdom. "Sounds good. You'll let us know your recommendation by Thursday?"
"At the latest," Sandra responded cooly.
After the meeting adjourned, Sandra made her way home. Her work was suffering. She was too competent and too far ahead for anyone to notice yet, but she was distracted in a way she never had been.
She checked her phone. No new messages from Clarice. The last was from Sunday night. *Thinking of you* Clarice had sent. *[Heart emoji]* Sandra had replied.
Good. It gave her time to think. Her fears regarding Clarice came in two flavors.
One was that Clarice would push her into something she'd regret later, after Clarice was done with her. She had spent last evening brainstorming perverted scenarios Clarice might thrust upon her, trying to define her own boundaries. If Clarice wanted to pee on her, she was pretty sure she wouldn't like that, but would that be a deal breaker? Would she absolutely refuse if Clarice demanded it as the price of her company? No. Bondage? Piercings? Tattoos?
In the end, the brainstorming had resulted in a wet, needy pussy that she'd happily attended to with her largest dildo. The only firm boundary she had decided on was that she wouldn't allow Clarice to share her. No threesomes, no orgies.
The second flavor of her fears was the more troublesome. She was afraid of getting emotionally invested in Clarice and then being discarded. Despite Clarice's reassurance that she wanted to see her again, Sandra couldn't imagine that Clarice saw her as a potential long-term companion. She was out of her league.
Sandra could accept that, but she wanted to enjoy their time together for as long as she could without getting hurt. She needed to establish some boundaries, if only to keep Clarice interested. If she gave up everything too quickly, Clarice's conquest would be completed and she would move on sooner.
As Sandra was thinking this, her phone buzzed with an automated reminder for her salon appointment tomorrow. She had booked her first ever Brazilian waxing to comply with Clarice's demands, and she was not looking forward to it.
Clarice may be out of her league, but Sandra was determined to give this her best shot. She'd chosen a salad today for lunch for the first time in a long time. This evening, she planned to go to the gym.
With these positive thoughts in her mind, she came home to find a delivery waiting for her outside her door. The return address she recognized. Clarice Vandermere. She must have sent it just before she left on her trip.
Sandra brought the package inside with all the excitement of a child on Christmas morning.
Clarice's most recent gift had been the panties she'd discovered under her dress when she came home on Saturday night. Clarice had put them on while she was blindfolded, so she was surprised when she unbuttoned her dress in the privacy of her bedroom to find a pair of innocent pink panties covering her snatch. They were covered in hearts with lace and little bows along the hem. She had never in her life worn anything so girly.
She wondered if the box contained the third pair of panties Clarice had said she had purchased for her. She tore the tape off of the package with a smile on her lips. Would they be sweet and girlish like the last pair or more naughty? A g-string? Crotchless?
Her smile disappeared when she saw the contents. She gulped. There, lying innocently on the cardboard, was a black rubber butt plug. Sandra carefully scooped it up and held it in her hand.
It was high quality. The soft plastic had some give to it. The smooth material against her fingertips made her imagine how it would feel sliding inside her. Her asshole had been entirely virgin before Clarice's finger penetrated her. She had to admit that it hadn't been all bad.
As she held the weighty ass toy in her palm, she noticed that there was a note in the box.
*Dear Sandy,
I know you loved me fingering your asshole tonight. I loved it too. Here's a little something to help you prepare for our next adventure.
Entranced by you,
Clarice*
Sandra read the note five times before looking up. 'Entranced by you.' It made her swoon.
But a butt plug? Did Clarice really expect her to wear this? Hadn't she just been telling herself that she needed some boundaries?
Before she could chicken out, she was dialing Clarice. By the second ring, she was already considering hanging up and pretending she'd never called. But then Clarice picked up.
"Did you get my package, darling?"
"Hi Clarice. Yes I got your package," Sandra paused trying to think what she wanted to say.
"And...?"
"I think we should re-evaluate. I'm not sure about this. If things keep going this way, you'll lose all respect for me!"
"You think I don't respect you?"
In a quiet voice, Sandra responded, "How could you respect someone who let you do all those things? How could you respect a lapdog?"
"You're not a lapdog."
"I crawled! I humped your leg!"
"Fair point," Clarice laughed, but then she became more serious, "and it was...SO...hot."
Sandra blushed with pride.
"Wasn't it?"
"Yes," Sandra replied quietly.
"You liked me playing with your tight little asshole, didn't you?"
Sandra looked at the ceiling, trying to think of a way to dodge the question.
"It felt weird," she said, pleased with successfully evading a confession of anal pleasure.
"Sandy, if you think that felt weird, wait until you take my strap-on," Clarice taunted her.
Sandra whimpered into the phone. "You're always pushing me, Clarice. It's too much," she sighed.
"Hey, it's just a butt plug. It's a gift. If you don't want to play with it, then don't. No pressure. I'll be happy to help you with it when I get back, ok?"
"Ok," Sandra said, feeling much better.
"Good. So...did you touch yourself last night?"
"Clarice!"
"I'll take that as a yes," Clarice said with a grin in her voice, "God, I can't wait to see you again. Maybe this weekend?"
"Well, I'm a little behind at work..." Sandra surprised herself by saying.
"Don't work too hard, little Sandy. Pick me up at the airport on Friday night?"
"Okay yeah. Sounds great!"
"Bye sexy girl!"
"Good bye," Sandra said, her heart all aflutter.
***************
"Ohhhh! Mmmmm! Wow." Sandra said to herself, her eyes lidded in a sexual daze, her thoughts focused on the sensation of her sphincter tightening around the base of the plug.
It turned out she liked ass play. She had spent the last two nights fingering her butthole, learning the mysteries of how to get her body to accept penetration there. She came both nights, frigging her clit with her other hand as she finger-fucked her backdoor. But she hadn't been able to coax her anus into swallowing the plug.
Until tonight.
Her asshole squeezed down involuntarily after the widest part of the toy passed into her. Her pelvic muscles drew it inside, deeper, filling her. She felt like a slut. She imagined Clarice looking down on her with her strap-on wedged deeply up her ass. Her hand flew to her denuded pussy to help fan the flame building there. She had changed into the black thong Clarice had given her when she returned from work this evening. The silky fabric felt delicious against her hairless sex.
With one hand working on her slit, she grabbed her phone with the other hand. She shot off a text to Clarice.
*I did it. I'm plugged!*
The response came right back.
*[Shocked emoji] Good girl! I'm so proud of you!*
*It feels so big*
*[Devil emoji] You're making me wet, you little minx!*
Sandra's orgasm was rapidly approaching.
*And I'm bald now. Like you said. My pussy looks like a little girl for you now.*
*Oh baby! I'm going to wreck you this weekend!*
Sandra came. Dynamite ignited around the two fingers she'd stuffed her vagina with and spread into her clit and her ass. She moaned rhythmically with the contractions that she felt in her stretched anus.
Her phone buzzed again from where she'd lost it on the mattress next to her. With a dazed, happy little post-orgasmic smile on her face, she scooped it up to investigate.
*You know, one more task and you'll have earned the third pair of panties. They're the best ones!*
Sandra frowned. What else would Clarice ask of her? She was a better negotiator than this. She typed back.
*Waxing and stuffing my butt isn't enough for a lousy pair of underwear?! I want the panties and next time we're together I want to see you. No blindfold!*
'Ha, take that!' Sandra thought to herself contentedly, trying to ignore the fact that she'd obeyed every command so far with minimal resistance.
*Well, they're really nice panties...* Sandra frowned, but the phone indicated Clarice was still typing.
*But ok, you've got yourself a deal*
Sandra typed back. *Ok. What is mine quest, my Queen?*
*Nothing difficult. Just wear your plug to work. Tomorrow.*
Sandra's mouth dropped open. She hurriedly typed back.
*No, you know how seriously I take my job. It's too risky.*
*That makes it even hotter [grinning devil emoji]*
*And what's the risk really? You show your co-workers your ass everyday?*
No, this was going too far.
*Something else, Clarice. This is too much for me.*
*The Clarice has spoken! It's up to you. But let me say again, they're really nice panties! [Winking emoji]*
*********************
Sandra squirmed in her office chair behind her desk. Beneath her skirt and her panties, her anus sucked on its fat butt plug. She consciously relaxed and clenched a few times, trying to get comfortable in the new position.
Walking around the office with her butthole stuffed had been an interesting experience. She was pretty sure she was walking normally, but she constantly feared that someone could tell. Was her gait more bow-legged than normal? Was she swinging her hips more than usual with each stride?
Every movement was a reminder that she was a submissive lesbian slut. Her pussy had been churning all day. God, she couldn't wait to pick Clarice up from the airport tonight.
Luckily, when she hadn't been playing with herself this week, she had been working hard. She was almost caught up. As long as she kept her head down and powered through this afternoon, she would be able to enjoy Clarice tonight without worrying too much about her work. Hopefully more than just tonight. Was the whole weekend too much to hope for?
The naughty thoughts and sensations from her rear were distracting her and slowing her down. She had been staring at the same spreadsheet, re-reading the same row for five minutes when her phone rang.
"What?!" she asked with uncharacteristic frustration, "I'm sorry Denise, I was just in the middle of something frustrating. What is it?"
"So sorry to bother you, Ms. Windham, but there is a Ms. Vandermere here who INSISTS she has an appointment with you right now," her secretary's tone made it clear that she was exasperated with this Ms. Vandermere, "but there's nothing on your schedule until the 2:30 conference call."
Sandra felt frozen. Making her wear the butt plug to work was one thing, but showing up herself was another. Her mouth felt dry as she stammered, "Oh that's my fault. I forgot to add it to my schedule last minute. Please show her in."
Sandra stood up and took a deep breath. 'Calm down, Sandra,' she told herself, 'she's just a girl. You can tell her no. Don't do anything you'll regret.'
Her office door opened, and her secretary ushered Ms. Vandermere inside. "Ms. Windham, thank you so much for fitting me into your busy schedule," the professionally-dressed large-busted blonde gushed.
"Of course," Sandra replied, sharing eye contact and a quick nod with her secretary that sent her back to her own desk down the hall.
Once her office door was firmly closed, Sandra spoke in a quiet voice, "What are you doing here?! I thought I was picking you up from the airport tonight?"
Clarice raised her palms in a 'what can I say' gesture. "My work ended early," she put her hands on Sandra's shoulders, "and I had to see for myself if you did it." She smiled conspiratorially before raising her eyebrows to ask 'Well?'
"You shouldn't have shown up here without telling me first," Sandra sulked.
Clarice frowned. "Aww Sandy, I'm hurt. I thought my surprise visit was romantic. At least give me a kiss." She moved her lips towards Sandra's, but Sandra gripped her upper arms and stopped her.
"Not here. It's too risky."
Clarice backed away. She pointed to the handle of her office door. "What's this?!" she said with mock surprise, "Is this...a door lock?!" She flicked the lock closed and moved back to Sandra, taking her in her arms.
"There. Safe," Clarice pronounced before pulling Sandra into a deep kiss. Sandra put up token resistance but quickly melted into the embrace she'd been longing for all week.
They took their time, sucking each other's lips, tongues invading mouths, moaning their satisfaction.
Sandra at last managed to pull back. Clarice yielded her lips and moved instantly to nuzzle her neck. "Ok, ok. I missed you too. And I can't wait to do this more tonight, but you have to go now, ok?"
Clarice just grinned. "So did you complete your quest, my loyal subject?"
Sandra pursed her lips. This girl was so frustrating. "You really should not have shown up at my workplace without telling me. You see that, right?"
Clarice rolled her eyes. "Fine, fine, I'll never do it again. But I'm here now. So tell me, DID you do it?"
Sandra tried to maintain her scowl, but a naughty smile slipped through. She nodded.
"I knew it! I knew you would!" the joy on her face and in Clarice's voice warmed Sandra's heart. The perverted sex goddess really seemed interested in her. "So c'mon let me see, bend over your desk."
"What?! No!"
"C'mon Sandy, the door is locked. What are you worried about?"
"Someone could knock on the door. There could be an emergency. No, it's too risky."
Clarice was unmoved. "If someone comes to the door, there'll be plenty of time to deal with it. I'm not asking you to get naked. Just pull your skirt up and your panties down. Here, I'll come back behind you so you can watch the door the whole time."
Sandra tried to come up with a better protest as Clarice came around behind her desk and guided her to bend forward.
Sandra pushed her palms flat against her desk to support herself. Clarice's hand kept pushing between her shoulder blades. "Down on your elbows," she coaxed.
Sandra conceded and bent further to rest her elbows on her desk. Clarice's hands felt like magic on her thighs as she rucked up her skirt. "Oooh sexy," Clarice praised upon discovering the satin purple and black panties she'd bought specially for tonight. Clarice tugged them down, baring her ass.
"Ok, you saw it. Let's-"
"Hush Sandy, don't ruin the moment. Bend over more. Here, put your cheek on the desk, hands behind your back."
Sandy watched her body comply, feeling the cold surface of her desk on her face as Clarice lightly grasped her wrists against the small of her back. She fixed her gaze on her office door, trying to reassure herself that this was all ok.
She gasped as she felt Clarice's hand glide over her bare lips. "And you waxed your pussy smooth for me. Good girl, Sandy. Doesn't this feel good? You deserve a reward."
Sandra clenched her eyes shut and opened her mouth in a silent scream when Clarice's finger pushed inside her dripping wet tunnel. At the same time, she pushed the plug in her ass a little deeper.
"Clarice! No!" she whispered and half-heartedly tried to get up, but Clarice's grip tightened on her wrists edged them upward toward her head to steady her.
"Shhhh. You're okay. Look how wet you are, enjoy this!"
Clarice's finger slid slowly in and out of her slit, making her go cross-eyed with pleasure. Her asshole clutched her plug and she panted with arousal as she felt herself being rapidly driven towards orgasm.
She was steeling herself to cum, preparing to stifle her natural climax noises when Clarice's finger pulled out. She craned her head enough to realize Clarice was pulling her pants down. And then she felt a cold plastic toy slap against her lips.
"Is that a-"
"I put it on as soon as I got through airport security. I spent the entire flight picturing this moment."
"Clarice, we can't."
"It's ok, Sandy. It's a little one. Work-appropriate," she chuckled as she ran the tip up and down her prey's slit, wetting it with her juices, "Besides, now that I've sworn never to surprise you again at work, this might be my only chance to fuck you over your desk."
And with that very reasonable explanation, she pushed her hips forward and buried the head of her strap-on cock into Sandra's steamy snatch.
"Ohnghhh-" Sandra was unable to stifle her moan, but Clarice helpfully covered her mouth with the hand that wasn't keeping her wrists pinned behind her. Clarice popped her middle finger into Sandra's mouth and pushed down on her tongue.
The slut circuit deep in Sandra's brain fully activated as she tasted her own juices on her dominant's finger, while bent over her own desk, being strap-on fucked from behind.
"No one else knows what a sexual woman you are, my secret slut. Only I know how wet you get with my plug filling your asshole," Clarice whispered in the professional's ear.
Clarice thrust her hips forward, hilting the plastic dong in her twat. The toy may have been small, but with the plug stretching her rear, her box was tighter than normal. When Clarice's hips contacted the plug's base and forced it a little deeper, Sandra almost bit her but managed to dissipate the energy by sucking hard on the finger in her mouth, making fists with her hands, and curling her toes.
Clarice fucked her with slow deep strokes, just the way she liked. Sandra kept her eyes on the door, helplessly feeling her orgasm build, her mind overloaded with anxiety and arousal and sensation.
"Are you close? I have a vibrator in my purse." She released Sandra's mouth.
"I'm close," she whispered, "don't stop!"
Clarice took the convenient bun of hair at the back of Sandra's head like a handle and pulled back as she thrust deeper with her hips. Sandra's eyes squeezed shut and her mouth dropped open. The dildo pushed hard against her front wall as she was fucked.
"Cum for me, Sandy. Cum now!"
Somehow she managed to stay nearly silent as rode out her orgasm. Tears filled her tightly clenched eyes, her mouth stretched wider in its silent scream, her toes curled, her fists opened and closed, her asshole and pussy spasmed together on the toys that filled her.
Clarice's eyes glazed over with pure delight. Her lady's orgasm was as obvious as it was silent. Fucking the career woman over her own desk in the middle of the afternoon. It was the sexiest scene of her life, and she'd done some kinky things before. But she was also vigilant, watching the door, listening for other employees. She felt fiercely protective of her girl now that she'd half-led, half-pushed her down this devious path. She didn't think they'd made much noise, but it was hard to know for sure with the arousal clouding her senses.



She pulled out of her girl and released her wrists. Sandra brought her hands back to the desk, stretching her stiff shoulders but making no move to get up.
Clarice pulled Sandra's panties back up and smoothed her skirt down. No harm done. She helped her girl fall back into her office chair.
"Oohh," Sandra let out a little groan as the chair reminded her that she still wore the butt plug. Clarice checked her over. She looked a little flushed, but otherwise pretty good. Luckily she didn't wear enough make-up to ruin, though her lipstick was a little smeared. Clarice followed Sandra's gaze to her own crotch and realized her dick was still out.
"Oops!" she giggled, quickly tucking the small, hot pink strap-on dildo back down the right leg of her pant suit and zipping up.
Sandra looked up at her with a dreamy smile.
Clarice grinned back at her and gave her a thumbs up. "I think we made it, sexy girl. Check that one off the bucket list!"
"I can't believe we just did that."
"Haha. Hey, you should probably fix your hair. Your bun came undone a little."
Clarice sat down to catch her breath and watch her girl redo her bun with practiced efficiency. Then she opened a pocket mirror to touch up her make-up.
They waited another few minutes for the color to leave their cheeks. They made plans to meet up for dinner later.
"Well I better get out of here. I'd kiss you, but I don't want to mess up your make-up."
"Kiss me anyway."
A rare closed-mouth smooch. Sandra felt little explosive sensations where their lips locked.
Clarice opened the door and rather loudly said, "Thank you again, Ms. Windham. I'll be in touch." And then she was gone.
Five minutes later, her secretary knocked at her door. "Come in."
"Just need a signature."
"Sure."
As Sandra signed the document, Denise noticed an odd smell in the air. She couldn't place it.
*************************
They couldn't keep their hands off each other all weekend.
The panties she'd earned were works of art: red lace, bejeweled with fake diamonds on the sides at the hips, with matching garters and stockings. They evoked pure sin.
Sandra came riding Clarice's strap-on. She came bent over the kitchen counter as Clarice pounded her from behind. The blindfolded sex had been hot, but feasting her eyes on Clarice's knockers bouncing between her legs as Clarice fucked her on her back holding her by the ankles was amazing.
When Clarice slipped a finger in her ass as she was licking her pussy, Sandra actually begged to be sodomized, "Fuck my ass, Clarice. Make me yours. I'm ready for it." she moaned like a whore.
Clarice just chuckled at the wanton slut she'd unleashed. "Not yet, you need about three more butt plugs before I'll be comfortable butt fucking you. Patience darling."
*******************
The next two weeks they saw each other almost every day. Even so, Sandra was proud of herself for keeping her work life relatively stable. With how good the sex was, she could easily imagine herself ignoring everything else in life like an addict with a bad habit. But when she needed to work, Clarice was nothing but supportive. She even brought her dinner one night when Sandra was particularly swamped and left without fucking her, a minor miracle.
Saturday night, Sandra found herself in her favorite position, wearing nothing but fuck-me panties and heels, kneeling before her goddess. Tonight was special. Clarice produced a fine black leather collar lined with soft fur on the inside. She stepped behind Sandra and wrapped it carefully around her neck.
"I'm in love with you, Sandra Windham. You're my girlfriend now. I don't want anyone else." The clasp snapped closed around her neck. It felt like home.
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Tanya was the sexiest woman I had ever encountered. In-person or on film. In reality or in fiction. She was everything I ever knew I wanted. I never had a choice.
We met in college, in philosophy class of all places. By fate, she was in my small group where we were encouraged to debate the discussion questions out loud. She was articulate and fierce and supremely confident. Her thoughts were her own. I like to think that I would have been as attracted to her based on that alone, even if she hadn't been drop dead gorgeous. I also found her accent exotic and attractive.
She was kind of a goth girl. The palest, smoothest, most perfect skin you could imagine. Not a blemish anywhere. And the deepest blue eyes I'd ever seen. I guess I'd call her a classy goth. No tattoos. No cheap jewelry. No spiky dog collar. But she wore black lipstick, black nail polish, heavy mascara matching her jet black hair. As far as I knew, her only piercings were four rings in her left ear, two in her right, and a small diamond nose stud. I confess to speculating on other locations she might have pierced.
It all seemed so exotic to me, a straight-laced guy from a small town. I'd never considered piercings, tattoos, or really even any conscious fashion choices. I wore blue jeans almost exclusively simply because that's how I'd grown up. College itself was enough of a culture shock; so to me, she seemed more like a mythical creature.
I'd seen guys approach her after class only to be turned away, sometimes aggressively. Taller guys. Stronger guys. Better looking guys. I figured I had no chance, but I had to try. I had to. I'd never felt even a tenth this level of attraction to another human being. Ever.
So I took my shot. I approached her cold, after class like the other failures had.
"Uh, hi Tanya! I'm Jake!" I managed a nervous smile.
Tanya just stared back at me, unimpressed, and said nothing. This response tempted me to just smile and nod and slowly back away, but I pressed on.
"Look, I've been watching and listening to you all semester, and I think you're the most interesting person I've ever encountered. Could I maybe buy you a coffee sometime?"
She raised her chin while keeping her eyes on me, like she was appraising me anew.
"Sure. Why not?" she replied at last. She even gave me a little smile.
Shockingly, we hit it off. We came from different backgrounds. Me an in-state tuition student from the rural US and she a foreign student from Romania. I was taking philosophy as part of an english major, hoping to be a writer. She was taking it as part of a computer science major, interested in cybersecurity.
"You like strong women, don't you Jake?"
I almost choked on my coffee but managed to stay calm. Even with my somewhat limited experience with women, I could tell this was a question that needed to be handled carefully.
"Sure. Who wouldn't want strength in a life partner?"
"Lots of people. Some of them are looking for a pet. For a demure, docile creature to dominate."
I wasn't really sure where she was going with this. I shrugged. "To each his own I guess. But that's not what I'm looking for."
She pressed on. "What's most important to you? Career, friends and family, or your woman?"
"Well, I don't have a woman..."
"Hypothetically" she waved her hand through the air, metaphorically brushing my objection aside, "Let's say your dream job is offered to you in one city, your friends and family live in another city, and your dream woman is tied down to a third city. Where do you live?"
"The third city," I answered quickly and automatically.
She studied me for another beat before granting me an approving smile.
I smiled back at her. "Did I pass the test?"
She kept smiling as she shrugged. "They all say the third city."
I frowned. "But I believe you," she offered in consolation.
We took things slow. I guess because I was the bashful type and also because I was so smitten with her that I was scared shitless about doing anything to scare her off. She was definitely the more self-assured between the two of us. I felt confident that she would let me know when she wanted things to get physical.
But after the 12th date, without a kiss, I was starting to wonder if I'd misread things. Had I been friend-zoned? No, there was sexual tension between us, I felt certain. The looks we shared. The way we flirted. Unless things are WAY different in Romania, she wanted me.
Maybe where she came from the guy just always had to make the first move. Heck, I mean some girls from here are that way too. Don't want to be seen as sluts. Not that I could imagine Tanya feeling that way. She didn't seem to give a fuck what anyone thought of her.
********************
So I resolved to go for a kiss. And I'm ashamed to say, I schemed. I figured getting her a little drunk couldn't hurt my chances. She had never ordered any alcohol any of the times we went out, so I wasn't sure how to go about it. Eventually, I booked us a reservation at a fancy cocktail bar on the 48th floor of a building downtown. I read all about the cocktails so I could talk them up and be super enthusiastic and hope that I could convince her to try one with me. Or two. Or however many she needed.
"This place reportedly has amazing cocktails, Tanya. We should definitely try some!"
She smirked at my enthusiasm. "You know I don't drink, Jake," she dismissed me cooly. But I was determined.
"And why is that? Are you a light weight?"
"Something like that..."
I stuck a finger up between us. "One drink. C'mon Tanya, they have this vodka from Iceland here that has been filtered through ancient volcanic stones! Don't you want to try new things together?"
She studied me for an unnerving length of time before softening her features. "Alright Jake, if you want so much. One drink."
To be honest, I'm not sure the drink helped my chances any. She showed no outward signs of being the least bit tipsy. Which was strange because the drinks were strong. I was definitely feeling less inhibited than usual as we walked back to her place after dinner.
At the door, she tried to bid me goodnight as always, but I went for it. My breathing was rapid, my palms were sweaty, I hoped like hell this wouldn't ruin our relationship, but I couldn't contain myself any longer. I captured her eyes with my desperate lustful stare, trying to fix her with my tractor beam. Without breaking eye contact until the last second, I went in for the kiss.
She let me. Her lips were full and soft and black. She didn't kiss me back, but she didn't pull away, indecisive like. I put my hand on the back of her head and kissed her harder. My tongue slipped into her mouth, and she moaned. It was the most feminine sound I'd ever heard her make. She moved her lips and slid her tongue alongside mine as her hands settled in my hair.
Suddenly, she pushed me away. "No Jake *breathless gasp* we...we shouldn't." I could tell her heart wasn't in those words. I kissed her again hungrily.
"Mmmmmm" she moaned into my mouth, accepting my tongue again, sucking on it.
Then she pulled back and shoved me back up against her door. She glared at me. I felt sure I had blown it. She stepped forward menacingly, pinning me against the door with a hand to my chest, and kissed me with violence. She thrust her tongue deep, raping my mouth.
I had never been kissed like that. My body slumped against the door behind leaning my weight into it and letting her have her way with me. My dick became an iron bar in my pants.
Her hands ran over my body, and I returned her touch, squeezing her to me. I grabbed her ass through her skirt as I had been longing to do for weeks. Her buttocks were tight and full.
My hands were drunk. This was everything they had been craving for weeks on end. Encouraged by their success on her rump, they ran down under her skirt. The feel of bare skin above her thigh-high stockings made my erection throb uncomfortably in my underwear. I couldn't believe that she was letting me feel her up this much after weeks of not even a kiss. But she just kept moaning and sucking on my lips and dominating my tongue with her own. I didn't question it.
I chanced a feel between her legs. She was wet. Enough that her panties were damp. I felt an instinct, a clear vision of what I needed to do. Part of me thought it was drastic, but drastic seemed to be working for me.
Right there in the hallway outside her door, I dropped to my knees in front of her, lifted her skirt, and pulled her panties to the side while moving my head in. She grabbed me roughly by the hair and jerked my head back. "What are you doing?!" she looked alarmed, like my rapid escalation had finally shocked her from her enjoyment.
"Please Tanya," I literally begged on my knees, "just let me pleasure you."
Her eyes studied me, a mixture of lust and indecision in them. I thought she was about to reject me, when she suddenly pulled my head into her crotch. "Lick me!" she demanded.
I went after that honey pot like pooh bear. I buried my nose in her soft mound. I was focused on my sense of touch, but I idly noticed she had an intricate design tattooed in blue ink just above the well-groomed triangle of hair at the top of her slit. Wild, I thought. It turned me on even more.
I tongued her pussy rabidly. She tasted sweet and tangy. I'd only ever licked one other pussy, but Tanya was way more responsive than that girl had been. She kept her grip in my hair and pulled me into her crotch while writhing her hips, almost humping my head.
And she was verbal. "Ohhh! Oh Jake! YEESS! Oooh just like that, just like that baby, oh fuck!" I vaguely worried that some neighbor might call the cops on the porno soundtrack she was blasting through the hallway, but anyone who heard it was likely too aroused by it to act.
I could have stayed there on my knees for the rest of my life. But suddenly she jerked my hair so hard that it brought tears to my eyes. I reflexively grabbed her hand and held it to my head in defense. Every muscle in her pelvis and lower abdomen contracted. I felt the shudder run though her and a gush of fluid shot into my mouth. I swallowed what didn't drip off of my chin. She released me and slumped against her doorway.
I could have sworn I glimpsed a faint bluish glow coming from between her legs before her skirt flipped back down. Must have been my eyes playing tricks on me.
A few seconds later her eyes fluttered back open as she recovered from her climax.
Her pupils became focused again and she looked right at me and gave me the most innocent, pure smile. It filled my chest with warmth. In that moment, I would have died for her.
She giggled. "C'mon," she said as she helped me to my feet and quickly brought us inside her apartment. She kissed me hard, driving her tongue forcefully into my mouth before dragging me to her bedroom. I thought for sure we were going to fuck. She started stripping me, pulling my shirt over my head before going for my fly. I tried to go for her shirt but she swatted my hands away and I relented. The experience of being stripped and pursued was new and irresistible.
In seconds, I was butt naked while she remained fully clothed. Tanya pushed me back onto her bed and came in after me. She never hesitated. She knew exactly how she wanted me. Which turned out to be on my back folded in two with my legs in the air. She knelt between my legs, with my knees on her shoulders and her knees under my lower back.
It was an embarrassing position for me. I would have protested, but she was so decisive, directing me into position, putting me just so - I couldn't find it in me to stop her.
Her hands on my cock and balls may have had something to do with my compliance. The woman clearly knew what she was doing. One hand stroked my shaft with just the right amount of pressure while the other fondled my testicles. She spit on my glans a few times for lubrication.
I'm not going to lie. I felt like a bitch on my back getting a forceful handjob from a fully clothed woman. I did not for a moment think that this is how things were done in Romania or anywhere else. But I knew she was kind of weird, you know, the goth thing, and her dominant personality, so I just went with it.
When she spit on her hand started smearing it on my asshole with her finger, I found my voice. "Whoa Tanya, what are you doing?"
She smiled dangerously down at me. "You will like this Jake. You will cum big."
And with that, she slid her finger right up my ass.
"Ahh!" I squealed in shock. I had never put anything in my ass before. It burned like fire, and my asshole clamped down hard on her little finger.
Her mouth dropped open with a delighted grin as if she was getting direct pleasure from the act. "Ooooh," she cooed happily as she started to tap my prostate from the inside and stroke me faster.
I lasted less than ten more seconds. My dick shot off like a cannon. The first volley made an audible slap as it splashed against my neck. The next rope centered on my nipple. She milked the rest onto my stomach.
When she dropped my emptied cock onto my belly, she swiped her finger through the glob of cum at my neck. She brought it up to my face and actually touched it to my lips before I realized what she was doing and quickly turned away.
"What the hell, Tanya! No!" I yelled angrily, trying to reclaim a small piece of the dominance I'd lost.
Her smile disappeared, and she looked disappointed. "What?" she asked like she couldn't imagine anyone objecting to eating their own cum. To make her point, she sucked her finger into her own mouth. "Doesn't taste bad. I'm sure you would have liked me to swallow it if I'd blown you, no?"
She had me there, so I just glared at her like a petulant child.
"You think I couldn't taste myself on your lips when I kissed you?"
The thought that she could recognize the taste of her own pussy juice was hot. A girl tasting girl cum was sexy. A guy tasting boy cum was just gross. These were facts like gravity to me, but I could sense that Tanya would not agree.
She re-coated her finger with more cum from my neck and held it in front of my face. "C'mon Jake, be a good boy. Do it for me," she said calmly like these words had always worked. I debated for another second, but then she gently curled the finger she still had buried in my ass. In that moment, her message seemed clear: 'It's too late. The time to take a stand was before I finger-fucked your bottom to orgasm.'
My body let me know the decision had been made by opening my mouth. But Tanya was not having it. "Look at me!" she commanded.
With some difficulty, I met her eyes. She seemed to recognize the vulnerability in me and softened her stern expression a touch. "Stick out your tongue."
I extended it and she painted it with my own spend without breaking eye contact. "Suck," came the next command.
I sucked.
This visibly pleased her. She pulled her finger out, coated it again, and returned it to my sucking lips. "Good boy, Jake," she praised. She looked so happy and beautiful, feeding me my cum with her finger up my butt. Only after I'd swallowed the vast majority of it did she remove her finger from my ass and pad off to her bathroom.
I laid naked in her soft bedding, feeling violated and powerless. I could still feel a little ache in my virgin anus.
I tried to reconcile my thoughts. On the one hand, I was happy. I was naked in the bed of the girl of my dreams. I hadn't been friend-zoned. I'd gotten to do much more than kiss her. It had experienced a level of eroticism I thought only existed in fiction.
But on the other hand, I was worried about how our relationship might change with what we'd done. And more than anything, I was worrying about what it said about me. Was I weak? Was I a freak? Most guys wouldn't let a girl finger their asses and feed them their cum, I felt sure of it.
Tanya returned from the bathroom with a warm washcloth. I considered lashing out with a little passive aggressive kink-shaming to reclaim some of my dignity, maybe say something like 'So you're kind of a freak, huh?" I would have if she'd had anything like sneer on her face.
But her eyes were kind. She lovingly began wiping the dried cum and spit from my dick and my balls. When she moved the cloth to my belly, I tried to take it from her. "I can do it," I stammered. She just looked at me like I was cute, pushed my hand away and kept washing. "Hush, let me take care of you." She washed my stomach and my chest and my neck. I tried to enjoy it, but I wasn't right. My emotions were up. I felt like I might start crying for no reason, which was exactly the opposite of how I wanted to feel in that moment.
Tanya could tell I was disturbed. She set the washcloth aside and smoothed my hair behind my ear, scratching my scalp romantically. "Hey," she said, "I know that was tough for you. You've never submitted to a woman before." She said it like a statement, not a question. "Thank you, Jake. I've been fantasizing about you like that since we met. It was beautiful. My best sex time with an American." She smiled at me brightly enough that I detected a joke.
"Was that your only sex time with an American?"
She giggled that she'd been caught. "Yes, but that's not what I meant!"
I smiled back at her to show that I was a good sport, but she could see that I was still feeling uncomfortable. "It was very nice, Jake." She raised her finger like she had an idea. "I know what makes all boys feel better!" She reached both hands down the top of her blouse and lifted out her fantastic breasts. "Tits!" she exclaimed like one would say 'Eureka!'
She properly removed her blouse and bra and then laid down next to me, pulling my face into her cleavage, running her fingers through my hair. She was right. Tits did make me feel better.
As I nuzzled her, I could tell she was lost in though as she said softly above me, "What's done is done. You surprised me in the hallway, Jake. But I think it will be ok..."
The words seemed odd to me at the time, but I figured she meant with our relationship. Maybe the phrasing was a bit lost in translation.
She let me suckle a bit on her perfect nipples before declaring it time for bed.
"You can sleep with me, Jake, but no more sex stuff tonight, ok? Should I wear some pajamas over my panties or will you be able to control yourself?"
"No pajamas required," I answered with a grin. I wasn't stupid.
She let me spoon her a while after we turned the lights out. I knew she could feel my boner against her soft ass, but I kept my end of the bargain and rolled onto my back after a while without trying to initiate more sex that night.
All in all, I felt much better at this point. It had been one of the weirdest nights of my life, but I saw it as an adventure. She was a kinky girl. 'Tomorrow, we'll fuck properly,' I thought as I drifted off to sleep.
*********************
The next day, we woke up in bed together, both unreasonably happy and smiling to see each other. It was like the picture perfect young love I'd always dreamed of.
She kissed me despite my worries about morning breath, and I grabbed her ass. I would have loved a pre-breakfast fuck, but she swatted my hand away with a laugh and got up to get ready for the day.
We went out for breakfast, walking arm in arm the whole way. We couldn't keep our hands off each other. The food tasted great, and the conversation flowed effortlessly. I was charming. She was witty. The world was bright and wonderful and perfect. I was sure we were heading right back to bed to have some proper sex after breakfast.



But as we were walking back to her place, she suddenly stopped in her tracks.
"What?" I asked.
I followed her stare up the street and saw two men looking at us from down the road. They had the palest skin I had ever seen, except on one other person. And she looked like she'd gone even paler.
"Who are those guys?"
She ignored me and kept staring at them. One of them tipped his hat at us before they both got in their black BMW and drove off.
"Tanya, who were those guys? What's going on?"
She looked to be deep in thought. Her eyes slowly came up and met mine. She was scared. A look I'd never seen on her.
"I have to go, Jake. I'm sorry to run off, but I have to take care of something."
"Tanya please, tell me what's going on. Maybe I can help."
Tanya gave me that look like I'd said something cute again.
"I'm sorry, Jake. Goodbye."
She turned to leave, but I grabbed her wrist. "Tanya, I-" I wanted to say I loved her, but the timing felt wrong, "-I care about you."
She grabbed my head with both hands and kissed me hard. She pulled back and gave me a look that said she felt the same way about me. And then she ran off.
*******************
After that she ghosted me.
No response to text or phone. I went by her place several times. No answer there either.
Did those guys do something to her?
After she didn't show up to class on Monday, I called the police to report her as a missing person. I described the guys and gave them her name and cell number and address. They said they would look into it.
I was a wreck.
Depressed. Anxious. I felt like I'd touched the door to paradise only to lose it forever. I had nightmares fighting armies of pale men. I fantasized about becoming an expert tracker and detective, roaming the wilds of Romania until I found her someday.
But mostly I despaired.
******************
Then suddenly 10 days after she disappeared, she called me.
I clutched my phone like it was the only thing keeping me alive and tapped the pick-up button.
"Tanya!"
"Jake, can you come over right now?"
"Thank God you're alive! I've been so worried about you. You're at home?"
"Yes, can you come quickly?"
"Sure, I'll be right there. Are you alright? Where have you been?"
"I'll explain everything when you get here." The line when dead.
When I got there, she seemed nervous, completely not herself. She poured us drinks with a shaky hand. I wanted to talk, to understand what was going on.
"We'll talk after. Jake, honestly, a lot is going on with me." She stepped close to me, putting her arms around my neck. I crushed her in an embrace. I had never been so happy to see someone again.
"Just hold me," she whispered. So I did. With every passing second she spent in my arms, my determination grew that I would help her. Whatever it was. Safe/dangerous. Legal/illegal. Moral/immoral. I was going to save her.
When she finally pulled back, she looked me deep in the eye, "I'm anxious to tell you, there's so much to share, but right now I just want to get drunk and fuck. Please?"
Well, whatever she needs, I thought. Who could argue with that, my dick agreed.
She grabbed our drinks off the counter, handed me mine and threw hers back in a single pull. I chugged mine and then she set the glasses aside and pulled me towards her bedroom.
The drinks were strong. I was already feeling them.
We collapsed on her bed fully clothed, hungrily making out. She felt warm. Her lips so soft. Her mouth wet. And then, I think I passed out.
********************
When I came to, I instantly sensed that something was very wrong.
I was on her bed, butt naked. I turned my head and saw myself in her wall length mirror. I was drooling all over a black ball gag. My wrists were handcuffed to the headboard and I was bent over a foam wedge pillow. A spreader bar kept my ankles pushed wide apart. And there was Tanya, sitting in her chair in just her bra and panties.
When she noticed I woke up, she stood. A strap-on dildo bobbed between her legs. It was jet black, like the rest of her accessories. The thick ebony rubber seemed to have a complex contour, grooves and channels along its surface. She squeezed and stroked it, and it almost seemed to throb in her hand.
"Mrmrmrmrrm!" I screamed into the gag.
She was unfazed. A knowing, sad expression on her face.
"I know Jake. I'm so sorry about all this, but it's all going to be fine. We'll talk after. This is NOT the way I wanted to do this, but there's just no time, they could come tonight. So things have to get kinkier sooner, but it's going to be ok. I'm taking care of it. Just try to relax and let me do this."
I watched in disbelief as she moved around behind me. In the mirror, I saw her pop the cap on a bottle of lube and pour it all over my butt. The cool, thick oil dripped into my crack and down my cheeks like honey. She used both hands to rub it in, coating every inch of my rear.
My body responded as her thumbs massaged my taint and the rim of my anus. It remembered the pleasure of the last time I was in this bed. My dick became erect against my will. Tanya must have noticed, because a greasy hand dropped lower to lubricate my cock and balls as well.
She sighed with relief. "I'm so glad you're into this, Jake. I don't know how I'd get through it if you weren't aroused."
I felt humiliated. She pulled my stiff prick back between my legs and slid a condom over it. Then her middle finger started teasing around my rim, warming my body up for what was about to happen.
"Aiit! Nohh!"
Her middle finger pushed inside my asshole, making me whimper into the ball gag while my perverted cock got even harder. She was just taking what she wanted from me without asking permission, and my slutty body couldn't see how wrong this was. I don't know whether she could have convinced me into accepting a dildo up my ass, maybe I could have been talked into it, but I certainly wasn't okay with being tied, gagged, and sodomized.
"Onnn't ooh hiisss!" I screamed into the gag, making my final stand. I squeezed my asshole tight to stop her from finger-fucking me anymore. I bucked my hips and pulled on my handcuffs. I thrashed my head side to side.
She said nothing, holding her finger still inside me with her other hand keeping a gentle grip on my cock, letting me get it out of my system.
When I stilled, she spoke softly, "Please don't fight me, Jake. Just relax, just like last time when you came on my finger, just let me have this. Please Jake."
My body was ready to give in, but my mind refused to submit. I wasn't going to let her rape me up the ass without feeling bad about it at least.
"Uccckk! Uuuu!" my gagged mouth yelled while my asshole squeezed as tight as I could manage, ignoring the burn, trying to break her finger off.
Her tone turned icy. "This is happening, Jake." She tugged downwards with her finger, pulling my hole open, proving she was the stronger one. She pulled up, then left, then right. "I don't want to hurt you. Please just try to breathe and relax."
She took her time methodically adding more lube, sawing her finger in and out of my sphincter. Then adding a second finger, twisting, pushing deeper, coating my tunnel with lube. She kept stroking my cock as she worked. I felt about 90% of the way to orgasm, when she added a third finger.
"Augghhhhh!" I moaned without thinking.
"Shhhhhh" Tanya cooed soothingly, rubbing my taint gently with her thumb, tugging down on my cock and balls as a single unit.
Slowly she got my body to relax. She coaxed my anus to relax and stretch around her slippery fingers. It started to feel oddly good as she slid through my tight wet channel.
She was breathing heavier now. I was emotional, upset, but clearly turned on, and so was she. "Oh Jake, I know this is fucked up, but you're so fucking hot like this. You're spreading so good, clutching your boypussy around my finger. Here it comes, baby."
Her fingers left my body seconds before she slapped her thick meat against my ass crack. The fat slab of rubber dick settled between my cheeks. It felt warm and powerful. She started hot-dogging me, pouring even more lube on her cock so that everything was positively dripping.
Then Tanya pulled back and aimed her tip at my opening. She started to push, but I squeezed myself shut and moved my hips as much as I could. Her prong dislodged and slipped back up the crack of my ass. She sighed in frustration. She tried again with the same result. When she spoke again, her voice quavered a bit like she might cry.
"Jake please! Help me! Arch your back, push out and relax your asshole! Please!"
I couldn't believe she was asking me to help her bugger me. But something in her voice. It wasn't greedy. It was scared. And I still cared about her. Along with how horny I was and my practical realization that she would eventually succeed with or without my help, it was enough to make me go still. I clenched my eyes shut, unsure whether I would regret this, and lifted my butt for her.
"Thank you, Jake," she gasped as she brought her cock back to my anus, "Deep breaths now, baby." I did my best to relax for her, but my hole was still too small and tight for her. Her slippery dildo lost its footing again and slipped down around my balls.
Tanya was undeterred. She lined herself up again and this time slid her thumb into my rectum. Gripping my buttcheek, spreading my rim open by pulling up with her thumb, while she drove her cock forward at a downward angle, her strap-on started penetrating my pucker.
My breathing became rapid. I felt the muscles in my pelvic floor spreading and stretching. And then her glans slipped in, and my asshole squeezed down hard.
"Mrmrrmr!" I moaned into my gag.
"Oh fuck!" Tanya yelled behind me, "Oh God! Mmmmm, you're so tight."
'Is she just acting to help her get into it?' I wondered absently as my anus spasmed painfully on the thick toy, 'Obviously she can't feel how fucking tightly my protesting asshole is sucking on her cockhead...'
"Ohhh. Ohhhhh. Deep breaths, Jake baby. Try not to clench. Bare down for me like a good boy." She leaned forward and stuffed another centimeter of rubber dick up my ass.
I was in survival mode at this point. There's something about having something stuffed up your ass that really takes the fight out of you and clarifies what matters. Now I just wanted to get through this without death or serious injury.
I felt like my ass was being ripped open. I felt like I had a log up my behind. I had no idea whether these sensations were normal. I tried to take deep breaths like she said, to bare down, to not clench, and I hoped like hell Tanya knew what she was doing.
She took her time, sawing her fat cock back and forth a little at a time in my violated asshole, reapplying lube, slowly winning the tug of war my anus was playing with her dick. There wasn't a whole lot I could do at this point, which was strangely freeing. I just whimpered softly into the ball gag while she stuffed me full of girlcock.
When at last her pubis pressed against my butt cheeks, she leaned down over me. Her nipples felt like bullets on my back. She whispered in my ear, "You took it all, Jake. You did so good," she purred as she ground and gyrated her hips into my ass. "Mmmmmm, you feel so fucking good. Hold on, I'm going to start fucking you now."
She withdrew maybe a third of her toy before thrusting back inside balls deep.
"Eeeeikk," I squealed.
She fucked with control. Long, slow, lazy strokes back and forth. My hole was fully stretched my now. It accepted the slippery fucking easily. And it was starting to feel good.
Before I knew it, I was arching my back in time with her thrusts, trying to get into her rhythm and take her even deeper.
With both hands on my hips, she humped me at a fast pace, deep-dicking me and leaning forward slightly to ankle her tip towards my front wall where my prostate bulged. We were both moaning now. Her pelvis made slapping sounds as it clapped my cheeks. I idly wondered if I'd ever had sex this good, but I knew the answer.
I felt like I was stuck at 99% but couldn't quite orgasm. I kept thinking it would come and then it didn't. I whimpered in frustration, trying to do anything to push myself over the edge, throwing my hips back as much as I could, squeezing my hole tight around her pole to spike the sensation.
Tanya noticed. "You...fucking...sexy...little...butt slut! I love fucking this ass!" she growled as she pummeled me for all she was worth. Suddenly, she let forth a high pitched screech and hilted herself deep in my rectum. She hugged me tight, grinding her tits into my back and her hips into my buttocks.
'Oh my god,' I thought to myself, 'she just came.'
Slowly, she started to breathe again and pushed her palms into my back, lifting herself back upright. She pulled her cock half way out of me so there was enough of a gap between our bodies for her to slip her hand through and grab my cock.
I felt her squeeze my rock-hard erection and check the tip of the condom to confirm I hadn't cum. Then she started to stroke my shaft while gently fucking my ass with half her cock.
She sniffed, still recovering from her climax. "It's hard to cum from anal-only, Jake. It takes training and skill. We'll get you there but not tonight."
What. The. Fuck. was all I could think as she brought me from 99% to 99.9%. I'd never wanted to cum so bad. In a few minutes, I was a whimpering pile of mush.
Tanya sighed and pulled out of me. I groaned from the stretch of her glans and the loss of her shaft in my ass and her hand on my shaft. She pulled something else out of her bedside table and plugged it into the wall socket. When she came back around behind me, I recognized in her hand the same vibrator my ex-girlfriend preferred, a hitachi magic wand.
I grunted as she re-entered my swollen, gaping asshole. "Alright baby, let's finish this. Time to cum. I want you to cum on my cock." She leaned back and worked her hips, sliding the distal half of her strap-on in and out of me. She brought the vibrator up and pinned my cock against the soft pillow I was bent over. She switched it on.
"Ohhmphh!"
"Cum for me, Jake! Give it to me!" I could hear the exertion in her voice.
Her shaft pistoned in and out of my fuckhole. The orgasm built rapidly and never slowed. My eyes clenched shut, and my cock spasmed, shooting hot jizz into the condom.
"Ahhh ahhh ahhh" I screamed as my body was racked with the waves of the most powerful orgasm of my life. The load was unusually large and thick for me.
She leaned over me as I sobbed into the gag. "Easy now, Jake. Almost done."
She eased out enough to reach between us and carefully tug the condom off of my wilting prick. I felt warm liquid on my lower back and understood it was my cum. Her finger traced some pattern in the puddle of semen on my skin, and I heard her whisper something in a language I didn't know.
Suddenly, I felt a searing pain there like my cum had burnt me. Then, the pain disappeared as quickly as it had come. Maybe she had scratched me or something?
I heard Tanya exhale in relief. "It's done," she said softly.
She unfastened and removed my gag. I groaned as she slid her cock from my ruined asshole. I said nothing as she unlocked my handcuffs and removed my leg spreader. She helped me roll off of the wedge pillow and sit up at the side of the bed. She wiped at the drool on my chin with a hand towel and handed the towel to me to finish up. I just looked at her.
"Listen Jake, I know you must think I'm a crazy woman. A crazy rapist woman. I know. But after you made me cum, after my people found out about it, I had no choice. I-"
All of a sudden, there was a knock at the door. Not a gentle one. A harsh man's voice barked in a foreign language I'd never heard before. My guess was Romanian.
Tanya looked at the door with eyes like saucers. "Just in time," she whispered under her breath. Then she took a deep breath and put her game face on. "I want you to understand this," she said, turning to me. She touched my forehead while whispering something in what sounded like that same foreign tongue. Pain like a splitting headache shot through me for a second and then it was gone.
When the man's voice spoke again, it was in English.
"Tanya Popa, we have a warrant from the Order, open up!"
She moved to open the door, while I hurriedly pulled my pants and shirt on. She looked back at me, then opened the door. Those same two rough-looking pale men stood in the doorway.
"Look he's here!" the shorter one said to his colleague.
"Are you Jacob Miller?" the taller and seemingly in-charge man said.
"What's this about?" I asked.
They all ignored me. "Yes, he's Jacob Miller." Tanya said confidently.
"And do you deny having sexual contact with him?"
"No, I don't deny it."
"Then I have no choice but to place you both under arres-"
"He's NOT a human anymore," she declared.
What the fuck? I stared at her, questioning her sanity.
"I've taken him as my collared."
The two guys looked at each other. "What does she mean..." the shorter one murmured to his partner.
"The Vow remains unbroken," Tanya spat at them like she was my attorney.
The guys looked uncertain and annoyed. Like they'd just lost the game but only because the opposition cheated.
"I don't believe you," one of them said at last.
Tanya glared at him bitterly. "Check him yourself if you like."
The two guys moved towards me, and I stepped back, bringing my hands up in defense instinctively.
"They just want to see your lower back, Jake. It's ok." Tanya said. She sounded exhausted. Resigned.
"My lower back..." They want to see where she scratched me and rubbed my cum around?
Before I had a chance to do anything, they grabbed me and forced me over the back of the couch.
"Hey!" I struggled a bit but they held my arm twisted behind me in a professional grip. The tall guy lifted my shirt and sighed.
"I'll be damned," the guy muttered. An awkward silence ensued with me bent over the couch. "C'mon let's go," the guy finally said to his partner.
They let me go and stopped at the door to give Tanya a pair of death glares. The shorter guy got right in her face and hawked up a loogie. He spit on her shoes. "You spit on the Vow of Amon. It's people like you who make our people weaker every day," he growled at her, seemingly itching for a fight.
Tanya returned the man's icy stare and fired right back, "Is that so? I guess we should imprison anyone who's ever fucked a collared then, huh? I'm sure you two gentleman would never do something so blasphemous." The man looked at her, seemingly stumped by whatever the fuck she was talking about. Then he looked at me, then back at her and shook his head. And then they left.
Tanya locked the door behind them and turned back towards me. She gave me a sheepish smile.
"Tanya, WHAT THE FUCK?!"
"I know. You must be so confused. Here, come sit down and I'll explain everything!" she moved towards me with her arms reaching out to embrace me.
I was curious, for sure. Damn curious. We would have to have a very long talk, sometime soon. But at that moment, I just wanted to get the fuck away from her. She had clearly not been honest with me about...whatever all this shit was, and she had just anally raped me and maybe mutilated my lower back. I couldn't listen to her right then. I wouldn't have heard anything she said, wouldn't have believed it.
I pulled away from her. "No! I...I need to be alone right now." I stepped past her towards the door.
"WAIT!" she said in an intense, powerful voice.
My hand froze on the door knob. Like actually frozen. I felt physically unable to move.
My eyes went wide in shock and with difficulty I moved my eyes back to her.



"Ok, you need some time to cool off before we talk. I can respect that. But a couple of things first. We're safe now. Everything should be ok. But if you see anything strange, or if you get scared for any reason, you have to call me."
As soon as she said the words, I could feel myself internalizing them, going over them closely and committing them to memory. It was terrifying.
"And second, if I call you, you have to pick up. You can ignore my texts if you want, but I have to have a way to contact you when needed," she swallowed, "For safety," she added as if to make clear that this was not all for her own perverted pleasure. "Make sure you keep your phone with you, charged with the ringer on."
We stood in silence for another beat, and then she said, "I love you, Jake. Just know that I love you. Alright, you can go if you want." My body unfroze, and I practically ran out of the place. I would've literally run, but a brisk, slightly bow-legged walk seemed to be the most my body wanted to attempt at the moment.
I hobbled home, feeling the soreness in my asshole and my bruised manhood.
********************
When I got home, I went straight to the bathroom to check out what had happened to my lower back in the mirror. I pulled my shirt off and turned around.
Shocker. It was not a scratch.
I reached back and ran my fingers over the smooth skin I saw in the mirror. I got my fingers wet in the bathroom sink and rubbed my skin. It was clear this wasn't coming off.
"She tattooed me," I said softly. Just above my butt was a brilliant blue design. It looked kind of like a stylized infinity sign on his lower back. It looked like it had been there all my life. There was no swelling or redness. The mark had no texture, it wasn't raised under my fingertips.
I had been steadfastly rejecting any supernatural explanations to this point, but it was getting hard. Maybe she did the tattoo when I was passed out and she was tying me up. Maybe she did it with some special super tiny needle that didn't cause any inflammation. That sounded plausible enough.
What about her freezing me at the door with her commands? I had just been in shock when I went to leave her place. I wasn't actually frozen. It must have been a psychological phenomenon, I was vulnerable and my rapist's voice was forceful, so I felt frozen. Again sensible enough.
Tanya was just a beautiful, intelligent but confused woman who was mixed up in some type of cult. Fine.
I looked back at myself in the mirror. There was something else I needed to check. I tugged my pants down to mid-thigh and turned around. Looking at myself in the mirror over my shoulder, I bent forward, reached back, and spread my cheeks. A little swollen and pink, but my asshole didn't look half as sore as it felt. 'No permanent damage,' I thought to myself, assuming the tattoo could be removed.
***************
My phone buzzed again. I glanced at the text. They were all variations on a theme. "I'm sorry. How are you? I love you. We need to talk." I ignored them all.
My plan was...well I didn't really have a plan. I had, let's say, a vague understanding that I would talk to Tanya at some point in the near future to hear how she might try to explain what she had done. When exactly that time would come would be decided based on how I felt. And at the moment, I felt like 'fuck her.'
But that wasn't the only the thing I felt. I also felt horny. Like all the time. The exact opposite of the effect I thought being ass-raped would have.
I stroked myself in bed, but it felt different now, like I was only getting part of the experience. I felt a need back there. I never used to even be aware of my anus outside of the academic, anatomical sense. Now my asshole seemed to want to squeeze rhythmically whenever I thought of something really hot. I found myself clenching it when I masturbated. After an hour of work and a chafed dick, I gave up on reaching orgasm and rolled over to find a fitful sleep.
Soon I reluctantly acknowledged my body's new needs, massaging my taint and puckered rim as I stroked myself. I even pushed my fingertip just inside. It helped, but it wasn't enough to cum.
Then the porn I used to watch began to seem kind of tame. A little too vanilla. I began typing a new query in the search engine: strap-on.
My body fat seemed to have changed. I had definitely lost a bit of fat around my waist, which made sense. I mean, my mental health had been on a rollercoaster the last few weeks, I probably hadn't been eating as much as usual. But strangely my butt seemed to have expanded slightly. My pants just felt tighter in the seat.
Another change I noticed was that my body hair was falling out. I had tried to ignore it all week, downplaying it, telling myself I was imagining it, or that maybe it was natural or stress-related. But in the shower now, I looked down at the water running over my bare, hairless cock. The loss of the hair made my skin feels exquisitely sensitive. I couldn't help but run my fingers between my legs, over my hairless balls, along the smooth curve of my butt, and down between to where my boypuss- fuck that - to my asshole.
I was franticly horny and also scared about the body changes as I leaned against the shower wall and stuck my butt out behind me. I pushed my finger in dry. Despite the pain, there was no ignoring the relief and the sexual pleasure in the act. But I couldn't fucking cum.
While I dried myself off, I considered buying a dildo, but I knew a better place to go to have my needs met. She owed me. Her daily texts had become increasingly desperate, promising to do 'anything.'
I had told myself that I was avoiding her because I was angry, but part of it was that I was scared what I might do, what I might agree to if I saw her again. My self-respect as a man was particularly fragile at the moment, and if I went over there and ended up bent over with her cock in my ass (like in my dreams of late), it might not recover. But I needed to cum, and I needed to know what was happening to me. It was time to go see Tanya.
Having made this decision, I didn't buy a dildo, but I did go down to the pharmacy and buy an anal douche, basically a rubber bulb with a blunt plastic nozzle. I told myself that I was going over to Tanya's to fuck her, to get some closure and some retribution. I told myself that my asshole would not be involved, but it was best to be prepared. I tried to look nonchalant at the register as the clerk checked me out. Maybe it was my imagination, but the older woman seemed to be giving me judgmental looks as she took my money. I could just be constipated, right?
*********************
I knocked on the door.
When it opened, a haggard, gaunt - well at least thinner than a week ago when I last saw her - version of Tanya stood in the doorway. She had bags under her eyes like she hadn't slept well. Despite all that, she still looked movie-star gorgeous. The movie was just a drama instead of a rom-com now.
But as soon as she saw me, she smiled, and her eyes teared up. "Jake! Oh, I'm so happy to see you!" She wrapped her arms around me. I let her, but didn't return her hug.
"Come in, come in. There's so much we need to talk about."
She closed the door behind us.
"You must have so many questions."
I held up a hand to silence her, to let her know that I would be directing this conversation, "I do, and I'd appreciate if you'd answer them honestly and directly."
I figured I should start with the most important thing. "First off, I really REALLY want to know, why can't I cum?"
"You can't...cum?"
"Fuck you, Tanya."
"Oh, no I'm sorry, um I just...have you tried playing with your boypussy?"
I wanted to be mad. I tried to summon rage, but I just felt despair and shame. I slumped back against her door and put my face in my hands to try and stop the tears from coming.
She took me in her arms in a flash, "Hey! It's ok, Jake. You've been so strong. You're a good man, baby. This is a lot for anyone to handle. C'mon, let me take care of you."
I let her lead me to her bedroom. I wasn't sure if I was fearing or hoping she would strip me and have her way with me. Instead, she turned around and stripped for me.
She stood before me nude, looking apologetic and innocent. Her naked body was a fucking work of art. I was instantly glad I had come.
She stepped back to me, slowly, gently and took my lips in hers. We made out softly, sensually. I let myself melt into her, and it felt so good. She pulled my head to one of her big tits, and I began to suckle on her like a nursing babe. "You can have whatever you want, my darling. My body belongs to you."
The words inflamed me. I grabbed her other breast and squeezed hard. I bit her nipple less gently than I ever thought I would bite a nipple and pinched and twisted the other one.
"Ah, oooooohhhhh," she cried and writhed in my hands but made no move to stop me. Encouraged, I grabbed her hair and pulled back roughly, forcing her back to arch and bare her neck to me. I sucked the soft flesh there, eager to mark her with a hickey like she'd marked me. My other hand slid down her back to her luscious, full ass. My middle finger dove between her cheeks to press against her asshole.
"Mrrrrrm, is that what you want, Jake? You wanna fuck me up my ass? That's fine. I want you to."
I pulled back from my work on her neck and glared at her. Her compliance was off-putting. I wanted to rape her. I wanted revenge.
"Get on your knees and suck my cock!" I bellowed.
She obeyed instantly, dropping to kneel at my feet and frantically unbuttoning my pants and pulling them down to mid-thigh. She made no comment or other sign of surprise that I was now hairless. Instead, she took it in her mouth like a pro. She kept her big, pretty eyes looking up at me the whole time, looking more demure than I'd ever imagined her, as she licked and sucked my dick. But just like during my failed masturbatory sessions, my dick failed to get as hard as it should.
She moved down and tongued my balls. She sucked each testicle into her mouth, one at a time, washing them with her tongue. She came back to my cock, taking most of it in her mouth, when I felt a spit-slicked finger touch my anus.
"Whoa! Hey!" I stepped back from her.
She looked up at me innocently from her knees, her lips shiny with spittle. "Jake, your sex life is going to be great, better than you could have imagined, but it's going to be different. You're going to have to get comfortable with your asshole as a central part of your sexuality. It's your boypussy now."
I opened my mouth to retort, but no words came. I didn't know what to say. I closed my mouth and swallowed.
She reached out her hands for me. "Come here, baby. Let me make you feel good. I'll be gentle."
I hardened my expression and my voice. "I don't know what you did to me, Tanya, but I came here to fuck you. I'm going to fuck your ass."
She seemed annoyingly unfazed by the threat. "Yes you are, Jake. But to get that big cock rock-hard enough to penetrate my virgin ass, you're going to need something in your boypussy."
She rose from her knees and moved quickly to her bedside table. Her hands came out with a little bottle of lube and a butt plug. She gave me an apologetic smile and motioned to her bed. "Why don't you take your pants off and come lie here on the bed?"
I felt numb as I shucked off my trousers and underwear and sat on her cold sheets.
"Go ahead and lay back, Jake."
As I stared up at her ceiling on my back with my legs spread, the submissiveness of the position choked me up. But Tanya's mouth quickly made me feel better. She sucked my prick back between her lips and resumed her world-class blowjob as her finger spread lube around my anus. She teased me for only seconds before pushing her finger into my boypussy.
"Ohhhh!" I moaned in lust and shock at the sensation I couldn't get used to. It felt SO good. Shame filled me as I was forced to admit to myself that this turned me on more than the blowjob had.
My slutty asshole had missed her. It opened up for her and sucked on her lubed digit happily as she slid it in and out of my backdoor. My cock swelled in her mouth as she curled her finger to pleasure my prostate.
Then I felt the tip of the butt plug against my rim. She pushed her toy in, and I felt my body stretch, trying to accommodate the wider penetration. She took her time, pulling back to let my sphincter recover every time I felt like it couldn't stretch further, before thrusting forward again. Without warning, my anus finally swallowed the toy. It clenched around the widest part, holding it deep inside me, sending delicious vibrations into my prostate and the base of my dick.
Tanya popped off my cock and crawled onto the bed next to me. I gingerly rolled onto my side and then onto my knees, trying to get used to the alien sensation of moving with a fat plug filling my ass.
She looked me deep in the eye. I saw love and determination. She swallowed and then handed me the little bottle. "Here's some lube...if you want to use any." With that, she bent over, putting her cheek flat on the mattress, while lifting her ass in the air. She reached back with both hands and spread her buttocks, offering her holes for my plundering.
The view seemed too good for reality. It seemed too good for porn. Like some artist's stylized version of how sexy the world could be.
Her lips were engorged and gently spread. Her pussy glistened with her own natural juices. Her asshole was a cute, perfectly symmetric, impossibly petite, light brown pucker.
I was suddenly overcome with doubt and the weight of responsibility. Was I taking advantage of her?
I brushed the question away as ridiculous and hurriedly poured a dollop of lube at the top of her crack. She had raped ME. She was spreading her ass for ME.
"Hoah!" she let out a surprised yelp as I pushed a bit of lube inside her with the tip of my middle finger. But she recovered instantly, arching her back even more to make sure she denied me nothing.
As I started to finger-fuck a girl's ass for the first time, I realized this really wasn't my greatest wish at the moment. I had never butt fucked anyone. There was a better than not chance that the first time would be a little bumbling and awkward.
"I want to fuck your pussy first, Tanya."
"Yes! Yes Jake, I want you to fuck me so bad."
I slathered some lubricant on my cock and looked around. "Do you have condoms?"
"It's ok, we don't need them. Do me raw!"
That sounded amazing, but I hesitated. "You won't get pregnant?"
She hesitated before saying "No, we're protected."
My trust in her was running low, but my dick was convinced. I hilted myself in her perfect gash in one continuous motion. "Ohhhh! Oh yeah! Baby, you feel so good inside me!"
I fucked her hard from behind. Her perfect plush tush cushioned my thrusts. Part of me really needed to cum, both for the sexual release and to prove to myself I still could, but the other part didn't ever want this experience to end.
I flipped her other and re-entered her in missionary. We stared into each other's eyes as I thrust myself inside her. We kissed. Her kiss was soft and welcoming, so different than the way she kissed the last time I was here. I felt my orgasm sequence starting as I passed the point of no return.
I pulled back and started riding her faster. She stared into my eyes, her mouth hanging open as she took my cock like a woman. "Fuck me baby! Yes. Yes. Give me your cum, Jake. Yeah!"
"Oh!" I grunted as every muscles seemed to lock up, and my seed poured out inside her body. The muscles in my ass squeezed on my plug. And then I collapsed on top of her, wheezing to catch my breath.
On a spiritual level, it was the best sex of my life. But an annoying little voice in the back of my mind whined that I had cum harder with her strap-on up my ass.
I fell to the mattress beside her, rolling onto my back. She cuddled into my side, resting her head on my chest and wrapping a leg over me. Her hand reached between my legs and gently tugged out my butt plug. She tossed it behind her on the mattress. Her hand returned to gently fondle my balls and massage my taint.
"That was fantastic, Jake," she whispered.
"Did you cum?" I asked hesitantly.
"Not yet, but it felt really good. We can go again soon, and you can take my ass if you want," she said softly.
I said nothing as I sent a hand into her hair, stroking her beautiful locks and enjoying her warmth against me. We lay like that just enjoying the post-orgasmic peace for a while.
"So Tanya..." I said at last, still looking up at her ceiling and stroking her hair, "what the fuck is going on?"



        Spared as an Involuntary Sub Ch. 02

        He learns what it means to be marked as her collared.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/spared-as-an-involuntary-sub-ch-02

Title: Spared as an Involuntary Sub Ch. 02

Author: AssLover88

Category: Sci-Fi & Fantasy

Description: He learns what it means to be marked as her collared.

Tags: cum eating, anal, strap-on, romance, non-con, fantasy, bdsm, pegging, femdom, noncon

Series: Spared as an Involuntary Sub


Note to reader: This story involves lots of female-on-male strap-on anal sex (pegging) with some reluctance/questionable consent. If that doesn't sound hot to you, then you may want to choose another story. The story picks up from the end of chapter 1, where Jake and Tanya are beginning a post-coital discussion.
*************************
"So Tanya..." I said at last, still looking up at her ceiling and stroking her hair, "what the fuck is going on?"
She didn't start speaking right away, still moving her hand between my legs. Her fingertip started to pet my asshole. It felt good, and my body reflexively spread my legs further to encourage her. She slipped her fingertip just inside.
"Ohh, it's a little sore," I said in a small voice.
"It's going to be sore a lot," she said matter-of-factly, continuing to tease my opening. Fuck, she made me feel so submissive and desired. I closed my eyes and exhaled, giving in to her. Then she started to speak.
"This is going to sound crazy. You may not believe any of this, but it's the truth. Maybe it would be better if I made up some more realistic-sounding lie, but you and I are bonded now. I'll never lie to you again, Jake."
With her disclaimer completed, she took a deep breath, "My people call themselves the Arcane. Supposedly, we broke off from humanity millennia ago and have lived separately in secret ever since."
She paused to let this sink in, still fingering my asshole idly, seemingly just playing without any objective.
"It's illegal for any of my people to have sexual contact with a human. The Vow of Amon those brutes mentioned is an ancient law designed to maintain the purity of the bloodline by never breeding with humans. Typically if sexual contact is detected, it's punishable by a prison sentence for the Arcane....and death for the human."
"Detected? You mean if they break down the door and catch you in bed with a hu-with someone?" I asked.
She slid her finger deeper inside me now. Maybe trying to distract me from the horrific truth she was revealing. I'd say it was working.
"We are marked with a rune at puberty. You've seen mine above my pussy."
I looked down at the familiar tattoo above her mons.
"If we orgasm in the presence of a human, it signals the Overseers."
I swallowed and tried to lighten the mood for my own sake. "An orgasm, huh? So you can have bad sex with a human, then?"
She chuckled, "Yeah, true, it's not a perfect system, though they teach us that we can't get pregnant without an orgasm...I dunno if that's really true."
Her finger started rhythmically stroking my prostate, and my dick began to stiffen again. I shuddered with pleasure, absently wondering how my refractory period could be so short.
"But there was a problem with the Vow," she continued her story, "Arcane men couldn't seem to keep their dicks out of human women. We were having to imprison our own at an unsustainable rate. So they came up with the solution of collaring submissive human women. They changed the law so that once a human was marked as a collared, she was no longer considered human. The collared became their own class, and it wasn't illegal to have sex with them."
Her finger was frankly fucking me now, making lewd wet sounds as it thrust in and out.
"Fuck," I grabbed her wrist firmly to stop her. She looked up at me questioningly. "That feels so good. But I can barely focus on what you're saying, and I sense that I'm about to be upset and turned off by what you're telling me. So I want you to stop talking for a few minutes and fuck me."
I almost couldn't believe I'd just said that, but it was the truth.
Her eyes lit up, and she smiled big. She looked like a junkie who'd just been offered a hit. But then she managed to rein herself in a notch and asked, "Are you sure, Jake? We can put the plug back in and you can take my ass cherry if you want..."
"Later. I...I just want you to fuck me right now." The words were embarrassing to say, but my body felt like it was in heat.
Her eyes flashed dangerously, and her smile became downright predatory. "Sure thing, babe."
She practically ran to the chest at the foot of her bed and pulled out her strap-on harness. She moaned happily as she pressed some internal part inside her cunt before tightening the straps. Her cock definitely throbbed and jerked without her touching it.
"What is that thing?" I asked in wonder and a little bit of fear.
She grinned. "This is my lingam. It's what allows Arcane women to penetrate their men. A female genius invented them a couple hundred years ago, but they've definitely become more popular over the generations. Different couples use them to varying extents, but it's almost unheard of for a woman to never try using a lingam these days." She gave me a strange look then, like something had just occurred to her.
"Why don't you get it nice and wet before it goes up your ass?" She stood up on the mattress, towering over me, the implications of the position obvious.
Somehow sucking cock, even a girl's cock, seemed in some ways more submissive than taking in it the ass. I opened my mouth and took the head inside, still conflicted. It pulsed on my tongue. I looked up at her with my mouth full of her throbbing cock, feeling more vulnerable than ever.
I don't know if I expected to see a confident sneer, but I was surprised to see Tanya looking as vulnerable as I felt. Her mouth hung open, taking rapid uneven breaths, her eyes looked down on me with wonder before they became unfocused as she moaned. "Ohhh! Oh baby, that feels soooo good."
I flicked my tongue under her glans, and she let out a girlish squeal. I smiled around her cock. This was so much more intuitive to me than eating pussy. While I loved licking a girl's snatch, I always felt like a foreigner, blindly exploring a beautiful new world. I had a much better idea of what a particular swipe of the tongue would feel like on a dick.
Hearing her moan and feeling her shaft swell between my lips was so rewarding that I almost forgot this wasn't the main event. With a cry, Tanya pushed hard on my shoulders so that I fell backwards off her lingam. She looked down at me with lust and indignation, like how dare I try to make her cum with my mouth and rob her of the opportunity to fuck me again.
"Turn around, boy," she growled. I grinned and rolled over.
She bent down over me, hungrily pressing a kiss to the back of my neck and trailing more kisses down my spine. I expected her to stop but then I felt her wet tongue in my crack. "Whoa!" I cried tensing my butt closed.
"It's okay, Jake. I know what I'm doing. Keep your ass up for me. Good boy." Her voice was so soothing and persuasive. I blushed with shame, but I still arched my back and raised my rump like a bitch for her.
Her tongue between my cheeks felt weird. It was ticklish and slimy. But it made my anus remember it was a fuck hole. And it felt like an honor that this beautiful woman would lick me there. Like I was the prince of slutty ass fucking. I heard myself breathing unevenly and leaking little whimpering sounds.
"You like that, baby? You have the cutest little asshole, so responsive. I could lick you all day. But you need more, don't you Jake?"
I felt her fingertip start to circle my anus. I did need more.
She teased me for a while, widening and narrowing her circles, threatening to deny me by lifting off slightly, only to chuckle as I pushed my hips back to reestablish her touch on my most private area.
Her finger slid inside my asshole, and I sighed with relief.
"Yeah, you like that," she taunted. I said nothing. "I won't make you say it. Your boypussy's begging for it." She tugged gently on my hip with her other hand, guiding me to fuck back on her finger. She slid a second finger in alongside the first.
"Ohhh!" I moaned.
Moments later her lingam was pressing into my anus. My wet puckered rim stretched and surrendered. I whined softly as she filled me.
"Ohh baby, I fucking love this. I'm going to fuck you like this as often as you let me, Jake."
Her words were like instant pleasure poured in my ear. I wanted to be her perfect fuck toy.
She started fucking my ass, deep and hard, plumbing my rear passage. I heard a whorish wail leave my throat.
"You love it, don't you, Jakey? GOOD BOY! Take your pleasure the way a good sub should, from being filled, from bending over and taking it deep."
She leaned forward, putting her weight in her hands with one between my shoulder blades pinning my chest to the mattress and the other in my hair burying my face in the pillow. The action automatically made me lift my hips higher. She drove in even deeper.
"So submissive, Jake, lifting that ass like a bitch for me, taking it all. Thank God I found a perverted boy who loves to bend over and have his ass pounded."
She moved her legs forward in front of mine so that her dick was bent almost straight down between her legs, stuffing my hole. She bounced her ass, riding me like a horse, deep-dicking me.
"Oh yeah baby! Can you feel that? Can you feel your asshole tightening up around my cock? You were made for this, Jake! Made to be penetrated! You were meant to be my collared! Touch yourself, baby, make yourself cum!"
My hand shot to the hard cock hanging between my legs. A few strokes is all it took. I came so hard I almost passed out. I collapsed forward into the mattress, and she rode me all the way down.
When I opened my eyes, she was holding a cum-covered finger to my lips expectantly. My white cum contrasted sharply with her black nail polish.
I made a face and shook my head. She stared into my eyes like she was trying to decide how far to push it.
She shrugged and sucked the finger into her own mouth. Then she brought the hand I'd been using to stroke myself up to her lips and sucked each of my fingers clean. It was animalistic and erotic.
"Why do you do that?"
"Cum is not to be wasted. We understand that," she said cryptically.
After she pulled out, I lay in her arms, my head on her ample chest, both of her hands in my hair, stroking my scalp. I had enjoyed it. Deeply.
I almost didn't want to break the silent peace between us, but the need for information was too great.
"Am I like this now because of that tattoo you put on my back?" I said in a quiet voice.
"Yes and no," she took a deep breath, and then she started to speak again.
"When I first met you, I thought we could just be friends, but then I was so attracted- and then so in love with you. I knew it was impossible for us to be together. But then I started to have this fantasy that I could take you as my collared. I mean, I'm a dominant woman, and you've always been submissive with me. I thought maybe with enough time I could convince you to be okay with it somehow. At least there was a possibility. I was going to take things slow. Eventually I could explain things and get your consent.
But after what happened, after my moment of weakness when you made me cum in the hallway with that tongue of yours, I was scared. I felt my rune activate when I came on your lips, but I thought maybe it was a small one. Maybe it wasn't enough to catch the attention of the North American overseer; the Arcane are much sparser here compared to Europe, I thought there was a good chance we had gotten away with it. But when I saw the two Enforcers in the street, I knew I had no choice but to mark you and quickly. The Enforcers wouldn't act without investigating. They would have to be reasonably sure that you were the human who activated my rune, but I didn't know how much time we might have. I had to move now.
I locked myself in my room and studied Arcane texts all week. I practiced day and night until I felt sure I could create the mark once I had the right materials."
"Materials?"
"You need the cum of the human you're trying to collar. And it has to be collected while fucking them, while 'submitting to Arcane penetration' the texts say. I wasn't totally sure how the technique would work on a male, so I decided it was safest to collect your cum while taking you anally."
"What do you mean you weren't sure how it would work on a male? How does it usually work?"
Tanya looked embarrassed now. "Well, technically the collaring technique is for human women...you know, the feminist movement is not as far along in Arcania as it is here. Women are seen as the more virtuous, pure sex who don't need collared human sex slaves to sate their appetites. The collaring technique was developed by ancient archmages who were all Arcane men interested in collaring human women...but there's no reason it shouldn't work on a man. I'm pretty sure people must be doing it in secret."
"You're PRETTY SURE?!"
She got defensive at this point. "Hey, they were going to kill you! What was I supposed to do?"
"So I'm craving your toy cock up my ass because you performed some experimental procedure on me against my will?"
Tanya's mouth opened but no words came out while she vacillated on what she wanted to say. Finally, she stuck a finger defensively in my face, "Hey, you came with my finger in your ass the first night we kissed before I ever collared you, so..." She huffed a few more breaths and then kind of slumped in defeat, "...but yeah, it definitely makes you hornier. Collared women have famously high libido, they crave being fucked by their masters, so...yeah it's probably contributing."
My mind was reeling at this point.
"Look Jake, I know you're still weirded out by enjoying having your ass fucked, but that's just a human culture thing. Like I said, most Arcane men take it in the ass from time to time..." I knew she was trying to soften the blow, but I was still staggered by the realization that I might very well be the world's first magically tramp-stamped bitch boy.
"Why is it even called collared anyway?" I grumbled, intentionally avoiding more serious questions, "It should be called tattooed."
"Oh, well that's because in Arcania the collared all wear these soft black leather collars around their necks. I actually have one if you want to-" she started to rise from the bed.
"No!"
She looked at me apologetically, shaking her head at her obviously terrible idea, and laid back down.
I felt sick to my stomach at this point, but I had to power through and get this information. In a weak voice, I asked, "So once these women are collared, they're transformed and no longer human and therefore it's ok for the Arcane men to fuck them because their babies won't 'dilute the bloodline' or whatever?"
Tanya looked away. "No, they're not 'transformed,' they're still genetically human, it's really just in a legal sense that they're not considered human by Arcane law..."
"They can't get pregnant, can they?"
She looked miserable but said nothing. I felt myself getting angrier by the second. "Am I infertile now?"
She forced herself to meet my eyes, tears in hers. She nodded.
I swallowed my saliva and rolled to face away from her.
"I'm so sorry, Jake." She hugged me from behind. I wanted to shrug her off, but I needed a hug.
I had no specific plans to ever have kids, but I knew it might really matter to me at some point. "Can it be reversed?"
"I...I don't know." She kissed my cheek. "I...I did save your cum though. What I didn't use from the condom to mark you. I froze it and had it banked. It's just one sample but-"
"Thanks." A rational part of my brain recognized that she was really trying. She had really done a ton of work trying to make the best of a bad situation. But another maybe slightly more emotional part was fucking pissed. She should never have let me go down on her knowing these repercussions. And she was planning this collaring shit even before that!
"Tanya?"
"Yeah baby?"
"I think it's time to fuck your ass now."
*******************
Maybe taking her anal virginity wouldn't make me feel any better, but at the time it seemed worth a shot.
She sprang into motion to carry out my request for sodomy. We were alike in that way, always preferring action in the physical world over uncomfortable discussion in the emotional world. She seemed glad to have been given a mission she was capable of completing.
With all seriousness, she sucked my cock deep in her mouth, dutifully preparing it for her virgin asshole. God, she was so hot it was hard to think.
She wormed her finger back up my backdoor, and I felt new life surge into my penis. "God, this is weird. How can I be ready to go again so quickly? Is this, is this like magic?"
Tanya pulled my dick from her lips with an audible plop. She grinned up at me while lightly stroking my stiffening shaft, "Well they say the collared are insatiable sluts so..." she bent lower to lick my balls as she slid the butt plug back inside me.
When she bent herself over and handed me the lube, she continued, "But it's not really 'magic,' you know? I mean, is electricity magic? Is magnetism magic? These are-ungh"
She grunted as I pushed a lubed finger into her pucker. "These are *ugh* natural phenomena that are subject to *oooh* the laws of nature like anything else. Humans just seem to have focused more on industry and *ahhhh* warfare, while the Arcane have mostly researched biology and psychology *ooooohh* how many fingers is that?!"
"Just two," I grinned. Payback's a bitch.
"Okay," she said bravely. "Anyway my point is that any new technology seems like magic at first, but there are always practical limits by natural laws."
I positioned the tip of my dick against her soft, wet asshole. "But you can still mind control someone into being your bitch?"
"Ohhhhh!" she wailed as I pushed inside her tight virgin tunnel. Her eyes closed, her mouth opened in a silent scream, and her hands tightened into fists full of bedding. She blew a couple of forced breaths through pursed lips. When she opened her eyes again, she gave me a vulnerable look like she was surprised and barely coping with the sensation of having a dick stuffed up her ass. 'Yeah, not so easy, is it?' I thought silently. Anyone who penetrates should be penetrated once, if only for empathy.
Her breathing calmed, and she gave me a little nod. I leaned my weight forward into my cock.
"It's *mmmm* not mind control, *exhale through pursed lips* not really. Whoa!" I paused my assault on her booty to let her adjust. "Our *whooo* our techniques can make you temporarily obey a command against your will, but they can't make you like it. The collared mark makes you hornier in general, but if you didn't already want me, if you didn't already enjoy submitting to me, the collared technique wouldn't have worked. It's one of reasons the technique requires the subject to orgasm from submissive penetration before you can mark them."
"Bullshit," I said quickly as I pushed deeper into her molten hot butthole. I was never this submissive before. I never dreamed about being ass-fucked. It had to be magic.
"Urhhhhh," she groaned as I sank my dick balls-deep inside her rectum, "It's true, Jake. I can't make you love me with any Arcane technique." She looked over her shoulder, her expression looked uncomfortable, but she managed to twist it into a confident smile, "I'll have to use other techniques for that." And with that, she started to move her hips slowly, gyrating on my shaft, polishing my knob with warm velvet ass.
Her little muscular ring felt exquisite wrapped around my shaft. I'd never experienced such a hot, tight hole. Beyond that, it felt so intimate, stuffed deep in her guts, stirring up her insides. I loved the contrast: the cool softness of her butt cheeks and the steamy tightness of her asshole. I felt like I could drop dead right then without regret, having had more great sex than most people have in a lifetime.
I felt my orgasm rapidly approaching and fought to take control. I put one hand on her shoulder and the other on her hip and fucked her with long, accelerating thrusts. I came inside her, pumping my load inside her bottom. It happened much too soon.



********************
The next day, we both had classes. Although a bit of routine felt good, it felt painful to separate from her for even a few hours. I had it bad for her, even after everything. I loved her. Afterward, we sat at her kitchen table studying.
The sexual tension felt like 10x the Earth's gravity, like I was having to force myself to move through it. I kept sneaking glances at her across the table, then looking away when she noticed. I wanted to fuck, but I really didn't want to be the one to ask for it.
When I couldn't take it anymore, I went to the sink to get a drink of water and clear my head.
I downed a cup and went to refill it when I felt her hands on my hips. I froze. I said nothing as her right hand slipped off my hip and cupped my ass. She squeezed.
"Tanya, I-"
"Shhhhh," she purred as she began kissing my neck. "We'll talk after. No more talking unless you want me to stop."
Her hands felt amazing as she pressed her body against mine from behind. I gasped when I felt stiffness against my butt. She must have been already wearing her lingam under her clothes. And she was hard.
She snaked a hand around my waist and gently palmed my own hardness. For a moment, I wondered if she was going to fuck me right there over the sink.
Wordlessly, she led me to her bedroom. She kissed me, hungry but in control. She stripped off my clothes and then her own. The sight of her rock-hard prong sticking straight out demandingly made my hole clench.
She turned me around and moved me onto my hands and knees. It felt so right. As she spread the oil over my butt, I really felt like I had a cunt back there. My rim briefly protested before swelling to swallow her. I whined as her lubed cock entered me.
She turned my head and kissed me with an aggressive amount of tongue. I sucked on it submissively. Her skin on my back, her hips clapping and compressing my buttocks, her hair tickling my shoulders. I felt her cock sliding in and out of my stretched, surrendered asshole, and I moaned, luxuriating in the soft afternoon butt fuck.
The room was silent and still except for the sounds of our rutting.
*********************
Despite all my churning emotions and new questions about the nature of reality, life managed to return to some semblance of normalcy. We went to class, we studied together, and we fucked everyday, sometimes more than once a day.
I didn't ask too many questions about Arcania and all that. I think subconsciously I thought that if we just didn't discuss it, then I could pretend it didn't exist and defer questioning whether Tanya was confused or insane. She also seemed reticent to discuss her homeland. So we tiptoed around the topic.
But I slowly gathered bits and pieces. Tanya had always felt like an outsider among the Arcane. She was fascinated with humans and technology from a young age. She had always been curious what it would be like to date a human but knew it was forbidden.
"Did you come to America to collar someone, someone like me?" I asked one night.
"No. No Jake, I told you. Collaring you was a plan I improvised out of necessity. I just came here to learn."
"But you'd thought about it?"
"Just fantasies..." she said sheepishly. "My mother will probably disown me for this," she added with a smile before looking away awkwardly. We left it there.
Another night I asked, "Where is Arcania?"
She looked at me skeptically like she was trying to figure out what my angle was. "It's hidden deep in the forests of the Carpathian mountains." She stroked my hair, studying my expression.
"Maybe we should go there sometime. Get some expert advice on whether this mark can be reversed," she looked wounded when I said this, so I added quickly, "Not that I don't want to be yours, I do, I just...the fertility thing, you know? Maybe we would want to have a kid some day?"
She looked pained. "I don't think that would be a good idea, Jake. The collared don't have many rights in Arcania. And a child?" she shook her head, "They sent people to arrest us over an orgasm. Even if there was a way to reverse it, the Order would never let us be together without you marked."
I nodded along, hoping for alternative solutions to present themselves. "Well maybe politics there will change. Like they have here."
"Maybe." She didn't sound hopeful.
So we mostly pretended Arcania didn't exist. At this point, I gave it about 70% probability that she was raised in some kind of cult and there were reasonable explanations for everything I'd seen so far. Accepting her entire story at face value just seemed inconceivable. So instead we focused on school and on sex, which was plenty to keep us occupied.
****************
Our relationship was deepening rapidly, bringing us closer than ever. I'd never felt about anyone the way I felt about her. She was my soulmate; it seemed painfully obvious. It wasn't just the time we spent together, our conversations, our effortless connection, but the intimacy in bed. Being penetrated seemed to open a channel directly to my emotions, making me more vulnerable, unable to hide my feelings, making me love her without reservation.
I wish I could say that I seamlessly transitioned into the submissive sexual role and we lived happily ever after. But I struggled to reconcile my view of masculine sexuality with submitting to being fucked. My view of my ideal self was hazy now.
What did the ideal collared man look like? How could I be strong for her while taking it up the ass every night? While needing her inside me? When I looked at myself in the bathroom mirror after a particularly thorough ass-fucking that had produced simultaneous explosive climaxes in both of us, when I saw in my reflection the flushed cheeks of a freshly-fucked whore and the hairless body of a submissive, I didn't feel pride. I felt the opposite.
A few nights later, she held my wrists down hard to the mattress above my head as she sucked my neck, warming me up for our nightly coupling.
"You know I'm stronger than you, right?" It was stupid, but I felt like I had to let her know that I wasn't some weak sissy that she could hold down and have her way with.
She stopped her necking and looked up at me. "There are many forms of strength," she said with a smile. Not exactly what I wanted to hear.
With a burst of strength, I roared up, flipping her beneath me and pinning her wrists now. I gave her a challenging smirk.
"Oh, you meant physically stronger!" she smiled, but I detected a bit of anger behind her grin. "Sure, I acknowledge that. I love that. It gets me off to watch your bigger, more muscular body submit to me."
I frowned. She seemed almost as dominant pinned beneath me as she had on top. She started to mock me in a baby voice, "Oh my big strong man, the way you squealed on my girly cock last night was dreamy!"
"Alright, alright," I let her go, feeling sheepish.
As soon as I released her wrists, her hands slid down and cupped my ass. Her finger pressed between my cheeks, teasing the top of my cleft. I felt her lingam throb against my crotch. "Oh, my hunky slut's butthole is horny, isn't it?"
"Ok you've made your point," I tried.
She spanked me hard. "Hush slut. No more talking for you tonight. You fucked that up. Now get on your hands and knees. You need a nice hard fucking." I reluctantly got into position at the edge of the bed, deeply regretting initiating this line of thinking.
She pulled my underwear down and squeezed and kneaded my butt. "Look at those big muscular buttocks, so desperate to be parted." She spanked me again. "Shake that ass, sweet cheeks!"
It was like I had unleashed this new side of her, the arrogant badass who cussed like a sailor. Part of me wanted to tell her to fuck off, but the rest of me was loving it. My penis hardened between my thighs.
While she stood behind me, I moved my hips back and forth, certain I was crossing into a new level of bitchhood. I blushed and moaned like slut as she pushed into me from behind.
"Fuck yes! Look at that wrinkled little hole taking me. Don't you see, baby? This is how you were made to be fucked. Stretch for me, baby. Let me invade you. Surrender to me."
I whimpered in humiliated lust and hung my head even as I arched my lower back to take her deeper. She giggled happily, clutching my hips tightly and lifting one foot up onto the mattress to get better leverage for thrusting.
Before I came, she pulled out and told me to stand up. "Carry me to the living room, my big strong man!" She put her arms around my neck and jumped into my arms. I carried her like a princess, feeling ridiculous with my erection bobbing between my legs and her erection staring up at me in my arms. She smiled from ear-to-ear as I followed her orders.
In the living room, she had me get back on my hands and knees on the couch. It was disturbing how easily she pushed herself all the way back inside me. After a few thrusts, she paused, "Whoo! I'm getting tired. You should do the work. Fuck yourself on my cock, boy!"
My arousal and my humiliation rose as one. For a moment, I really did consider refusing. I could just stop and walk away. Or bend HER over the couch and fuck HER brains out. But as my hips slowly started to move, and then really started to impale myself on her rod, sliding my slippery hole up and down her shaft, I felt a deep sexual satisfaction. This just felt right. My own cock was like diamond between my legs.
She kept her hands lightly on my hips, just her thumb and finger pads, enough to guide me to the rhythm she wanted, to let me know that she hadn't ceded any control. She spanked my left cheek and then my right. I whimpered as I humped back on her faster.
Tanya moaned behind me. "God, it will be hot when you break completely, but until then I just love how conflicted you are. You love this just as much as I do. You just can't help yourself..."
She thrust deeper, and I moaned like a whore. I felt like a whore. Could that be enough for me, to be HER whore? I didn't know.
*************
The next morning I found her standing in front of the mirror, flexing her bicep with a frown on her face. "Hey babe, what are you doing?" I asked.
"Oh nothing," she put her arm down, "just thinking about what you said last night. That I'm not as strong as you."
"Hey, I didn't mean it like that. I was just whining. I'm still adjusting to all this." I put my arms around her waist and hugged her from behind. She turned her head and kissed me.
"I just wish someday I could be strong enough to hold you up and fuck you against the wall. But I don't think that's physically possible," she said with a playful pout.
"Maybe with a harness and some rope..." I suggested, trying to solve her problem and at once unsure whether I should be encouraging this fantasy of hers.
Her eyes glinted. "Great idea, Jake! You're so smart. Come here!" she grinned before crushing me in a kiss.
But the idea of getting stronger seemed to be stuck in her mind. A few days later, she informed me that we were going to start going to the gym together. I balked.
"C'mon, the gym? You have literally the perfect body. Why do we have to go to the gym?"
"I want to get stronger, and you need more strength in your legs and lower back or you're not going to have the stamina to ride me or fuck back on me during the marathon sessions I have planned for our future. And I want you more flexible. I think it'd be so hot to be able to fold you in half with your ankles literally next to your head when I fuck you on your back."
We were certainly a long way from THAT. Her enthusiasm was infectious, and I loved basking in the knowledge that she was obsessed with fucking me in every possible way. So I didn't argue.
When we got to the gym, she handed me a workout routine she had designed for me, focusing largely on my legs and core, both strength and flexibility. As I went though the exercises, I spied her on the other side of the room doing mostly arm work.
Towards the end of the workout, I noticed her watching me as she sat at one of the exercise machines. Her eyes were glued to my rear. She was openly lusting for my butt. It sent a shiver up my spine.
I couldn't resist dropping my hips even lower with each rep. It felt delightfully naughty putting her through the same torture that I'd experienced watching women exercise in the gym. She watched me doing the squats for a while before she moved.
"See something you like? What-" My teasing tone changed to surprise as she grabbed me by the hand without saying anything and dragged me to the women's toilet.
I looked around nervously to see if we were being noticed, but Tanya didn't seem to care as she shoved me through the door.
She locked the door behind us and then spun me around, pushed me up against the wall, and started dry-humping my ass. She beat her clothed mound against my buttocks until, grunting with frustration, she pushed me to my knees and shoved my face into her crotch.
I tugged her leggings down and breathed in her musk. She hooked the hem of her panties with her thumb, dragging them down and pulling my nose into her sweaty cunt. My tongue savored her flavor, tasting the salt of her sweat change to the tang of her arousal as her lips fluttered open for me. I licked her sopping quim until she came.
She helped me up to my feet and gave me a smile and a kiss as thanks. I smiled as I realized we hadn't spoken a word since entering the gym. It seemed more intimate than anything we could have said.
As she shuffled us out the door with me trying to lean forward to make my erection less noticeable in my shorts and her with her hand lightly palming my ass, I worried I was becoming some kind of sex addict. It wasn't just the anal penetration I craved, it really was her dominance. I loved it when she pushed me to my knees or sat on my face or had me lick her pussy clean after she removed her lingam. It worried me how much I loved it.
*****************
We both knew that the sex was better when she was in charge. It wasn't subtle. But more and more I had this feeling like I needed to top her in order to preserve my masculinity. That if I didn't penetrate her periodically, then she would eventually lose respect for me and I would become her lapdog or she would discard me entirely. She spread her legs for me whenever I requested it, but the more she learned how to dominate me and the better I got at submitting and taking her lingam up my ass, the more traditional sex seemed like a poor substitute for a good strap-on butt fucking.
Today, I felt a strong need to reassert myself after an especially intense session last night. I had ridden her for the first time. I had thought being on top might make me feel less submissive, but bouncing my butt in her lap, chasing my orgasm while she stared up at me as I debased myself was humiliating as hell. To make matters worse, I hadn't even been able to cum that way. We ended up finishing with her fucking me in missionary, pounding my ass with a vibrator on my cock. It had felt amazing, having my legs pushed back and spread like that. My body knew just what to do, lifting my pelvis to take her deeper, like some alternative circuitry hard-wired in my brain had activated. I came all over my stomach. When she fed it to me afterwards, I swallowed it all without protest. After the euphoria of orgasm cleared, I had a sinking worry that I'd behaved like a wimp. More than the usual amount, I mean.
So today when she came up behind me and started to feel me up, I protested. "I want to fuck you today," I said a little too desperately.
She looked surprised. "Are you sure that's what you want?"
"Yeah I'm a little sore back there today, and we should do it properly every so often"
I could see her bristle at the word 'properly,' but she just nodded and said "fine."
I got between her legs and started humping away, but the sex was clearly below our recent standards. Eventually, I started to wonder whether I would even be able to cum or have to give up. Trying to fake an orgasm to save face crossed my mind. But she would probably notice the lack of semen dripping out of her afterwards, right?
Finally, she took pity on me and started talking dirty to me to help me cross the finish line. "Fuck me, bitch! Fuck your mistress with that cock! Faster!" I glared at her but couldn't deny her words moved me towards orgasm. Her heels found my buttocks, and she started to kick me with the back of her heels like she was riding a horse. "C'mere, take my nipple in your mouth, don't stop humping, good boy!" She pulled my head to her breast by my hair and fed me her tit. Her heels kept bouncing on my cheeks as I humped her until one slipped between and landed right on my plug. My orgasm took me by surprise, and I lost my cum inside her.
I felt cheated as I rolled off of her. My attempt to reassert myself had been a total failure. Seconds later she moved up to straddle my head. "Hey what-" I protested as her creamy cunt covered my mouth. "I haven't cum yet," was all the explanation I got, "Eat me!"
*****************
The next day as I was walking home, well walking to her apartment where I was basically living full time at this point. I was still feeling resentful about our most recent sexual encounter. Resenting her for knowing exactly how to make me cum, resenting myself for being a pervert who got off on submission, then pushing the resentment back to her as I consoled myself that it must just be her black magic making me this way.
I picked up a package that the mailman had left outside the door. It was addressed to Tanya.
"Tanya!" I called as I opened the door with the key she'd given me. "You got a package!"
She bounded down out of her room, and like virtually every time I saw her, I was struck by her remarkable beauty. Her cheeks were a little flushed today, the pinkish glow standing out against her pale skin.
"What were you doing in there?" I asked playfully, concocting delectable masturbatory fantasies in my head.
"If you must know, I was thinking about you. About yesterday. God, that was so hot!" She beamed as she threw her arms around me and kissed my lips.
'What is wrong with me? She's gorgeous, and she thinks sex with me is so hot that she masturbates thinking about it the next day. I should have my head examined for being ungrateful at the lottery I've won,' I thought to myself.
When she pulled her tongue out of my mouth, I held up the package in my hand. "Here's what came for you."
She took it and hurriedly opened the package and peaked inside. "Oh! It came! I got you a gift, Jake!"
"A gift?" I asked curiously as she slid the plastic bag inside the envelope into my hands.
Oh Jesus. It was underwear. She got me a pack of three pairs of thong underwear. They were in masculine colors at least: black, blue, and gray. They were clearly designed for gay men with a large pouch at the front to keep everything from falling out and the words "Deep Love" printed along the waist band.
Predictably, I would have thought, I got upset.
"God damn it, Tanya. These are for gay men!"
She looked confused. "Huh? How can you tell? I think you're gonna look so hot in them."
I blew out a frustrated exhale. "I'm never wearing these."
She looked hurt. She took a couple of breaths, and I watched the hurt change to anger. I could tell she wanted to argue with me but thought better of it. I felt the same way.
We didn't talk about it again.
********************
It was in the midst of this little fight we were having, struggling to work out our roles in the relationship, that my parents and younger brother came for a planned visit as part of them taking him to look at colleges to apply to next year.
When I introduced Tanya to them, my little brother's jaw literally dropped. "You're Jake's girlfriend?! Really?!"



I slugged him on the arm, and Tanya laughed it off. My parents concealed their reactions better, as adults learn to do, but I knew them both well enough to see right through them. My mom was instantly suspicious, like there must be some sinister motive for a girl this out of my league to be going after me. My father gave me a look and a nod that said 'well done.' I couldn't remember a time when he'd looked at me with this much respect. I wondered what he would think if he knew I was taking it in the ass from her almost every night.
Tanya charmed the pants off of them. She was eloquent and warm and accommodating. And she made it overwhelmingly obvious that we were in love and that she cared deeply for me. Like when my dad nagged me for the millionth time about my less-marketable English major, "Computer science! Now that sounds like a major that leads to high-paying jobs. Why don't you major in something sensible like your girlfriend?"
Tanya came to my defense before I had a chance to respond, "Jake has a real gift as a writer. He's passionate, and I know he'll succeed. And if that takes a little time, I wouldn't mind supporting us both financially while his career is getting off the ground."
I felt both supported and emasculated by the comment, the conflicting feeling that had become the hallmark of our relationship.
As usual, Tanya took every opportunity to show her affection. When she innocently threw her arms around me, hugging me from behind, I freaked out, quickly and forcefully bringing her in front of me so it was my arms around her. Did normal girlfriends hug their boyfriends that way? Could they tell I was a pervert? She never once grabbed my ass or anything to hint at the true nature of our relationship, but I remained paranoid that they could see she was the dominant.
When it finally came time for my family to leave, she hugged each of them goodbye, and they all looked delighted with her. When I hugged them goodbye, I got a mixture of new respect from them like I must be more special than they had realized and looks of stern warning not to screw up my good fortune. Only my tactless younger brother actually vocalized his thoughts. "Don't fuck up, bro. Don't know how you tricked a girl like that into dating you, but don't take it for granted. Man, maybe I should look at colleges in Romania..."
I tried to tell myself that they didn't understand, that they were just swayed by her good looks, that from the inside our relationship was one of equals and I fully deserved her. But they were right. She was out of my league.
After they left, I went straight to the bedroom and changed into the black thong. I wanted to say thank you, to say sorry for rejecting her gift, to let her know how much I appreciated her. Looking at myself in the mirror, I decided to pre-lube and stretch my hole a bit with my finger.
I found her reading on the couch. After a minute, she looked up. "What's up, baby?"
I swallowed and turned away from her. And then I lowered my pants.
I expected her to say something. After a few moments of silence, I looked back at her over my shoulder. Her eyes were locked on my thong-clad rear. It made me smile.
"You're beautiful," she said at last. No one had ever called me beautiful. It was the wrong word for a boy. Surely she must know that.
I expected her to come take me, but instead she commanded, "Take your pants off and come over here." I stepped between her legs in my t-shirt and new underwear, and she spun me around by my hips.
She squeezed by cheek and slapped it slightly. "What changed your mind about wearing panties for me?" she asked while continuing to play with my buttocks. The word 'panties' grated against my ears. Did she have to call them that? They were men's thongs, okay?!
"I just wanted to say thank you. You were so great with my family. And I know I didn't respond the right way when you got these for me."
I looked over my shoulder at her, but she gave her eye contact to my rear. "You don't have to wear them if you don't want to, Jake...but you do look...alluring in them," she gave me another light spank. "Give me a lap dance."
I swayed my hips back and forth a bit, feeling ridiculous. "I...I don't know what I'm doing."
"You're doing great, Jake. Try putting your hands in your hair."
Lifting my arms to comply made my back naturally arch, thrusting my booty further behind me.
"Yeah, sexy butt," she punctuated her praise with a little spank, "now put your hands on your knees and throw your hips back."
The embarrassing position made me blush. My dick started trying to poke a hole in the front panel of my thong. Her hands felt great, groping my cheeks, guiding my hips to wobble.
And then without warning, my thong was plucked aside and her finger pushed into my pre-lubed hole.
"Ohhhh!" I moaned in obvious arousal.
"Naughty boy," she scolded as she kissed my buttocks, moving slowly towards my taint. Her other hand that wasn't currently inside me grabbed my cock and balls and pulled them back to her between my legs.
As I felt her tongue slip and slide over my smooth ball sack, I reminded myself again that I was getting to experience things reserved for only the luckiest of people. Only kings were treated this way. I was sexual royalty.
"Let's move this to the bedroom," she ordered.
She made me lay on her bed naked on my back like a virgin bride, while she strapped on her lingam. It made my vision blur with arousal when she asked me to spread my legs and raise my knees.
"You look so hot like this, Jake. My submissive, sexy man. I want to fuck you so bad right now, but I'm not going to until you beg me for it."
I had never begged for sex before. "Tanya..." She teased me, goosing my hole with her cock, lightly running her fingers over my balls and my dick and my sides and my nipples. I couldn't take it anymore. "Please fuck me, Tanya! Please put it in my ass!"
But when she finally did push in my asshole squeezed down for some reason, making me jerk in pain. "Wait! Slow down! Stop! I'm too tight!" Tanya halted her entrance but didn't pull back. She sighed in frustration.
"This is what I'm talking about Jake, you need to wear the training plug." She had been trying to get me to wear a soft, squishy plug in my ass in the afternoons to stretch me and train me for our usual nighttime sessions. I had refused on principal. Wearing a butt plug during the day made me feel like too much of a freak.
"Hey! Don't put this on me! You need to slow down and give me more prep!"
She glared at me and for a second I felt scared that she was about to power-fuck me, but to her credit, she pulled out, added more lube, and re-entered me slowly. "Squeeze and release your hole a few times, take some deep breaths, move your hips around to find the best angle." I did as she said, and my hole slid open for her. Pleasure bloomed from my rear passage.
I felt like I had scored a victory, speaking up in bed instead of submitting to everything she did. I smiled up at her, but she seemed to take it as a taunt. "Open your mouth!" she commanded. I tentatively opened my jaw and watched in disbelief as she hawked up a loogie and spit in my mouth. "Swallow it." I swallowed and was rewarded with more of her cock filling my ass. It felt great, but I felt like the point I'd scored had just been wiped off the scoreboard.
Her hand came up and lovingly caressed my cheek, running her thumb over my bottom lip. "Fuck you, Tanya!" I moaned, glaring at her as she started fucking me faster. She smirked and fed me a soft milky tit, filling me from both ends with breast in my mouth and her jet black cock in my bottom. She pulled her nipple from my lips and kissed me hard, thrusting her tongue into my mouth. I sucked on her tongue like a baby bird. She dominated both of my orifices until I surrendered completely and went limp in her arms.
Tanya came before me for the first time. Her cock began to soften in my ass, and she pulled out. If I'd had any fight left in me at this point, I might have counted her cumming first as a win. But I was already beaten and just wanted to cum.
I thought maybe she'd give me a little blow job to push me over the edge. But instead she stuck two fingers up my ass-pussy. Her other hand gently held my cock with her thumb rubbing lightly back and forth over my frenulum, just enough to keep me on a simmer, while the real force bringing me to orgasm came from her fingers thrusting inside me against my prostate. My cum spilled out onto my belly mirroring the shameful pleasure of my most submissive orgasm yet that poured across my body outside of my control. She didn't even offer me any of my cum, licking it all up herself.
We lay together in bed afterwards. She seemed perfectly at peace, but I was sulking.
"Hey what's that look?"
I knew exactly what she was talking about, but still I muttered, "What look?"
"Like you're disgusted with me or something. Like I didn't just rock your world. It's enough to make a woman feel unloved. If I hadn't seen you shoot that massive load, I might think you didn't enjoy that."
I tried to think of what to say, but my thoughts were a mess. "Did you have to make me beg?" I whined, knowing that wasn't exactly the crux of the problem.
"Hey. Look at me." I turned to meet her eyes. "You're the most important thing in the world to me. If you don't like how I act in bed, then we can talk about it." My eyes watered. I said nothing and looked away. "But I think you do like it. I think you love it. I think you're all fucked up because you're bringing other people's views into this. What you think sex should look like according to movies, or according to your friends, or your parents, or just society in general. I don't want any of those people in bed with us. The only views that matter in our bed are yours and mine."
I took a deep breath. "You're right. I'm sorry. I do like it. I think you're a goddess in bed. It's just that sometimes I feel like I'm losing myself. Like I'm losing my manhood."
"This is who you are, Jake. I take your happiness very seriously as your dominant. I know you like this, baby. I just licked a massive amount of your happiness off your stomach. Stop questioning everything. Find your manhood in serving me, in being my collared. You should be happy about that."
"I know. I am. I just...need more time...to adjust."
*********************
But eventually things came to a head.
As final exams approached, I was not adjusting. I was neglecting my school work because I was thinking about sex all the time, both masturbatory fantasies and abstract philosophical musings on the implications of sexual roles in a relationship. Tanya noticed and moved to...correct my deficiencies. Telling me I needed to study more, reviewing my grades with me, discussing my longterm goals, pushing me to accompany her to the gym even when I felt lazy. She was starting to feel like my boss.
Objectively, one could say it was good for me. I didn't disagree with anything she was pushing me to do. She was just more disciplined than I was, and it didn't seem like she was struggling at all with how our sex life was going, which I guess made sense since she had planned for things to go this way all along. But her superior discipline and bossiness made me feel like even more pathetic than I already felt like from our bedroom activities.
Then she denied me an orgasm once because she said I was neglecting my work, which was true but still really pissed me off. She had never denied me before. Whenever I got a pang of horniness as I frequently did these days, I simply bent over whatever surface was in front of Tanya, swayed my hips, or rubbed my butt back against her hip. It wasn't hard to seduce her into fucking me, but it still made me feel dependent on her.
But this time when I grinded back against her, she dismissed me with a smile and a little slap on the ass, "Tomorrow, horn dog. Finish your essay tonight. You don't need to cum every single night." Why the fuck does she get to decide that?! I felt powerless. I just never realized how important the ability to masturbate myself to orgasm was to my sense of independence. I considered buying a dildo, again, but I wasn't even sure I could bring myself to orgasm with a dildo and even if I did, it was hard to imagine that making me feel less pathetic.
But the final straw came from the gym. Thanks to Tanya's slave-driver grueling gym routine, she was getting toned. We both were. When I licked my way down from her tits to her pussy, my tongue could feel her abs beneath an ever thinner layer of fat. It was hot. And on some level, it made me feel less pathetic to submit to her in bed.
But one day when we arrived at the gym, she announced, "Today, we're going to focus on you. I'll be your personal trainer today." I thought it was odd, but I didn't realize the danger her words portended.
She pushed me hard in my leg workout. "C'mon one more rep! Now one more! C'mon one more!" she coached.
"I can't," I panted.
"Sure you can, tough guy. Show me how strong you can be." She pushed me to the point of failure while spotting me, making me rely on her to avoid being crushed under the weights.
"Oh man," I complained while catching my breath, "my muscles feel like jello. I think I'm done for today."
"Nonsense. You've got me here to spot you. Grab some water and then we'll get another set in!" She handed me the water bottle like a challenge.
When we finally left the gym, my legs were shaking. She put my arm over her shoulder, and I leaned my weight into her just to walk out of the building. "Good job, baby. You impressed me today," she praised, giving my ass a loving squeeze in full view of the other people entering the gym. Normally, I would have protested, but I was so exhausted and weak that I didn't care.
When we got home, she helped me collapse on the couch. "I'll be right back to take care of you, baby," she cooed sweetly before padding off to the bedroom. Getting taken care of sounded nice. My muscles were completely dead. A nice rubdown sounded like just what I needed right then.
But when I looked up again, she was standing there, buck naked apart from her throbbing lingam.
"Oh honey, I'm too tired right now," I protested weakly as she approached. She just smiled understandingly, "Don't worry, sweetie, I'll do all the work. Let's get you to the bedroom."
She grabbed my arm and pulled me to my feet with impressive strength. She started tugging me towards the bedroom, but I halted in my tracks. "Tanya, I'm serious, I'm not up for this right now."
"Oh hush. You'll be fine," she said dismissively, but she stopped trying to drag me to the bedroom. Instead she shifted her hands, reaching one up into my hair and pushed me over the end of the sofa, bending me over the side with my face pressed into the seat I had just been occupying.
I groaned from the new stretches and strains of the new position on my muscles. She leaned over me and started kissing my neck and dry humping my upturned butt. The muscles in my lower back were so dead that I don't think I would have been able to stand back up even if she hadn't been holding me down.
Then her hand grabbed the back of my shorts and underwear and tugged them both down roughly. I felt her lingam poke my bare, sweaty ass.
"Don't! I'm dirty. I need a shower!" I protested.
Tanya just nibbled my ear and moaned, "Mmmm, maybe I like you dirty. We've had entirely too little dirty sex." Her hand snaked down and started palming and squeezing my cheeks. When her finger slid into my cleft to press against my elastic entrance, I found my voice again.
"Tanya no!" I tried to push my palms into the sofa to push myself up but she shoved me back down with a fist in my hair and an elbow between my shoulder blades. *Crack!* She slapped my ass hard.
"Didn't we talk about this, Jake?!" *Spank!* "Weren't you going to stop questioning everything and submit?!" *Spank!* "So shut the fuck up!" *Spank, spank, spank!*
After a dozen spanks, she finally stopped. My buttocks stung. They felt hot like they were emanating heat. She reached a hand between my legs and squeezed my erection. "See! At least this part of you is honest." I wanted to retort, but I couldn't deny I was turned on.
She tugged my workout shorts and underwear all the way down my legs and worked them off over my tennis shoes. She kicked my legs apart and then grabbed my butt cheeks with both hands.
"Mmmmh, look at this ass! This big, pretty ass!" She pulled my cheeks apart and spit directly on my asshole.
"I'm going to enjoy this," she said as her thumb smeared her saliva over my clutching rim, "I won't make you beg again. I know exactly what a slut like you needs."
I said nothing. Just closed my eyes and let it happen. I heard a lube bottle pop open and then felt the cold oil on my ass. She poured an amount that said this was not going to be any gentle quickie. A copious amount of lubricant wetted my cheeks, slid down my crack, and dripped off my balls. She spread it with a messy palm. My cheeks must have been positively shining.
When I felt her rock-hard tip on my anus, I tried to relax and submit. My internal monologue tried to help by calling me names: You're a whore. You're her bitch. She manhandled you over the couch and you're literally too weak to resist her. Take it up your ass like a good little faggot!
"Ohhhhh!" We groaned in unison as she slid inside me. She didn't stop. Just slipped deeper and deeper, inexorably forward, until her pubic hair pushed into my soft hairless cheeks.
"Good boy, Jake," she whispered in my ear before lightly biting my shoulder as she started to move. Her tits felt erect on my back.
Tanya sucked on my neck as she humped me, driving her throbbing dick in and out of my rectum. I felt my own hard cock straining against the side of the couch that kept it pushed back between my legs.
She straightened up and started fucking me harder with her hands on my hips. Long, powerful strokes that slapped my ass and made my hole clench.
"Wait," I managed in a weak, tired voice that was partially muffled by the seat cushion my face rested on, "Slow down!" I tried to reach a hand back to push against her pelvis and slow her onslaught. But her thrusts continued unimpeded, simply pushing my hand back and forth on her hip. She grabbed me by both wrists, pulling my arms behind me like a pair of reins as she rode me like a filly.
I gave up on resisting. I let every muscle relax and just passively took what she gave me. She noticed.
"Mmmm, good boy. You like feeling your pussy stretch? You like feeling me use it?Take your Mistress's cock in your ass like a good collared slut! It's my ass now." She fucked me so hard that even through the sexual haze I was amazed at her stamina. I had never fucked a girl the way she was fucking me. I felt her inside me, filling me, consuming me, using me as a fuck hole. And through it all, I felt my orgasm growing. Oh no, I was going to cum from this.
Suddenly, she leaned back over me and snaked her arm around my neck, putting me in a headlock with her elbow around my throat. She pulled back hard, lifting my head and upper chest off the cushion, forcing my back into the deepest arch possible. My hands instinctively came up and grabbed the arm that threatened to choke me.
"Tanya...Tanya," I gasped and panted.
"Cum for me, Jake! Cum right fucking now!"
My orgasm was right there. Her cock slid in and out of my ruined anus, faster and faster, pushing on my swollen prostate, reaming my asshole. I hesitated for one last second before I gave in and chased that orgasm. I clenched my hole as tight as I could. I felt my rim cling to her cock and get dragged back and forth. The spike in sensation was enough to trigger my climax.



"Ooooohhhhhhhhhh!" I squealed with my eyes rolled back in my skull as hot jizz poured out of my dick onto the floor behind us.
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Of fuuucckckk yeessssss!" Tanya screamed as she came too.
She went still behind me and rested all her weight on me. My lower back felt stiff, my inner right thigh was wet and dripping with some of my cum, my asshole ached. I felt dirty. I felt royally fucked.
She pushed off my back to stand again and spread my cheeks with both hands as she pulled out. When her cock slipped free, she kept my cheeks spread, looking at my gape. She hawked a loogie and spit into my open hole, as if her territory needed further marking.
Then she walked around and got on her hands and needs on the couch in front me. A hand tightened in my hair and the she yanked my head up. I saw where the lingam entered her vagina, and her pale white cheeks, and her light brown tight little asshole. Her strong grip pulled my face between her toned buttocks.
"Lick my ass, bitch."
I closed my eyes and tentatively stuck out my tongue. I licked her most private place. She had licked my hole before. I realized that whether I was licking her ass or she was licking mine, both made me feel like a bitch. I started lapping at her like a dog.
"Mmm good boy, move that sweet little tongue, mmmm just like that."
I tested her, stiffening my tongue and pushing against her very center. Her pucker was impenetrable. So different than mine.
After several minutes, she was satisfied. She rolled over onto her back on the sofa. Her lingam, now mostly limp, fell back on her belly. She looked down her body at me between her legs.
"That was fucked up, Tanya."
She grinned and laughed. "Heh, yeah it was! That was the hottest fucking experience of my life!"
"No, no I mean it was really fucked up."
She rolled her eyes. "C'mon, we need showers. I'll help you."
I let her put her shoulder under my arm and support me to the shower. She had me lean against the wall but even that felt too tiring, so I slid down to sit on the floor of the shower and rested my head against the tile wall. Tanya adjusted the head so it wasn't pelting my face and quickly washed herself. Then, she squatted down with a loofah to clean me.
She gently lifted my arm, scrubbing a soapy lather down my limb to cleanse my armpit. 'Now you're gentle,' I thought bitterly. Once my torso was clean, she slid behind me and sat on the floor. I felt her pussy on my back as she settled me between her legs, cradling my head between her pillowy breasts to wash my hair. Her fingers felt like magic on my scalp. I sat there enjoying it sulkily, forever conflicted.
Once my head had been cleansed to her satisfaction, she sent her hands down my front to gently wash my penis and fondle my testicles. "Turn over," she whispered gently into my ear. She helped me roll onto my hands and spread knees so that my head was in the water stream to wash the suds from my hair while she cleaned my bottom half with the loofah. I saw myself from the outside, on all fours on the floor of her shower, water dripping down my nose with her pink loofah gently laving my butt - it felt like an apt image to summarize my emotional state.
Outside the shower, she had me lean against the wall while she dried me with a towel. I glanced over my shoulder at our reflection in the mirror. Our smooth, pale bodies seemed to have a similar mixture of muscle and softness. We both had blue tattoos, her little one above her mons, my larger one above my ass. In contrast to me, she still had pubic hair. And there was one other big difference: my butt was still a blotchy pink color from the spanking she'd given me.
Her bed felt impossibly soft. When she crawled in next to me, I turned on my side, facing away so I wouldn't have to look at her.
Her voice came low and firm.
"I know you think I'm too hard on you. I know you've never experimented with dominance and submission before, and it's a learning process. But I want you to know that I'm doing what I think is best for you, for us. I have a responsibility to meet your needs since I collared you. You have needs as a collared that you don't fully understand, and this afternoon I wanted to push you. I hope it was freeing to submit completely. Learning to submit to your Mistress's authority is important for your longterm happiness."
She paused to gauge my reaction. I tensed my muscles, bending deeper into the fetal position, instinctively rejecting my 'need to submit.' She softened and took a more intimate tone, "Actually, the fact that I hadn't been able to make you cum without touching your penis had been worrying me. That maybe I've been too soft on you, not giving you the domination you crave. I mean, I've made guys cum from anal-only who weren't half as submissive as you..." She paused, seemingly realizing I could feel hurt by her words, so she rushed to say, "And I LOVE how submissive you are, darling. You like the same kinky, rough sex that I love. You loved what I did to you today. The huge puddle you spilt on the floor doesn't lie."
I rolled back over to face her. "You raped me."
"Whoa!" she looked at me like I was defending herself from a crazy person, "You loved it. I don't remember you begging me to stop. More like a lot of slutty moaning before your orgasm."
"We need a safe word."
"A safe word?! How about 'No, I want you to stop, stop right now'? That would've worked."
"I did say no," I offered weakly.
She looked at me skeptically. "If you had a safe word, would you have used it today?" I didn't answer immediately. I couldn't meet her eyes. "I dunno, but we still need one."
She said nothing, but she was the opposite of calm. She was practically vibrating, with what I'm not sure. Irritation? Internal conflict? At last she spoke in a restrained voice, "Fine, we'll have a safe word. Anything else?"
"You need to respect me."
Her head turned to me sharply like a raptor spotting prey. "Maybe you need to respect me! Maybe show some gratitude for everything I'm doing for you! For us!"
I was on a roll. I felt like being a little bit selfish, a little bit of a brat. Seeing her experience a taste of the emotional turmoil for once, and I couldn't resist pushing a little further more.
"And I'm going to buy a dildo. I don't want to be reliant on you for my orgasms."
She looked hurt and pissed, couldn't say which emotion was dominant. It's not like I wasn't getting enough sex. Maybe if I could get there myself with a dildo sometimes, I could retrieve some of my agency?
When she spoke again it was in a frighteningly soft, low tone. "Then maybe you should go back to your place. Think about what you want. I love you, Jake, but no one is forcing you to be here. I don't want to be with someone who doesn't want me. Maybe you should go and not come back until you want to submit."
The prospect of walking home in my current state seemed impossible. And the bed was so soft.
"I'm so tired right now...."
It was an immature, bratty response. More irritating to her than the 'No, I love you too,' she was probably expecting or the 'Fine, I'll leave' option she had offered.
Her eyes glinted with rage. "Fine! Fine!" she spat. She sprang out of bed. The energy with which she dressed made it obvious she was fucking pissed. She stormed out, and I heard the door slam behind her.
I laid in her bed wondering who was more in the wrong until sleep took me.
I woke up later to find her asleep beside me. I got up, quietly dressed, and went back to my lonely apartment.
******************
"Hey man, are you even listening?" my best friend Tom asked before taking another glug of his beer.
I hadn't been listening. I had a lot on my mind. Tanya and I hadn't spoken in six days, which was an eternity for us.
I had followed through on my threat to buy a dildo. And it had worked. I managed to bring myself to an orgasm that only made me feel shittier.
I thought back to two weeks ago when, as what seemed to be Tanya trying to meet me in the middle with my sexual hangups, we had penis-in-vagina sex. But she had led. Well, I mean she dominated. I was tied spread eagle to the four corners of the bed with a massive plug up my ass, while she rode me like a stallion.
"Mmmm, you like that, baby? You like your Mistress's pussy fucking your cock?"
Sweat had dripped off her body as she rode me hard before easing off when I got close to cumming, only resuming her ride after my orgasm became more distant.
Afterwards, as seemed to be her custom, she had coated her finger in the jizz dripping from her puffy pussy and held it in front of my face to feed me. "Do I have to?" I had whined. She looked at me with all seriousness. "No, you don't have to." We faced off for another moment and then I opened my mouth and she pushed her finger inside. I swallowed it all. Yet another, penis-in-vagina session that felt like a net loss for my masculinity.
But I hadn't seen Tom in weeks, and I should pay attention.
"Sorry man, just tired. Exams coming up have me stressed out."
Tom wasn't buying it. With a grin, he said, "Sure man, I'm sure that's all it is, wouldn't have anything to do with that absolute knock-out of a girlfriend waiting for you at home, would it?"
I smiled. "Maybe."
"Man, you gotta give me some pointers. I would LOVE to get a girl like Tanya."
'Be a submissive bitch' was the bitter advice that came to mind.
He kept going, "How did you ever find a woman like that? Smart, classy, and smoking hot. I don't even KNOW of anyone else like that. Hell, I'd settle for one of these sorority sluts." He motioned with his eyes over to two scantily-clad hotties talking to two muscular guys at the bar.
To be fair to Tom, they were dressed like sluts. We could clearly see the lower quarter of one girl's ass hanging out of the bottom of her miniskirt. The other girl's bright purple thong was clearly visible between her crop top and the hem of her skirt.
"Bet those sluts take it in the ass. Ha!" Tom said jovially before taking another pull from his beer bottle.
"What's wrong with taking it in the ass?!" I barked at him before I realized what I was saying.
Tom froze with his beer bottle half way to his mouth. His eyes narrowed at me, trying to figure out what my deal was. I gulped. Best case he thought I was fucking Tanya up her ass. Worst case...
He tilted his head with a shrug, "Nothin' man. I think. I don't know. Hopefully someday I'll meet a girl kinky enough to find out for myself!" He grinned and took another pull of his beer.
Tom was my best friend for a reason. Self-assured, honest, no need to front for me or anyone else. It was almost enough to make me want to spill my guts to him. Almost.
"You're too good for them, Tom. Don't settle until you find a girl that makes all your dirtiest fantasies come true!" I smiled, thinking he would laugh, but he just studied me. He knew me too well.
"You sure you're okay, man? I'm here to listen if you want to talk about it."
"Nah, I'm good. Really."
"Alright."
We drank our beers in an easy silence, watching the other bar patrons.
"What about her?" He gestured towards a nerdy-looking girl who had just gotten a beer. She was a little overweight but had a fantastic rack. And she seemed to be alone.
"Could be the future Mrs. Tom. Better go investigate, buddy!"
Tom took another swig of his beer without taking his eyes off of her and then rose from his chair to go find out.
************************
In the library, I sat trying to brainstorm a narrative that was to comprise 30% of my final grade for my creative writing class. But my thoughts kept turning to Tanya.
More and more, with a clear head separated from her influence, I was coming around to her way of thinking. Several things became clear to me. One was that I missed her. I loved her. I really thought she was an amazing person. Maybe a little...rapey...sometimes, but I didn't really think she would ever intentionally hurt me. The second was that I really enjoyed submitting to her and that was okay. It didn't make me any less of a man. In all my fantasies of late, I was hers, kneeling at her feet, findings new ways to pleasure her. Even now, I was wearing one of the thongs she bought me under my jeans.
The more I thought about just completely submitting to her, at least for a while, the more exciting the idea seemed. I couldn't wait to see how happy could I make her by actually trying to be the submissive bitch of her dreams. I imagined lying on my back, pulling my knees up towards my ears, smiling and offering myself to her without any of the psychological baggage I'd been carrying in the way. Tonight, I would give her a tongue bath, licking every square inch of her, before riding her cock until it fell off.
I unzipped an internal pocket in my backpack and took out the training plug she'd been asking me to wear for weeks. Showing up plugged seemed like the perfect gesture to make up with her and announce the next phase of our relationship. I felt like a pervert stuffing the plug up my ass in the library bathroom, but for once it didn't make me feel ashamed. It was like...my hobby. Part of who I was.
Settling back in front of my computer, I resolved to make some headway on this narrative assignment. Maybe I just needed to let my thoughts flow, get some words onto the page, and worry about changing it later. I let my fingers go and watched them prepare to type 'Arcania.'
But they couldn't do it. I swallowed my saliva as my stomach sank. "Type it," I said aloud, though I had intended to say "Type Arcania." This was the most magical thing I had witnessed so far, and it was terrifying. I tried to tell myself it was just in my head and of course I could type the word, but as hard as I tried, I just couldn't.
The experience crystallized something for me. Arcania is a real place that could cause real problems for me and the woman I loved. There was a lot I didn't know, a lot I'd been avoiding, and I needed to start facing the world as it was. Tanya had fought them to let us be together. I needed to get out of my head, stop spending all my time analyzing my masculinity and get busy loving Tanya and figuring out how to keep us safe together.
I wore the butt plug through my next class and then headed to see Tanya.
I was walking back to her apartment when she called me. "Jake, where are you?"
"Hey Tanya! I'm walking to your place right now actually. Listen, I'm sorry for being so...distant recently. I'm actually wearing your-"
She cut me off, "Jake, come straight back. Something is going on. I just saw an Enforcer and-"
I hadn't even noticed the van pulling up alongside me. Two pairs of hands grabbed me from behind and pulled me into the van. My phone flew out of my hands and clattered on the pavement.
They covered my mouth with a rag. The strong chemical smell knocked me down, and I passed out.
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I woke up in a room that seemed to be a prison cell. It wasn't labeled as such. There were no bars. But there was a small bed, a toilet, a sink with a mirror, and a locked door with no handle on my side.
I sensed I was no longer in America. Hard to say why exactly. The bedding seemed different and the electrical outlet on the wall was one I had never seen before. Could I be in Arcania? Already? It felt like only moments ago I was grabbed off the street.
Standing in front of the mirror, I saw they had shaved the left side of my head, buzzed close to the scalp. I was wearing a kind of cropped tank top that came down to just above my belly button. It was in the same blue color as my tattoo, which was now clearly visible below the hem in the back. I had on a sort of wrap skirt, also in matching blue, that came down to just above my knees and was wrapped so tightly around me that I was forced to take smaller steps than usual. Checking under the skirt, I found I was wearing blue panties made of a silky fabric that felt overly tight in the front, probably designed for a woman.
But most notable was the black leather collar locked around my neck. It would have scared me in the privacy of Tanya's bedroom. Here it was downright bone-chilling. Staring back at my perverse reflection, I had the sinking sensation that I had stepped in something beyond myself, something dangerous and irreversible.
After a while, I knocked on the door. Then I banged on it. It was solid. My fist didn't move the door at all and barely made any noise.
No answer. "HELLOOOOO!" I yelled at the top of my lungs. I wondered if the room was sound-proofed.
Nothing happened in response.
There was no clock, but it felt like an hour later when the door finally opened.
I shot to my feet as a muscular 6' 4" guard entered my cell, followed by a 5' 5" woman in a skirt suit. She was a redhead, and she wore it up in a tight bun. Her face would have been unattractive even if she didn't have a massive mole stuck onto her upper lip. Her skinny build with barely-there tits made obvious by her tight blouse gave her a severe presence. Or maybe it was just the circumstances.
"Well, sleeping beauty is finally awake," she said with an unfriendly smile, "My name is Daciana Irglova, but as a collared you should address me as Mistress."
"Where am I?" I managed to say without my voice cracking despite the fact that I was terrified.
"Why don't we take a stroll down to the debriefing room, and we can chat all about it?" She made the 'after you' motion towards the door.
I hesitated. "Why am I dressed-" I wanted to say 'like a whore?' but I limited myself to "-like this?"
"You're wearing standard collared attire. Your Mistress claims that you're her collared, and therefore she hasn't broken the law. But if that's not true, we'd be happy to give you different clothes..." She tilted her head and looked at me mockingly.
I said nothing for a moment and then, "You people really like the color blue." It was the best I could come up with.
The woman blinked a few times and then erupted in laughter. "Hoah hoah hoah! Spunky for a collared, isn't he?" She clapped the guard on the arm to get him in on the joke like an old chum. The giant twisted his resting scowl into an awkward smile, like he'd never smiled before but had read about it in a book. I wondered if I could expect any support from him as a fellow member of the male sex. It seemed doubtful.
The woman recovered from her laughing spell. "Cute."
She put her hands on her thighs and bent forward like one would do when talking to a child even though I was taller than her.
"Do the clothes feel weird because we took out your little toy? Are you missing it?" I wondered what the hell she was talking about until I remembered I had been wearing Tanya's butt plug when they grabbed me.
"Don't worry, little Jacob. The collared rights people have seen to it that we have to provide all of our collared guests with one of these," she laid a bright blue plastic phallic object on my bed that was almost certainly a vibrator. "We understand very well those little urges you all get." She winked at me.
I felt my cheeks flush against my will. I wanted to kill this woman.
"Come along," she said dismissively as she turned to walk out.
As I followed Daciana down a short corridor, I noticed her ass was rather narrow and flat. I smiled for the first time in Arcania. It momentarily cheered me up to know that I had the more fuckable booty. Until I snapped out of it, and my smile vanished. What the hell was I thinking? I had never compared the fuckability of my butt to another before. The thought disquieted me as I was shown into what appeared to be an interrogation room, complete with table, chairs, and mirrored wall.
There was also a metal cart with half a dozen drawers that contained God knows what. A blonde woman wearing the same blue clothes as I wore stood next to the cart with her hands clasped demurely in front of her.
"Jacob, this is Britta, another collared that will be assisting us today."
'Assisting with what?' I wondered.
"Have a seat," she commanded. I accepted the chair across from her. The nameless guard and Britta remained standing and silent.
Daciana clasped her hands in front of her in some semblance of professional formality.
"Alright Jacob Miller, you're here to answer questions, not to ask them, but I will give you some information. You are currently residing in the National Collared Processing Center in Arcania."
"Is that like a jail?"
She glared at me for interrupting but answered without breaking eye contact, "More like your Animal Control," her unfriendly smile returned, "We are well versed in human culture here given that we specialize in dealing with the collared. Though all of our collared guests have been female until now..."
"Where is Tanya?"
"Ms. Tanya Popa has been arrested for violating the Vow of Amon and for heresy."
She noted the anger and distress in my face upon hearing this news and raised a hand in a placating gesture. "The legality of what Ms. Popa did will be determined by the council. Regardless, it remains uncertain exactly what the effects of the collaring mark will be in a human male. Therefore, the Order decided to place you in our custody for everyone's safety until the effects can be better studied..." She again paused as if to give me a chance to start spilling my guts to her.
"Where is Tanya?"
This time she ignored my question. "Did you first have sex with Ms. Popa before or after she collared you?"
"I'm not saying anything to anyone until I see Tanya."
"Why don't you start by just describing the changes you've experienced since being marked?"
"I'm not saying anything to anyone until I see Tanya."
Daciana made a big show of sighing deeply and shaking her head. "Well, Ms. Popa is currently incarcerated herself. It's unclear when or if you'll be able to see her. So you need to answer these questions now."
I repeated myself a third time.
She grinned. "Well if that's your decision..." She paused for a solid ten seconds. "Ok Anton, I think this is a good place to turn the cameras off. I'll let you know if we need anything." The hulking guard nodded and stepped out.
This did not sound good. I felt the fear response, my heart rate accelerating, the cold sweat. The thought of screaming for help at the top of my lungs didn't seem unreasonable in that moment.
"Between you and me," Daciana grinned leaning forward and lowering her voice slightly like we were coconspirators, "I do hope your Mistress gets off. I'm a big fan of what she's doing. We should have started collaring men ages ago."
She leaned back in her chair again. "Now then, are you sure you don't want to answer my questions?"
"I'm sure."
"Good," she leaned forward and dropped into her conspirator voice again, "I was planning on fucking you anyway, but it's going to be even hotter doing it as part of a hostile interrogation. I can't wait to hear you squeal on my lingam." She actually licked her lips.
My eyes went wide. Like hell this woman was fucking me. I looked over to make sure the collared bitch wasn't sneaking up on me, but she hadn't moved and had the same demure downcast expression on her face, like none of this was the least bit surprising to her.
I looked back at Daciana and gave her my best snarl. "Fuck you bitc-"
"SILENCE!" she boomed in a voice that reminded me of the voice Tanya had used when she kept me from leaving her apartment. It was low and sharp and resonant.
Suddenly I was unable to speak.
I tried once, twice, again. My lips and tongue moved fruitlessly. I jutted my chin forward, trying to coax the words out. I couldn't produce any sound from my throat. I looked back at her in shock.
Daciana looked extremely amused. "Oh, you didn't know?! Interesting. What did you think, collared? That you only had to obey your Mistress's commands? Any member of the Overseers can command you."
I wanted to run. I pictured shooting up to my feet, hurling the chair over the table at her, and making for the door. But I didn't move. With the fear, I could barely breathe.
Her grin widened as she watched the horror and despair on my face, like she was drinking up my fear, consuming it. "You really had no idea, did you? What HAS that Mistress of yours been teaching you?" she said taunting me. "It's going to be a very... educational day for you, Jacob."
I tensed my muscles, instinctively readying in fight-or-flight.
"Well, let's have a better look at you," she switched to her command voice, "For the rest of our session today, you will be incapable of harming anyone. You will follow every command. Now bend over the table and show me that sweet ass, boy!"
I watched in dismay as my body betrayed me, calmly rising to my feet as she moved around the table to stand behind me.
Against my will, my body bent forward, placing both palms flat on the table. Apparently my subconscious interpreted the command to include arching my back to raise my hips up behind me but thankfully not to include undressing.
She didn't say anything. Just slowly stepped forward and ran her fingertips lightly over the marking on my lower back. I couldn't stand being touched by this psychopath. Her light intimate touch felt more unbearable than if she had punched me in the face.
"You want this, don't you sweetheart? The collared long to be taken."
I grit my teeth and struggled as best I could, trying to twist or move or to do anything to shake her off. But my palms seemed firmly glued to the table. I only succeeded in making my body twitch a bit. She noticed.
"Oooh. I love these big muscles trying to fight me!" she snickered, moving her hands up over my clothed upper back. She whispered in my ear, "Keep struggling, sweetheart. Makes me wet,"
'Fuck you, psycho' I wanted to say, but I still couldn't make a sound.
Without any warning, she pulled my skirt and panties down to my upper thighs. "Look at you, looks just like any other collared bitch's bare ass!" She spanked me with an insultingly light amount of force. "Except for these I guess." She took my balls in her grip and lightly slapped them. She did it a few times, playing with her new toys. Then she released them and spread my cheeks with both hands. My humiliation skyrocketed as I felt her eyes on my asshole.
"And I was expecting a half-gaped slit back here, not this cute little balloon knot. I really am starting to question your Mistress. Hmmm I can't wait to make this little rosebud bloom." She pressed her thumb pad firmly over my anus. Despite myself, I gasped and arched my back a touch deeper. It was instinctive, just a reflex.
The woman shrieked with delight, "Oh! Such a slut for lingam already, huh bitch? I heard that when they found you, you were wearing a thong and a butt plug. Are all human males as slutty as you, Jacob? No, I bet you're special." I clenched my asshole shut as tightly closed as I could, the sole act of defiance available to me at this point.
But she slid her thumb inside me anyway, the solid digit easily defeating the crinkled softness of my rim. She chuckled before pulling out and walking around to face me. She leaned forward, and I resolved to bite anything she tried to put in my mouth.
"Britta, be a dear and lick this bitch's boypussy for me."
"Yes Mistress." It was the first I had heard her speak. She had a Scandinavian accent.
Speaking to me again, Daciana said, "Britta here used to be mostly heterosexual I think, before I collared her. Probably still is on some level. And this is a close as she's gotten to a man in a long time. So she'll probably enjoy sticking her tongue up your ass."
I felt a face press into my bottom, hot breath in my crack, and then a wet tongue lapping at my asshole. Only Tanya had ever done this to me. I felt revulsion and shame and something else. Guilt washed over me as my breath became shallow and my dick began to harden at the perverse indecency of the act.
Daciana's voice drew me out of my thoughts. "Speaking of tongues, let's see what yours can do." She reached up under her skirt and slid a pair of ivory satin panties off her legs. She sat down in her chair, spreading her legs to reveal a hairy cunt with an unkempt wild red bush. She snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor in front of her. "Come here and pleasure me with your tongue, collared. Do it the way you would do for your Mistress."
I was helpless as my body calmly came around the table and fell to my knees before her. Britta wasted no time repositioning herself kneeling behind me. She pushed me forward none too gently and grabbed my butt with both hands to resume her meal. A quiver of debauched pleasure ran through me, distracting me for a moment from completing Daciana's command.
I felt a pang of revulsion as I pressed my face between my enemy's legs. The musky scent of her arousal mixed with the odor of stale urine filled my nostrils as I buried my nose in her pubes. A slave to her command, I started munching her damp cunt hungrily.
"Ohhh, oooh what an eager little whore you are."
My hate for her blazed as I was forced to service her with all the devotion I would have brought to Tanya. Her pussy could not have been more different than Tanya's. Her labia were fat and full, partially filling my mouth as I licked. Her clit was so small that I wasn't precisely sure where it was. Her vagina was looser but more active as her muscles squeezed on my tongue when I explored her tunnel.
I sensed my tongue's next intention and closed my eyes in shame as the tip dipped lower to lap at her asshole.
She giggled in pleasure, and the sound was so innocent that for a moment I almost forgot she was a psychopathic rapist. "Ooooh, oh little Jacob, what a naughty boy you are! All you collared sluts just love licking ass, don't you?"
Britta certainly seemed to love it. She was making out with my anus like it was her high school sweetheart. She sucked on my rim, her tongue caressed my opening, her lips kissed my taint.
As I smooched Daciana's anus, she called out, "Britta, bring me a size 6 lingam."
Britta pulled her face out of my butt. "Size 6, ma'am?!"
"Too small for this one, do you think?"
"Nnnoo, ma'am. Size 6 should be fine."
I sensed the girl move from behind me over to the metal cart.
"Enough," Daciana pushed my forehead back, relieving me of my duty for the moment as she stood up. Britta fell to her knees beside me to help her Mistress with the harness. As soon as it was strapped in place, Britta returned to licking my ass. She moaned in excitement as her tongue flattened over my hole. I would have moaned along with her if I'd been able to make a sound. By this point, my ring had loosened and wanted more. Britta actually began to slide her tongue in and out of me.
The lingam protruding from Daciana was big. It was blood red in color and thicker than Tanya's.
Daciana fisted its considerable heft while smirking down at me. "Suck it bitch."
It was worse than eating her pussy. She dominated my mouth, filling it with a hand on my head to let me know she was in charge. "Yeah, suck that cock, collared. This is your purpose now." I stared up at her with my mouth full of cock and hate in my eyes. She grinned down at me and started to move her hips, humping my skull with slow shallow strokes, savoring her ownership, face-fucking me. When her tip started to tap the back of my throat, I tapped her thigh.
"Awww, is that the signal you give your Mistress to let her know when you can't take anymore?! Well your mommy's not here, boy!" She shoved her cock in deeper, and I started gagging and coughing. As soon as I recovered, she did it again. And again.
Finally, apparently satisfied with my mouth, she pulled out, leaving me bent over coughing on the floor. I looked up to see her slathering her lingam with thick anal lube. "That's enough, Britta, you can stand over there and watch after you put a condom on him." The girl's tongue left me, and then I felt her pull my shaft firmly back between my legs and roll the tight elastic ring of a condom over my length.
"Come and bend over the table, Jacob. That's a good boy. Time to learn what being collared is all about."
As I bent over, I felt a sudden irrational pang of guilt that I was about to cheat on Tanya even though I was being raped. The greasy tip of her impossibly large cock settled in the furrow of my pucker.
"Well, the silence has been relaxing, but I like my bitches vocal and honest so let's give you back your voice," she switched to her control voice, "You can speak again. And when I'm fucking you, you're incapable of lying."
With that, she pushed her fat cock through my anal ring, and I screamed. "Ahhhhhh! Oh fuck! Stop! STOP!"
She did not stop.
"HOOoooahhhh! What a tight little asshole! Gods! Blame your Mistress for going too easy on you." I wailed and cried as she skewered my buttocks on her prick.
Tears were falling from my eyes and my anal ring was spasming when she fully hilted herself in my rectum. I had screamed myself hoarse. I felt more violated than I thought possible. So this was what rape felt like. It was so distinct from what Tanya had done to me that it seemed ludicrous to use the same word.
"Please! Please take it out. Don't do this," I begged in a weak voice.
"Oh sweetheart, you're going to take it like a good boy for me. I'm going to use every inch of you for my pleasure. Let me show you how a real Arcane woman fucks her bitch!"
I continued to grunt and whimper as she started to move within me. I had no pride to salvage. My fingers and toes curled, trying to dissipate the tension in my overstuffed butthole.
I thought back to every technique Tanya had taught me: picturing a slack, surrendered boypussy, bearing down like I was trying to take a shit, keeping my breathing slow and deep, changing the angle of my hips, clenching and unclenching my hole.
It helped a little. The pain started to lessen as my anus stretched and accepted it was being fucked. More than that, I was starting to get off on the mental aspect of being desired, of being forced, of being ravished. Maybe I really was a slut.
She pulled out and added a fresh coat of lube. When she pushed back inside me, I moaned uncontrollably, failing to suppress the shameful pleasure now mixed with the pain.
"Yeah, you like it slut. It feels good because it's your true place in life. Humans belong on their knees with Arcane cocks up their asses!"
I noticed Britta, my fellow human, squirming in place while staring at my stuffed ass, a glazed over expression of lust on her face.



Daciana was good, very skilled at fucking. "Fuck, I love my job," I heard her say under her breath as she humped me with impressive stamina. The only sounds in the room were her grunts and pants, the slapping of her hips against my ass, and the increasingly sexual whimpers pouring from my throat. As she found a good rhythm, she hummed to herself happily while keeping her hips pumping, pulling my hair back to make me arch.
"Mmmmm. I've fucked a lot of men, but you're my first human boypussy. It's so much hotter knowing you're collared and unable to resist. I want to hear your thoughts," her voice changed to the heavy command voice, "Your thoughts are disinhibited and vocalized, NOW!"
And then to my horror, my lips started to move with uncontrollable verbal diarrhea, revealing my unfiltered inner monologue.
"Fuck you! I fucking hate you, bitch! Oh fuck! How fucking big is that cock?! Why does this feel good?! No! I'll kill you! I'll-Ohhh yes! Right there! Noooooo." I fought with everything I had to shut off the flow of words and to my shock it stopped. I looked back at her in surprise.
She shrugged. "Eh, the disinhibition technique can't be sustained for long, but those were some precious little thoughts, Jacob. So you really like my cock in your ass, huh slut? Answer me!"
"Yes," I weakly and painfully admitted while clenching my eyes shut.
"Well of course you do. You're one of the most submissive anal sluts I've seen, and I run a facility for the collared! Were you like this before she collared you? I hope not. I hope you were the meanest, toughest bastard, and the wanton whore moaning on the tip of my cock right now is 100% the product of divine Arcane technique. Praise the Order!"
"Mistress...!" Britta interrupted with a whimper.
"Go ahead, Britta, you've been a good girl. But let him see you pleasure yourself."
"Thank you, Mistress!" She really sounded incredibly grateful as she scampered onto the table in front of me. She rucked up her skirt and pulled her panties down, revealing a hairless pussy and asshole. Britta reached back and stuffed a lubed blue vibrator between her cheeks, moaning in relief as it slid right up her ass.
"Oh ho! Britta's craving some anal play today, huh? Or just jealous of your fellow collared? You wish it was you taking my lingam up the butt, don't you baby?"
"YES MISTRESS!" she wailed, her voice dripping with need.
Daciana bent forward and whispered in my ear, "Let me give you a little preview of your future, Jacob, when you're properly broken. Until you cum, I want you to do your very best to pretend to be a hopelessly broken butt slut. Throw your hips back on my cock to make yourself orgasm, moan and talk dirty like the sluttiest bimbo you can imagine."
'Oh no, fuck no, you fucking evil cunt, fuck you!' I thought in my head. Something different came out of my mouth.
"Oh Mistress Daciana," my voice dripping with lust, "I luuuuvvv your fat Arcane cock up my tight human ass. Fuck me hard and show me my rightful place as your collared bitch! I- Oh!"
She jabbed herself deeper in my rectum and chuckled, "Well now, see I knew there was a naughty skank hiding in there." I cringed internally at the comment but felt my body pretend to bask in it, a smile of pure contentment spreading across my face.
I sat my ass back on her prick as forcefully as I could, letting my legs go limp at the top of each stroke and dropping my weight back on her. I moaned as my boypussy spread and struggled to swallow her girth. I lost track of which thoughts were true and which were pretend. Being filled, stuffed, conquered - it felt amazing. I had never just let myself be fucked like this, with completely acceptance and relaxation, surrendering everything.
My hand swung back behind me instinctively and Daciana pressed her body forward so that I could hook her neck with my fingers. I turned my head to the side and kissed her. I purred, my lust in overdrive as her tongue fucked my mouth while her lingam fucked my ass.
She pulled out, and I whined in protest. "Be still," she said. She pressed only the tip to my gaped lusty ring so that her crown remained just outside my embrace.
"Beg!" she commanded. Her wish was my command, and I complied enthusiastically.
"Violate me! Please! Stuff my butt with Arcane dick! Use me for your pleasure, Goddess!"
My words seemed to inflame her as she shoved herself back inside me. She leaned back, pumping her hips hard. Her eyes rolled back in her head as she screamed, "Oh yeah! Oh yeah! Squeeze your cunt and spill your cum for me!"
My stretched anal ring, the soft membranes of my rectal walls, my entire tunnel seemed to contract as one around her cock. My body clung to her as she pulled back, dragging my ring out of my crack, before pushing everything even deeper inside.
The spell broke the moment my orgasm ignited. My own voice came back to me, and I tried to stop my climax. "No! Oh god! Ohhh! No." My semen squirted into the condom in a few quick spurts and shame overtook me. I collapsed forward between Britta's legs, burying my face in my elbow as Daciana's dick slipped out of me.
I felt a gentle tug between my legs and looked back over my shoulder in fascinated disgust as Daciana raised the condom over her head and drained it into her mouth.
"Why do you do that?" I couldn't resist asking.
Daciana studied me like she was trying to figure out if the question was genuine. "You really don't know?" I shook my head. "Ha!" she laughed, "Maybe I'll show you tomorrow."
She looked back up at Britta who seemed to be narrowing in on her own orgasm. "Britta! Stop diddling your butthole and bring me that cock cage!" she barked at her slave.
"Yes Mistress..." Britta complied, slipping the vibe out of her anus with a touch of regret in her voice at her unachieved climax.
'Did she say 'cock cage'?' I wondered hoping I had misheard. Could this day get any better?
Daciana explained, "You know, your Mistress isn't the only one with a human fetish. Humans are so kinky. I've seen the depraved things you all do to each other in your pornography. I ordered this cage from a human manufacturer since of course we don't make such things in Arcania. When you arrived, you were wearing a butt plug and a thong. Who's to say you weren't also wearing a cock cage?"
Britta returned with the requested chastity device. "Cage this bitch's little dick!" Daciana barked at her collared servant. Then turning to me she slipped into her command voice, "You will cooperate with everything Britta wants you to do until she returns you to your cell."
Switching back to her normal voice, she said to no one in particular, "Well, based on my first impression, collaring men seems to be an excellent idea! I do hope they decide it's legal." She dropped her lingam on the floor, got herself together, and walked out.
'You shouldn't have antagonized her," Britta said as she iced my cock, slipped it into the white plastic chastity cage and locked it inside. She gave me a sympathetic smile, "But your loyalty to your Mistress was beautiful, not answering any questions. It was just like a movie," she beamed as she applied some cream to my puffy inflamed anus.
She stepped back, looking me over. "There we go, just one more thing and then I'll take you back. Lie down on the floor."
Once I was supine, Britta stood over me straddling my head and facing my feet. She looked a little embarrassed. "It's just that...I didn't get to cum...it's been a while..." She squatted down, darkening my vision as my view was filled with her round booty. "You don't mind, do you?" she asked as split second before she buried my face beneath her buttocks. "Eat me," she said it tentatively, like a plea, as she brought her fingers to dance on her clit, "Eat my asshole. Make me cum. Good boy."
***************
The next day, I lay on my cot, going over yesterday's rape in my mind, worrying that I should have resisted more, worrying that I had enjoyed parts of it, trying to trace my story back to wherever I had made the first error that led me to this end.
My anus was sore but not nearly as sore as it had been when Daciana finished with me. I was already horny again. My dick intermittently tried to become painfully erect in the cage. I found myself considering using the blue vibrator, but luckily there didn't seem to be any lube in my cell.
Being fucking mind controlled into cooperating with the forced buggery had made it clear to me: I needed to get this fucking collared mark off of me as soon as possible. I needed more information about it. I hoped that if I couldn't hear a command, then it couldn't control me. To that end, I was now wearing make-shift ear plugs I had made out of a few ripped strips of the bedsheet, but I wasn't sure how well they would work. I was sure that I was going to physically attack the next person who entered my cell.
But when Britta knocked softly before entering, I did not attack her.
"Good news," she said with a kind smile. Her words were muffled, but I was still able to understand her. I took the failed ear plugs out with a frown. Britta nodded in silent understanding before adding, "Your Mistress has been released."
"Oh thank God!" I hadn't realized how much I needed a piece of good news until right then.
"Yes! And she has come to see you! She waits in the debriefing room for you."
I followed her quickly down the hall and entered the same room where Daciana had raped me less than 24 hours ago. A new guard was standing against the wall at attention. An older woman with wavy gray hair down to her shoulders, dressed stylishly in a skirt suit similar to the one Daciana had worn, sat at the table. And next to her was my Tanya.
"Jake..." she said in a wavering voice as she stood slowly without breaking eye contact with me. Her eyes filled with tears, and she almost broke into a run as she moved around the table to crush me in a hug. I held her tightly, sure I would never again let go, letting my emotions overwhelm me.
"Oh God, Jake. I've been so worried about you. Oh I'm so sorry! I'm so sorry. Oh thank God you're alright."
She quickly pulled back and looked me in the eyes. "You are alright, aren't you?
She searched my eyes, but I didn't think I gave anything away as I just nodded and pulled her head back under my chin, clutching her firmly to my chest. As I held her quivering and sobbing in my arms, I decided not to tell her about the rape, at least not until I'm out of here, maybe never. I subtly arched my lower back a bit to make sure Tanya wouldn't feel my chastity cage through our clothes.
She pulled back and looked me up and down. "You look great!"
"I look ridiculous."
She bit her lip in a guilty, conflicted way, and it made me think. She did say that she had fantasized about collaring a man. She had probably imagined me dressed like this before.
"It's going to be ok, baby, I've got a great advocate to represent me before the council."
Tanya gestured back towards the woman seated at the table and started to pull us in that direction, but I hesitated. Something was wrong with what Tanya had just said.
"Don't you mean represent 'us'?"
Tanya actually had to think for a second. "Oh of course, but you know, technically under Arcane law, you're my property, so..." she smiled sheepishly, seemingly trying to thing of a nicer way to put it.
"I see now why you said we should never come to Arcania." I said bitterly.
"Oh stop! I never said that," her tone was light but her eyes begged me to go along with her lie. I understood. We were not alone.
"This is Nadia Levetina, one of the foremost advocates specializing in collared law."
"Thank you for taking our case," I said sticking out my hand to shake.
The woman looked at my hand like it was dirty before plastering on a thin condescending smile and giving it a weak shake. "It's an important case for the Arcane."
Tanya seemed satisfied we were introduced and turned back to me. "So Nadia has developed a brilliant legal strategy that focuses on us proving that you are in fact properly collared. It's technically not illegal to collar a man, and we can argue that anyone who thinks it should be illegal is sexist. We could even make a more extreme argument that such a position is anti-Arcanian/pro-human. So the case will rest on whether or not you are truly collared, or put another way, whether the collaring technique works on men. The facility will evaluate you and we'll have our own independent medical expert evaluate you as well. Mostly just to confirm the infertility, though they may want to test the command technique as well..."
She trailed off and then her eyes shot up at me like something occurred to her.
"Did you tell them anything?"
"What? No, of course not. I said I wouldn't answer any questions until I saw you."
"Good, that's good. I didn't think you would. It's just that..." she seemed reluctant but decided to proceed, "...well some of the officials here can use the command technique on the collared. They're not permitted to use it for interrogation, at least not outside a controlled setting with the Master/Mistress and an advocate present, but you know, rules aren't always followed..."
Her eyes searched me face for a reaction. I tried to think of how I might react to this news if I was hearing it for the first time. I blew out a long frustrated exhale. "So it's not just you who can mind control me...great."
Tanya put her hand on my forearm. "We have a good case, Jake. It's going to be okay."
The guard signaled that our time was up.
Tanya looked me hard in the eyes. I could see the fierceness of her love in them. "I'm going to get you out of here, Jake. I promise!"
"I love you, Tanya."
She crushed her lips against mine, and then the guard broke us up and ushered her and her advocate out.
I turned out of the debriefing room as the guard escorted me back to my cell, lost in my thoughts, when Daciana walked past me. "I'll see YOU this afternoon, sweetheart!" She blew me a kiss and kept walking.
Fucking great.
*****************
Daciana came to collect me personally.
I was waiting for her and figured I could get in a least one solid punch before she froze me.
But apparently she'd done this before. Didn't even enter the cell. Just opened the door a crack and yelled in with her command voice, "You can never hurt me and you will do exactly as I tell you. Now follow me back to the debriefing room."
I walked calmly behind her like a lamb to the slaughter, staring daggers at her, which only seemed to delight her when she looked back at me. "Aww, little Jacob's not pouting, is he? Well, nothing a good spanking won't fix! Ha!"
"Stand over there," she told me in the room while rummaging happily in the metal cart. She looked giddy, like a fox who'd been let in the hen house. Daciana started placing items from the cart onto the table.
First came her blood red lingam with its harness. Then an even bigger dildo that looked like five bright purple plums lined up on a skewer. The sight of the thing made my asshole clench in fear.
"Please Daciana, let's talk about this."
She grinned over her shoulder at me. "Oh don't worry," she slammed a huge container of thick anal lube onto the table, "we'll get your pussy sloppy wet first!"
I took a deep breath and was about to offer her anything she wanted to keep that thing out of my ass, when suddenly there was a harsh knock on the door.
Daciana's grin transformed into a glower. "WHAT?!" she barked at the door.
A guard I hadn't seen before poked his head in. "Sorry to bother you ma'am, but this advocate is demanding to see the prisoner immediately and-"
From behind him, a confident, condescending voice I recognized cut him off. "Out of my way, Radu, or I'll name you personally in my complaint to the Order."
It almost looked like she physically pulled him out of her way, he moved so quickly. Nadia bustled in. She didn't even look at me, but she glared at Daciana, who rose to meet her challenge.
"Ms. Levetina! This is highly irregular. I must ask you to leave at once!"
Nadia ignored her completely. "Save it, Daciana. You're in more trouble than you realize. And what's that on the table?"
Daciana didn't shift her glance, but she dropped her professional demeanor, "Nothing wrong with enjoying the few perks of this job, Nadia. You know as well as I do that no one's gives two shits about whether the collared in here get to have a little fun."
Nadia sighed and looked up to the ceiling like she was dealing with a moron. "But this isn't just any collared now, is it? This case has national media attention. You're so fucking stupid. I'm trying to manage this case, this case that has the potential to bring you and every other Arcane woman all the boypussy they care to fuck, and I don't need you or anyone else here fucking it up!"
"Why are you here?" Daciana said, no longer combative, her tone now purely curious.
Nadia looked over at me for the first time. She stormed towards me and before I realized what she was doing, her hand grabbed my crotch.
"Tell me, why is the prisoner wearing a goddamn chastity cage?!" Nadia bellowed at the other woman who suddenly seemed very small.
Daciana stammered, "Um...he was like that when he came in. We...uh...assumed it was placed by his Mistress."
Nadia spun on her and made her visibly cower backwards, "Think Daciana! There is no chastity cage in his intake photos!"
Daciana looked panicked. "It...it was for safety. You know how the collared are, and how could we know what the effects might be in a man...we were worried he might force himself on someone and-"
"Oh please," Nadia dismissed the bullshit story with a wave of her hand, "That story is worse than silence." Holding out her palm, she demanded "Key!"
Daciana looked like a little girl whose mother had just taken away her favorite toy as she fished the key out of her pocket and handed it over.
Nadia took it and leaned forward invading her personal space. In a dangerously soft voice, she added, "From now on, this prisoner is to be treated 100% by-the-book. As soon as I leave here, the cameras in this room turn back on and stay on whenever he's in here. If I learn that you've jeopardized my case again, I'll make certain the Overseers take more than your job from you. Do you understand me, Daciana?"
"Yes Nadia, I understand. I'm sorry," Daciana said quietly while dropping her eyes to the floor in complete submission.
"Leave us."
Daciana scurried from the room like she couldn't leave fast enough. God, it was satisfying to see her put in her place.
After the door closed, Nadia visibly relaxed. She pulled a chair out from the table and sat down, tapping my key against her palm, seemingly lost in thought looking off straight ahead instead of at me.
"Thank...thank you," I offered the woman who had just saved me from what was sure to be a particularly painful rape.
She scoffed and looked me in the eyes. "Me and a human male," she looked off into the distance again, "Strange bedfellows." It seemed like she was talking to herself more than to me.
Then she looked back at me. Her gaze was piercing. I felt like an ant standing before a magnifying glass-focused beam of sunlight.
I looked down, away. "How did you know? About the chastity cage, I mean."
"The bulge was obvious in your tight little skirt. Your Mistress just didn't know what she was looking at," Nadia said it like it was clear as day. It warmed my heart to learn that Tanya wasn't familiar with chastity cages.
"Umm...are you going to unlock me now?"
"I'm going to be frank with you, Jake. I'm not here for you. I don't like humans, especially male ones. The history of humans is filled with rape, abuse, war - almost exclusively attributable to the male sex. In my opinion, humanity would benefit immensely from our collaring their males. But that isn't why I have taken this case. I fight for the superior Arcane sex, to advance the cause of Arcane women, even those as painfully naive as your Mistress. Collaring men is a crucial step we should have taken long ago."



I gulped, processing. "Sit down," she gestured to another chair. I was pleased to find that I seemed to be in complete control of my body. Maybe Nadia can't use the command technique because she's not with the overseers, I hoped. I sat down of my own volition.
Nadia continued, "This case will be heavily scrutinized. It may shape Arcane policy for years to come, similar to Supreme Court cases in your country. And to be honest, I'm not sure that this is the right case to bring this issue to national attention. I would have preferred an older woman, a mother, maybe a widow, someone traditional and unquestionably loyal to Arcania. By contrast, your Mistress seems lax, not surprising with her living abroad, obsessed with humans and their technology. The council may see her as a young, confused, but potentially dangerous, revolutionary. And God knows what kind of radical equality collared rights bullshit you might spout to the media if you get out of here. It's risky."
She leaned back and sighed. "So before I throw my support behind your case, you need to reassure me that you understand your place."
Before I could think of how to reassure her, she pushed her chair back a bit and spread her legs, hiking her skirt up to mid thigh. "On your knees, hurry up."
I didn't move a muscle. The psychopath gene must be inbred here. "Is Tanya the only sane person in this entire fucking country?!" I glared at the arrogant bitch in front of me. "I'm not about to cheat on her!"
"Interesting. You refuse not because you don't want to get on your knees for me, but because you're worried about betraying your Mistress. There's hope for you yet." She seemed utterly unfazed by my rage. "You really should refer to her as 'Mistress' though. It's off-putting to me hearing you call her by her name. The council and the media will find it off-putting too."
"Fuck you, lady!"
"See, this is what I'm talking about. You're not nearly submissive enough to be the nation's poster boy for collaring men. Probably better to have you committed here for years of study and psychological treatment before trying to get the public behind this issue. Letting you out like this might set the cause back years."
Her words were calm and confident like we were having an abstract philosophical discussion instead of discussing the future of the rest of my life. I looked in her eyes and could tell she wouldn't think twice about fucking me over if she thought that was better for her cause.
"I won't betray Tanya..." but my voice was weak now, pleading.
"Was it betraying Tanya when you did whatever it was you did with Daciana?"
"I was raped!" I screamed at her.
The corner of her mouth turned up in a little smile. "Well, I'm not going to rape you. Too easy. How would that show me that you're going to be a good boy who can swallow his human pride and at least publicly pretend that he's honored to wear the collar of an Arcane woman, that he's tickled pink to be marked as her personal bitch. No, you're going to have to get on your knees and submit of your own free will if you want me to save you and your sweet Tanya."
It wasn't just the words themselves, but the confidence with which she spoke them. I wondered if it might be a demon sitting in front of me rather than a woman.
She seemed to be enjoying her villainous monologuing as she continued, "You need me to win this case, Jake. My reputation as a collaring expert and fierce opponent of the collared rights movement legitimizes your side. If I walk, and you get some idealistic collared rights advocate, the council will see this as an attack on the collaring system itself and on the rights of the Arcane. You'll be lucky to see the outside of this facility ever again."
She punctuated her argument by spreading her legs even further, clicking her heels a few times on the floor, grinning it me. "I won't ask you again, Jake. If you want me to appear on your behalf, to argue that you can safely be observed in your Mistress's custody instead of in this prison, then get on your knees and eat my cunt."
I gave it a solid three seconds to see if maybe I would wake up from this nightmare.
And then I got on my knees.
From this vantage, I could see that she wasn't wearing any panties. Her lips looked tight and bare with a landing strip of gray pubic hair.
"Keep your hands clasped behind your back. I'll direct you," she said as she slid a hand into my hair and took a firm grip. "Imagine how the model collared man eats pussy. Show me!"
With an unyielding hand, she pulled my face firmly between her thighs.
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****************
The ceiling was cracked in places. Random paths in a chaotic spider web. I traced the fissured surface with my eyes as I stared upwards, trying to let my thoughts settle in peace.
The pungent tang of Nadia's cunt seemed impregnated in my nostrils no matter how much I scrubbed my face. The queen bitch had left me locked in chastity and taken the key. Said she would give it to Tanya. She had indisputably earned the current ranking of #1 on my fantasy list of people to kill.
I hadn't even been mind-controlled with the command technique. She'd made me lick her with pure coercion. The thought tortured me as I listened to the sounds of running water from some pipe in the wall behind me. The flow stopped and started, slowed and accelerated. Maybe humans are better than the Arcane at plumbing, I hoped. Gotta be better at something. I wonder who takes the crown for manipulative rapists. We have a fair number of those too, I imagined.
I rolled over, seeking more pleasant thoughts, and felt the soreness in my asshole as I changed position.
My own fault. I'd abused myself last night after I'd been brought back to my cell. The experience of being saved from sodomy by Daciana only to be coerced into cunnilingus by Nadia had left me shamefully horny. I had stared at the little blue vibrator they'd provided for an eternity, weighing the odds of feeling better or worse if I shoved the sex toy up my bottom. Ultimately I'd decided that suffering in unsated arousal all night would be a bigger victory for them.
Only after I had the lubed vibe inside me did it occur to me that the chastity cage might prevent me from cumming. Nothing I could think of seemed as pathetic as diddling my prostate all night and still failing to reach orgasm. I worked up a sweat humping that vibrator and as my frustration with orgasm denial grew, I let my fantasies grow darker and darker.
I finally came in my cage at the peak of a particularly heinous fantasy of Tanya and Nadia double-teaming me in a court room to prove some point. They were both fully dressed while I wore only my collar and cage on all fours. Tanya was thrusting into me from behind with a strap-on (not a lingam) fastened on top of her pants. Nadia stood in front of me, rolled up her skirt, lowered her panties and spread her ass with both hands. I felt Tanya's hand on the back of my skull pushing me into the other woman's buttocks. My tongue made contact with the evil woman's anus, and I came.
Laying here the next morning, I wondered if masturbating with the vibe had been the right thing to do...
A knock on the door was followed instantly by a guard entering. I had more visitors it seemed. Unfortunately, none of them was Tanya.
The medical experts had come to evaluate me.
Daciana attended but remained strictly formal and barely looked at me. I imagined my image had become distasteful to her as a reminder that she'd been beaten by Nadia.
The doctors were both men, which I found comforting since I had been starting to wonder if all the men in this country were employed as prison guards. When they addressed me, there was something peculiar in their manner. Their eyes lingered a bit too long. Their words were chosen a bit too carefully.
At first, I thought these were the effects of their guilty consciousnesses. 'Yes, you have violated your oaths and are willfully participating in the imprisonment, slavery, and humiliation of an innocent man,' I willed them to think. But I soon realized it was pure scientific curiosity in their eyes. These men had 'cared for' hundreds of collared women without any ethical qualms. It must have been interesting for them to see one with a dick.
"Undress now, everything off," I was instructed. I was not offered a gown or anything for modesty, which I later learned had less to do with the country's modesty standards for the Arcane and more to do with the way they viewed the collared.
They listened to my heart and lungs, peered into my eyes and ears and mouth, and tested my reflexes. They asked me a horde of questions. How much body hair did I used to have? How quickly did it fall out after I was collared? Had I noticed any fat redistribution to my buttocks or had I always looked...like this? I answered them all honestly since I figured lies might be even more damaging than the truth.
They hadn't seemed to react to my chastity cage at all, but at this point in the exam, one of them instructed, "Ok, now for the genital exam and semen sample collection. Go ahead and take your cage off."
"Um...It's locked."
The doctor seemed to think I was being cute. "Right. Where is the key?"
"My Mistress has it."
The two of them conferred. The consensus was that the penile exam could be forgone as long as I stipulated that I still got erections when I was uncaged. "At risk of getting an erection" was the language they used.
Then they had me lay back on the exam table and put my feet up in stirrups with my legs spread wide for "the rest of the genital exam."
I grunted as a gloved lubricated digit slid into my rectum. The bastard gave me a quizzical look, like he couldn't believe a finger up the ass was any issue for a collared who must be getting butt fucked all the time. The fingertip pressed against what must have been my overly sensitive prostate, making me gasp and my caged cock swell.
"Fully developed," the doctor dictated for his notes. The other doctor did his own exam and concurred.
"Alright, we'll observe the semen sample collection now," one of them said to Daciana.
"Certainly, doctor. One moment please," she replied like a paragon of formality. Moments later she re-entered with Britta in tow.
"Alright Jacob, get on your hands and knees on the exam table now so that Britta here can extract your sample."
I stared at her for a moment to make sure she was serious and then did as she said. This whole thing just seemed so surreal that my curiosity at what might come next almost equalled my dread.
I doubted Britta would be able to make me cum in front of these people. I had barely been able to bring myself to climax toying my ass in the privacy of my own cell less than twelve hours ago.
But of course, they thought of everything.
After Britta had one of their stock blue vibrators buzzing inside my rectum, Daciana spoke in her command voice, "Jacob, you feel fully relaxed now. Your sexual arousal is at maximum. Now be a good boy and make yourself cum on the vibrator."
You might think it was awkward. But that first relaxation command felt divine. It was like I was high on the best drug ever. I looked over at the doctors staring at my stuffed bare butt, and I actually smiled. I felt that good.
Sexual arousal combined with the profound peace of relaxation. The result had me at the brink of orgasm before I even moved. My mouth dropped open and my eyes rolled back as my hips rose and pushed back against Britta's toy, impaling myself deeper.
I looked back at her over my shoulder, and she gave me a knowing smile. I wondered if she had ever experienced this particular set of commands. I hoped she had. I hoped everyone could at some point have the good fortune to feel like this for a moment. I bit my bottom lip like a ditzy slut and started to hump. My hips curled, grinding my pelvis forward and dragging the tip of the vibe along my frontal wall as the toy withdrew.
I pushed back once. Twice. On the third stroke, a decadent noise left my throat, half sigh, half moan, and my cum began to pour out into the specimen cup Britta held ready beneath my cage.
I moaned loudly now, my arms collapsing and lowering my chest to the table, stretching like a cat in no hurry to have the toy withdrawn from my stretched rectum as my balls emptied completely.
There were smiles all around. I wore a silly, post-orgasmic grin. Daciana seemed coaxed out of her formality, smiling and joking with the doctors, "Seems like a collared to me, eh?" They chuckled along with her good-naturedly. Britta smiled too, seemingly eager to share in the good feelings.
****************
Britta came to my cell twice more to extract more semen samples, commanded by Daciana and observed by a guard as an additional witness to preserve the chain of custody. I couldn't believe that my body could make this much cum. I felt like it had been holding out on me.
But I certainly didn't mind being forced to relax and arouse myself completely, to have my mind and body made perfectly in sync with the goal of orgasmic delight. I could get addicted to this.
When Britta was cleaning me up after the last sample was collected, she whispered to me. "Feels wonderful, yes? Mistress doesn't do it to me often, but last night it seems you inspired her." I looked up at her, intrigued. "She gave me nearly the same commands. Forced me to make myself cum with her lingam up my ass. Superhuman relaxation. Superhuman bliss." She beamed at me with overt gratitude.
"Happy to help," I quipped at the bizarre collared woman.
*****************
The next day, Tanya visited.
Unfortunately our psycho bitch advocate was also in attendance. I ignored her completely.
"Tanya! Thank God you're here! Listen, they put this fucking chastity cage on me. Nadia came and got the key. She said she would give it to you."
"Yes, she gave me the key, but-"
"Oh thank fuck. Unlock me, Tanya, this thing is uncomfortable."
"Baby..." Tanya looked uncomfortable, "Jake sweetie, it's best you call me Mistress in public, okay?"
I glared at her in disbelief, but she mouthed the word 'please,' with a look of worry that suggested this was truly not for her benefit alone. Then for who? Nadia? The guards? The cameras? Whatever. Fine.
"Mistress, can you please take off this chastity cage?" Tanya again looked uncomfortable and apologetic. "I could, Jake, but taking it off now might give the judge the wrong impression. Right now, appearances are important, I don't want to come off as a radical, collared-rights activist, you know?"
My eyes and nostrils got big as I considered assaulting the only friend I had in Arcania. Whose side was she on now?!
"In fact, this is the main reason we're here. Nadia wants us to get them to repeat your intake photos with your cage on since it will help paint the right picture-"
"The picture that I'm your whipped, caged little bitch slave?!" I screamed at her.
She looked like I'd just slapped her across the face. She stared at me and forced herself to swallow her saliva. With some difficulty, it seemed.
"That's fair," her voice was strained. It made me suddenly think about the incredible amount of stress she must be carrying through this ordeal. But her voice didn't break. She didn't start to cry. Her voice was steady when she continued, "Look, I'm sorry. It's just-"
Nadia cut her off, "It's alright, Tanya. Let me explain it to him." She turned to me, "That's absolutely right, Jacob. Just like we talked about the other day. We want to show you as a whipped, caged little bitch. We want to show that you present ZERO threat. That you truly are a collared just like any collared woman. You're not a terrorist. You're not a radical. You're not trying to upset the system of humans submitting to the Arcane that's existed for centuries. You are truly impotent, truly harmless, truly just a collared...little...bitch." She punctuated the last three words by pinching her thumb and index finger together in the air, like she was so pleased my words perfectly articulated the situation.
I glared at her unabashed. "I want to speak to Tanya ALONE."
Nadia smirked. "I think that's a good idea." She turned to Tanya. "I'll wait for you outside." Then she stepped out.
"Tanya, I don't trust that woman. She doesn't care about us."
Tanya nodded, conceding the point. "She's a shark. But she's good at what she does."
"What about someone from the collared rights community? Have you spoken to anyone like that?"
She looked insulted.
"Of course I have, Jake. I didn't just take the first advocate I could get. The collared rights groups are ecstatic about this case. They're desperate to be involved. But Nadia thinks it would be a mistake to involve them, at least at this stage, and I agree. She said she discussed this with you already?"
I looked down and nodded. "Well, when I get out of here, I want to meet with some of them."
"Of course! Of course, darling. Hey, you know I don't want it this way. I don't want to look like a collared rights activist right now, but...but I totally am one, baby. I just don't think it's good to make waves right now. You know I'm on your side, right?"
I looked down miserably. "Yeah, I know. I just...I need to get out of here."
She nodded with understanding. "Well we have an audience with the council tomorrow. That's why we had to come now. There's a chance you could be out of here as soon as tomorrow!"
"Tomorrow?! Oh, that's great! Have you and Nadia discussed what I should say?"
She gave me a pitying look. "Oh Jake, I thought you understood. It'll just be Nadia and I. Maybe the council will want to hear from you directly at some point, but not at this initial hearing. Honestly, hopefully you'll never rise to the level of importance where they bring you in to testify. Hopefully they'll just forget about you once we get you out. Your name can just be a footnote in Arcanian history books as the first collared man."
I really didn't know what to think at this point. I believed she was just being direct and honest, but her words still stung. My self-esteem was reaching a lifetime low. I wanted to be done with society completely and forever. I looked up at her, needing her to give me hope. She gave me a serious look as if she telepathically understood.
"I love you, Jake. I told you I'm going to get you out of here, and I will. Nothing in Arcania will stop me."
Her words held a confidence, a strength that I desperately needed to hear. I looked at her and saw the strong, brilliant woman that had captured my heart in class.
This was Tanya Popa.
Somehow since being here in Arcania, she'd become a diminished figure in my mind. An idealistic foolish girl who'd gotten into things beyond her understanding with my life as collateral damage. Too kind and gentle to swim in the same seas as sharks like Daciana and Nadia.
But now she reminded me that she was every bit as strong as they were. She was better than them. And she was still mine. Or I was hers.
I was hers.
**************
The next day Britta was there. "They're saying you might get out today!"
She handed me a heavy metal butt plug. I could see my reflection in its polished chrome surface. I looked up at her quizzically.
"In case you want to be especially ready for your Mistress," she said with a smile.
I couldn't help but return her smile. "Britta, you slut!"
"You don't want to ruin your reunion by being unprepared!" she blushed as she defended her very reasonable action.
Contemplating the weight in my palm, unable to keep from wondering what it would feel like in my rectum, I pondered aloud, "Is this all we're good for here? Being a set of prepped holes? Is that what you are to Daciana?"
Britta could have taken offense, but instead she gave me a sympathetic glance like she was worried about my mental faculties. "My Mistress loves me. You are in a dark place right now, Jacob Miller. You will feel much better when you are with your Mistress again."
The woman was clearly brainwashed. But I liked that she said 'when' and not 'if.'
I ended up wearing that uncomfortable hunk of metal up my ass for most of the day, hoping yesterday's pictures of my caged junk hanging below my bare cheeks would help secure my release. This fucking country...
But no one came. Not Tanya or anyone else. I took it as a bad sign.
*******************
The next day I was called back into the meeting room. Britta came to fetch me, but she seemed clueless.
"What's going on, Britta?"
"I don't know."
Tanya was there, looking very serious next to a new guy in an official-looking uniform. When I walked in, she looked at me and gave me a controlled smile. It said good, not great. She stood and gave me a hug.
"Good news, Jake. The council has granted you probationary release into my custody. There are just a few conditions. Come sit down."
I sat next to her with the official across the table from us. Tanya took my hand in hers. "First is solidifying our cover story in case you may want to talk to your family on the phone or access the internet. Now I want you to understand, we're not doing it this way because I don't trust you or anything like that. This just makes it so you won't have to worry about slipping up-"
"And the Order won't have to worry about you slipping up," the official interjected. Tanya frowned at him but nodded her agreement. The official gave her a 'let's move this along' gesture.
Tanya looked back at me and spoke again. This time when she spoke it was in the same commanding voice she had used to freeze my hand on her apartment doorknob. "Jake, you will listen to what this official says and internalize what he says as if it was a direct command from me. Do you understand?"
"Yes Mistress," my lips moved without thinking.
The official read from his file. "You left your university suddenly after Tanya learned that her father was critically ill in the hospital. You accompanied Tanya to Romania and are currently staying in her home town, a few hours outside Bucharest. You can't seem to recall exactly the name of the town or other specifics. Her father's condition has stabilized, but he remains hospitalized, and you and Tanya have decided to take a leave of absence from school to support her parents here. The university has been contacted and has agreed to this plan."
He closed the file and looked back at Tanya. Another nod. Tanya looked back at me, even more apologetically now. Uh oh.
"Alright Jake honey, the last thing is more...personal. As you know, most of the concern with letting you out is related to uncertainty about the success of the collaring technique I performed, specifically your fertility. The doctors here have confirmed your semen is infertile on multiple specimens, but there remains concern that the effects might reverse at some point. Therefore, as an additional precaution and a condition of your release, we need to prevent you from getting erections for a while."
I swallowed. "Well, I mean I'm already locked in a chastity cage..."
"I know honey, and I know that's uncomfortable for you, plus the council was concerned that the cage could be removed, so we have a better solution. It's very simple. I'm going to use the same command technique to...temporarily make you impotent."
I wanted to kill her. I mean, my rational mind knew that it was this system, this society, that was doing this to me, not her personally per se. But for that moment I wanted to kill her.
Before I had a chance to say anything, maybe something that would ruin this plan to get me released from prison, Tanya spoke in her command voice.
"Don't say anything for now, Jake. Follow me."
The three of us walked out of the meeting room where a doctor and a nurse were waiting to escort us into an adjoining medical examination room. "Take your pants and underwear off and get on the exam table," the doctor ordered as the nurse unfolded two stirrups from the table.
I didn't move. My nostrils flared. My breathing quickened. It was an entirely emotional irrational response, but I was about to lose my shit. Tanya spoke again, "Do as they say, Jake. Be a good boy for me."
The fire inside me burned just as bright, maybe brighter, but my body calmed. My muscles relaxed, and my breathing slowed. I shucked off my clothes and sat on the exam table, letting the nurse guide my feet into the stirrups so that my legs were spread in the air, and three sets of eyes were all staring at my asshole.



The chastity cage was unlocked and removed. Tanya stepped between my legs and stroked me to a firm erection. I hadn't realized just how much I had missed seeing my cock engorged. It felt great in my lover's hand despite the clinical setting. I felt the irrational, instinctual pride males get from having a stiff pole jutting up between their legs.
And then it was over. "From this moment forward, unless I reverse this command in the presence of an Arcane official, your body is incapable of an erection. Your penis will stay completely soft and limp regardless of sexual arousal or orgasm." She said in her command voice. Even before she finished my erection was wilting away. My hairless cock hung flaccid between my spread thighs. Despite how accustomed I had become to sexual humiliation, this was a new low. I let my head fall back on the cushioned exam table in defeat.
But it wasn't over. The sound of the nurse snapping on a pair of latex gloves made me look up again. She smiled down at me. "Ok sweetie, I just need to verify that her command was correctly encoded. Just relax," she said gently as she squeezed a thick dollop of lubricant onto her fingers.
I looked up to stare at the ceiling in mortification as the sweet nurse penetrated my anus with one, then two fingers. Despicably, they felt wonderful inside me. I wanted the floor to swallow me up, never to be seen again.
She finger-banged my butthole while trying to stroke my limp dick. No sign of any erection. When she slid her fingers out and replaced them with a vibrator, my slutty body couldn't contain a moan. Tears of intense humiliation came to my eyes. My breathing quickened with arousal and embarrassment. The nurse gave Tanya a look, and she sprang into action.
Tanya came around behind me, taking my hands in hers and bringing her mouth close to my ear. "It's ok, baby, almost done. You're doing so good. I want you to cum for her. Cum and you will be mine again. You're so sexy, darling, go ahead and cum." Her fingers pressed into my palms, squeezing my hands tightly and pulling them back at my sides. The position made me feel completely dominated. My legs spread in stirrups, the pretty nurse stroking my soft penis while thrusting a vibrator up my ass, my love holding my hands back at my shoulders like an effeminate T-rex. I could feel the orgasm rising inside my prostate, priming to explode. Tanya hadn't even used her command voice to tell me to cum. Like she knew it wasn't necessary. Like she knew I would cum from this on my own.
The thoughts triggered my climax. I whined and bucked on the table. Tanya squeezed my hands even tighter. "Good boy, cumming for me, let it all go!" I whimpered as watery semen began trickling out pathetically from my utterly soft genitals.
********************
I stood awkwardly behind Tanya as she finished signing the release forms.
I had never been to this part of the facility, outside the locked down areas. I could see light coming in through what I imagined was the front door of the building. Arcania was out there, waiting.
I was in pants now. Apparently they'd had pants for the collared the whole time. The only ironclad rule of collared fashion seemed to be the crop tops that left the collared mark at the lower back exposed.
Tanya finished up at the counter and turned around. She gave me a big smile and opened her arms. I took her in a bear hug.
For a long time, we held each other. In that moment, nothing else mattered, not the other people in the lobby, not Arcania outside, nothing. She whispered in my ear, "I'm so sorry this happened, Jake. I think you're so strong the way you've handled everything." We held each other tighter.
Finally, Tanya pulled back and looked me in the eyes. Her eyes glistened with tears, and she gave me a smile on the border of sobbing. "C'mon," she said offering me her hand. I took it in my own and still looking into each other's eyes we walked out of the facility.
*FLASH* *FLASH* *FLASH*
The noises and lights brought us back to reality. The camera flashes were blinding. The press was out in force. Reporters jockeyed for position trying to get a better picture and ask us their questions.
"Jacob, is it true you were collared voluntarily?" "Were you gay or bisexual before this?" "Ms. Popa, do you intend to collar more men?"
Tanya tightened her grip on my hand and pulled me through the crowd into the back of a waiting car.
"Sorry," she gasped as we struggled to catch our breaths, "Probably should have warned you about that. We're kind of famous now."
The car whisked us away.
"Where are we going?" I asked, not really caring, just happy to be out.
"To the hotel I've been staying at. The press have been camped outside my parents' house, so I've been staying in accommodations downtown," she flashed a guilty smile, "Much nicer. You'll see!"
*********************
We pulled into the portico of an elegant building, and a doorman rushed to help us from the vehicle.
Minutes later, Tanya clicked her keycard into a door on the fourteenth floor and led us into the most opulent hotel suite I had ever seen.
It looked like something from an interior decorating magazine, not of a hotel room, but more like a penthouse apartment. The white leather sofa looked so soft that I couldn't help but wonder how it would feel to be fucked over it.
"Quite posh, don't you think? We've received quite a few donations from our supporters. Nicer that your previous accommodations?" Tanya gave me a wry smile, and I returned it. She squeezed my hand. "Hey, you can tell me as much or as little as you want about what happened to you in there."
I looked back at her, wondering what she knew. "I know that things happen in the collared centers." Then she softened a bit, "Well, I don't really know, but there's a massive amount of pornography dedicated to it." She gave me a weak smile, like she couldn't decide whether it was ok to joke or if she was inflicting psychological trauma.
"Hey speaking of which..." She looked at me with a sheepish smile.
"What?" I asked.
She grinned. "We're kind of famous now, you know?"
"Yeah..."
"There's um...there's like celebrity porn of us"
"What?! Really?!"
She grinned while nodding vigorously. "Yeah haha. It's pretty bad."
"Haha," I laughed along with her. It felt really good to laugh. "Well let's see it!"
She giggled - a sound I hadn't heard in too long - and quickly pulled up a video on her laptop.
The scene opened with what looked like a stereotypical college campus. The camera zoomed in on a pretty boy lying on his stomach in the grass, reading a textbook in the open sun.
"Why am I wearing a New York Yankees baseball cap?"
Tanya shrugged. "Who knows? Probably to let viewers know you're American."
The camera zoomed in on the boy's upturned butt, clad in tight blue jeans. His butt looked unnaturally big. I was about to comment on it, but I knew that my own ass had swollen unnaturally. Not to the point of the pornstar's, but enough that I didn't really want to call attention to it.
The camera panned up to show a woman leaning back against a nearby building, ogling the boy none too subtly. Clearly this was meant to be Tanya. But even more than me, she'd been pornified. The actress had bigger tits and was dressed slutty in fishnets and a miniskirt. Her face was actually less beautiful than Tanya's, but it was covered in a thick layer of makeup. And they'd really leaned into the punk/rebel angle. The porn Tanya sported a nose ring, an eyebrow ring, and a sleeve tattoo.
She approached and struck up a conversation with the boy on the ground. They kept the dialogue inaudible, leaving it to the viewer to infer what was being said from the smiles and seductive looks, overlaid with smooth electronic background music. Good call, porn director, best not to highlight the acting skills of your performers.
Soon they moved into what looked like a dorm room. There had been no Arcanian enforcers scaring the crap out of both of them. There was no drugging, no bondage, no rape. The porn me seemed to be down to fuck.
He quickly found himself on his knees, sucking the thick lingam between her legs down his throat. The camera angle taken from just behind and underneath the woman's thong-clad buttocks was a nice piece of cinematography. The muscles in her rear flexed as she face-fucked the boy between her legs.
Next, the boy bent over his bed and reached back to spread his ass for her. His butt seemed too big, enlarged with either computer graphics or silicone implants. He pulled the fat cheeks apart to reveal a hairless, half-gaped hole.
"Pfff, your hole is hotter," Tanya said from next to me. I looked over at her, but her eyes were riveted to the screen. Her hand had snuck between her legs at some point.
Porn Tanya stuffed her lingam inside porn Jake with a sadistic grin on her face. He squealed with what I hoped was unrealistic zeal.
I wanted to reject it. To say it was preposterous. To say it wasn't hot. That I wasn't turned on by it. That I didn't desperately want to act it all out right now.
I failed. I was totally turned on.
I sidled up a little closer to Tanya on the sofa. She looked over at me, and I took the opportunity to crush my lips against hers. Her tongue in my mouth felt like home. I reached across to paw at her fantastic tits.
She pulled back for a moment. "Hey, showing you this wasn't meant to insinuate that we have to have sex right now. We can wait if you want to."
I shook my head. "I'm dying for you to fuck me." She smiled and moved forward to resume making out, but I added, "But let's not do any of that Mistress/slave stuff today, ok? I'll be your submissive slutty lover, but I'm still your lover, your partner, got it?"
Tanya smiled and gave a little nod. "Got it." She kissed me hard. I moaned into her mouth as my hands became reacquainted with her sumptuous body.
She tried to talk while we made out. "I missed you *kiss* so much *kiss* I love you." She pulled back panting. "I'll be right back."
She scampered off into the bedroom.
On the screen, the porno reached a climax. "You wanna be my collared, baby? You wanna be my collared?!" the actress screamed as she pounded her boy's ass. "Make me your bitch, Mistress!" the actor shrieked. The screen filled with his dick squirting beneath the lingam sliding in and out of his asshole.
Tanya came running out of the bedroom, now fully nude except for her socks and the lingam now bobbing between her legs. "Ready?" she asked with an excited smile.
I smiled, but my attention jerked back to the screen as porn Tanya roared her own orgasm. "You're mine now, bitch!" she cackled before a flash of blue light blinded the camera. When the picture came back, they were making out with gratuitous visible tongue. The camera zoomed in to capture the boy's new tramp stamp.
I turned back to Tanya. "It's pretty cheesy," I said, mostly to deflect how aroused I was.
"I mean, it's celebrity porn. It's not Shakespeare. But I agree..." she grabbed me by the wrist and moved my hand to her lingam, "we can do better."
She hurried me into the bedroom with her hand squeezing my ass through my pants the whole way.
"Bend over baby."
I rushed to comply, climbing onto the bed on my hands and knees. She took her time moving behind me on her knees, taking in the view. She tugged down my pants and underwear in one motion.
I wanted to stay still, to conceal my desperation, but I couldn't stop myself from arching my lower back and lifting my hips for her. Bent over like an animal, raising my bare ass for penetration, I felt my rational brain switch off and my horny brain take over.
"You've got a fat ass, Jake. I think it's grown since the last time I saw it," she chuckled. I forced myself to join her in an uneasy chuckle, determined to enjoy tonight and resist any bad vibes. I wanted, I needed to be fucked by someone who loved me.
She leaned over me, kissing my shoulder and my neck. I felt her lingam harden and poke my bottom. She sat back and squeezed my globes with both hands.
"Did you miss me, Jake?"
"Oh I missed you so much," I gasped.
"Did your ass miss me?"
"Tanya..."
"This may be the most fuckable butt I've ever seen." She spread my soft, fat cheeks. "You've got a sweet little asshole, Jake." I said nothing, feeling twin signals of humiliation and pride wash over me.
"Did your sweet little asshole miss me?"
I blew out a breath and closed my eyes. I felt her hot breath between my spread ass cheeks. "Well?" she prompted. I let out a needy moan.
"Hehe, yeah it missed me," then her tongue was on my hole. She licked my rim, and I shuddered at the perverse, intimate act.
"Tanya, please just fuck me," I looked back at her over my shoulder. "I need you inside me. NOW!"
She gave me a predatory smile and took another couple of lazy licks, letting me know she would only fuck me when she was good and ready. Finally she moved up and wedged her girl cock between my cheeks before pouring a river of lube down my crack, coating my hole and her shaft simultaneously.
I was practically delirious with arousal now. I bit my lip and pushed my hips back, desperate for penetration. She spanked me hard.
"Don't be a greedy slut, Jake! Keep your hips up and wait for me to take you."
A finger rubbed lube into the wrinkled folds of my sphincter before pushing inside. Her digit pulled this way and that, giving me the delicious sensation of being stretched open. "Oh baby," she panted thick with lust, "I can feel your walls squeezing me. This ass really needs to be fucked."
Finally, I felt her position the tip of her lingam at my entrance. "Say it, baby. Say you need my cock in your sweet little asshole."
"Hoah! I need it!"
"What do you need? Say it!"
"I need your cock in my sweet little asshole!" I growled in frustration.
She pushed the tip just inside me, and I moaned. No matter how many times I got fucked, I never got used to it.
"Oh God baby, your ass..." her voice went high and feminine as she experienced my tight embrace. Her hands gripped my hips and pulled back gently. "Ok you can move now. Take me deep, baby. Take me all the way."
I let my eyes roll back in my skull and my mouth drop open as I pushed out and forced my pelvis backward, impaling myself on her thick length. We moaned together as her slick shaft slid deeper in my tunnel.
When she bottomed out, she leaned over me, cementing our bodies together. She pulled my hair back to access my lips. Her tongue fucked my mouth as my butthole clutched greedily on her buried schlong, measuring it, savoring it, loving it. And then she started to move.
I squealed, all pride abandoned, as she humped me, sliding just an inch of herself in and out. Her grip was strong, one hand on my shoulder, one on my hip, as she topped me. I was her bitch in every way. The thought intensified the sensations of being filled and fucked.
"Oh my god! Oh I'm close!" I cried in shock.
"Already? No! Don't cum yet!" She started fucking me faster, clapping her pelvis against my buttocks. "Who's got a sweet little asshole?!" she taunted.
As I said, my pride was discarded. "I've got a sweet little asshole! I've got a sweet little asshole!" I yelled gleefully, fully focused on my growing climax. "I'm sorry Tanya, I'm going to-"
She pulled out suddenly, making my anus slam shut painfully, while simultaneously taking my balls in her grip and giving a vicious little twist and squeeze. The pain chased my orgasm away.
"Tanya! What the fuck?!"
"I said 'Not yet!' Now get on your back!"
I was pissed, but my horniness won out. I spun onto my back and lifted my spread legs in invitation. She slid between them and re-entered me quickly, silencing my shrieks with her lips covering mine. Tanya started fucking me just the way I liked, deep and slow, letting me savor the drag of her tip along my front wall over my prostate. She pushed on the backs of my thighs, folding me deeper in two. She arched her back, thrusting her chest into my face. I accepted her nipple between my lips.
"Oooh, good boy. I'm close baby. Suck the other one!" She popped her other breast into my mouth. Then she brought her hand up to her face and spit on her fingers. Her hand descended between our bodies and rubbed the hot saliva over my limp dick.
Surprisingly, I had ignored my dick up until now. Maybe I'd been trying to ignore it. But now on my back with her rubbing it against my belly, I couldn't ignore it anymore. It was sensitive but completely flaccid. I felt the realization start to take over my thoughts. That I was a freak. That my manhood had been taken. That I was a completely pussy-whipped, submissive bitch who couldn't get it up and was going to cum anyway from being fucked up the ass. I waited for these thoughts to translate into sinking feelings of shame and despair in my stomach.
But no bad feeling came. Instead, the thoughts just made me feel more aroused. 'Oh my God,' I thought, 'what a depraved, nasty little slut you are! Oh yeah! I'm a collared buttfucked bitch!'
I moaned aloud.
And then her thumb started rubbing the underside of my spit-lubed glans.
"Cum for me, Jake. Give it to me!"
I moaned around her breast, sucking hard and moaning at the same time. I clenched my asshole around her thrusting prick, spiking the pain and pleasure together. She sat back up with one hand on my hip for balance and the other still rubbing my glans like a little clit while she slammed her dick in and out of my back passage.
My orgasm came all at once. Scalding hot, watery jizz began pouring out over my belly. My breath was forced from my lungs in an involuntary long moan. As I rode out the waves of my climax, I was vaguely aware that the undulating contractions of my sphincter triggered Tanya's orgasm as well.
I expected her to collapse on top of me, soaking her breasts in the puddle of hot cum on my belly, but instead I felt her tongue licking it up. It was a big load for me. I looked down watching her lap it up like it was the tastiest sauce. She was almost done when she looked up and met my eyes with a guilty look like she'd been caught hogging desert all to herself.
Without breaking eye contact, she moved up my body. My eyes got big and I thought to say something, but before I could she locked lips with me, pushing a hot, salty glob of jizz into my mouth with her tongue. Only when it seemed that she'd anointed every inch of my mouth with her tongue did she pull away with a satisfied little smirk on her face.
"Ok. I have to know. What's with Arcanians and cum eating?"
Tanya beamed at me, seemingly happy I was taking an interest in her...hobbies. "Well, eating cum makes people hornier. It's a natural long-lasting aphrodisiac. I really can't believe humans haven't figured that out already, despite their proficiency with science and technology. Humans have a weird relationship with sex."
Interesting. But the way Daciana had mentioned 'showing me' the reason she ate cum didn't seem to fit. "That's the only reason?" I pressed.
Tanya looked like she'd been caught. She tried to shrug it off while muttering, "well, I mean, it's especially good for lingam users." She looked away as if she thought I might just leave it there. This was the most inept evasion I had ever seen from Tanya. It was cute.
"In what way is it especially good for lingam users, Tanya?" I said, enjoying making her uncomfortable. She sighed and met my eyes with a tight lipped smile, fluttering her eyelashes at me. "Well when a woman eats cum, it allows her to shoot spunk from her lingam. Like with her own cream." Seeing my quizzical brow, she added defensively, "It's hot."
"Like your body stores my jizz and shoots it out later?"
"No, it's not YOUR jizz. It has no sperm in it. But it's something about the essence of seed that the lingam can't generate on its own. It's a fairly mainstream fetish for Arcane women to creampie their lovers."



I reflexively reached back to sample the wetness between my cheeks. Bringing my hand back in front of me, it looked like only lube on my finger.
"I haven't done it to you yet, Jake. I thought I would talk with you about it first when the time was right. Didn't want to freak you out."
"So you've just been wasting it?" I teased her. She blushed, but she seemed pleased that her revelation was being received so well. "No...I...I jerk off."
"What?! Really?!"
She bit her lip and nodded. "It's just so hot to see stuff shoot out when I cum! You take it for granted as a man."
A comfortable silence spread out between us, lost in our thoughts.
"So...can I creampie you?" she asked hopefully, breaking the silence.
"Maybe later. Got anything to eat around here?"
*****************
We ordered an extravagant meal from room service. Tanya said it was the perfect opportunity to introduce me to the delicacies of Arcanian cuisine. Every bite was succulent.
"So who exactly is paying for all this again?"
Tanya eyed me thoughtfully as she finished chewing a bite of steak. "There's a bunch of them. Kind of a motley crew, actually. On the one side, you have various collared rights activists and support groups. They think we're doing this to bring down the collaring system. That Arcanian men will wake up and start to question things when they see human men being enslaved and fucked instead of just human women."
"Uh huh," I nodded along as I devoured some kind of polenta dolloped with sour cream on top.
"On the other side, you have dominant heterosexual Arcanian women and homosexual men who've been longing to collar males for a long time. They think we're doing this to expand the collaring system and support Arcanian supremacy."
"And no one thinks you just raped me to protect me from the enforcers after you let me go down on you in a moment of lusty weakness?" I asked half-jokingly.
Tanya gave a half-shrug. "The rape idea doesn't matter. Human consent to collaring is irrelevant. But you should know that I testified before the council that you took the collar voluntarily. Nadia thought it would make them more likely to trust you to be released from the facility. I told them I did it for love. But I think most people think that's bullshit, and I must have some political agenda."
She looked a little put out that I'd called her a rapist. Again. And then she'd told me that she'd perjured herself on the off chance it would increase the odds of my release from that prison.
"Hey," I squeezed her hand, "Thanks." She looked at me with deep eyes. I'd never seen her so vulnerable. "I know you didn't mean for any of this to happen. You said you'd get me out and you got me out. You're pretty amazing, you know that?"
She leaned in and gave me an electrically-charged kiss. It felt good.
"So what now?" I asked.
"Now we work on getting the council to accept collared males, so that we can get back to our lives."
I took her in my arms and clutched her tightly to my body. "I was so scared I would never see you again," I whispered in her ear, "What if we can't convince them? What if they lock me back in that place again? Maybe we should run. Would you leave Arcania with me?"
I felt her body tense. "There's no where we could go where they wouldn't find us," she said softly to my chest. Pushing back, she looked me in the eye, "And we just got you out. You're on probationary release. Let's just enjoy that tonight, ok?"
"You're right, you're right. Just wishful thinking, I guess. A pleasant fantasy of leaving everything behind with you."
I grabbed her softer parts in an instinctual effort to comfort myself. Handfuls of breast and butt. I squeezed. She let me, watching me carefully.
"Listen, tomorrow we're meeting with Nadia and her colleagues to discuss strategy, and I've scheduled some meetings with the other groups supporting us. You can come to as much or as little as you-"
"I'm coming with you to everything. I want to know everything. I'm sick of feeling like a victim and a passenger in all this."
Tanya smiled at me. "Good. We'll do this together."
We kept smiling at each other until I noticed her grin take on a lusty vibe. It was the kind of grin freshman frat boys give girls before they've learned how to mask their desire and play the game.
She cupped my cheek, still eyeing me like a piece of meat. "Do you know that I masturbate to you?" I blushed, soaking up the ego boost like a wilted daisy finally exposed to the sun.
"I do!" she said like I didn't believe her, "you're the first lover I've ever masturbated to. Before you I only thought about kinky porn or fantasies when touching myself."
"I think about you too," I confessed. But there was something bothering me. Something that needed to be fixed.
Suddenly I realized what it was.
Tanya and I had enjoyed some amazing sexual encounters. But the best sex of my life, the moment where I had felt most aroused, was not with her but with someone I hated.
I hated that the best sex I'd had was with Daciana magically forcing me to be a slut for her. I wanted to give that to Tanya. I needed her to take that.
"Tanya, you know, you could use the command technique to make me be slutty for you, right?"
I worried this would lead to more questions, but I later learned that the request was rather common. I found collared forums online, and it turned out that a lot of collared women asked their Masters to do this, especially for anal where they had trouble relaxing enough on their own.
I could see on her face that she wanted it but still felt like she had to resist temptation. She took a deep breath to calm herself and then managed to ask in a level voice, "You'd...you'd let me do that?"
I nodded eagerly.
"But I mean, you must be sore now. We can try it some other time..." she protested in a final valiant effort to spare me.
"I want you to do it. Right now," my words came fast, almost pressured, I wanted her to do it before I lost my nerve. "And cum in me. I want you to cum in my ass too."
The look on her face was enough to make me wonder if I'd made a terrible mistake. Powerful. Hungry. Maniacal. "Ok Jake. Thank you," she said it softly, like I was a small animal she didn't want to scare away.
When her mouth opened again, the voice that came out was her command voice. "Tonight, until you cum, you will have no inhibitions. You will give yourself to me freely and completely. You will show me your true feelings for me in the form of sexual submission and lust."
My face wore a rapidly growing, goofy grin. The kind you get sitting in the lead car of a rollercoaster as it slowly creaks and grinds up the slope before the first drop.
At first, I wasn't sure if her words had worked. I didn't feel any different. I was about to say so, when I noticed something. A quieting of my background thoughts. A refocusing on her.
And then my eyes rolled up in my skull as the pleasure of sluthood descended over me. I shivered and moaned.
"Oh, look at you! You like that, honey?"
I focused my eyes on her with my mouth hanging open with breathless desire. She was smirking at me.
She kissed me and then with sure, forceful hands, she bent me over the end of the white leather sofa. I luxuriated in her grasp, struggling lightly just to feel the pressure of her grip holding me down against the cool, soft material.
An exaggerated, scandalized gasp escaped my lips when she tugged my panties down and bared my asshole. Her stiff girl cock was in my crack in seconds.
"Wait! Let me suck it!" I cried out.
"Hush!" she silenced me. But then she moved around to kneel on the couch in front of me. I opened my mouth and extended my tongue like a welcoming red carpet.
Her lingam felt hot on my lips and tongue as it slid into my mouth. It throbbed as I sucked on it gently. I kept my eyes on hers submissively as I pleasured her staff, teasing the tip of my tongue along the underside. Suddenly I remembered that she'd already used her lingam tonight. Had she washed it? The thought sent a jolt of slutiness down into my gut, and I broke eye contact for the first time, letting my eyes cross as I moaned and drooled on her cock.
Tanya responded by pressing strong fingertips to the back of my skull and thrusting herself deeper in my mouth. She leaned over me and started slapping my soft ass, while I struggled not to gag on her dick. She said nothing as she worked me over. The room was silent apart from the rhythmic spanks she rained down on my buttocks, and my muffled moans around the stiff cock stuffed in my mouth.
Tears came to my eyes, tears of gratitude, and of want, of extreme need. As I felt heat build in my pinked, spanked butt cheeks, my asshole began to clench hungrily. I needed to be fucked. By Her. I'd never wanted something so much in my life.
Without warning, she pulled out of my gullet, thin strings of drool spilling down my chin as she moved around behind me.
Her shaft tucked itself between my cheeks, followed by a slathering of thick cool lube. The head of her dick pressed and slipped around my rim. "Pleeeeaassssee!" I moaned in need.
I screamed like a virgin when she entered me. My body felt high with intense sensations of pain and fullness and naughty pleasure. My thoughts obliterated.
Tanya went still, unsure whether my scream was on the right side of the pain/pleasure divide. "Just to be clear, you're still to tell me immediately if you feel anything that could be injury. Your safe word is red."
In the midst of my arousal, I vaguely heard and comprehended her words. I thought I gave a little nod, maybe I didn't.
"Got that, slut?!" she barked at me.
"Yeeeettthhh, Missttreeeesssss!" I moaned with exaggerated pomp, giving a little flourish with my head before looking back at her over my shoulder and wiggling my impaled butt ever so slightly.
She narrowed her eyes at me before grabbing my hair and pulling my head back so her lips were right up next to my ear.
"You feel free to scream as loud as you want, baby," she whispered, "I won't think any less of you, and I'm not going to stop for anything but that safe word."
At those words, I steeled myself for an ass-pounding, but she was gentle as she started to saw herself back and forth in my rectum. At first, I thought she was worried about hurting me, but then I heard her moan, "Ohhhhhh," deep and self-indulgent, and I realized that she was savoring her conquest of my clutching asshole.
I whimpered as she fucked me. I never used to whimper. Not before I met Tanya. But sex with her, hearing her moan as she slid her staff through my tight slippery tunnel, it had made me express myself...differently.
I squeezed down selfishly on her cock, even harder than before. I knew it was my tunnel shrinking and constricting around her lingam, but it FELT like the thing was growing, expanding to fill me. It made me feel owned and submissive.
"Fuck!" she moaned into my ear, "I can feel you hugging me. Mmmmmm, oh God! Your soft, conquered asshole clutching me gently. You really are made for this, Jake baby, you're my perfect collared!"
My asshole was hornier than the horniest pussy. I couldn't help myself. I clutched myself as tight as I could around her cock as it filled me and dragged out of me again and again, pulling my entire pelvic floor back and forth between my cheeks.
"Fuck yourself on my cock, boy! Bounce that pretty, collared ass on my dick!"
I did. "Oh no..." I whined as I felt myself cross the point of no return. Tanya realized instantly what was happening. She grabbed my hips and started fucking me at a fast pace.
"Mmmm, fuck yeah, slut boy. Take that cock! You gonna wear a butt plug every day for me?"
"YEAH!"
"You gonna take it up the ass every day for me?"
"YEAH!!"
"Mmmm, I'm going to bury it in you everyday," she said breathlessly, seemingly more to herself than to me.
And then I couldn't stop it anymore. My orgasm detonated behind my balls. "Oh, oh, oh, oh, OHHHHHAAHHHH!" I squealed in slutty pleasure as my own watery cum began to pour from my limp dick and rhythmic contractions seized my anus.
"I'm cumming!" she shrieked, "I'm cumming! I'm cumming inside you!" I felt warmth and wetness between my cheeks and along the back of my ballsack as her hot jizz pumped into my body and split around her thrusting shaft. I pressed my fingertips against my lower abdomen, imagining how her seed looked in my insides, knowing I'd been bred.
Her body collapsed on top of me. Our beings melded into a single form, her lingam still buried inside me, fusing us together. We could have stayed like that forever.
Hopefully we will.
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My father never thought I was good enough.
No, I didn't just imagine it. He said so out loud. Repeatedly. But even if he hadn't, I could always see it in his eyes.
Not that I was weak or stupid or slow. Objectively, I was above average in almost every way. But he always made it clear that above average was no where near the threshold of deserving to bear his name.
My mother left before I could remember, and as I grew up, I slowly came to agree that she'd made the right move. A series of nannies raised me, with just enough paternal attention dripped in to make me crave his approval. I was driven, if nothing else.
When I joined the company after college, everyone, including my father of course, thought I didn't deserve to be a vice president. My father offered me the job; No, he told me that would be my job, and I accepted. Should I have refused? Was that another test I'd failed?
The title was given on a probationary basis: 'interim vice president' pending six months of performance review. I had no idea if this was the normal procedure for such things, and I wasn't about to ask. I considered whether my whole life might be one big elaborate prank set up just so he could fire me after six months, forever marking me as unworthy. I wouldn't put it past the old man.
I worked hard, driven by a burning need to prove them all wrong, that I did deserve it, that I did belong here, that I wasn't worthless. I had no time for friends. I had no time for hobbies. The job was my value. I knew it wasn't healthy, but I couldn't help it. I failed to derive self-worth from anything else.
Six months passed quickly.
The week before the big board meeting that would determine my future, my father took the entire executive team out for a fancy steak dinner at a local resort. The company put us up for the night so that we could get drunk and enjoy the resort's amenities afterward. Not least of which was 'Spice,' a small nightclub, rumored to host beautiful girls, some of whose company could be purchased.
After dinner, our group made our way there. I was the youngest and clearly the outsider of the group. I hung by the bar, trying to decide how long I had to stay here before retiring to my hotel room wouldn't look like a retreat from battle.
My father sidled up to me with a drink in his hand and a warm smile that, if I didn't know him, I would have sworn carried genuine paternal love. It instantly put me on guard.
He wrapped an arm around me, clasping my shoulder and pulling my head toward him to speak into my ear.
"See that girl over there?" he said in a cheerful, yet serious voice, like he was telling me a secret joke.
I looked over and saw a beautiful Asian girl sitting at the bar. Her long, perfectly straight hair fell almost to her waist. She was thin. Skinny, but her dress was well fitted enough to show that she still had the hourglass shape of a woman.
"Yeah, I see her."
My father leaned even closer and spoke even more softly. "She's got a butt plug up her ass with your name on it."
I couldn't help it. I had been determined not to react to whatever mind game he was playing, but I had not expected...this. I jerked my head back in shock and looked him in the eye.
His smile became even warmer, and he raised his glass to me in a little mini salute. At a clearly audible volume, his deep voice boomed, "You deserve it, kid. Well done." He took a last pull from his drink, looked back at me with a little nod as he swallowed, and walked out of the room.
I turned back to the girl.
Okay, what was I supposed to do here? Are there hidden cameras? Is this supposed to see whether I'm weak, self-indulgent, prone to putting myself at risk of blackmail?
I couldn't decide.
If I fucked her, I'm sure he would say: 'Kid is immature. No self control. What if she was a corporate spy? Hell, I basically told him this was a test, and he still couldn't keep his dick in his pants.'
If I didn't fuck her, it would be: 'What a pussy. Can't take the slightest risk, even when I told him it was a sure thing, just lacks that killer instinct. A real man would have taken that bitch back to his room and fucked her six ways from Sunday.'
While I was still thinking these terrifying thoughts, the girl looked over at me. She was striking. Bewitching. Just my type. She gave me an embarrassed little smile, then looked away.
I knocked back the rest of my drink. My brain synthesized all available information and bestowed upon me a crystal-clear conclusion: Fuck my father. Fuck this test. Let's fuck this hottie up her ass.
She glanced up as I strode over, and I held her gaze throughout my approach, my smile widening with every step. "Hi there," I said with all the confidence of a slightly buzzed man who knows he has a sure thing.
"Hi," she replied with a smile. Wow, she was really beautiful. She must have cost a fortune.
"I'm Adam."
"Yumi."
We shook hands, very formal. Maybe that's how these things are done. I was in new territory. Well, no need for more discussion.
"You're gorgeous. I can't take my eyes off of you. Wanna get out of here? I have a room in the hotel."
She raised a quizzical brow. "You think I'm just gonna go with you to your room? Just like that?"
Maybe she'd been told to put up token resistance, to not let on that she was a prostitute. Maybe my father hadn't told the escort service or whoever that he was going to let me in on it. No problem.
I held her eyes in my stare, as supremely confident as I had ever felt. With my lust for her freely pouring out of my pupils, I let a shit-eating grin spread wide across my face. "Just like that," I confirmed.
She flushed a shade of light pink and looked down, another show of mock resistance, like she was thinking it over. When she looked back up, she was wearing a lusty grin of her own. "Lead the way, mister," she purred offering me her hand.
I took it. I walked her out of there with an arm possessively wrapped around her waist. Not hurrying, not fleeing, just moving at my pace. Maybe it was because all of my blood was moving from my brain to my cock, but I felt no indecision. I was exactly where I wanted to be.
As soon as the elevator doors closed, we were all over each other. I pressed her tight little body firmly against the wall and took her lips in mine. She tasted light and sweet. The way she put her arms around my neck, the way she let herself melt into my grasp, the way she sucked on my tongue...Fuck. My cock was trying to burst through my pants but was painfully losing the battle to the fabric.
My keycard slid into the door and admitted us into my hotel room. She flashed me a dangerous smile, like a hungry lioness, shoving me back against the door before dropping to her knees. She attacked my belt feverishly like it was the last barrier between her and paradise.
She let her bottom drop to the floor between her legs as she knelt, flexible as fuck. Her dress had somehow gathered mostly in front of her, causing the back hem to ride up, giving me a delicious peak at her round, full, perfect buttocks split by a black lace thong.
Moments later, she was looking up at me submissively with my dick in her mouth, bobbing her head like a good little slut. Without breaking eye contact, she took a deep breath and then forced her head forward. My cock reached the back of her mouth. And then kept going. She accepted my length into her throat like a pro.
I couldn't suppress an animalistic groan as my head and eyes rolled back involuntarily. This was the best day of my life. My thoughts fought back and forth between reveling in how good her mouth felt and trying desperately not to cum.
A manicured, feminine hand grabbed my balls, which had begun to tense and rise, and forcefully dragged them back down as she popped her lips off of my knob. Why was she stopping? Did I want her to keep going? Of course, but I didn't want to cum yet....
While my blood-deprived brain tried to solve this conundrum, she flashed me that fantastic grin again and turned around. Looking over her shoulder at me, she started to crawl towards the bed, letting her hips sway exaggeratedly back and forth like the tigress she was.
I just stood there watching her with my mouth hanging open, completely and hopelessly entranced. She pulled herself up onto the bed and faced forward, lifting her rump into the air in offering.
Suddenly, I could move again. In a flash, I was right behind her. I paused again. I was almost scared to touch her. Like she was a mythical creature or a mirage that might vanish at any moment. My hands, shaking with want, rucked up the hem of her dress, gathering it around her waist, fully exposing the best ass I'd ever seen in real life.
I heard an involuntary whine leave my throat when I touched it, giving that perfectly shaped cake a squeeze. After that first touch, my other hand joined in, and I was kneading her doughy plump ass cheeks, spreading them and watching them bounce and jiggle back into place when I released them.
At this point, I noticed that she did not, in fact, have a butt plug up her ass like my father said she would. Maybe it was more of a metaphor for 'I paid that girl to give you anal.' A trivial detail that didn't really matter.
What mattered was that I had the little vixen here, bent over on my bed, with her defenseless booty raised up for my plundering, and my cock hard enough to cut glass. I thanked God I had not pussied out and passed up this opportunity. I was going to fuck this ass into next week. Clearly, this was the best decision I had ever made.
I pulled her panties down and...
...a little dick dropped down between her legs.
It was like the music in my head just stopped. Internal server error. This did not compute. My chest started to feel increasingly tight, and I realized that I needed to remind myself to keep breathing. I exhaled and blinked a few times to clear my head.
Yep. There it was. A cute little hairless cock and set of balls hung there between her beautiful thighs. No denying it. I wasn't hallucinating. This was real.
All my thoughts about what kind of test this could be came rushing back to my mind. My fucking father. The bastard! What the fuck?!
I still wasn't thinking all that clearly, the thick haze of arousal still clouded my mind, so it was more words than sentences that ran through my mind: faggot, sissy, homo, queer. In the moment, these words didn't have any complex meaning. They just meant I was weak, that I wasn't good enough, that my father didn't want me as his son.
Movement on the bed rescued me from my thoughts. It was a subtle movement. Yumi hadn't made a sound as I stood there gaping at her bare ass and exposed genitals. But now, ever so slightly, she seemed to sink lower. Her head dropped a little farther forward. Her shoulder blades pinched back a bit more as her torso seemed to drop further between her arms.
My hazy mind instinctually grasped the most relevant facts. A beautiful woman was offering me her ass. She was vulnerable and precious. And she was being hurt. By me. By my father's bullshit fucking with my head.
I noticed that my cock was still rock hard. It was not bothered at all by this new development. It wanted that ass, the ass it'd been promised.
And just like that, I knew I was going to fuck her anyway. Just like before, my father could spin this either way. Who can guess what the 'right' answer to this test is. Who cares. I want to fuck her up her ass, and I'm going to.
I filled my palms with her plump little booty and spread her cheeks, fully exposing her beautiful asshole. The puckered ring of wrinkled flesh winked at me adorably. It made me ache with want. I felt a surprising urge to lick her there, almost as strong as the urge to force my dick inside her.
Her head popped up at my touch, and she looked over her shoulder at me. Her eyes glistened with tears. "I should've said somethi-"
"Shhhhhh," I cut her off, "You're the sexiest woman I've ever seen. I want you. Badly. Please let me fuck your perfect ass."
She smiled at me with her eyes welling up with tears in that way that women can do that makes you want to die to protect them. "Condoms and lube," she pointed, "in my purse." I hadn't even noticed the discarded handbag on the floor next to the door.
I poured a generous helping of lubricant into the crack of her ass. As I rolled the helmet over my throbbing prong, she reached back with a petite finger, perfectly manicured in pink nail polish, and slipped it inside her clutching anus, spreading the lube into her tight wet tunnel. When she withdrew, I pressed my shaft between her buns like a hot dog. She wiggled her rear invitingly.
"Fuck me, Adam," she whispered wantonly, "please fuck me baby."
I pressed the head of my cock to her anus and started to thrust. The pressure built. My shaft shoved her butthole deeper between her cheeks without penetrating it. My knob slipped out of place, popping up out the top of her crack. I was about to reposition, but she reached back first and took my prick in an iron grip. She guided it back to her opening, moving it in, repositioning slightly, then pulling me forward. She let out a deep breath, and I felt her rim start to open to me. She didn't let me go, pulling me firmly forward, urging me to push through her weakening barrier. I felt her spreading open, her little ring forced apart by my rod.
"Ahh!" she cried out, a high pitched little shriek. And then I felt her anus swallow my glans, accepting me into the hot tightness of her ass. I held still. Her hole clutched and squeezed as it was resized around my prick. We both breathed and buzzed and savored.
And then she started to push back with her hips, impaling her ass deeper. I kept my hands lightly on her buns, just playfully spreading and releasing her cheeks with my thumbs while ceding her all control of the pace of penetration.
She whimpered in a way that made me feel like the most powerful being in the universe when she bottomed out, pressing her soft cheeks against my hard lower abdomen. I moaned and let my eyes unfocus as the feeling of my bone buried in her insides dominated my thoughts. Tight, molten-hot fuckhole undulating along my length, ensconcing me in pure debauchery.
She started to move first, but my patience had run out. I seized control of our fucking. I held her tiny waist in both hands and just gave it to her. Thrusting back and forth, I laid my pipe into her overstuffed rectum.
She made feminine little squeaks as I buggered her. They were accelerating in pitch and volume, making me hopeful that she might be approaching orgasm as quickly as I was. I wasn't going to last much longer. Her butthole was like a succubus poised to drain my life force, and I was going to give it gladly.
"I'm going to cum," I warned her.
"Wait!" she screamed, desperately moving her right hand to touch herself between her legs as I pounded her.
I couldn't slow my pace if I'd wanted to. My hips were on an automated rhythm now, slamming back and forth of their own accord. I was a mere passenger now, holding on for the wild ride. I focused all my will on holding off my orgasm so she could catch up.
In a burst of raw animal instinct, I wrapped my left arm around her waist, clutching my hand around her clothed right breast and pulling her vertical. Her right hand worked feverishly between her legs as I pummeled the front wall of her chute. A high-pitched whorish moan came out of her. She reached back with her left hand, hooking my neck and drawing my mouth to hers.
It's hard to say where I sensed her climax first. Her walls tightened around my shaft. Her asshole seemed to be sucking my cock with the same rhythm as her mouth sucked on my tongue. She cried into my mouth as the first shockwaves racked her body. Her petite form quivered in my clutches as her orgasm took her.
I released my final brake, letting my hips speed up, sodomizing her with everything I had. I growled as I felt my dick throb and spend inside her bum.
We fell forward into the bed as a single unit, like a building toppling over.
I lay in the bed half-comatose as I felt her slip out from under me and tug the filled condom off my softening prick before padding off to the bathroom. I must have fallen asleep because she woke me up with a little tug on my toe.
"Hey, I'm gonna go," she said softly.
I wanted to protest, but maybe she had to keep working tonight. Who knew what the terms of the arrangement she or her bosses had made with my father? I wasn't going to bring it up, not at this point. It was too pleasant to maintain the fiction of a completely erotic, non-financial, dalliance.
"Ok," I said, unable to keep a touch of disappointment out of my voice. "That was the best sex of my life," I added quickly.
She seemed to glow upon receiving the compliment. "Maybe you'd want to do it again sometime? Wanna give me your number?"
I gave it to her.
"I'll send you a text. Maybe next time you'd like to try bottoming..."
"Ha!" I laughed at her joke. But she stared back at me with a seductive, interested little smile that said she was totally serious. "Maybe I will..." I conceded, surprised to find that I was serious as well.
A last kiss, and she slipped out the door.
**************************
The next day, I sat in my father's office, waiting to hear the news.
I felt good. No, I felt fucking fantastic. Yumi's ass had made me a new man. Somehow the life-changing sex had put things in perspective for me. I didn't really care what my father was going to tell me. I knew my worth. I could do well here. I could do well somewhere else. I couldn't remember the last time I felt this internally calm.
Suddenly, my father burst through the door. "Congratulations, Mr. Vice President!" He beamed at me. He'd never beamed at me before. I couldn't help but join him in his smile.
He shook my hand and clapped me on the shoulder before going around his desk to sit in his chair.
"The board was unanimous. I think you'd have gotten it anyway, but I've gotta say the guys were pretty impressed with how you handled yourself in the bar. You didn't give in to temptation with that prostitute. Not too many guys would have done that."
Wait what? My thoughts began to race, but my poker face never lost its confidence.
He continued on, "No, they told me you didn't even LOOK at the blonde bombshell I hired. Left with some saucy Asian chick instead. I get it, you don't want to be fed, you want to hunt. Well done, son. That's how we do it."
*********************
I stepped out of my father's office a few minutes later, deep in thought. A grin played across my lips. I had no recollection of any blonde in the bar, hadn't even noticed her. Sometimes life works out.
I pulled out my phone and pulled up my texts: ***Heart emojis. Call me. Yumi.*****
I composed a text: ***Hey Gorgeous, I've got something to celebrate. What are you doing tonight?***
I clicked send and took a deep breath in. I could almost feel her asshole quivering around my cock already.
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"Mmmm fuck yeah," the muscular college athlete groaned as he pumped his cock inside the hottest girl he'd ever fucked. "Such...good...pussy," he managed to articulate between thrusts. He gazed proudly down his body, past his bulging pectorals, across his defined abdominal muscles, to where his rock-hard shaft was buried in the perfect pink gash of this bombshell.
He was taking her from behind. Her buxom derriere seemed to curve up fantastically to a tiny waist, giving her a perfect hourglass shape. Above her speared twat sat her petite puckered asshole. He contemplated the way it swelled and flexed as he pounded the hole below it. It was the prettiest asshole he'd ever seen. "Would she let me sodomize her?" he wondered to himself, "Normally, I'd say 'of course, I'm starting quarterback, I'm a nationwide sensation, sluts take my cock up their asses every weekend, and they thank me for it.' But this girl is a somebody too. She can have anyone she wants. And her pussy is everything I'd expect from the head cheerleader at Big State."
Becky Thompson was not, in fact, the head cheerleader at Big State University.
No, she was too...sexual...to be officially featured in that way. A cheer captain needs to be more wholesome. And Becky's appearance was anything but wholesome.
Everything about her just felt sinful, over-the-top, like an indulgence that must come from the devil. Even if she were to try - if she put her hair in pigtails, wore no makeup, donned plain white panties - she still wouldn't be able to pull off 'wholesome.' It would be like a fetish parody, a perverse juxtaposition, like a killer clown.
Her voluptuous figure made one want to learn how to sculpt. She had the best ass on a team full of great asses. When her hips swished and flashed the round butt beneath the ruffled skirt of her cheerleading uniform, no one had eyes for any of the other girls. Her breasts seemed too perky for their weight. She'd had no plastic surgery. Her lips were just that puffy and full on their own.
But it wasn't just her perfect body. She definitely had top shelf equipment, but she also knew how to use it. To perfection. Becky exuded sexuality. Her eyes seemed to glint, overflowing with indecent thoughts. Her movements were sensual, feminine, and powerful. One simply could not help becoming aroused in her presence.
She was such an anomaly, so different from everyone else, that no one had felt comfortable around her since she hit puberty. Her approach stopped conversations in mid-sentence. Breaths hitched and became shallow. Men became babbling idiots, instinctively terrified that this woman would enslave them and that they would gladly accept such slavery. Women, if not aroused themselves, feared her effect on their men, knowing they were powerless against such a force. It was as if her sexuality was an invisible hulking ghost that stood behind her and made people cower and shrink before her.
Now a junior in college, Becky was well aware of her powers. She had not let them go to her head exactly - she knew that her allure would fade with age, that most of it was genetically gifted rather than earned, that it was just plain old biology that forced men to look at her chest and drool - but she saw no reason not to make the most of her abilities. Some people were born with the ability to dunk a basketball, some could write computer code intuitively; she could spin men like tops.
As the stud thrusting behind her emitted a deep carnal groan, as she felt his sperm begin to leak from her overstuffed tunnel and grease her thighs, as he collapsed on top of her, pinning her soft curvaceous body to the mattress, Becky admitted to herself that lately she'd felt dissatisfied. Like she wasn't making the most of her opportunities.
Sure, she'd fucked the quarterback. She'd fucked the only basketball player on the team with real NBA prospects. She'd even fucked a billionaire donor after a university fundraiser. She wasn't head cheerleader, but she was featured in all the routines. She had no official title in her sorority - who needed the headache of endless meetings and responsibilities? - but her input was sought for all important decisions. After all, her approval could make or break the success of an event since there could be no greater attraction at an event than her presence.
But she had the growing sensation that she had not fully explored the limits of her abilities. She did not feel as...'experienced' as she felt she should. A woman with her gifts should have a deep understanding of every nook and cranny of sexuality. And there was much she had yet to taste. For instance, she'd never had her ass licked. She'd never had it fucked either, but that was by her choice, having disliked the few overeager male fingers she'd allowed to be shoved up her butthole.
More than a lack of any specific sex act, Becky wanted to try a new role in the bedroom. To this point in her life, Becky had never chased a man, never pursued, never seduced. There was never any need. Men flocked to her like moths to the flame. But the men all seemed to have the same flavor: successful, popular, self-confident. She decided which of these men to admit into her bed, but after that they were always the active and she was the passive. They directed the show; she observed and judged. She wondered what it would be like to be the unchallenged director of a sexual encounter. Or even of an entire sexual relationship.
Her fledgling attempts to take control in the bedroom had been failures. Most of her lovers seemed to enjoy licking her twat, but always with her in a submissive position on her back with her legs spread. When she tried telling them to get on their knees and eat her pussy, mostly they'd just laughed, assuming she was joking or trying to goad them into displaying their aggressive masculinity. On one occasion, this request had been met with being pulled over a lap and spanked, the man scolding her playfully for being 'a naughty girl who needed to be taught a lesson.' On another, she'd found herself folded in half with the man power fucking her cunt as if desperate to prove that he was not the kind of man to get on his knees. One guy had actually done it, but the whole time it was like he was judging her as some kind of weird pervert. "Is this what you want? Really?" he'd asked skeptically from his knees, somehow robbing her of any sense of dominance as she stood over him.
No, she was pretty sure that she was ready to try a different type of boy. Not a confident jock, or a handsome man, or a cocky rich guy. She needed someone who would submit and worship her properly. One of those she left paralyzed with their mouths hanging open in her wake as she walked across campus.
As she fingered her wet gash in bed at night, her private fantasies increasingly involved this type of boy: on his knees, kissing her feet, licking her ass, taking her strap-on dildo up his butt. Femdom had become her new favorite type of pornography. She would make it a reality...soon.
*************************
"Becky, look at the camera. Smile!"
Torn away from her femdom daydream, she looked into the camera and gave the perfect sultry smirk. *Flash* *Flash* The man was guided away, overjoyed with his picture.
She was at some stupid sorority fundraiser on campus. Buy a raffle ticket and get your picture taken with a sorority hottie or something like that. She hadn't paid attention to the details, but she'd agreed to make an appearance in her uniform. She'd been here for a few hours, and thankfully it was wrapping up.
That's when she saw him. Leaning against a tree, a skinny boy was staring at her. They all stared at her, but something about this particular boy...His eyes were fixed on her face, surprisingly, before quickly darting away when he realized she'd spotted him. The blush that came to his cheeks was adorable. So skinny, she wondered if she might be capable of physically overpowering him. Maybe this was just the kind of boy she was looking to play with...
He managed to keep his eyes averted for a spell. But eventually, he stole a glance back, and she decided.
******************
Peter was spellbound.
He'd just been walking across campus, thoughts of educational opportunity and future career success filling his brain, when he'd been stopped in his tracks.
The woman was absolutely gorgeous. If she hadn't been standing there before him, he would have said she was AI-generated. And she was dressed in a provocative cheerleading uniform like some living wet dream. Is this legal? Does the school know about this? How are students supposed to focus on their studies with THAT on display in the quad?
But he was glad she was there. As creepy as he felt, leaning against a tree gawking at her, it would have felt like a greater sin to ignore her and continue on as if this were just a normal day. After a few minutes, he realized there were other girls with her, a few of them also wearing cheerleading uniforms. It was some sort of a fundraiser. The university had actually sanctioned this...college is AWESOME!
He was contemplating going for a picture when the woman noticed him. Shit. He looked away quickly. He'd totally been leering at her. Maybe she'd let it go. He looked back and swallowed as they made eye contact.
******************
She walked directly toward him, not in any hurry but also not strolling. She enjoyed the panic that played across his features, like prey spotted by a predator, trying to decide whether to flee or wet itself. He was practically shaking by the time she approached.
"Hey there," she offered gently.
"Uh...hey," the boy managed to reply.
She smiled and tilted her head at him, taking her time, reveling in his discomfort, in the homage it paid to her power.
"What's your name, cutie?"
The boy's lips moved experimentally a few times as if trying to figure out how to make the right sounds for the first time. "Pe...Peter," he stammered.
"You want to buy me a latte, don't you Peter?"
Peter looked shocked and then smiled like he'd been slipped the correct answer. "Uh yeah, sure!"
Becky led him to her favorite on-campus coffee shop. For Peter's safety, she was careful not to get too close to any obstacles since the boy seemed incapable of taking his eyes off of her.
She continued to drive the conversation with questions, partly to calm him down and partly to get information. Becky learned that he was a freshman, majoring in some kind of engineering, living in the biggest dorm on campus. As he was about to pay for her beverage, she hit him with another question. "Got a girlfriend, Petey?"
Peter froze. "No!" he responded a little too eagerly, "No girlfriend," he explained shaking his head almost imperceptibly with his eyebrows raised and his lips pursed.
"Um Petey, I think she needs you," Becky nodded towards the annoyed looking barista that was waiting for his credit card.
********************
Becky had ended up opting for a Frappuccino. She sipped it as she led him out to sit on a bench in the central courtyard.
"Why don't you get down on your knees and give me a foot massage?" she proposed casually.
Peter looked unsure. His eyes moved rapidly, as if searching her face for some hint as to what to do. She imagined he was wondering if this was some cruel joke, a prank, a test to see if he had any self-respect. Her face gave away nothing, but she held his eye contact while slipping her straw back between her lips and sucking.
Becky felt a perverse thrill when he dropped to his knees. She beamed at him, and he smiled back, reassured he had chosen correctly. He reached forward and gently slipped the flip-flop off of her foot as carefully as he would have touched a princess's glass slipper. She wiggled her pink-polished toes at him. He took the foot into his grasp with both hands and began to massage her.
She looked away and took another sip of her drink to calm herself and plot her next move. She was surprised by how excited and...nervous she felt. She would have felt calmer sitting on this bench with anyone else, a star athlete, an actor, the types who deemed themselves worthy of her and who she allowed to enjoy her presence. But she had never been in a situation quite like this before.
"Do you like pleasuring me down there?" she inquired.
Peter's hands stopped. It looked like there was a brief debate within him before he confessed. "Yeah..."
She looked away and took another pull from her straw. She took a deep breath and sighed with satisfaction. She felt like a Queen. Becky couldn't believe how well this was going. She must be a natural at this. Or he was. Or both. She noticed a little bulge in his crotch. Was the little perv getting off on touching her feet? Then again, she had to admit that the situation had made her a little wet...
Fuck it. Let's try straight up honesty and see how it goes.
"Alright Petey, here's the situation. No, don't stop, keep rubbing my feet, a little harder in the arches, good. I'm looking for a boy toy. Not a boyfriend. This would be someone I can order around, who would submit to my whims and follow my orders. Who would come running whenever I call. Like a slave."
Peter's hands had stopped moving about the same time his jaw had dropped open in shock.
"Close your mouth, Petey, and keep massaging. Here, massage this one now." She shoved her other foot in his face, and he took it and began rubbing it.
Becky continued. "So basically a human sex toy for me to play with in any way I want. No strings, nothing serious, just fun. Does that sound like something you'd be interested in?"
"Yes!" Peter seemed surprised himself how quickly and emphatically he'd answered.
Becky grinned down at him, and he responded by grinning back like an idiot. They were both tickled pink at the situation. They sat enjoying the moment, both afraid to say anything else and ruin it. Becky noticed the stares of passersby, the usual spectacle of her beauty enhanced by the boy kneeling at her feet. She was used to it and it didn't bother her, but she was pleased that it didn't seem to bother Peter either. He focused himself on her completely.
But Becky was an ambitious girl. A few moments was all she allowed herself to savor a victory before moving to the next goal.
"You'd like to kiss them, wouldn't you Petey?"
Peter blew out an exhalation, trying to control his spiking arousal. "Yes," he admitted quietly.
"Yes what?"
Peter weighed the question for a moment. "Yes...ma'am?"
Becky frowned. That didn't sound quite right. Mistress sounded too theatrical, almost comical, a title that didn't fit her inexperience.
"Call me 'Miss.'"
"Yes, Miss."
"Mmmm better. Well?" she looked at him expectantly.
"What, Miss?"
"Aren't you going to ask me if you can kiss them?"
"May I...may I kiss your feet, Miss?"
"Go ahead, Petey."
Peter lifted the petite foot closer to his face, studying the manicured toes even more closely. He looked back up at her and, without breaking eye contact, pressed his lips to her skin.
They both shivered at the perverse spark running up their spines. The boy kept his lips flattened against her bare sole, relishing the moment, before pulling back and looked back up at his mistress to see how he'd done.
Becky wore a look of confident contentment. She held his eye contact as she pressed her big toe forward onto his lips. She wished she had leash and collar on her new pet. Next time she would.
"Suck it," she dared him.
The boy moaned as he accepted the thick digit into his mouth. He closed his eyes and sucked as feelings of lust, of submission, of public humiliation overwhelmed him. His heart pounded in his chest, and he hoped like hell that he wasn't about to jizz in his pants.
Becky was delighted. She felt high. Her mind raced with new possibilities, things she could make this subby boy do. But not here. She was tired of sharing this special moment with the onlookers.
She plucked her toe from her toy's sucking lips with an adorable little squelching sound. "C'mon Petey, walk me back to the sorority house."
*********************
The walk passed in silence. They were both lost in their own thoughts. Becky held his hand, dragging him behind her not because she was in any particular hurry but rather because she liked the visual. She was in control. He went where she led.
She decided she needed something. Something concrete to cement their roles in this power dynamic and make sure he stayed in line.
When they arrived at the house, she spun around to face him. Mmmm, she was so horny, she wanted to kiss him, she wanted to fuck him. Only anticipation of future kinky excitement allowed her to maintain her self-control.
"Wait here, boy toy." She left him standing on the porch, calmly sashaying inside, greeting the other beauties in no rush at all.
With her first absence since she'd approached him, he felt the fog of lust lift a degree. This was crazy. He'd just sucked a girl's dirty toe on his knees in public. Had he no self respect? How far was he going to let this go?
But a host of other voices in his head answered back pleadingly. Shut up, shut up, shut up! Don't fuck this up! That was the hottest experience of your life and you know it! You've won the lottery, just enjoy it. If that goddess wants to spit on you, like it or not, just write it off to college experimentation with new experiences and enjoy the ride. Do you have something better to do?
He came out of his thoughts and noticed people looking at him. The women's glances seems to ask, 'how did he merit the company of a woman like THAT?' They held curiosity and maybe a hint of lust? He liked being looked at like that.
Twenty minutes later, Becky emerged from the front door with a little pink gift bag in her hand, like something from a high end ladies' store. She smiled at him and grabbed his chin possessively, "C'mere," she said softly as she pulled his face down into her bountiful cleavage. He struggled briefly, painfully aware of how ridiculous he must look, bent forward at the waist with his face between her tits. But he calmed when she gripped his head with both hands, running her fingers into his hair and holding him in place right where she wanted him.
"Shhhh, listen here," she whispered in his ear, "I've got to say. I like you, Petey. I've soaked my panties thinking about the fun we could have together. You seem like the type of boy who understands how to submit to a powerful woman. I bet I could train you to eat pussy like a pro." She smiled wickedly as he fidgeted in her grasp, blowing out a warm exhalation into her bosom as he tried to control his arousal. "But you've got to understand your position if you want to do naughty things with the hottest girl on campus. I have no interest in dating you. You'll just be my bitch." She paused to let that sink in.
"Saying that you're down to submit is not enough. I'll be giving you unprecedented access to my most private desires. I need to know that you won't start making demands later to try and change our deal. So before I invest any more time in you, you're going to text me a picture of you wearing what's in this bag. Don't wait too long or I'll get someone else." She pulled him up out of her bust. His mouth hung slightly open in dazed lust. She pulled him into a deep kiss, one last enticement, pushing her tongue into his mouth quickly before releasing him. "Bye!" she said cheerfully before leaving him alone on the porch again.
Stacey, the president of the sorority, called out to her as she reentered the house. "Becky Thompson, what are you doing to that poor little puppy outside?" she said in a maternal tone of mock scolding before switching back to her usual voice, "He looked like he was about to start humping your leg. Damn if that wasn't hot watching you handle him like that!"



Becky smiled back. "Just a little side project I'm working on. Could be good for the sisterhood. I'll keep you posted," she said with a cryptic wink before going to her room.
********************
Peter didn't look in the bag until he got back to his dorm room. He spent the entire walk home speculating as to its contents.
Could he think of anything in the bag that he wouldn't photograph himself wearing for the chance she was offering? She was so far out of his league that it was amazing he'd even spoken to her, and she was offering so much more. The phrase "eating pussy like a pro" stuck prominently in his mind.
Could it be a butt plug?
A chastity cage?
So it was with a surprising sense of relief that he discovered the bag contained only a pair of panties.
It wasn't a thong, thankfully. The cut looked designed to cover most of the butt cheeks. But they were sexy. Hot pink with black polka dots and a little black bow at the front. Peter idly wondered if he should resist sniffing them as he brought them to his nose.
Only the clean smell of fresh laundry. He frowned. She'd said she'd soaked her panties...then it occurred to him that these looked bigger than what she probably wore. Maybe these were someone else's panties. The thought made the whole situation even hotter.
The only other item in the bag was a piece of white card stock with a phone number scribbled next to the impression of lips in the same pink lipstick Becky had been wearing.
"Christ, I didn't even think to ask her for her phone number," Peter realized. It was an uncomfortable demonstration that his mental faculties had been diminished in her presence. "What else didn't I think about?" he wondered.
**************************
Becky was half-way through her evening skin care routine when her phone buzzed. She smiled. She'd expected to receive her picture within an hour of dismissing him. He'd made her wait almost four hours. That would have to be punished.
She carefully unlocked her phone to view the new text from an unknown number that she quickly re-labeled as 'Boy Toy.'
His butt looked fantastic in the pink panties. They weren't really big enough for him so they'd been pulled up into his crack a bit, exposing pale soft cheeks. He was just the kind of soft boy she'd fantasized about, skinny but still with some meat on his bottom. She wondered if his booty was naturally hairless like that or if he had shaved for her.
*Who is this?* she texted back provocatively with a giggle.
On the other end, Peter's heart caught in his throat as he read the message. Had he just sent a picture of his panty-clad ass to the wrong person? He double-checked the phone number against the one from the bag. Once. Twice. Three times. It was the same number.
Becky was starting to worry that she'd given the boy too much of a scare when her phone buzzed again.
*Your bitch*
The beauty cackled with delight and typed back.
*But I can't really tell if that's you in the picture. That could be anyone with a cute booty [frowny face emoji]*
Peter couldn't help smiling. 'She thinks my booty is cute...' he gathered. But what was he going to do? A picture clearly identifying him wearing panties could be the end for him if it ever got out. No future girlfriend, no job offers. He imagined applying for a mortgage some day and the bank examiner regretfully pulling out a manilla folder, 'Well you see, sir, we'd love to approve that loan for you, but there's this picture in your file...'
*C'mon, who else would have a picture of someone who looks like me wearing the exact pair of panties you gave me?! [awkward emoji]*
*Not good enough. I like you Petey. Don't pussy out on me now.*
Twenty three minutes went by. Becky never doubted. Her abilities to control anything with a penis went far beyond a panty picture. And in the twenty-fourth minute, her faith was rewarded with a new photo in her texts.
The pose was almost the same as the first photo. Bent over with his ass in the foreground, still wearing the same t-shirt she'd met him in, but now instead of his head craned forward and obscured by his torso, his head was pulled back so he could look into the camera lens. The fact that he'd selected this pose spoke volumes to her. The expression on his face was one of anxiety. Adorable. Courageous.
*Good boy*
**************************
No other texts came through that night. Peter had stared at the screen for a long time, enjoying the praise, longing for more interaction.
Several follow-up texts occurred to him. What now? You promise not to show that photo to anyone, right? Can I get a pic of you? But nothing seemed right, so he just waited.
His urge to jerk off into the silky panties caressing his erection was strong. But also strong was the fear that at any moment she would text him asking for a follow-up picture or something, maybe wanting to see the front of the panties. In the end, he fell asleep without taking care of his body's needs.
**************************
He was brushing his teeth the next morning when he got a new text. He spit in the sink and dove across his bed to retrieve his phone from the bedside table.
*Outside on the porch on your knees in 25 minutes. With a piping hot latte for me. Don't be late.*
Peter sprinted across the campus to the coffee shop and then to the sorority house. He had no idea how long this little adventure would last, and he was desperate to get at least something back for his compromising photo.
Thankfully there was no one on the porch when he arrived. It was still relatively early. An older woman was walking her dog on the sidewalk, but otherwise the street seemed deserted.
Still, Peter felt some hesitation about getting on his knees. 'What's your problem?' he asked himself, 'Just think of it as doing yoga or something.' But he knew it was not yoga. It was not about the position. It was about the submission.
He knelt down on the cold wood with the sun on his back. He felt foolish and pathetic and horny.
Less than a minute later, the front door opened. Peter picked up the latte from the ground next to him and held it up in offering.
The girl who stepped out onto the porch was not Becky Thompson. A full-figured brunette, on the chubby side of Peter's imagined spectrum for sorority girls, made it several steps before noticing him. She wore fuzzy slippers on her feet and a fuzzy brown bath robe over a t-shirt and a pair of work-out shorts that displayed a ridiculous amount of her full thighs. Peter could tell she had a massive ass even from the front. Her hair was mussed, and her face wore a sleepy expression like she hadn't quite woken up yet. It seemed devoid of make-up. She was moving towards the mailbox when she saw him and froze.
Peter felt the heat rush to his cheeks, and his breath caught in his throat. "Uh, hi," he managed to stammer.
The girl raised an eyebrow at him. "Are you okay?" she asked.
"Yep," he replied, nodding vigorously on his knees, "Just fine." Nice Peter, playing it cool, just kneeling on the porch outside the sorority house, not creepy at all.
The girl seemed unconvinced. "Well, what are you doing here?" she probed.
"I uh...I'm just...waiting..." he struggled to characterize exactly what he was doing there in a way that wasn't likely to upset Becky.
"There he is!" an exuberant voice came from behind the girl. He exhaled with relief as Becky strode up to retrieve her drink from his waiting hands. "Good boy!"
The girl watched the bizarre display with her mouth open in a disbelieving smirk. "I ought to have known this was your doing, Becky!" she accused in a playful tone.
Becky turned to the girl as if only just noticing her. "Hey Molly! What do you think of my new boy toy Petey?"
Peter looked back at Molly, his face tomato red, his eyes like a deer's caught in the headlights, wondering if he'd gone insane and hallucinated all this. He thought to stand but felt frozen in place. He had no roadmap for this type of...social interaction.
Molly just grinned and put her hands on her hips, standing up a little straighter over the kneeling boy. "Boy toy, eh? Good for delivering early morning coffee?"
Becky took a sip of her latte. "Ah, nice and hot," she stood next to her sorority sister and crossed her arms over her chest as if evaluating, with the added benefit of squeezing her breasts together in her low-cut top, and smiled, "Coffee delivery seems to be up to par."
Molly seemed to be enjoying the novel situation. "What else does he do?"
Becky screwed up her face in mock contemplation. "Well, so far foot massages are the only other trick I've taught him, but I have high hopes for his potential."
Molly faltered first in pretending that this was a normal conversation. She burst out laughing. "Hahaha. Alright Becky. You're crazy, girl. You be sure to let me know if you need any help with him, alright?"
Becky gave her a nod of acknowledgment. "Will do, Mollz."
"Bye, Petey!" Molly crooned while giving him a wave with her fingers waggling before collecting the mail and returning inside.
"Bye," Peter attempted to answer, but there seemed to be a frog in his throat.
Becky looked down on her boy, surprised and pleased that he remained on his knees. "Well Petey, you've done well following my orders so far. Let's go to my room to see just how obedient you can be. C'mon stand up."
He got to his feet, blowing out an exhalation through pursed lips and shaking his head. His knees ached, his adrenaline was just coming down, and his pride was upset with him. "This is crazy," he said under his breath.
"What was that?!" Becky snapped at him.
Peter recoiled. "Nothing Becky," he said hoping she'd drop it.
She reached up and grabbed his face with one hand, pinching his cheeks and making his lips pooch out like a fish, "What did you call me?!"
Peter looked at her in confusion. She shook her head in disappointment. "Oh Petey, and you were doing so well. Use my title, not my name."
"Sorrwee, Miss. Noothing, Miss," he rushed to say as soon as it dawned on him. She let him go.
"Maybe you're not ready to come inside. Can't rush something like this. Maybe I should have you take some more pictures..."
"No, Miss. I'm ready. I'm sorry, Miss."
"You don't have to be here, Petey. You don't ever have to see me again. I can go embarrass some other cute boy."
Becky seemed completely at ease. Peter took a deep breath and managed to calm himself down. When he spoke again, he was please to hear his normal voice for the first time since arriving at the house.
"Sorry Miss. I just got flustered. I'd really like to go inside with you. Please let me come inside, Miss."
Becky looked thoughtful for a long minute. Peter cursed himself internally for potentially losing this opportunity. He thought about how many other guys would do how many other things for an opportunity to spend time with a goddess like this. He resolved not to hesitate if only she'd give him another chance.
She tilted her head, making up her mind, until a slow smile spread across those luscious lips. "Alright Petey. C'mon." She grabbed his hand and started tugging him towards the door.
"Thank you, Miss!" he said with genuine gratitude.
*****************
She dragged him through the house. He saw Molly again in the kitchen, and another girl in a hallway who stared at them as they passed. "Morning Alex," Becky greeted her without stopping. Peter gave the girl an awkward smile as he was pulled past her.
Finally, they reached Becky's room. The bedroom door was decorated with her first name in rainbow glitter. It closed behind them, and Becky sat herself down on the edge of her bed.
Peter looked nervous with a happy tinge. Like he was honored to have been admitted to the inner sanctum, to the holy of holies, but afraid of breaking something and being expelled.
Becky charged on. "Alright Petey. I'm going to tell you what I want you to do. You can stop at anytime and leave, no hard feelings, got it?"
"Yes Miss," he steeled himself for whatever she was about to throw at him.
"Take your shirt off," she commanded.
He pulled it over his head and stood awaiting her next order. She took her time, looking him over, appraising him. Peter felt his pulse quicken. Maybe he'd have felt calm if he had a body like hers or one of the jocks she dated, he thought, but he was a normal person so he knew that shame was the proper response to being observed without clothing.
"Toss your shirt over there and take your shoes and socks off, then come massage my feet again."
He rubbed her arches on his knees wearing only his pants. His dick was hard in those pants. He still felt a little ridiculous, but he'd been in this position before, in public no less, so he was comfortable and overall happy to be here. He leaned forward to bring his lips to the foot.
"Ah ah ah, no kissing," she scolded, and he pulled his face back to continue the massage.
"Do you like touching me, Petey?"
"You know I do, Miss," he said, a little defensive, still unused to being forced to admit his desires.
Becky wasn't having it. She jerked her foot away and blew hot air out of her nostrils like a provoked bull.
"You know what Petey?! Get up!"
"I'm sorry, Miss, I didn't mean anything by it," he yelped as he got to his feet, fearing the worst that she was kicking him out.
She made no move to get up or even tilt her head up, instead looking up with just her eyes and staring daggers at him. "I'm going to spank you now."
"Uh what?"
"Unbutton your pants, take your fly down, then lay over my lap. Now!"
He risked another moment of hesitation before hurriedly unfastening his pants. Unless movies had lied to him, spankings happened all the time in these Greek organizations. No big deal.
He started to awkwardly crawl over her. She grabbed his wrist to jerk him forward across her lap so that his head was on her left and his legs on her right. She grabbed his clothed ass to position him right where she wanted him. They could both feel his erection pressing against her thighs.
She grabbed his waistband in the back and tugged the rear portion of his pants down to the top of his thighs, along with his boxer shorts, baring his ass. His erection fell out beneath him and poked her bare thigh.
Peter breathed heavily with humiliation and arousal.
"Hey why aren't you wearing my panties?" In truth, she had no expectation he'd be wearing them, but she wanted to mess with him at the moment.
"They're in my right front pocket, Miss," he answered, glad he had brought them on the hunch they might be required.
She reached around him and plucked the fine fabric from his pocket, more to confirm his story than anything. She tossed them on the bed behind her.
"Count them out for me." Before he could say anything, she gave him a slap on his naked butt.
"One!" he counted.
She smacked his other cheek. "Two!"
She rained three strikes in quick succession on all the same spot on his right buttock. "Oof! Three, four five!"
She paused at ten. Her palm was starting to sting, and his ass was only tinged the slightest bit pink. No, she needed something else...
Her gaze landed on her hairbrush lying on her vanity. She tapped him on the back, "Go bring me my hairbrush from the table over there. Hurry up!"
Peter rather awkwardly reached a hand beneath him to pull the front of his pants up enough to cover his dick when he stood up. He waddled across the room as best he could holding his pants up in front with his ass exposed in back. The hairbrush was fancy like an antique with an ornate pattern embossed in silver on the flat side. It felt worryingly heavy in his hand.
He handed it to her and got back in position. Becky also noticed the weight in her hand. Yes, this would be much better. She felt Peter tremble a little in her lap as she brought the flat surface to his cheeks, marking her target. For all the sexual encounters she'd had, she'd never had a man over her knees before. She enjoyed the novel experience of playing with a man's butt cheeks. She pulled one to the side, spreading him open and got a good look at his asshole. Becky bit her bottom lip. She had plans for that asshole. But she was getting carried away...
She raised the hairbrush into the air and brought it down with force.
"Eleven!" Peter wailed, trying and failing to keep his voice even. She gave his other cheek the same treatment.
"Twelve!"
"Yes," she gasped under her breath as she watched his pale bottom color.
She watched her arm rise and fall in an unhurried rhythm. She had no target number in mind. She wasn't really sure what would stop her. Her arm tiring out? Boredom? Petey begging for mercy?
"Thirty-six!" he whimpered with a little sob at the end. His cheeks were still blotchy, but they were rosy everywhere, deeper shades blotched on top of lighter red background. Becky ran her hand over his bare cheeks, feeling the heat coming off them.
"Oh Petey..." she felt the urge to send him home so she could tend to her moistening cunt, but then another thought occurred to her. "Are you going to be a good boy for me, Petey?"
"Yes!" he forced out like a plea for mercy. She brought the brush down on him hard.
"Yes what?!"
"Yes Miss! Sorry Miss!" Why the fuck can't I remember that, he asked himself bitterly.
She let out an overly dramatic sigh. "It's okay, Petey. You're a slow learner. I'll train you to get it right." She spanked his ass again.
"Thirty-eight!"
"Listen, we can stop here for the day if you need a break. You'll still be my boy toy. But if you think you can get to...fifty, I'll give you a reward."
Silence stretched out across the room. This pleased Becky. It told her she'd chosen a good number. One he had to think carefully about.
"Ok Miss," came his answer finally in a thin uncertain voice.
"Ok what?"
"I can get to fifty."
Becky grinned. "Good boy," she whispered, right before her next blow rained down.
"Ahh! Thirty-nine!"
By the time she was finished, the boy was sobbing softly. Becky felt a deep satisfaction. She was proud of him. He wanted her badly. He had suffered for it. Now she would reward him.
"Pass me that bottle of lotion," she motioned to the bedside table near his head. He reached up and passed it back to her. He wasn't as worried about his pants falling down now. It seemed like a silly thing to care about. His dick was soft.
Becky unscrewed the cap from her good face cream and squeezed a little onto her fingers. He mewled with relief as she applied the cool cream to his burning buttocks. She took her time spreading it across his inflamed skin and gently rubbing it in. "Good boy, Peter. That was very good."
Her fingertips brushed lightly over his taint, and they both felt his penis harden in response. He figured his regained erection was mostly due to her touches. But part of it, at least part of it, was that she had used his name. Was it the first time? He felt a pleasant warmth in his chest.
Becky admired the sheen of his reddened, moisturized cheeks. They reminded her of the proudly displayed well-oiled buttocks of a horse. A skinny, unathletic horse that would never win any races. But her horse.
"Stand up, Peter."
He stood up, clutching his unfastened pants in the front again, watching her move to her closet and disappear inside. She was so beautiful. He felt bewitched.
She reemerged with an eye mask and a man's tie in her hands. She had a naughty smirk on her face, and even though she remained fully clothed, the sight made his dick strain against the front of his pants.
Becky covered his eyes with the mask and secured the straps behind his head.
"Can you see anything?"
"No Miss."
He felt a little tug on his pants. "Let go of your pants, Peter."



The boy swallowed and let go. The front of his pants along with his boxer shorts fell to mid thigh, freeing his erection to the open air. Beck shucked them down to his ankles.
"Step out of them, forward."
Peter stepped out and stood before his goddess, buck naked apart from the eye mask. Becky grinned at her naked pet's throbbing erection.
"Now get down on your knees, Peter, good boy, just like that," she helped him into position while moving behind him. She hung the tie around his neck and tied it expertly. She couldn't remember which of her admirers had left it behind, but she was glad they did. Now she had a leash.
She came around in front of him again and jerked him forward by the leash so that he fell onto all fours. Then she led him with slow gentle tugs on the tie a few steps back to the edge of her bed. She silently reached up her short skirt and slipped her panties off before sitting her bare ass down on her comforter.
"Alright Peter, it's time for your reward. I want you to clasp your hands behind your back. Like that, good. No touching. You're not the aggressor here, you're my bitch, no straying past where I take you, no pushing for more. You take only what I give you. Understand?"
"Yes Miss," Peter's voice trembled with lust.
Keeping the tie taut in her left hand, she ran her right hand up the tie to grip it closer to his neck and pushed it firmly downwards, dragging his head to her feet.
"Put your lips on my body, boy!" her command snapped out fiercely. He began placing gentle kisses over her foot. She palmed his skull with one hand to keep his head down while she pulled up on the tie, keeping it taut. He struggled to keep his balance on his knees and his ass rose up. The contrast between his pale back and his reddened buttocks excited her.
Becky felt the thrill of control surge through her hands. Despite all her feats, she knew this was the most powerful she had ever felt. She knew in that instant that her decision had been correct, that limiting herself to more vanilla activities with the handsome athletes would have been a terrible mistake. She caught sight of their reflection in her vanity mirror. Her curvaceous form, fully clothed, dominating the soft naked spanked boy at her feet. She barely managed to stifle the moan the image brought out of her.
Slowly, almost imperceptibly, she began to drag the tie up her leg.
Peter felt like he might cum at any moment. His cock was throbbing in front of him. He had never been so horny. He would do whatever Becky wanted him to. He lavished kisses over her perfect soft skin, and fought his impulse to move his head up further towards her crotch. He didn't move his head at all, obediently waiting for her to move it with the leash.
They arrived at her knee and she spread her thigh further, letting him lick for a moment at the soft tender flesh at the back of the joint.
She drew him closer, now up to mid-thigh. She could smell herself in the air. She knew at that distance her scent must be heady in his nostrils.
"Do you want it? Would you like a taste, pet?"
"Pleeeeasssee, Miss!" There was no acting. His need was real.
Becky lifted her butt up momentarily to pass the tie-leash underneath her, sitting on it and dragging it up the crack of her ass like a thong, allowing her to pull the boy's face directly into her crotch. She enjoyed the feel of the fine silk caressing her asshole as it slid past.
She reeled him in until his face was only an inch from her steaming slit. "Go ahead, pet. Eat me!"
Peter rocked forward, still clasping his hands behind his back, and pressed his entire face into her vulva. Her scent was so thick, now complemented by the tang of her cunt on his tongue. He visualized a swirling pink cloud of lust surrounding his blindfold. He wished he could see her, but his other senses quickly informed him that she kept her lips waxed bare with a tightly trimmed strip of pubic hair high on her mound.
He licked and sucked on her juicy labia like a man dying of thirst. It was delicious and perverted and wonderful. Peter imagined himself in ancient times, a captured enemy now forced sex slave, servicing the queen. Becky was true royalty. He was so lucky.
She enjoyed a few minutes of the enthusiastic if amateurish cunnilingus. She purred when the boy stiffened his tongue and pushed it gently into her vagina. But when he sucked her clit into his mouth too vigorously, she jerked him back by his hair.
"Whoa boy! Take it easy," she gasped. Then something occurred to her. "You've never eaten pussy, have you Peter?"
"...No Miss," came the hesitant reply from the blindfolded wet face between her legs.
"That wasn't bad, pet, but let's get you on your back, and I'll show you how I like it."
Moments later, he found himself lying flat on the floor, waiting to be mounted. The floor told him how sore his butt was. He felt her straddle his chest, her knees outside his arms, pinning them to his sides. The lack of fabric told him she must have discarded her skirt. A hand against his forehead immobilized him, then he felt her scoot up, thighs on his shoulders. Heat and her smell told him she was close.
"Keep still for a moment, boy. Mouth closed."
Peter breathed through his nose, anticipating. And then two baby soft lips slid over his nose. She dragged her labia over his face slowly, leaning her weight forward to grind her clit on him. Her juices gushed from her quim, coating him with her honey. Peter felt tempted to taste her again but managed to keep his tongue in his mouth as ordered.
"Ok, stick your tongue out, just a little, like a wet little nub, keep it still." Her hips gyrated over him, moving the tip of his tongue in ovals around her clit, light pressure, then heavy pressure, tight circles, then long circles. She sat up, putting both hands on his forehead for balance, spreading her thighs even wider. "Now stick your tongue up my twat."
"Mmmm, good boy." She swiveled her hips with his tongue filling her. Over her shoulder, she saw his untouched dick sticking up like a flag pole in her honor.
Becky grinned and looked back down at the blindfolded face between her legs. "Do you wanna cum, Petey?"
"Yetshh," came the muffled reply with his tongue still occupied.
She rose up and spun around to face toward his feet. She ground her booty on his face for a moment before his tongue settled back into its new home. She felt his nose press against her asshole and watched his dick throb in response. How easy it would be to reach down, tip his chin back, and make him eat her ass. Patience, she told herself.
"Yeah, you're doing good, Petey. You're gonna make me cum and I want you to cum too. But if I let you cum, I don't want a mess. You have to eat it afterwards. Okay?"
She rose up to let him answer.
"I don't know, Miss," he said shakily.
"C'mon Petey, it's no big deal. You cum in a girl's mouth when she gives you a blow job, don't you?"
"I've...I've never had a blow job."
That surprised her. Didn't every guy get at least oral sex in high school? Poor thing.
"Well, you keep being a good boy for me and maybe we can rectify that. But today I want you to swallow your cream for me, okay baby?"
She'd never called him baby. He liked it. "Okay Miss."
"Alright, go ahead and touch yourself."
His hand grabbed his penis and started to stroke. Her hand went between her legs to rub her clit while she wobbled on top of his face.
"Here, let me help you." A very unladylike guttural sound followed and then a thick glob of her spit rained down on his cock, helping to lube his masturbation.
She smiled and moaned as she watched him rub it in lovingly, her saliva saturating his length. Her climax hit, and she was ready for it. She closed her eyes and purred like the sex kitten she was as she rode out the waves of her orgasm on her boy's tongue. They both relished the feel of her walls clenching around his tongue.
"Mmmm yeah, that was a good one," she opened her eyes as she recovered and focused them on the stiff cock in front of her, "Keep stroking baby, beat that meat, just like that, c'mon show me your big load, sweetie, cum for me, boy toy!"
Her wish was his command. Cum shot into the air like a fountain, getting an impressive two feet of air before splattering down onto his belly. Becky cackled and clapped to applaud the ropes of cream he spilt for her. Her cunt tingled with post-orgasmic sensitivity, but she dropped a little more weight into her hips, smoothing her perineum over the bridge of his nose.
Once his balls had fully emptied, Becky moved back a bit, covering his eyes with her genitals and exposing his mouth.
"Bec- Miss," Peter breathed out.
"Hush boy, don't overthink it." She swiped her manicured middle finger through his puddle, gathering a generous helping of cream, and popped it into his mouth. He whimpered around the digit pressing his tongue down.
"Suck it clean."
She purred happily as she felt suction around her finger. So obedient. The next finger-full went down without hesitation. And the next. And the next.
"Good boy," she praised after he sucked her finger clean for the seventh and final time.
Becky dismounted lazily and redressed in her panties and skirt. As she got herself together, she looked down with pride at the utterly submitted, naked, blindfolded boy on her bedroom floor, his belly still shiny with the remnants of his seed, his face shiny with her juices.
She bent over him and removed his blindfold. "Hey there. That was fun. Did you have a good time?"
He looked past her, eyes unfocused in a daze and stammered, "Yy...yes Miss."
She helped him up, got him dressed, and sat him on her bedspread. He winced a little as he sat down. She could tell he still seemed a little shaken.
She couldn't send him home like this. He wasn't her boyfriend or her little brother or her dog. He was her sex toy. But he was HER toy and therefore her responsibility. She might be a slut, but she was a principled woman.
"Here, why don't you sit here and watch a little tv with me before you go? You choose." She handed him the remote. He accepted it and began scrolling through shows obediently.
"Do you like Rick and Morty?" he asked hopefully.
"Never heard of it. Sure, let's watch that."
They sat together and watched. She rubbed his back like he was her puppy and felt his muscles relax and his breathing become easy again. When he started giggling at the jokes, she knew he was alright.
"This show is hilarious," she said as she found herself snorting with laughter. Suddenly, she felt she needed to know a little more about his...experience.
"So no blow jobs yet, huh Petey? That's rough. Are you a virgin?"
"No!"
"How many girls?"
"...one."
"Someone special?"
"Nah, some chick I barely knew in high school."
"Any guys?"
"NO!"
"Ok, ok jeez. I've been with girls."
"That's different."
She decided to let that one slide by for now. "You know, I'm not going to show anyone that picture of you in panties."
He looked at her for a long minute. "Thanks." Then after a beat, "Thanks Miss!" like he just remembered.
She smiled and nodded. "Let's take one you can show to anyone you like."
She posed with him and took a selfie right there on her bed. Her cleavage bursting from her top, her priceless 1000 watt smile beaming, and her arm around him. She shared it with him and walked him to the door. "See you around, boy toy."
"Anytime!" he waved goodbye.
As he walked home, back to his normal dorm where he lived with hundreds of other normal college students, he felt amazing. To all the people he passed he imagined he looked the same as he did yesterday. Just a normal student. They had no idea what he'd experienced since yesterday, that he'd been in the intimate presence of a goddess. Her scent was still in his nose, her taste on his tongue. The warmth in his battered butt cheeks felt like a precious souvenir. Even if Becky never called him again, he was grateful for today.
Becky watched from her window as he walked away down the street. She smiled at his butt in those tight jeans. Only she knew that his butt cheeks were reddened beneath the denim. She imagined him walking home after their next session and told herself he would be walking bow-legged then.
The thought warmed her loins, but at the same time something nagged her. She felt satisfaction at a successful first session as a domme, but also conflicted by an annoying sense of responsibility. She was going to take his anal virginity, no question there, but she had to make sure it was done right.
Her eyes closed as she thought back on her deepest fantasy: her own submissive boy toy, faceless, anonymous, balls deep in one of her sorority sisters while another sister strap-on fucked him from behind as Becky pulled his head between her cheeks to lick her ass. She could almost feel him screaming into her ass as he was roughly taken and used. But now the fantasy was complicated by the fact that the boy toy had a face and a name.
Could she really do those things to sweet little Petey?
She knew she would. It excited and scared her.
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************************
A whorish moan came from deep in his throat, joining the slapping sounds of his butt cheeks against her pelvis. The chieftess's thick green cock felt powerful, pounding deep inside him. Despite the pain of his virgin asshole being forced open by the orcess's fat tool, the sounds he made betrayed the ecstasy he felt as he was fucked. 'It's unnatural,' he thought bitterly even as he arched his back, lifting his hips an inch higher to allow even deeper penetration. And indeed, part of it was artificial: he was high from the drink they forced him to swallow and from the breeding incense that hung thickly in the tent. But part of it was...he was just a natural submissive butt slut.
The thought made him drop his head between his shoulders in shame. His own semi-erect cock bounced between his legs from the force of her thrusts. Her full green balls smacked his own sac rhythmically, dominating him on their own. He heard himself squeal in unmasked perverse pleasure and felt a weighty orgasm begin to grow behind his balls. The pink, stylized uterus they'd tattooed on his lower belly, slick with his sweat, seemed to shimmer in the firelight. He wondered if his orgasm would trigger hers or if she'd just keep fucking him after he came. He wondered if he'd get pregnant right away or if she'd have to take him several times to breed him. Trying to hold off his climax, to prolong his pleasure or forestall the discomfort continued sodomy after orgasm would bring he wasn't sure, he tried to think of something else. His thoughts went to the events that led to this, to him becoming the newest breeding bitch of the horde...
*******************
It was pouring rain when the orcs fell upon our camp. What might have been a fight was more like a massacre.
I awoke in the dark to the sounds of killing. Screams. Steel on steel. These could have been the sounds of human enemies, bandits, maybe a raiding party from our enemies to the north. But then there was a roar - animalistic, powerful, and terrifying. And I knew then. Despite my inexperience, despite never seeing one, I felt certain. It was orcs.
I strapped my armor on with trembling hands, telling myself not to be a coward. I would not give credence to what I knew everyone thought: that I, the shy, chubby boy who stood a head shorter than the others, was no soldier, and probably not much of a man. I psyched myself up to die with honor and moved to the flap of my tent.
I saw nothing but blackness outside. No torches carried by our attackers. I opened my eyes in desperation, willing my pupils to dilate and enhance my limited human night vision. Maybe orcs had night vision like wolves. Probably.
Luckily one does not need to see in order to be slaughtered with honor. Summoning bravery I didn't feel, I drew my sword and ran out into the darkness.
I ran for the center of our little camp where a small group of us seemed to be making a stand around the light of the campfire outside the captain's tent.
The enemy seemed to be everywhere. Hulking figures, unbelievably large, materialized out of the darkness wherever I turned, dozens of them. Even if we hadn't been severely outnumbered, it would probably take four of us to bring down one of these massive warriors. It seemed inevitable that we would all be killed.
As I drew closer to my comrades, I saw that my friend Thom was among those not yet slain. My panicked terror became a fraction calmer. At least I would get to die alongside my friend.
Thom and I were the two youngest soldiers in our unit, which I suppose initially gave us a kind of kinship when we joined up. But it was more than that. He was the only one who seemed to treat me as an equal. The others made no secret of looking down on me for being the shortest and fattest.
I was almost there when I saw the captain narrowly parry a spear strike from one orc before another orc swung its claymore at his exposed flank. The long sword swept cleanly through, cutting him neatly into two halves.
As soon as he fell, as if waiting for his cue, his second-in-command began waving a white flag wildly in the air. "SURRENDER!!! WE SURRENDER!! DROP YOUR WEAPONS, MEN! SURRENDER!!"
A little more than half of us followed the order immediately. The others continued being cut down, either not hearing the order to surrender or not believing we'd be spared. I joined the group just as this was happening. Two orcs turned toward me, and I dropped my sword and put my hands up. Sure, dying with honor sounded great, but with everyone else surrendering, I seemed to have instinctively reversed that decision.
Up until now, no one who had thrown down his weapon had been killed, though how long that would remain true was anyone's guess. Rain continued to pour down on us as the last of the fighters cried out and went down.
For a few minutes, the only sounds were the rain drops pattering down as the two sides stared at each other.
I had never seen an orc before. There were all kinds of wild stories. But what I saw seemed to confirm most of what I'd heard. Orcs were futanaris. They looked female - well what you would imagine female would be if it was insanely muscular and seven feet tall. They clearly had breasts, wide hips, and feminine facial features, if you could ignore the tusks. Supposedly they all had both cock and cunt, with the more dominant impregnating the more submissive. My eyes dropped to their crotches, but I could discern nothing.
A few of them began chattering to each other in orcish, but when one of them stepped forward, the others went silent. Their deference seemed to indicate this one was in command. She looked younger than most of the other warriors, but she moved with a confidence, a bit of swagger in her stride. She stepped up and spoke to us in the common tongue.
"Strip!"
We all blinked at the command, wondering if we'd heard correctly.
"Strip!" she bellowed again. When no one moved, she stepped up to a man, shoved him to the ground, grabbed his breeches and tore them down with so much force that the fabric ripped wide open. "Strip!" she repeated.
We all began hurriedly removing our armor. Well, all but one. An older soldier, maybe the toughest of we who had surrendered, made no move to disrobe, instead muttering to us under his breath, "I knew it. These kind don't take prisoners, men. They take catamite whores! You'll be slaves..." He straightened up, and I knew he'd chosen death. He stared at the lead orc with undisguised hatred pouring from his eyes. "I know what you are, demon bitch. I'll not be your whore!" He pulled a dagger from his boot and made a suicidal lunge at her.
The orc took a single side step, easily dodging the wild attack, and simultaneously swung her sword through the air, cleanly separating the man's head from his shoulders. She seemed calm, staring down at the man's body for a moment with a little smile on her face. I wondered if the smile meant respect or amusement. Then she looked back up at the rest of us, and the smile disappeared.
The look in her eyes put us into a frenzy, racing against each other to shuck off all clothing as quickly as possible.
When we all stood naked in the rain except for our boots, the orc pointed to the mud at our feet. "Down! Down like dog!" Her knowledge of the common tongue appeared to be limited.
A few of us including me fell to our knees in the mud, but the others did not comply rapidly enough to please her. She grabbed a standing man by his hair and forced him down on all fours. "Like dog!" she barked.
In seconds, they had us all in a line on our hands and knees, facing away from them, the rain pelting our bare bottoms. The mud was deep enough that the tops of my hands were almost buried. Somehow I felt more afraid now than I had just a few minutes ago in my armor when I felt certain we would all be hacked to pieces. Cold, naked, and shivering in the rain while beasts appraised us from behind - I hadn't felt this vulnerable since...ever?
I chanced a look back over my shoulder. The lead orc was slowly pacing down the line, her eyes fixed on our backsides. Her eyes shot up and met mine, apparently noticing that I'd dared to look back at her. I jerked my head back to face forward and squeezed my eyes shut, my heart racing and my asshole clenching. Why had I looked back? Why had I stood out?
I opened my eyes and focused on the ripples in the puddle beneath my face. I could sense her presence. She had stopped right behind me. Was she assessing the meat on our bones? How we would taste if they cooked us up and ate us? Then I thought about what the brave soldier had said. If the stories were true and they all had cocks...
A hand landed on my rump and moved over my smooth flesh. It was rough and calloused with sharp claws on the fingers. She pawed my fleshy backside lewdly, squeezing and spreading, palming my entire butt cheek in her huge hand. A thumb caught in my crack and slid down between my cheeks. With surprisingly gentleness, it pressed lightly over my anus. She said something in orcish, and her compatriots chuckled heartily. I felt my cheeks flush with shame even though I had no idea what had been said.
The leader released me and stood back up. "Now up," she commanded us. Everyone began to rise up, but I felt her boot come down between my shoulder blades. "Not you, bitch. You different," she cackled before shoving me down hard. My chest and face sank into the mud. I fought to push myself up with my hands, but my strength was no match for the foot in my back. Craning my neck back, I barely managed to clear the surface of the muddy puddle with my mouth so I could breathe.
She held me there while the other men were bound with rope in a line, hands in front. The rope around each man's wrists led up to wrap around the neck of the man in front of him. Cloth gags were pushed into their mouths and tied tightly around their heads. After they were properly outfitted, the other orcs came to deal with me, and the foot was finally removed from my back. I was bound and gagged like the others, but I was not attached to the line.
We stood there for a long time, a ridiculous nude gang, silent and gagged, waiting for orders, while our new masters picked through the dead bodies of our comrades, pilfering anything of value. I felt more alone than ever before, set apart from the others while we blinked at each other.
We marched for several hours. Well, they marched. I rode on horseback. The lead orc sat me in the saddle in front of her, my bound hands holding onto the saddle horn, with her arms flanking me to grip the reins.
She seldom kept both hands on the reins. It seemed I was her travel entertainment. One of her hands was constantly tormenting me, pinching my buttocks, squeezing my hip, palming my belly, rubbing my nipples. Luckily she seemed to have no interest in my genitals. I still had never seen an orc cock, but I'd not been in the saddle long when I felt I'd confirmed the stories were true. Something warm and long and fleshy throbbed against my bare butt cheeks and lower back. I wouldn't have been able to see what it was anyway, there was no space between our bodies, but I didn't even try to look behind me. I didn't want to know.
Dawn broke, and we continued our march another few hours until we entered the Western Forest. After another hour trekking deep into the woods, the march halted, and the orcs began making camp. The rope bearing my comrades was tied around one tree. I was tied to a different tree several meters away. We stood staring dumbly at each other with the cloths still tied in our mouths. Most of the men had shell-shocked unfocused stares, but several of them met my eyes. I wondered if it was my imagination that their glances looked unkind, even resentful. What, because I'd ridden on horseback? It's not like I'd asked for that! I'd been tied and gagged the same as them! Maybe it was my imagination. There were plenty of reasons for us to have unhappy looks in our eyes.
Night fell, and the orcs gathered around a bonfire in the center of their camp. The deer they roasted smelled amazing. My stomach gurgled as I watched them eat. No food was offered to us.
After they'd finished eating and sat watching the fire, one of them pointed in our direction and said something in orcish to the leader. She responded, and then a few of them got up and headed towards us. They led us into the firelight by our ropes. My rope was handed to the leader who tugged on it sharply. I stumbled into her. She caught me and moved me around so that I was sitting in her lap facing the same way she was. She'd removed her armor at this point, so in contrast to during our ride, now I felt her tits flattening against my back. She wrapped her massive muscular arms around me and held me tight as we watched the others pulled on their rope towards a felled tree lying to the side of the bonfire.
They were lined up along the length of the log when another orc came behind them. She forced each man onto his knees, bent over the log with his bound wrists in front of him, keeping the man next to him bent forward by the rope around his neck. I didn't like where this seemed to be going. But then the orcs began removing the men's gags. I watched in envy as the men stretched their jaws. A waterskin was brought and slowly moved up the line, giving each man a much needed drink.
My own tongue felt like sandpaper against the rough cloth that was still tied tightly in my mouth. A muffled yell of frustration left my throat. The orc behind me seemed to understand. She squeezed me tighter to her body and said softly in my ear, "Soon."
And then I saw orc cock for the first time. Tunics were discarded, and massive dark green penises engorged and bobbed below buxom breasts. It was a horrifying sight, but I couldn't look away. It was fascinating. My brain couldn't quite square the masculine hairy pricks and hanging testicles with the hourglass figures and bosoms above.
The orcs passed each other a bucket of what I later learned was a processed mixture of water and animal fat. They dipped their fat fingers into the bucket before slathering the slimy substance between the pale upturned buttocks in front of them.
"No! Please no!" one man shrieked, sounding scared out of his mind. One of the orcs watching from the other side of the log stepped up, grabbed the man by the hair and slapped him hard across the face. There were no more pleas for mercy.
As an orc stepped up into position behind each man, I felt a familiar hot stiffness behind me again, pushing against my butt. I felt a shiver go up my spine, followed by a wave of despair washing over me as the helplessness of our situation sunk in.
"Arghhhhh!" a man groaned as presumably an orc penis was pushed through his asshole. "Eeeeee!" a higher pitched squeal came from another. Green buttocks were clenching rhythmically, thrusting back and forth above bulging muscular legs. In front of them, much skinnier pale legs quivered and spasmed erratically. The forest filled with the wails of freshly taken virginities.
The scene was absolutely terrifying. I watched paralyzed with fear when I felt the orc's tusks and lips on my shoulder. Her hot wet tongue snaked out to lick up my neck. In a panic, I struggled instinctively, trying to get out of her lap, to keep from being devoured.
It did me no good.
Her powerful arm snaked around my belly to my rest on my opposite hip, holding me in place effortlessly. I'd never seen such big muscles, much less touched them. Feeling her rock-solid bicep pressed into my side made me feel soft and delicate by comparison. It made me feel submissive. I stopped struggling, going limp in her arms. But then her other hand began to pinch and roll my nipples, toying with me.
Again, I writhed in her clutches, no longer trying to escape, just moving instinctually in response to her. Her hand slithered up to grip my neck, squeezing so lightly that it conveyed how easily she could choke me to death. Her thumb tilted my jaw up to expose fresh neck flesh to her lips and tongue. I heard myself moan like a tart and quickly forced my mouth closed, trying to deny I'd ever made such a sound. The hand on my hip slid down into the valley between my legs and grasped my member. I was hard.
A sense of guilt filled me for becoming aroused in the clutches of this she-devil while my friends were being buggered.
I would later learn that orcs did not see rape as a crime or anything immoral. More like how humans see sport, like the loser of a wrestling match having to bow to the winner. Just the strong separating themselves from the weak, everyone finding their proper roles. Given how commonplace violence was in orc culture, a little forced sodomy for the losers was nothing to get overly upset about.
She didn't stroke me at all, instead squeezing my entire package a few times in her massive palm before sliding down further. Her finger rubbed along my taint and tapped against my tight opening. Suddenly, she stood up, carrying me up with her in her arms before flipping me over her shoulder like a sandbag, her arm wrapped around my thighs, her hand palming my butt cheek, my head hanging behind her. As she moved to enter her tent, I caught a last glimpse of my friends. More orcs were stripping and queuing up behind each man. They smiled and joked in orcish. The atmosphere seemed oddly festive, almost innocent, despite the rhythmic clapping sounds of flesh on flesh and the accompanying squeals.
Inside the tent, she untied my wrists and removed the gag before stripping naked herself and going to rummage through a chest at the foot of the bedroll. I frowned, feeling insulted that she'd turn her back on me while I was untied. The realization that I presented virtually no threat to her made me feel pathetic and small. I looked away from her in an innate attempt to escape my thoughts and surveyed my surroundings.
As befitting the leader of her unit, her tent was well-furnished even by human standards. There was a stool and a small table with a candle lighting what looked to be a map and some other papers. No bed, but a comfortable looking cushion of sufficient size for her large frame sat on a ground cloth, covered in animal furs. My parched body was disappointed that no waterskins or bottles were visible.
As she bent over the heavy trunk, pulling out a few items and tossing them onto the furs, I couldn't help but admire her nude body. Her ass was massive with powerful buttocks that looked like they could crack walnuts. Her impressive endowment hung down half-engorged between her legs, thick and almost a foot long, though given the size of the rest of her it didn't look disproportionate. Her heavy balls, on the other hand, did look disproportionately large, hanging in a hairless wrinkled scrotum like ripe pomegranates. Above these, I saw smooth lips bracketing a tight slit of a darker shade of green. I wondered if an alpha like her had ever been penetrated. Finally, a massive furrow of wrinkled dark green skin surrounded her tight puckered asshole.
Despite my fear and the knowledge that she was my enemy, her image excited me and did nothing to calm my erection. As if hearing my thoughts aloud, she suddenly looked back at me over her shoulder with a wicked grin.
She stepped towards me with her erect cock waggling and what might be horse tack in her hands. I instinctively took a step back in retreat. Her grin remained as she shook her head.
"Down!" she commanded, pointing to the ground. I dropped to my knees obediently, and she began fastening the leather straps around my body. First, she locked a thick leather collar around my neck. Next, a kind of harness that wrapped around my shoulders, over the back of my neck like a halter, before crisscrossing between my shoulder blades. In front the straps were connected with steel rings at the base of my sternum and just below my belly button before they traveled high over my hips to meet in another steel ring at the top of my butt crack and finally finishing in loops buckled tightly around my upper thighs. The last piece of leather was a simple strap that she affixed to the metal ring at the front of my collar.


She tugged my head up by the leash and skewered me with an arrogant, victorious smirk.
"Owner," she declared pointing towards herself. "Owner," she said again.
"Owner" I agreed in a raspy voice while nodding, which seemed to please her.
"Elara," she said again pointing to herself. "Elara," I repeated, and she smiled. Then she pointed at me and raised her eyebrows.
"Bo," I gave her my name, letting myself hope this friendly exchange meant I'd be given water soon.
"Boh," she repeated with another smile. She was pretty - the thought passed through my mind before I remembered that I hated her - beautiful really, when she smiled.
She pulled a waterskin out of her satchel and took a long pull, gulping down several swallows right in front of me. I felt anger ignite in my chest. It shocked me as I realized it was the first time I'd managed to find anger through the overwhelming fear since we'd surrendered. So cruel.
When she finished taking her drink, she clicked her lips and gave a satisfied sigh. I quickly changed my expression from an angry stare to a puppy begging.
"Please!" I entreated her.
Elara adopted an expression of exaggerated contemplation. She took my chin in her hand and ran her thumb over my dry lips, looking down on me as if trying to decide if I was worth a draught of water.
She pushed the thumb into my mouth, and I sucked and ran my tongue over it, desperate to prove my utter submission. Any remaining dignity I retained seemed a fair price for some water.
Removing her finger from my lips, she lifted the waterskin back up and took another drink herself. This time, when she finished, she brought her thumb up and sucked it into her own mouth.
When she brought the moistened digit back to my lips, I sucked it again. The amount of liquid was scant, but it still felt amazing on my sandpaper tongue. I sucked greedily to extract every bit of water.
Elara pulled her thumb free of my thirsty lips, and I hoped she would repeat the process. But instead, she grabbed my chin, tilting my head back so that my mouth was my highest point. She dug the tip of her thumb back into my mouth, pushing down on my tongue as she pulled up on my chin with her other fingers.
Then she brought the opening of the waterskin to the base of her thumb and poured out a little stream. It flowed down her finger into my mouth, and I moaned and slurped my gratitude. It was enough for a swallow down my dry throat before she removed her thumb. I wanted more.
Now she stepped closer, almost straddling my kneeling form, and angled her stiff dick downwards to point at my lips. Fuck.
I gave her a pitying glance from my knees, silently asking for mercy. She lifted the waterskin with her other hand and raised her eyebrows again, silently asking 'Want more?' I really, really did.
Reaching up and lightly grasping a cock that wasn't mine for the first time, I guided her meat to my lips. I realized I couldn't hold it there or the water would run down my hand and be wasted, so I took head into my mouth. A few drops of salty pre-cum dribbled out, and my tongue lapped up the moisture greedily even as my mind cringed.
Elara looked like the cat that got the canary, clearly pleased with her ability to get me to put her cock in my mouth myself. She poured some water on the base of her shaft and watched it trickle down to me. I opened my mouth as wide as possible so as not to lose any on my lips. When the flow stopped, I licked and suckled to get the last drops. This caused the meat in my mouth to throb and more pre-cum to ooze from her slit. I swallowed it gratefully.
She fed me this way half a dozen times. I felt my throat, my tongue, and my lips rehydrate. But I was still thirsty when she re-stoppered the waterskin. Elara stepped away, allowing me to work the stiffness out of my jaw as she exchanged the waterskin for a hip flask. Returning to her prior position, she pushed her cock back between my lips and took a pull from her flask. She swallowed and grunted before bringing the flask down to her prick and pouring a little out for me. The alcohol burned as it flowed into my mouth and down my throat.
She palmed my cheek in one hand as she pulled her dickhead out of my mouth and lightly slapped it against my lips and my other cheek. The gesture seemed bizarrely loving.
Elara turned and pulled me over to her bedroll by my leash. She sat down and pulled me over her lap, facing down, my chubby soft belly pushing her cock down between her legs. There, lying on the furs, I saw the items she'd pulled out of her trunk: a small vial filled with an amber-colored fluid and a strange small glass sculpture of what might be a flower-bud about to bloom.
I watched her hand snatch up the vial and seconds later I felt cold oil pouring into my butt crack. I tensed my glutes reflexively, eliciting a chuckle from Elara, whose thick fingers began smearing the oil deeper in my crevice to anoint my virgin asshole. I whimpered in revulsion and humiliation and fear. I tried to feel grateful that I was being taken with considerably more gentleness than my friends outside, but all I felt was fear.
"Please Elara! Owner! Please don't!" I begged over my shoulder at her.
If she understood me, she gave no indication. Her finger kept caressing my defenseless butthole as she turned her head to meet my eyes. She smiled, and I felt the tip of her middle finger penetrate my puckered anus and begin to slide inside.
"Noooo! No! Stop!" I whined but made no real attempt to escape, knowing it was futile. The best I could do was to wriggle my hips back and forth, which she may have just as likely interpreted as acceptance than as resistance. When she had the whole thing buried up my shithole, I let myself go limp, continuing only to whimper quietly as she finger-fucked me.
I became aware of her cock pushing up against my belly, throbbing and jumping beneath me. With her finger hilted in my bottom, her other hand grabbed a handful of my hair and started backing me up until her cock bounced up in my face.
"Suck!" she commanded, need in her voice.
I bit my lip in a moment's hesitation before accepting her glans back in my mouth, rationalizing that the closer my lips brought her to climax, the less time she'd have to tear my ass. She maintained her grip in my hair and began to raise and lower my head on her knob. I frantically licked and suckled at the meat in my mouth, hoping it would be enough to satisfy her. But with each repetition, she seemed to push my head down a little further. I'd already been on the verge of tears from the emotional strain of being penetrated from both ends, and having that fat cock pushed to the back of my mouth was all it took to push me over into open sobs.
She displayed, I reflected later, an impressive amount of restraint, pushing my head down only until I started to sputter and gag before pulling me back up. As I continued to cry, my tears and snot ran down to join my saliva as a thick coating on her member. While she violated my mouth with her schlong, she violated my other end at the same pace with her finger. It was disgusting, dirty, vile, perverted, shameful - and it was starting to feel good. I moaned pathetically as I felt completely dominated, forcibly filled and stretched.
After another few minutes, Elara pulled my mouth off of her cock and her finger out of my butt. She stood me back up on my shaky legs.
I couldn't meet her eyes I felt so ashamed. She grabbed my chin and forced me to look at her. Her eyes shone with hunger.
She hustled me over to the heavy wooden chest and bent me over the top of it with my ass in the air and my head hanging down just above the floor. She put two fingers in the crevice between my cheeks and scissored them apart, making my asshole fully exposed. A confusing hope that my anus was clean and attractive passed through my head. The hell?!
This is it, I thought. She's going to sodomize me. Fine. It's not like I deserve any better than the others over that log outside. I readied myself for her cock at my sphincter, but then...I felt something else.
Her tongue. The tip of the hot wet appendage caught me in the scrotum and pushed up my taint to lap at my puffy, stretched rim. "No! No, no, fuck, Jesus, noo!" I started to hyperventilate as she licked away more of my dignity. Somehow this was even more unseemly than getting buggered. I squealed as her long black tongue penetrated me and wormed its way inside. So indecent. The idea that she was tasting me there. I'd never imagined I could feel so demeaned, so wretched.
Worse, my dick was hard and throbbing. I felt my erection try to push up and forward against the polished wood of the chest. Positively inglorious. I was a whore, a natural sodomite it seemed. As she continued tongue-fucking my anus, my sphincter spasmed and squeezed on her greedily, seemingly pulling her in, while my cock quivered in perverse excitement. How could I ever face myself again after this?
I was a sobbing and whimpering mess when she pulled back to grab something off her bedroll. Another splash of lubricating oil was poured onto my pucker and then something cold and rock hard pushed into me.
My eyes shot open. The strange little flower-bud sculpture. For a moment, I didn't even have the sense to protest. I felt like a passenger, like an uninvolved observer watching my anus struggle and fail from inside myself. She started pushing forward with more force, making more of it enter me. My sphincter had been considerably loosened by her finger and tongue, but it was still way too tight to accommodate the wide hunk of polished glass. I found my voice. "Wait! It's too bi-"
Without any warning, the pressure exceeded the strength of my sphincter, and the little sculpture slid forward and embedded itself in my arsehole.
"AHHHHhhhhh! Eeeeheh! Fuck! Jesus! Ohhhhh!" I struggled and writhed as my insides cramped and spasmed around the invader. Elara comforted me, rubbing her fingers around my stretched out rim, pressing on my bulging taint, squeezing my fat butt cheeks.
I felt her rubbing more oil on my upper inner thighs, which seemed odd to my addled mind. How was oil on my thighs supposed to make the glass expanding my butthole feel better?
But understanding dawned on me when she pulled my hips back towards her so that my hands came up to grip the edge of the chest, pushed my thighs tightly together, and slid her stiff cock between them.
My soft oiled thigh flesh dragged along the sides of her shaft, pleasuring her as she pushed forward. I looked down to see my own cock and balls, petite in comparison, resting on top of the thick orc dick. I could feel her need as she flattened my buttocks against the hard musculature of her lower abdomen. Her wiry bush tickled my balls, but I barely registered the sensation as the glass was pushed deeper than ever inside me. She began to thrust back and forth, slowly at first, then more urgently. Could she cum from this?
As if answering my question, she snorted with frustration, slapping my ass hard before shoving me forward and stepping away. She seemed to be sulking for a few moments before tugging me up harshly by my leash. The muscles in my legs fired to hold my weight, and it felt like the plug in my bottom swelled in size.
Suddenly, she was storming out of the tent, dragging me behind her clutching at the leash with both hands to keep from being strangled, moving towards the log where her warriors were still taking their pleasures from my friends' behinds.
Just as we approached, one of the orcs roared and threw her head back, signaling her orgasm as she emptied her balls inside an already overfilled rectum. Elara made a beeline towards that orc. Without breaking stride, my owner grabbed her by the hair and pulled her off the bucking ass she was buried in. Elara shoved me to the ground in front of the log in the open space between two upturned bottoms. She was absolutely ravenous. She shoved her cock right up the newly vacated gaping asshole. The man moaned weakly as his rectum was again stretched around an orc's cock.
In that moment, I realized it was my friend Thom. The toes of his boots dug uselessly into the dirt as he was sodomized. My owner thrust in and out of him powerfully, fully immersed, seemingly having forgotten my existence.
I noticed some of the other orcs had their eyes on me. I grasped my leash with both hands, squeezing and twisting it, hoping it would defend me. None of them made any move toward me.
Suddenly Elara hilted herself and slapped Thom's ass in frustration. She cursed, something in orcish. She pulled out, and a river of thick milky semen leaked out of him. It dripped down the back of his scrotum and his inner thighs. I couldn't believe how gaped his asshole was. With its width, its healthy pink walls, and the cum dripping from it - it looked more like a pussy than an anus.
From the dissatisfied look on her face, I took it that none of that cum was hers. My owner seemed lost in tortured thought for a moment. Despite knowing that she was a war criminal and a fiend, I actually felt sorry for her in that moment, wishing she could reach that orgasm she so clearly needed.
She squatted down and slid her middle three fingers inside Thom's ruined butthole while reaching between his legs to stroke his dick with her other hand. "Ungh, ohhhhh," I heard from the other side of the log, followed a little later by whimpering protest, "mmmm, no, I, ohhh god, ohhh nooo," but his tone sounded more like 'oh yesss' and I saw his cock become erect in her fingers.
The fingers in his ass weren't thrusting. Instead it looked more like she was making a petting motion inside him. She looked over and caught sight of me, seeming to suddenly remember my existence. "Come! Make tight! Make tight!" She removed her hands from Thom's body, bringing a mournful yelp from the other side of the log and tugged me closer by my leash. Still on my knees, she pushed me between his legs.
I had no idea what she wanted. She seemed to understand my confusion. Grabbing my wrist, she moved my hand towards Thom's inverted swollen dick. It looked so much bigger next to my hand than it had next to hers. I kept my hand closed so that she could only press the back of my hand against his organ. In addition to my own homophobia, it felt like it would be a betrayal to grip his cock in this situation, like it would make me complicit in his rape.
My owner seemed to mistake my protest for ignorance. With her other hand, she made a jerking motion like milking a cow. "Make feel good! Make tight! Make tight!" My jaw dropped, and I shook my head in disbelief. She slapped me roughly across the back of my head. "Make tight! Make tight!" She gave me a murderous look and raised her backhand in warning.
Selfishly trying to protect my own anal virginity, at least for a little longer, I looked back between his legs, reached forward and grabbed my friend's hanging cock and started milking it like a cow's udder.
"Ohhhhh, mmmm," I heard him moan from the other side of the log, then after he must have sensed the hand on his cock felt different "the fuck? Who is doing-OOOOoooohhhfff," my owner re-hilted her shaft in his guts. I crouched awkwardly to the side, stroking as ordered, wondering if this was doing anything to 'make tight.' Apparently it was because she was speeding up her thrusts and moaning.
She barked something in orcish at a smaller orc who was standing by, watching and stroking her prick. The orc seemed to protest, but my owner screamed at her and that seemed to end the discussion. The smaller orc moved behind her and somewhat reluctantly sank to her knees. I saw her kneel between Elara's legs with her hands gripping my owner's haunches. Elara grunted pleasurably as the orc behind her leaned forward, and I knew the lesser orc was eating her ass.
My owner pushed in and out of the clutching rectum in front of her with long strokes, slow but powerful, allowing her subordinate to keep that long, slippery tongue lodged in her asshole. Suddenly, the sounds from the other side of the log became desperate. "MMnhgnmmm! Fukkk, nooo, OHHHhhhh!" This last squeal went high in pitch, having no business coming from a man's throat. I let go of his dick, but it was too late. Thom's orgasm crested, shooting into the dirt below him a few ropes of sperm whose volume and consistency seemed pathetic in comparison to the thick splooge leaking from his ass.
His orgasm seemed to trigger Elara's. She threw her head back at growled at the moon as she pumped him full of her seed. A powerful, dominant, animalistic growl that confirmed for us all that she was our superior. Her features softened as she rode out the waves of her climax, her eyes rolling back and together, her long black tongue lolling out of her mouth. That tongue has been in my asshole, I thought as I watched in fascination.
When she came back to herself, she reached down to reclaim my leash and pulled me up to the top of my knees as she pulled out. Her fat cock steamed with freshly made jizz. I felt fear and panic in my chest, but she held my eyes with a look of such intense dominance that when she brought her tip to my lips, I accepted it into my mouth without protest. My first taste of orc semen. Bitter, salty, thick with a slight nutty aftertaste. I moaned and sucked it down into my stomach. I told myself it was just hunger; I hadn't eaten all day, my body needed the calories, it was only natural.
She didn't force more than a few inches into my mouth, but she made me lick her shaft clean. While I polished her weapon, Elara turned and started making out with the orc who'd been eating her ass. After a lengthy tonsil-tonguing, she pulled away. She spoke in orcish before laughing innocently - a pleasant, delighted sound, so incongruous with the situation - and then pushed the smaller orc towards Thom's ass. "Fuck!" I heard him gasp as yet another orc cock entered his conquered rectum.
Back in her tent, I lay in my owner's arms atop the animal furs in the darkness. She spooned me with her cock resting comfortably between my thighs. The hunk of polished glass stuffed in my rectum was starting to become very uncomfortable. When I'd tried to pull it out as we got in bed, she'd stopped me. "No. Leave in. Tomorrow. Chieftess."
Now as I listened to her snore, I wondered what exactly that had meant.
She seemed to be in a deep sleep now. I reached back between us, sliding my fingers carefully between our bodies, between my cheeks, and tugged hard on the glass sculpture. With a strain, the widest part came out, and then I felt a satisfyingly dirty sensation as my anus contracted and squeezed out all but the pointed end. There, finally the ache in my bottom eased. I knew Elara would be pissed, but I could put it back in in a little while. I just needed a little break.
With the warmth of Elara's soft tits on my back, moving gently with her deep breathing, I fell asleep.
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Becky sighed.
Part lust, part frustration.
She was touching herself. An activity a girl of her desirability rarely needed. There was always an endless supply of handsome men to cater to her whims.
In fact, one of them was coming to pick her up for the homecoming dance in 20 minutes. She was all dolled up, hair perfectly coiffed, face made up, dressed to the nines. But she wasn't thinking of her date at the moment. She was thinking of her fantasies. Of Petey specifically, collared and in chastity, being gangbanged by a mob of her sorority sisters wielding strap-ons.
Ever since she'd dominated innocent young Peter in her bedroom, her fantasies had been different. Hotter, more realistic, filled in with vivid details she hadn't considered in the past: the little gasps her subby would make, the heat from his spanked bottom, the way his cock would throb and drool for her, untouched.
But the realism also intruded on the surreal perfection of her inner fantasy world. She wanted the gangbang to be rough, but not too rough. Not cruel. He might not come back, and more importantly, it wouldn't be nearly as hot as forcing him to perversely enjoy his defilement. That...that god damn RESPONSIBILITY of being a domme, of being the one in control, colored her fantasies in a different shade than when it was all still fiction in her head.
She licked her fingerpads and closed her eyes, trying to get back to the good stuff as her saliva-slicked fingers reached back down below her hiked up dress, slid beneath the hem of her panties, and circled her clit.
He was bent over in her bed with his ass raised, her strap-on deep inside him. His eyes were scrunched tightly shut, and his hands clutched the bed sheets, as the internal sensations from her girlcock consumed him.
"Do you like that, Petey baby? How does my big fat cock feel deep in your bitch ass?"
"Please, Miss Becky," he moaned.
"Please what, pet?"
The boy just whimpered and moved his hips a little. She slapped his skewered butt.
"Please dominate you? Please own your ass? Please pound that boy pussy until you can't walk?"
When he didn't answer, she spanked him again.
"You love this, don't you bitch?" He moaned into the bedding, twisting her sheets in his hands and grinding his face into the mattress like he was trying to escape the truth.
She started to fuck him. His tight little asshole clamped tightly around her silicone dick, trying and failing to hold onto her lubed shaft as her hips pulled back before thrusting inside him again.
He squealed like a bitch, his cock hard as steel between his legs.
"Yeah, you love this. Tell me. Tell me you love being my little slut. Tell me!"
"I love being your slut, Miss!" he cried into the mattress.
Lying in her bed, Becky's eyes shot open, taking her out of her fantasy, as a powerful orgasm snuck up on her. Her fingers frigged her clit, chasing the high, making the most of it. Finally, she went limp, letting her head fall back against her pillow.
A knock at her bedroom door tore her from her post-orgasmic haze.
"Becky, Dwayne is waiting downstairs for you!" Molly called out to her.
"Thanks Mollz, I'll be right down!"
She blew out a sigh through pursed lips. Dwayne could wait. At the moment, she was still thinking of Petey.
She'd managed not to contact him for a few days. It was another first for her: wanting to contact a guy and resisting. For once, it seemed possible that she could be the more needy one. And she didn't want that. She was the domme. It irritated and impressed her that he hadn't contacted her already.
She opened her phone and pulled up her texts with Petey. It was time to motivate him. She scrolled through her photos, almost all of her in various states of undress, some professionally taken. Becky made a selection and sent it off into the ether. Five minutes, she thought. With a picture like that, he'll respond within five minutes.
********************
Peter had been thinking of Becky.
A lot.
About many aspects of her really. But mostly about licking her juicy cunt. He had never fantasized about eating pussy before he met her. Ok, maybe it happened as a kind of side-quest/warm-up in a few of his horny daydreams but not as the main event. He had definitely been more a typical tits-and-ass fan before.
Now he imagined baby-soft outer labia sliding over his nose. Silky smooth lips pressed against his cheeks. The taste of hot pussy juice sticking like honey to his tongue. The sounds she made. The clutch of her vaginal walls around his licking appendage.
Despite feeling hornier than ever, he had resisted touching himself for the first day in case he was imminently recalled for duty. It excited him, denying himself, feeling a special twinge of naughtiness every time he sat down and felt the soreness in his well-spanked cheeks.
But the next day, he jerked off four times, a new single-day record for him. Each time, he used the selfie she'd taken of the two of them. She was fully clothed, but he found the picture more arousing than the raunchiest online porn. She was prettier than the porn stars. And she was real. And he knew her personally. Intimately. He knew the naughty thoughts lurking behind those pretty eyes. Or at least he thought he did.
Over the next few days, he thought about texting her almost every hour. The idea that he might be able to bring about another session with her was intoxicating. The idea that he might miss out on such an opportunity by not contacting her was unacceptable. But winning out each time was the idea that he was unworthy of a goddess like her, that bothering her would be a sign he was ungrateful for the time she'd gifted him, and sullying their experience was unacceptable to him. So far.
The desire to contact her was growing and seemed likely to win out by tomorrow at the latest. Of all the messages he'd drafted "May your boy toy serve you in any way, Miss?" seemed most appropriate. Of course, he was also considering "Please let me pleasure your perfect pussy again, Goddess!"
Last night, he had gone to the homecoming football game - the first football game he had attended in his life - where Becky could be seen on the field, bouncing around doing cheers with the other cheerleaders. He paid close attention. He was only distracted by the game once.
As he loaded his laundry into one of his dorm's coin-operated washers, preparing himself for a productive Saturday night full of laundry, studying, and perhaps some additional 'research' on femdom porn sites, his phone buzzed with a new text.
The glow from his phone illuminated his face. The corners of his mouth curved upward until the lips could maintain contact no longer and split open in a toothy grin.
It was her! A picture of her. A naughty picture. She was on her knees, wearing expensive-looking black lace lingerie. The picture was taken from side-on, no, actually slightly from behind. She was looking over her shoulder into the camera, biting her bottom lip. The panties rode deep between her perfectly formed cheeks, not a G-string, more of a wide thong, sitting high on her hips at the sides. Her weight seemed to be in her hands, which rested flat on the floor between her legs.
"Holy shit," he said aloud to himself in wonder, like he'd just discovered El Dorado.
*************************
Riding in the passenger seat, listening to Dwayne regale her with the latest happenings from football practice, Becky smiled politely. She didn't give a shit about football.
So he wasn't a great conversationalist. There would be no second date, but he looked like he knew how to show a girl a good time. She blessed him with a nod, as if she were paying attention to what he was saying, as she imagined how those bulging biceps would feel beneath her fingers as she bounced herself on top of him later.
Becky's phone buzzed in her clutch. She checked the time. Eight minutes. Was she slipping? There could have been some sort of technological issue with the cell towers, she consoled herself.
She pulled up her texts.
*You are a goddess! I'm sure that's what everyone says, but it's true. Thank you for this, Miss!*
Her face widened with a satisfied smirk. That IS what they all said. But Petey had actually proven his faith in her divinity. He'd bent over and let her beat his butt red with a hairbrush, all for the honor of tasting her cunt.
She wanted more. Much more.
*I spoil you, boy toy.*
As she pondered how best to phrase her next challenge, another tone sounded from her device.
*May your boy toy serve you in any way, Miss?*
Exactly what she wanted to hear.
*The next time I see your pretty cock standing tall in tribute, I want it to be hairless. In fact, I want you bald from knee to nipple.*
She felt a naughty thrill run through her like she hadn't experienced in years when she pressed send, tingling through to her very core.
Becky felt strangely vulnerable with Petey. It was exciting, baring her kinks. She was a fox, a stone cold hottie; people expected her to be sexual, sure, but not perverted. Only Petey had been allowed to glimpse the dirty desires percolating within her skull. She wondered at what point he would stop, refuse, escape the spell of her beauty and frown at her, indignantly asking "what's wrong with you?"
*Don't forget your asshole.* She added, pressing send with a chuckle.
"Hey, are you even listening?" Dwayne did not look pleased.
"Sorry handsome, all that football talk went right over my pretty little head," she fluttered her eyelashes, and all was forgiven.
****************************
Peter was already on the move, heading in the direction of the nearest pharmacy while googling how best to remove one's pubic hair. How had he gotten this far in life without obtaining such vital information?
He wasn't sure exactly when he had made the decision to comply. It seemed trivial. It's just hair. It would grow back. It didn't mean he was submissive or perverted, right? Not really. Not permanently. Not in a weird way. Right?
He thought about how Becky. He barely knew her. But she had been more than just a good time for him. She had redefined how he saw women and his own sexuality.
His taste in porn had always been pretty mainstream: girls folded in half, taking dick. Now he fantasized about powerful women, queens commanding their loyal subjects. Last night, he watched a femdom video and came to know what pegging was for the first time. He wondered if Becky was into that too. Did he hope so or hope not? He wasn't sure.
In the pharmacy, he bought razors and creams. And an anal douche...just in case.
As he walked back home, he wondered if this was all just a passing phase, a crazy college experience he would think back on and never repeat. This beautiful girl wanted him to play a role for her, and he was happy to satisfy her kink. Or had he discovered something fundamental about himself. Was he submissive? Was that okay?
*******************
Becky let her body sway with effortless fluidity, slow dancing in Dwayne's arms. They looked like the perfect couple. Much sexier than the homecoming queen and king. They were the most attractive couple in the place.
But their eyes weren't on each other. Instead they looked all around them, seeing and being seen. She was his eye candy for the evening. He was her prize, a strong, young sportsman whose name was on the lips of thousands of fans, a true celebrity, at least for the moment. They looked around and confirmed that all was as it should be, everyone was looking at them.
She tried to feel satisfied.
It all seemed too easy. Boring. Her thoughts kept wandering to a certain boy, blindfolded and kneeling, robbed of the hair on his genitals. Maybe he needed her...
When the song ended, she eagerly returned to their table to check her phone. She opened her purse to retrieve the device, noticing a few sluts move in to flirt with Dwayne.
"Tee hee hee!" she giggled with glee at the picture from Petey. The shot captured thigh to waist. His newly hairless crotch was visible with a hand covering his dick. *Your wish is my command, Miss,* served as a caption.
Becky realized she'd just answered the question she'd been pondering all night. Collecting her purse and jacket, she returned to her date.
"Hey babe, you ready to go?" he asked, noting she'd gathered her belongings.
"Oh Dwayne, sweetie, you've been great, but I'm gonna go," she leaned forward to whisper conspiratorially, "girl problems." After seeing the expected disgust flash across Dwayne's face, she leaning back and added in her normal voice, "It would be selfish to try to keep you to myself tonight when you could bring so much happiness to these lovely ladies."
Dwayne flashed a wolfish smile, his ego basking in her praise. "Honey, those ladies got nothing on you!"
"Of course not," she smirked back playfully, "Try not to break too many hearts."
As she called an Uber, she texted her boy toy.
*I'm leaving the dance right now. When I get home I want you kneeling on the porch, waiting for me like a good boy.*
*******************
The night was chilly, and the wood felt cold and hard on his knees through his jeans. But he was ecstatic to be here.
Thankfully no other sorority girls had come out to question him this time. At least not yet.
A sudden fear shot through him. Becky had said she was coming from the homecoming dance. Did that mean she had a date? Probably. She'd made it clear this wasn't an exclusive relationship, not really a relationship at all, and he assumed a girl of Becky's social station probably had a harem of eligible bachelors to choose from for any given social function. He just hoped like hell she wasn't bringing some guy home with her. It was humiliating enough being seen on his knees by Becky and her sorority sisters, but some dude...Becky wouldn't do that to him, right?
If she showed up with a date, he certainly wasn't going to like do...anything with them. The more he thought about it, the more it seemed like a threesome with multiple guys was something that a girl like Becky might want and could definitely get, but he was NOT interested in being one of those guys. He smiled to himself a little on his knees on the cold porch. He had found a line he wouldn't cross for her. He was still sane.
His smile widened to span his entire face when Becky stepped out of the Uber that had just pulled up.
"Well, look at you! I can practically see your tail wagging," she teased him good-naturedly with a matching smile on her face.
"Always a pleasure to see you, Miss," he answered, fully accepting her assessment. She looked amazing. Instant erection.
She looked down at him and offered her hand. "C'mon, it's cold out here."
Becky tugged him by the hand and brought him inside the sorority house. Her other hand grabbed his ass through his jeans. "I can't wait to see your work down here in person," she spoke softly in his ear, making him shiver with excitement, "I'm going to rock your world tonight."
She made a beeline straight for the stairway that led to her room, when another sister intercepted them. The new girl was skinny, something fierce about her appearance, complemented by a tiny diamond nose stud. Another exception to Peter's preconceived notions of what a 'sorority girl' would be.
"Becky! You've gotta come downstairs! Molly got some great weed!" The girl's excitement was infectious. "You can bring your friend."
Becky was anxious to see her pet's bald eagle, but on the other hand some weed might loosen him up to do even more. When she saw Peter's eyes were a little wide, maybe scandalized, the decision was made for her.
"Sounds great Alice! Lead the way!"
The basement was cloudy with marijuana smoke, despite the girls attempt to stand clustered beneath the window. "Becky's here! Now it's a party!" Molly squealed happily rushing over to hug everyone's favorite sister.
"Girls, this is Peter. He's mine," Becky announced with a wolfish grin.
"Oh ho ho, so possessive Becky, never heard you introduce a guy that way," Stacey teased her as she passed her an expertly rolled joint. "Hello Peter, congrats on making it past the porch!"
Peter blushed and smiled and nodded as Becky introduced him to the other girls.
"Oh I know Petey!" Molly gushed enthusiastically before hugging him tightly, flattening her generous breasts against him. She turned to Becky, "Last time I saw him, he was only trained for coffee delivery and foot massages. Any new tricks?"
Before Becky could answer, Alex spoke up. "I saw Becky dragging him up to her room for some...foot massages the other day..."
The girls erupted in giggles as those smoking pot are prone to do. They were all pretty high, which made them horny, and the unexpected arrival of this cute boy was welcomed by all.
Alice realized that she seemed to be the only girl here who wasn't already acquainted with the Peter situation. She rushed to catch up. "Hehe. So, are you guys dating?"
Becky realized she felt grateful that none of them had asked what happened with Dwayne. She wasn't ashamed or anything, but why bring it up in front of Peter? Clearly her sisters had all astutely reached the same conclusion despite their inebriated states.
"Yeah Becky," Stacey jumped in to tease her, sensing that Becky seemed less than supremely confident for once, "Is Peter your boyfriend now?"
"Nope. He's my boy toy." Becky asserted, holding Stacey's eyes without blinking, realizing and meeting the unspoken challenge.
Another round of giggling assailed the group.
"Stacey's the president of our sorority, Peter. She leads us in such visionary initiatives...like pot smoking!"
The girls were still laughing when Stacey fired back, "Becky's our head slut, Peter. She's pioneering the sorority's research on how many guys a girl can fuck before graduating."
The other girls went quiet. Becky and Stacey kept staring each other down with unwavering smiles. Peter looked uncomfortable, wondering what kind of political dynamics might exist among these women.
"Bitch," Becky said.
"Cunt," Stacey said.
They held their stare another second before they both burst out laughing. "Head slut, I like that," Becky cackled, "C'mere Miss President." She surprised Stacey, throwing her arms around the girls neck and planting little smooches on her cheek and then down her neck.
"Hey! Down slut!" Stacey protested in mock dismay, pushing Becky to the side so that they stood together in a side hug facing Peter.
Becky took another puff on the joint and blew a cloud of smoke into the center of their circle.
"It's alright, Petey. Here, take a hit," Becky passed him the joint.
As he inhaled deeply, Becky scolded her sisters. "I think you girls are scaring him."
"Us?!" Molly responded incredulously.
"Eh, maybe it's just that it's his first time in a sorority house basement," Becky said thoughtfully.
"Yeah, that's it," Alex agreed sarcastically.
Peter failed to suppress a few coughs as he exhaled, producing smile and giggles all around.
"That's okay Petey," Stacey teased, "we'll teach you how to smoke with the big girls."
Peter smiled. "Yeah, heh, I don't really smoke that much."
"Take another hit. Big one this time. Hold it for five seconds then exhale." Becky ordered and Peter immediately rushed to comply.
The dynamic between the two of them was striking. Command and obedience. "So what exactly is a boy toy?" Alice inquired.
All eyes turned to Becky. "Well Alice, I'm glad you asked..." She took the joint back from Peter and passed it along, before backing herself up against Peter. She grabbed both of Peter's hands and wrapped them around herself.
"As head slut, I make it a point to investigate these things..." She put Peter's hands on her hips and gave the perfect little shimmy. She dropped her hips down and ground back on Peter's crotch. Her soft ass, covered only in the thin, fine fabric of her dress, felt fantastic against him. He felt his breathing quicken and bit his bottom lip.


"Sometimes a woman needs a little male attention without all the bullshit of a relationship. Know what I mean?" She reached her arm up and hooked Peter's neck as she continued her sensual gyrations.
"I need a boy toy..." Molly whined loudly.
Alice wanted more information. "So you're like friends with benefits?"
Becky shook her head. "No, it's much less symmetric than that. I mean, would you say you're friends with your vibrator? I like my vibrator. But I make the decisions. I decide when to turn it on and..." She took Peter's hands off her hips and stepped away to stand next to Stacey again. "...when I'm done with it." She crossed her arms over her chest.
Peter stood there with an obvious erection imprinted on the front of his pants. Five pairs of feminine eyes on him. It was embarrassing, sure, but it was also exhilarating. Maybe it was the weed, but he actually managed to smile back at them. How many men ever experienced five women staring at him with lust?
"And you're ok with that? With being her vibrator?!" Alice asked dubiously.
The silence stretched out for a few seconds.
"Yep," Peter admitted with a big idiot grin. The grin spread to the girls, and they all laughed.
Another silence, this one pleasant, each of them lost in their own thoughts. Finally, Stacey spoke.
"So Becky...what's your policy on sharing your vibrator?"
Tension in the air again. Peter felt his chest tighten with nerves. He pictured them devolving into an orgy, all of them naked and rubbing against each other on the basement floor. It would have been a hot fantasy except in this case it wasn't completely outside the realm of possibility. He wasn't sure if he wanted that to happen or not. Objectively, he found each of the girls attractive. He would gladly fuck every one of them in the hypothetical. But he wasn't sure he was ready for that. What he had with Becky still seemed so intimate, so private, so special. He wasn't sure he wanted that to be opened up to the rest of them. It could spell the end.
The girls all stared at Becky, eagerly awaiting her response. Peter stared at her too. She stared at Peter before looking down and smiling.
"Oh Stacey...isn't that unsanitary?"
The girls shared another giggle as Peter blew out the breath he'd been holding in relief.
"Well ladies, duty calls. Can't fall behind on Petey's training. Official sorority research, you know how it is," Becky gave Stacey a little mock salute as she started dragging Peter away.
"It was nice to meet you all," Peter called back over his shoulder.
***************
Becky dragged Peter up the stairs and into her room. She shoved him roughly up against her bedroom door. Both of them got off on the power dynamic. She held him against the door, pausing for a brief moment while both of them search each other's eyes, panting with excitement. Then, she crushed his lips with hers. A dominant kiss of ownership, sucking his lips, thrusting her tongue into his mouth. They were both incredibly aroused.
"Wait here," Becky gasped as she pulled away. "Take your shirt off," she called back as she stepped away. Peter complied as she rummaged in her closet, becoming aware of how painfully his dick was trying to rip through his jeans. She returned with a naughty grin, an eye mask, and some soft cloth handcuffs.
Becky threw herself forward, relying on his body pressed against the door to keep her balance. She slid her hands up his chest and around his neck and kissed him again as she pulled the mask down over his head. She blindfolded him and cuffed his wrists behind his back before grabbing him by the throat and shoving her tongue back inside his mouth.
After a prolonged make-out session, she came up for air. "So..." she gasped as she caught her breath, "you're bald down there now, huh? Let me see! Let me see!" Her excitement pierced the domme image she was going for but she was too excited (and maybe too high) to notice.
Peter smiled and went to unfasten his pants but the resistance in his arms reminded him his wrists were bound. "I want to show you, Miss, but um..." He felt strangely embarrassed to admit defeat, like as a good boy toy he should have figured out a way, "my hands are tied behind my back."
Becky blew an unimpressed raspberry sound through her flapping lips. "Excuses, excuses," she chided as her hands went to his waist and rapidly unfastened the button and lowered his fly. She slid a hand down the front of his underwear, "Ohh! So smooth!" With both hands, she pulled down his pants and underwear.
His completely bald sex looked exotic to her, something she'd never seen. The pale skin looked creamy without any stubble. "Nice," she praised him, running her manicured fingers over his freshly denuded pubic area, barely grazing his throbbing member. "What did you use?"
"Um, some kind of hair removal cream I got at the drugstore," he said.
Becky nodded sagely, "We have a woman who comes in to do our bikini waxes. Maybe I'll have her do you too next time. What's your exfoliation and skin care routine?"
"Uhh..."
"Wait here." Becky retrieved a few bottles from her bathroom and knelt down in front of her blindfolded boy. Her horny marijuana-addled brain wanted to take that cock between her pillowy lips, but she didn't think that's what a domme would do in this moment and she had a lot she still wanted to do before letting him cum. The stiff prick didn't look like it would last long if she took it in her mouth.
Instead, she proceeded to share her vast knowledge of the beauty care world with him as she applied a moisturizing lotion to his freshly denuded skin. Then she stood up and with a hand on his arm and one on his hip she turned him slightly to his left. "I want you to kneel on my loveseat over by the window. Just a few steps in front of you. C'mon," she helped Peter shuffle forward with his pants around his knees. Waddling forward with his completely denuded butt cheeks on display made him look more pussy-whipped than ever. She cackled with glee.
When he reached the edge of the loveseat, Becky helped shuck his pants and underwear completely off before guiding him to a kneeling position with his knees on the edge of the seat cushion and his chest and neck taking some of his weight over the seat back. She took a minute to savor the image - a nude blindfolded boy bent over for her with his hands tied behind his back. Fuck, it was hot. Then she stopped resisting and let her hands wander.
His breathing quickened, exhalations seemingly forced from his lungs, as her touches excited him, kneading and feeling up his buttocks. When she pried his cheeks apart, he held his breath anxiously.
"God, your hairless little asshole looks SO cute!" Peter moaned in delicious humiliation. "Yes, I'm so glad my boy toy comes with a hole like this. You know..." she began as she let the pad of her thumb drift down his crack and across his anus, "...letting someone penetrate you here is one of the most submissive things you can do..."
"I'm not gay," Peter felt like he had to say it.
"Good 'cause I'm about as far from a man as you can get," she retorted as she kept rubbing his hole. "Lots of straight men get pleasure from their tight little boy pussies and prostates," she paused a moment to let this sink in, "But even if you don't enjoy it, you'll do it to please me, boy toy. I want you, Petey," the words were like dopamine shot straight to his pleasure centers, "I want you here," she pressed against his entrance, "I want inside," she let just the tip of her finger slip inside, making him gasp.
He felt her finger pull away. A shiver passed through him when he heard the sound of a bottle being uncapped and a lewd frrrt sound of something viscous being squeezed out. He gasped when her finger returned, smearing cold gel all over his puckered entrance.
"Becky, I-"
"You gonna give me your ass cherry, baby? Gonna let me have it? Don't disappoint me, boy." She teased his pucker with just the tip of her finger, just a millimeter goosing his entrance, enough to make her request perfectly clear. When he said nothing, she demanded, "Beg me, pet. Beg me to finger-fuck your asshole."
He writhed beneath her, horny and confused and conflicted.
"Trust me, Peter. Keep being a good little boy toy for me, and I'll show you pleasures beyond your wildest dreams, beyond your steamiest most perverted fantasies. Now BEG!"
"Please..."
"Please what?!"
"Please...finger fuck my asshole. Ohhhh-"
Her lubed digit slid past his defenses. A crazed grin spread across her features as she felt the walls of his tight wet boypussy clench and squeeze around her, powerless to stop her. "Goooood Boooyyyyy," she purred as she finger-fucked his virgin anus.
She swished her fingerpad over his bulging prostate and pressed down. "Hoahhh," he moaned like a whore for her.
"Oh Petey! Oh you know how to make a dominant girl wet! I'm going to take such good care of you..."
She noticed his untouched dick quivering with her ministrations. She fondled his soft, hairless testicles and gently tugged his sack back between his legs, dragging his prick back to point straight down. She knew he was loving this as much as she was. He didn't even protest when she added a second finger. He grunted and moaned and his rectum clutched down on her in alarm at the new stretch, but her gentle touches quickly coaxed him to accept the penetration. He let her stretch him, his puckered rim flexing around her fingers
"Good boy, Petey, such a good boy. If you could ask me to grant you one wish, what would it be?"
Even as the question left her mouth, she started to think about her boundaries. She wasn't going to let him fuck her up her ass. That was for damn sure. She'd never done that and if she ever did it would be part of a very different vibe than what she had with Petey. But basically anything else...
"I'd wish to see you, Miss."
The answer shocked her so much that she held her breath for a moment. Such a modest, unassuming request. When he said things like this...Fucking cute soft little bitch boy things, making her care about him, making her feel the responsibility of being the first domme for a subby boy like him. She bit her lip.
"See me?" she said, trying to sound casual.
"Yes Miss. I...I loved the picture you sent me. But I'd love to see more. See you naked, Miss. See all of you."
She smiled. She was going to do a lot more than let him see her tonight. "Hmmm, let you see me, huh? Let your hungry gaze rape my bare skin? That would be quite a reward. Only the best boy toys get rewards like that."
Petey waited patiently beneath his blindfold, squeezing his asshole gently around her fingers like a good boy.
Her fingers left his ass, and her other hand released his balls. He waited to feel her hands remove his blindfold to reward him.
Instead, he felt something else. Something new pushing against his ass.
"This is a rubber butt plug," Becky said, as if that answered everything. The words had barely registered when it started to push inside his slippery hole.
"Ohhhh," Peter moaned as the soft tapered toy stretched his hole. He struggled, pulling against the soft cuffs that bound his wrists behind him in an attempt to dissipate the intense feelings in his rear. Becky watched in fascination as the wrinkled folds of his sphincter unfurled to stretch around the fat anal toy.
"Almost there, baby. You're doing so good. I want you to squeeze it a few times, let your little ring get a feel for it, go ahead."
Peter clenched his asshole and felt it squeeze the tapered plug out a little before Becky pushed it forward again. "Now push out." He bore down, and she shoved it deep. As soon as his sphincter cleared the widest part, it clamped down, pulling the butt plug fully inside his rectum.
"Oh! Oh fuck! Oh! Oh!" The sounds he made had Becky's pussy creaming. He tried to squeeze it out, but it was too late. He was plugged. The toy didn't move a millimeter despite the protesting spasms of his pelvic muscles.
"Good boy, good boy," she soothed, rubbing his back as he adjusted to the sensation of being filled.
"Now we're going to stand you up and sit you right back down, okay?"
He yelped as he sat his bottom down on the cushion, and the plug was pushed even deeper up his bottom.
"Alright Petey, I'm going to reward my good boy now. I'm going to take off the blindfold. But I DON'T want you to cum, ok? So if the sight of my perfect body is too much for you, you just close your eyes, ok?"
"Ok Miss."
"Promise you won't cum?"
"I promise Miss." Luckily the discomfort of having a plug up his virgin ass had brought him away from the precipice of orgasm.
The blindfold came away and he realized he was still on Earth, still in her bedroom, bare naked with his cock sticking up, a plug up his ass, and his hands still bound behind him.
And there before him was Becky. Still fully clothed. She smiled at him, and he felt like the luckiest man in the world. His cock became harder.
She moved her hands up her body and into her hair, lifting it and shaking it out.
"Do you like my dress, Petey?"
"It's gorgeous!"
"Oh! Maybe I shouldn't take it off then?"
"No!" Petey shook his head, "I mean, please take it off!"
"I dunno," she mused aloud as she slid one strap off her shoulder and then the other, clutching the dress to her chest like a virtuous maiden. She showed clenched teeth in mock uncertainty before whispering confidentially, "I'm not wearing a bra."
Peter was practically panting like a dog when she finally let the dress go. It pooled at her feet, completely baring her form. Her tits were fantastic, topped with perfect pink areolae and stiff nipples that made him want to bite them. Her purple satin panties were half soaked. Peter felt his mouth water.
When she spun around and bent slowly from the waist to pick up her dress, Peter thought his brain might fracture. He moaned aloud at the sight. The thong dove between the most beautiful pair of buttocks he'd ever seen. He wanted to bite them too.
She set her dress aside and smiled at him as she walked back towards him in only her high heels and panties. She stopped about a foot away and slid her panties down. His eyes were still fixed on the tight little landing strip above her shaved pussy when she pushed the damp garment into his mouth. He tasted her juices as she stepped back and spread her legs for him, reaching down with one hand to scissor her lips apart with two fingers.
"Now you've seen all of me," she said in a breathy voice, "Oh, well actually..." She spun around and spread her bare ass with both hands giving him a close-up of her asshole and pussy from the rear. "NOW you've seen all of me," she corrected.
Peter moaned into her panties, his mind overloaded with lust. She reached over and plucked them out of his mouth. "What was that, pet?"
"Oh God. Thank you Becky! Thank you Miss! I...I didn't know anyone as beautiful as you really existed."
"Awww, you talk so pretty, Petey. I'm SO fucking horny. I REALLY need a dick inside me right now. Help a girl out?"
Peter's jaw dropped open as she tore open the wrapper of a condom. Despite all the vibrator metaphors, he'd really never allowed himself to consider that they might...
"Don't cum, Petey! Not without my permission, understand?!"
"No! I wouldn't, of course not," Peter wouldn't dream of cumming in her perfect pussy.
She slid the rubber over his prick and then reached for a second condom. "Not that I don't trust you, Petey, but I REALLY want this to last." She brought the ring of the second condom to his tip.
"Umm...I think you're not supposed to use two condoms because it can make them rip," Peter protested uselessly as she unfurled the second sheath down his length.
"Such a smart boy toy, I have," she teased in a baby voice. She kissed him gently. "Don't worry. I don't care if they break. I'm on the pill."
She straddled him, reaching beneath her to guide his cock to her entrance. Peter looked half-scared, overwhelmed. With his arms still behind him, he watched passively as his goddess lowered herself onto his Johnson.
"Mmmmmm, oooohhh," Becky purred with a smile on her face as she hilted herself in one long slow descent. He looked into her eyes and swallowed his saliva, realizing just how difficult not cumming was going to be, suddenly thankful to have two layers of latex between him and the liquid velvet of her wet cunt.
Becky closed her eyes and started to ride him in completely control. Her hips undulated, rising and falling, using him like a human dildo. He felt trapped from all sides: His hands bound behind him, pressed against the back rest of the love seat, the seat cushion pressing the butt plug deeper up his ass, the buxom beauty bouncing in his lap. He stared at her in wonder. She was like a supernatural being, a succubus sent to corrupt him.
Just when he felt he might make it through this without shaming himself with an involuntary orgasm, Becky grabbed his head and smothered his face in her tits. At first, he loved it: the soft tit-flesh compressed over his nose and eyes and mouth. He kissed everywhere his lips could reach. But then oxygen began to get scarce. He needed to come up for air. He tried to lean his head back, but Becky's strong arms held him buried in her cleavage as she twerked her booty on his rod.
"Bweerrrkyyy!!!" he murmured against the hot skin covering his mouth. Has she forgotten I need to breathe? Is this how I die?
He was just about to bite her, knowing it would almost certainly end this wonderful chapter in his life, went suddenly she jerked his head back. He sucked in a huge gulp of air, inhaling delicious fresh oxygen, filling his lungs. Becky's eyes were glazed with lust. "Oh fuck baby!" she screamed, which he took as a good sign. He idly wondered if the other girls in the house had heard her. Almost certainly.
She let out a deep moan and simultaneously pulled him back between her breasts. He started fighting right from the get-go this time, wrenching his neck back to escape her deathgrip. She seemed to take this as a challenge, crushing his skull to her bosom as her hips pumped in desperation, her flesh slapping against his in a terminal rhythm.
He heard her squeal, and she released him all at once. Her entire body went limp on top of him. He caught his breath and looked down at the woman slumped in his lap.
Her soft warm form twitched and shivered against him. "Ohhhhhhhh," she let out a long deep groan.
"Becky? Miss? Are you okay?"
"Ohhhhhhhh. Fuck. That was....a FANTASTIC orgasm." She looked up and blinked a few times. Her system seemed to be rebooting. Her pupils slowly realigned to focus on his eyes.
"Hey," she said casually.
Peter grinned. "Hey."
"Did you cum?"
"Nope. Almost suffocated. But didn't cum."
"Amazing! You're amazing. I'm promoting you to chief boy toy."
"That sounds good. What are the perks?"
She smirked. "I'll show you."
She lifted herself off of him and stood up. His stiff prick bobbed lewdly in his lap, continuing to point skyward. She gave a gentle love pat to his double condom-covered tip. "Good boy. Thank you." Then she looked up. "Gosh, let me unhook your cuffs. Your arms must be killing you."
Peter grunted as he brought his arms back in front on him, trying to work out the stiffness from his shoulders. "Yeah, thanks."
She took his face in both hands. "You okay?"
"Yeah, I'm good."
"Ready for more punishment?"
Peter looked unsure.
"Hahaha, you're adorable. Let me show you how I want you for this next part."
She brought him to her bed and had him crawl onto her fuzzy pink comforter on his hands and knees. "Wait here, I'll be right back." She disappeared into her closet.
Peter looked around the room. He liked being high. He liked being Becky's boy toy. His dick felt good hanging heavy between his legs. Even the butt plug didn't feel bad in his upturned ass. He'd gotten to see her naked. His dick had been inside a legendary pussy. It was probably the best night of his life.


He was grooving on a particularly mellow, contented feeling when she walked back in. So when he first saw the absurd image of the sorority girl in thigh-high black latex boots, a black latex corset with open cups holding her tits up like little shelves, and a black strap-on dildo bobbing at her crotch - his response was to burst out laughing.
She smiled and moved behind him quickly. "Think that's funny, do ya?"
"You're crazy," he said shaking his head with a smile on his face.
Becky cleared her throat loudly.
"I'm sorry, you're crazy, Miss," he said like a brat.
"That's a lot of swagger from someone who's about to get fucked in the ass."
He laughed again, but the laughter died in his throat as he felt the silicone cock nudge his balls to the side as she humped him lightly. "Yeah, I'm not doing that." But he made no move to escape.
"Let's get this plug out of your butthole first," she said with unwavering confidence.
He felt a tug on the toy lodged in his rectum, and his body clenched down instinctually.
"Awww, don't want to let it go? Don't worry, Petey, you won't be empty for long."
She kept a steady pull on the plug and slowly his body started to lose the tug-o-war. "That's it baby, let me have it, just relax, good boy."
"Hoah!" he moaned as it came free. He had a horrible fear that he'd just shit himself in the bed of his goddess, but before he could worry about it Becky slid two freshly lubricated fingers deep into his rectum.
"Ohhh, umm, oooh" Peter reacted to the new and pleasant sensations.
"Yeah baby, you're so hot. You feel how much looser your boy pussy is now? It likes my fingers now." To prove her point she started to stroke the double-bagged dong between his legs while petting his prostate. His dick twitched with the movements of her penetrating digits.
"This is really special, Peter. I've never fucked a boy up his ass before. This has been a fantasy of mine for a long time."
Peter grunted in acknowledgment, with 90% of his attention on the fingers stretching his asshole and gripping his cock.
"And my cock is pretty small, really. It's skinnier than that butt plug was. It's skinnier than your cock, and I took that deep in my cunt so...it's really only fair that you take my little cock in your boy pussy, right? Oh fuck baby, this is making me so hot." She sounded out of breath, she was so aroused.
Her words really only reached him after her hand let go of his dick and her fingers withdrew from his anus. He felt her take a firm grip on his hip. Then, he felt the head of her cock nudge his sphincter. It tightened instinctively in defense.
"Relax your body for me. I want inside. Don't you want to please me, Petey?"
'I can't do this,' he told himself, 'I'm not going to let her fuck me in the ass with a strap-on cock, I've gotta tell her I'm not that kind of guy.' Somehow this is where he drew the line on perversion. He looked back over his shoulder to give her the bad news, but his words caught in his throat at the sight of her.
Her cheeks were flushed, and her gaze was directed down at the point where her strap-on disappeared between his cheeks. Her eyes were dripping liquid lust. She noticed him turn his head back to her and lifted her gaze to meet his eyes. Her mouth dropped open, panting as she looked at him with undisguised want. It was a face that could not be denied, not by a heterosexual man at least. He would give her his ass. He would have given her the nuclear launch codes.
The pressure increased and then all at once, his sphincter swallowed the head of her cock. "Whoa, ohhh, oooh fuck, wait!" he gasped, his breathing swallow and quick.
"I'm inside you now, pet. The widest part is already inside your pussy. The rest will slide in easy."
"It hurts," he whimpered.
"Of course it hurts. You're being fucked in the ass," she smiled as she watched a shiver pass through his skewered buttocks, "You're ok. You're all lubed up and stretched out and ready." She projected a confidence she had no right to.
"Now accept me inside you. Push out and relax, take it deeper."
Peter tried to relax and accept her toy inside his ass. He forced his breathing to become slower and deeper and raised his hips a bit higher. Another inch of silicone dick slid inside him
"Ohh fuckkkk"
"That's it, slut, take my cock."
More gasps, irregular shallow breaths, whimpers - and then it was all inside him. He felt her hips press into his butt cheeks.
"That's all of it baby. You took it all. Is it sore? Your stretched out little asshole?"
"Yeah...just a little now. More just...full."
"Poor little boy toy, so vulnerable, stuffed with girlcock. I'm going to take good care of you, sweetie. I'm going to fuck you so good."
Her hips started to grind in slow little circles. She reached around him and started jerking his cock to the same rhythm.
"Look at you, bent over, taking my dick up your ass, do you feel dominated, baby? Do you feel owned?"
As her strokes became longer, she felt his cock become stiffer in her hand. Peter's hips started to move back on her cock. Adorable little moans started spilling out of him.
Suddenly she wanted, no she needed, to see him, see his face, see his cock. He squealed as she pulled out. "Flip over on your back. C'mon! Yes, spread your legs for me. Good boy!"
She slid back inside him easily, bending over to silence his gasp with her lips. She pulled back and took in the look of complete vulnerability and submission he gave her. It melted her.
Becky carefully unwrapped her boy toy's dick, throwing both condoms behind her over her shoulder. Her fingers gently stroked his length as she fed her length in and out of his rectum.
She started fucking him hard now, pumping her hips, ignoring the burn in her gluteal muscles, feeling the pressure on her clit. She felt her own orgasm building. It was coming on fast.
Her only regret, as she thrust the strap-on in and out of her toy's ass, was that she couldn't pump his belly full of her cum.
"Oh fuck, I'm cumming. I'm cumming again. Jerk yourself off baby, cum with me!"
He stroked his cock rapidly. At the last second, Becky grabbed it back from him and angled it higher. He cried out as the first rope of cum shot out, arching high into the air before splattering across his face. He emptied his balls, a massive load coating his chest and belly as Becky came with him.
She collapsed on top of him with a splat, her big tits soaking in cum. They kissed instinctually, tongues autonomous, licking and sucking and sharing it.
*************
An hour later, Peter was dressed and ready to go home. At her bedroom door, Becky stopped him as he moved to open it. "Hey!" It was the first word they had spoken since their cataclysmic shared orgasm. The aftercare had been silent, their mutual contentment unburdened by words. He looked back at her questioningly.
"I own your orgasms now, ok? If you want to jerk off, you text me for permission first. Got it?"
The well-fucked boy smiled like nothing could shock him anymore and nodded obediently. "Sure Miss."
Becky giggled and kissed him again. "You'd do anything for me, wouldn't you boy toy?"
Peter looked pensive. "Hey, you didn't really mean I'm just a vibrator to you, right?"
She looked at him thoughtfully. "Did you not really mean you were okay with that?"
Peter said nothing.
"Hey," Becky reached out and cupped his cheek and smiled, "You're the best damn vibrator I ever had."
Peter snorted, laughing out loud, and Becky joined him.
"Remember text before you think about touching that pretty cock in lust, got it?"
"Yes Miss."
"Goodnight boy toy."
"Goodnight Miss."
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*****************************
The Baroness had bested me at every turn.
In London, I nearly apprehended her assassin at the scene of the crime before he slipped away. Instead, I was stopped by the authorities and barely avoided becoming the prime suspect. In Paris, again I almost succeeded in connecting her with a high-profile kidnapping. But the search I'd instigated of her cabin had turned up nothing, and I had wound up looking like a loon. Besides the crimes I alone seemed to suspect her of, I'd also discovered evidence that she was involved with the occult. Devil worship and black magic. All manner of perversion. Her very existence was an affront to good Christian society.
My private investigator business was drying up now. Each public defeat had wounded my reputation badly. That, combined with the meteoric rise to fame of that dashing young Holmes fellow, made me no one's first choice.
But this time was different.
My target, one Percival Knottenbottom, had disappeared on his 19th birthday. The boy's father would probably never have hired an investigator. It was well known that he was ashamed of his small, weak, third son, who was rumored to be a sissy and possibly a homosexual. "Probably had the good sense to run away," had been his assessment of the situation. But the boy's mother had been insistent that the family spare no expense in investigating his disappearance.
She had been right. The boy didn't run away. He was kidnapped. And I had tracked him to a country estate, owned by none other than the Baroness herself.
********************
I spent a week brainstorming how to get in, when fate intervened. The Baroness was throwing a ball. A costume ball. I wouldn't even need a disguise really. Everyone would be wearing masks.
With my smirking mask on, I looked myself over in the mirror. Not exactly a dashing figure.
At 155 cm my stature was the first sign that I remained somewhat underdeveloped. I had never been able to grow any facial hair and only scant body hair. I also blamed my weight problem on some kind of hormonal imbalance, though I loved sweets and indulged myself too frequently. I had a bit of a belly and a rump that would have kept my pants up even without my suspenders.
But I had never let my physical limitations hold me back. They had made me value my mind. They made me determined to prove myself. The Baroness had met her match. Tonight, I would avenge my reputation and all of her victims.
Once inside the mansion, I found that the stairway down to the cellar was guarded rather heavily by two large men in laughing masks. I observed subtly that only those guests with golden invitations were allowed past them. It was trivial to lift one such invitation from the pocket of a rather inebriated guest.
The cellar was...peculiar. There were what appeared to be cells, no doubt for holding kidnapping victims, though every one I encountered was empty. Past the cells, the hall led into a large room where the guests seemed to have gathered. On a raised kind of stage was a bed upon which three individuals were engaging in debauchery.
A nude raven-haired woman with enormous breasts lay back against the headboard moaning like a whore while another woman's head worked between her legs. This second woman was skinny and pale, her blonde curls cut short around the base of her neck. Behind her, a rather hairy, corpulent man was rogering her at an impressive pace. From the angle, it seemed likely he was buggering her.
Maybe two dozen masked guests stood taking in the spectacle, a mixture of men and women, almost certainly aristocracy judging by the quality of their garb. Against the wall sat three ornate chairs like thrones. The center seat was filled with an elegant form, which, though covered by a mask over the eyes and forehead, could only belong to the Baroness. Her lips were painted with her trademark dark blood red that never failed to appear sinister to me. Her expression, her posture, her demeanor - all contributed to a vicious strength that inspired fear in anything sentient.
I moved carefully through the crowd, keeping my eyes pointed toward the stage, both to keep my cover and out of genuine...curiosity. Suddenly I noticed something odd dangling between the skinny woman's legs. It was...no! It was a tiny hairless cock and balls!
The big man grunted and hilted his tool deep inside the transvestite's bottom. After emptying his balls, he pulled out, leaving the bitch's anus gaping and seeping thick white cum.
Without any discussion, as if preordained, another masked man climbed on stage, bald, tall, and muscular. He lowered his trousers and slapped his fat cock across those pert butt cheeks. The sissy moaned and lifted her hips invitingly. The newcomer heartily accepted her invitation sliding his length deep between her pale globes.
With a breathy moan, she lifted her head from the hairy cunt on which she'd been feasting and looked back at her new lover, infatuated at once. Despite the haircut, the make-up, and the juices wetting her face, I easily recognized Percival Knottenbottom!
I'd done it! I'd solved the case!
The Baroness turned her masked head and seemed to look right at me. She brought her hands together. Two loud claps rang out to join the sounds of intercourse filling the chamber.
Suddenly, with almost supernatural coordination, the crowd separated, and all eyes turned toward me.
Oh no.
I turned to flee, but three brutes seized upon me and brought me, struggling and crying out, before my enemy.
The Baroness lifted my mask off and gave me a cruel smile. "Ah, of course, our chubby amateur detective, what was your name again?"
"You know my name, you wench!" I spoke loudly for the others present. "I'm Donald Herring! I'm a private investigator, and I've caught you this time!" I struggled to keep my composure. Doing my best to call over my shoulder to the men holding me and to the assembled crowd, I shouted, "You should all know that that boy on stage is a kidnapping victim, and this woman is a criminal. If you don't let us go immediately, you'll all be party to the same charges the Baroness is facing! Unhand me at once!"
The Baroness chuckled without humor. "A boy? On stage? Could he be talking about our dear Penelope? Penny darling, are you a victim? Have you been kidnapped?"
The bald man had stopped fucking him when my presence had been announced, but Percival had continued performing cunnilingus on the woman. Now he raised his head again to answer in a high-pitched voice, more feminine than any I had heard from a woman, "No mistress! You saved me! I serve at your pleasure!"
"It seems you're mistaken, my dear Donald..." the Baroness answered with mock concern, "...again," she drew the word out, condemning me dryly. "How terrible it must be to find oneself so incompetent!"
The crowd laughed, and I felt my cheeks redden even more than they already had as the humiliation of defeat fell about me once more.
The Baroness addressed the crowd now. "Excuse me friends while I deal with this...nuisance. In my absence, please enjoy Vera and Hazel in addition to Penny."
As soon as the words left her mouth, two of the masked women watching stepped forward in front of the stage and dropped their dresses to the ground. They leaned forward toward one another, knocking each other's masks off as they locked lips in a passionate kiss. At the same time, they shook their hips, wiggling their pantied derrieres invitingly. Queues were already beginning to form up behind each woman as I was shuffled out of the room yelling "Wait!" and "Stop!" with as much authority as I could muster.
***************
They forced me down another flight of stairs to an even deeper level of the cellar. A cloth was forced into my mouth and tied around my head to gag me. The room was smaller than the one we'd just come from but bigger than the cells. The central furnishing was an odd black leather piece that looked like a low pommel horse with no handles. My clothes were cut away as I screamed into the gag, and I suddenly found myself naked and tied down straddling the bench with my face, chest, and belly pressed against the cold leather.
The clacks of the Baroness's heels sounded imperious and intimidating as she approached my gagged head. I strained to look up at her.
"Oh Donny, you are becoming quite the annoyance, aren't you? Such a glutton for punishment. It's almost endearing, like a toy poodle who thinks she's a Mastiff." She bend down and ran a hand lovingly through my hair to cup my cheek over the gag.
"Look at you with that insolent glare on your face! Even as you're shaking in fear. So brave! Maybe it's not your fault. Maybe you were just never taught your proper station in life. Though it seems nature tried to give you every hint, with such a squat fat little body and that pathetic worm between your legs, but I understand, you're a little slow, you need to be taught with a firm hand how to serve your superiors properly." She clapped my cheek softly, "Not to worry, we'll get you sorted." She rose back to her full height.
"Bring me the syringe and a vial of the serum," she ordered, "and you know, tonight I'm feeling most gracious. Bring a pleasure tonic as well."
I watched in horror as she filled a metal syringe with a clear liquid from a glass vial. She depressed the plunger until a drop spilled from the end of the large needle. She winked at me before stepping behind me and pushing the needle deep into the flesh of my right buttock.
For the next injection, she refilled the syringe with a liquid that had a slight yellowish tinge. "You're going to enjoy this one, dear," she chuckled malevolently, "This is just what you need, Donny. But you need a proper name. You'll go by Dolly from now on, short for Dorothy, Dorothy Plumpington. Do you like it? Ha!" The Baroness laughed, and it sounded genuine for the first time this evening. The woman was mad, completely bonkers.
She injected my left buttock and then addressed the other masked men in the room. "Well boys, I have to get back to the party. Have fun! I want at least three loads up her ass before we hand her over to the doctor in the morning. A couple down her throat too if you can manage it. Goodbye, Dolly my friend! What an exciting time for you! I'm sure we'll see each other again soon." I felt her give my ass a squeeze and a spank, and then she left.
The men crowded around me. My eyes darted around, searching for a face devoid of malicious lust. I found none.
"Well, at least she's got a fat arse. Hehehehe!" The men enjoyed a group chuckle.
"She's probably a virgin. Tiny, why don't you break her in gentle, eh? Your prick being the smallest, after all." Another round of laughter. Tiny seemed not to mind. The man stepped up behind me. I felt oil spilt between my cheeks, and his fat fingers spreading it around.
"Mmmrmrrmr!" I screamed into the gag, struggling against the restraints for all I was worth.
"Don't be ungrateful, love. Our noble Baroness didn't slit your throat after all. You're just one of those who gets it up the bum from now on. That's all."
Fire bloomed in my rear as a lubed finger slid through my defenses. It's intensity simmered down after a few breaths. He began sawing back and forth in my delicate violated entrance.
I turned my head as much as I could, trying to look in his eyes, to beg for mercy, I don't know. When my head moved, I could tell the drugs were kicking in. The world seemed to move in slow motion. Sounds were beginning to echo. And the finger in my bottom was starting to feel...good. I tried to deny it, maybe my body was misinterpreting, but no, it was there plain as day. Pleasure.
Suddenly, fear gripped me with a new intensity. From the nightmare situation, the image of all these masked figures around me, stroking their huge pricks, the helplessness of being tied down and gagged, but mostly I feared I was going to dishonor myself by enjoying the sodomy.
A second finger joining the first, prying my tight ring wider, brought me reassuring pain. Maybe I would get through this...
Then the fingers pulled out, and I...missed them. My body was confused, the drugs, it must be the drugs! The muscles in my pelvic floor contracted rhythmically, trying to recreate the tension, the fullness. I was horrified to feel my hips swishing back and forth wantonly, searching for the missing stimulation.
"What a slut," the man behind me muttered as he pressed his half-hard cock between my cheeks. I realized with shame that 'Tiny' was much more well-endowed than I was.
"Oooooommphhhhhh!" I squealed into the gag as his knob penetrated me. My slick hole gripped and sucked on the shaft pushing in. I was so soft, being fucked by something so hard. I felt my inner walls being spread apart as his stiff tool worked ever deeper in virgin territory.
My breathing was shallow and quick, intermixed with little whimpers, when I felt wiry pubic hair and a hard pelvis push into my pillowy cheeks. "Nhhhhhh!" my muffled moan the only pathetic indication of my protest at having been hilted.
"How is it?" one of the men stroking himself asked. I was about to curse him when I realized he wasn't talking to me.
"Fuck gents. She's got a cherry fanny. Our Dolly's no slag! No sir, this is a proper lady's arsehole!" Tiny had a way with words.
The men laughed, but I barely heard them because Tiny had begun pulling his cock out of me. At first, my clutching rectum seemed unwilling to part with it. I felt my entire pelvic floor being dragged backward from within. Then my chute seemed to lose its grip, the invader's shaft now slipping slowly from me. It changed direction and began pushing back into me. I moaned in relief.
The cock began to fuck me with little strokes, just a centimeter back and forth, but growing a little longer with every thrust. It hurt and that I expected, but there were other sensations too, sensations I'd never had imagined such an act would bring me. I felt owned, dominated, with a sick little delight buzzing just behind the base of my own penis with every thrust, telling me this was how I was always meant to have sex, to stop fighting and delight in a sissy's glee.
He was buggering me with long strokes now. The air filled with the slapping sounds of our flesh.
"Just look at her go, the prissy tart!"
The words ricocheted inside my hazy mind, and I froze as comprehension dawned. It was true. I'd been humping my bottom back like a common tart!
A hand snaked around my hip and dove between my legs. "Her clit is like a little rock! Fuck her, Tiny! Fuck this slut!"
A palm spanked my ass hard, and then the cock in my butt began to pound me harder than ever.
I screamed into the gag, though witnesses may say it sounded more like the moan of a whore. My lower back arched, my fingers and toes curled, my head threw itself back. No, this wasn't me, it must be that blasted pleasure tonic she injected me with, oh but gods, who knew such delight existed?
A man untied my gag and pulled it from my mouth. I knew I should say something, some curse, some protest to save whatever scraps of my own dignity remained.
I bit my bottom lip and said nothing as we continued rutting away on the bench.
A hand on my head, running fingers through my hair, then gripping firmly and pulling my head back. A thumb rubbing across my lips before pushing into my mouth. I sucked and moaned around it. I had no resistance at this point. I'd surrendered, not sure exactly when, but definitely by this point.
"Good girl, Dolly. What a woman you'll be," the man sneered as he pulled his thumb from my lips and replaced it with his cock. I accepted it into my mouth. It tasted bitter as it slid past my lips, it's length embracing my tongue. The bitter taste and masculine stench seemed to confirm for me what I was: a sissy bitch, indeed, a poodle being taken in both ends by Mastiffs.
By some happy coincidence, the angle of the prick in my rear changed slightly, and a pleasure of ungodly proportions began to blossom with every thrust.
I felt gratitude that the cock in my mouth kept me from verbalizing the thoughts I couldn't control. Yes! I'm a whore! Fuck my bottom! Take me like a slut! Ravish me!
I lifted my pelvis as much as the restraints would allow, dropping my rear back on each thrust, adding my weight to the force of my buggering. It was too late now. I knew I couldn't stop it.
"Mmmmm Mmmmm MMMMMMr MMRIRMRMRRHRH!!!!"
The man in my mouth pulled out as his self-preservation instincts must have kicked in. Decadent moans squealed from my throat as spasms racked my body. They started in my ass, deep in my bottom, rhythmically contracting around the fat cock stuffing me. They spread down my legs, making my thighs quiver and my toes curl. My fists clenched and released as random muscle groups began to twitch while my brain melted. It wasn't even until the third wave that my engorged little penis spit up a few squirts.
I realized the chamber had gone silent, save for the sounds of my panting breath trying to catch up. The man behind me slowly stood up straight and pulled himself out of my clutching anus. I felt his warm issue trickle down my inner thigh.
And then the moment was over. A new, even larger rod penetrated my stretched, crinkled rim. I moaned, conflicted as a new penis slid into my sore asshole. My mouth lolled open, my tongue slipped out, and the man retook his place in my mouth.
I don't remember much more from that night. But I know her henchmen outdid themselves, far exceeding the Baroness's quotas.
**********************
My memory of the following weeks is hazy, bits and pieces, in and out of drug-induced stupor.
I knew that I was in a hospital. Sometimes there was quite a bit of pain between my legs. Nothing more.
Finally, I was allowed to awaken. A doctor stood at the foot of the bed. I tried to talk before realizing a cloth gag was in my mouth. My wrists were tied to the bed. I started to struggle, but the doctor held up a hand. "It's alright, Dorothy. Don't struggle. You're in a hospital, and you're safe. The restraints are for your own protection. You did quite a number on yourself, you could have bled to death if the bobbies hadn't found you in time. We just want to show you how your scars are healing and then you can go back to sleep."
I realized in horror I was wearing a woman's slip, and my breasts felt a little swollen above the built-in girdle compressing my stomach and waist. The nurse and orderlies worked to get my knees up. They slipped my knickers off and gently spread my knees apart. A mirror was brought and placed against the mattress in front of me so I could see.
It took me several moments to understand the image I was seeing. That villainous cunt.......I just...I never thought even the Baroness would do something so...heinous.
I had been castrated. My tiny little dick was gone. Where my balls used to hang, there was only smooth skin, shaped roughly into two lips not quite hiding a urethra, with neat surgical scars, healing well. There was no hole where you would expect a vagina, but a feminine anus winked below, pink and hairless. I began to scream and struggle. The doctor nodded, as if confirming I was receiving the information as expected, and motioned to a nurse. I was given an injection and again lost consciousness.
**********************
I went in and out of awareness over the next several days as they kept me sedated. I caught more bits and pieces, idle chatter among the nurses:
"...severe gender dysphoria's what the doctor called it..."
"... apparently some kind of nancy boy, liked to dress up like a woman and try to trick men into buggering her..."


"...they said she went half mad because of it, cut her own todger off with a kitchen knife, nearly bled to death..."
"...the cost of her medical care? She'd have been left to die if not for the charity of the Baroness. Bless that woman, only a saint could care so much for even a perverted wretch like this..."
The next time I awoke, it was night out. I was bent over the side of the bed with my legs hanging off, and a man was sodomizing me from behind. I was struck my how much less painful it was than the last time. I wondered if they'd done something to me back there. Even so, I started to squeal as he buggered me.
He quickly covered my mouth with a mammoth palm, rutting into me even more vigorously. "Quiet love, not like you to wake during the night, umphh, they must be cutting your medicine. Almost finished. Mmm this fat focking arse! Oy, you twisted bitch, I know you love it." When he came and pulled out, I felt a distinct disappointment. I had been on my way to orgasm. I lay there in shame feeling his issue trickle out of my well-used bottom.
Over the following days and weeks, I was allowed longer and longer periods of lucidity.
I learned that, apart from the castration, there seemed to be several other changes to my body. The biggest was that my sex drive seemed out of control. I felt the need to touch myself more often and more ardently than ever before. The smooth skin around my peehole at my pubis was still sensate and touching it felt nice. But the only time I reached orgasm was when I was being fucked. God knows what was in the various injections and medications they administered. The hair that had been on my pubis, on my underarms, and on my chest was gone and showed no signs of growing back. I had small breasts, like those of a young girl just into puberty. They seemed perpetually swollen and sensitive. The nipples hardened when touched and made me long to be fucked.
I learned that any attempt to declare that I had not in fact cut off my own penis, that I was a victim of yet another of the heinous crimes of the Baroness was treated as a mental disease. Madness. Treatable with sedatives, straight jackets, and psychoanalysis. Everyday, once secured in my straight jacket, I was pushed in a wheel chair to see the psychiatrist to help me deal with my "hysteria."
Eventually, I played along with all of it, realizing I would never get out of here unless I played along with their lies. Yes, I had mutilated my own genitals, so strong was my desire to be a woman. Yes, I realize those things I said before were damned lies, cursing my benefactress unjustly, the venerable Baroness. Yes, I recognized that embracing my submissive nature gave me the best chance at future happiness. Yes, I understood there was nothing wrong with receptive anal intercourse, the proper form of coitus for a woman like me.
The psychiatrist was easy to convince, so happy that his therapy was helping me to have such progress. He said I could still have a full life as a woman. I just needed to adapt. And he would teach me. First he had me learn to finger my "vagina" in front of him. Then to use a dildo. Then he selflessly volunteered himself for my practice, nothing was too important for the progress of my psychotherapy. He taught me to kiss his lips and suck his cock, to accept it in my bottom to prepare me for my future life as a dutiful, respectable woman.
My training was complemented by an older woman, who I later learned was a madam for one of the brothels owned by the Baroness. She visited the sanitarium a few times a week to teach me how to deal with my "women's issues," mostly how to keep my rectum clean, stretched, and lubricated. She gave me a syringe and bag to douche my rear with twice daily. I was also gifted a large jar of thick greasy lubricant and a box of polished anal plugs in various sizes. I fucked myself with them every night that I was not visited by the male staff.
She taught me how to make up my face professionally, occasionally how to make it up like a tart. I was instructed on manicures and pedicures, painted red. I had to keep my fingernails long and shaped into feminine pointed claws, except for two of them, the middle and the ring finger on my left hand were kept short. It was a special kind of humiliation. A public display whenever my hands were seen, ten fingers, but only eight long fingernails, why those two? Why are they different? Does she? Yes. Yes, she does. Yes, those are the ones I use to finger-fuck my asshole.
As my rehabilitation progressed, I was allowed more and more freedom. I had not 'needed' the straight jacket in months. I was courteous in my interactions with the nurses, "Yes ma'am, yes my name is Dorothy, Dorothy Plumpington. I've very grateful to all of you and, of course, to the Baroness for helping me through this crisis."
I overhead the nurses talking one day that once I was felt to be well enough to leave the sanitarium, I was to be cared for at the Baroness's country estate. I knew I had to make my escape. The security at the Baroness's estate would surely be more intricate than the sanitarium's.
Escape was not difficult. A majority of the facility's male staff felt they owed me something. I think there was also a feeling that I would be a burden on the Baroness's charity. If I wanted to leave to make it on my own, all the better for society. Though I'm sure the psychiatrist missed me. I left during the night and never looked back.
The whole experience was, as you might imagine, dizzying, disorienting, and entirely fucked up. But one thought allowed me to keep my sanity: The Baroness must be defeated.
*******************
Investigating as a woman was different. Harder in some ways, easier in others. Like convincing a man of just about anything. I was never very intimidating as a man, and information came to me much more readily in my dress and petticoats.
The main thing that made things harder now was the ever-present need to get fucked.
As I poured over the ledgers, maps, and letters used to maintain the Baroness's empire, my thoughts constantly ran to debauchery. I found I needed to keep the large butt plug in to think straight. Often, I would absently raise and lower my rear forcefully on my chair to keep my body's desires at bay long enough to allow me to finish the page.
Even then, it was only enough to take the edge off. I craved being fucked. I first found work as a scullery maid, but after repeatedly finding myself loitering outside brothels to "volunteer," I exchanged the trade of maid for that of whore to have my financial and...personal needs sated at once.
Finally, after months of dead ends, my investigations bore fruit. The Baroness had a warehouse along the wharf, and for the next three days, I was almost sure, it would be filled with smuggled rum, tobacco, and opium. Not as serious as kidnapping, but it would be enough to expose her empire and have her officially investigated.
Those dates were based on my interpretation of a coded cipher I had obtained by rummaging through the garbage of one of her henchmen. I just needed to confirm the goods were there now.
The wharf was guarded, even more at night than during the day. I dressed in my best gown, petticoat, and parasol. When the guard changed, I slipped past them. I figured the probability of being detected was probably north of 50%, but dressed as I was, I reasoned I could just play daft, like I was enjoying the sun and wandered down the wrong wharf. If that failed, I could always offer the guard my bum. That usually seemed to work.
I picked the lock, fearing an empty room waited to dash my hopes on the other side. But when I opened the door, crates of contraband were there stacked high. A wide smile spread across my face. I knew I could do it.
"Oy, who are you?!"
I spun around to find the guard standing there with his pistol drawn.
My white-gloved hand covered my mouth in feigned terror. "Oh sir! Oh thank goodness! I'm so dreadfully lost!"
The suspicious glare on the man's face transformed into an evil grin. "Well I'll be damned. She said you'd come, but I didn't believe it." I stared at him with my breath caught in my throat for a moment that seemed to stretch out interminably. "You're looking well, Ms. Plumpington. I hardly recognize you."
I dropped my hand back to my side. I didn't recognize him at all. My eyes involuntarily darted around for any possible escape. There was none. I looked back in the man's eyes. When I next spoke, my voice was still effeminate, but it was calm. "Listen to me. You won't get away with this. The police know. You'll all be arrested! Now if you let me-mmrmrrgh." I got nothing else out before he covered my mouth and forced me deeper inside the warehouse.
Minutes later I was bound and gagged with a sack over my head, held down on the floor of a carriage as it rattled over the cobblestones.
I did not have much hope, but I had been careful. Just before I'd set out for the warehouse, I had paid a boy selling papers on the boulevard to do me a favor. I gave him an envelope detailing what I'd discovered so far and told him to deliver it to the police if I did not return by dusk. Knowing the Baroness likely had a few inspectors on her payroll, I told the boy to only give my message to Captain Peltram, the chief of police. I gave him a good description of the man, 6'4", 18 stone, long brown hair to his shoulders, thick moustache, small triangle of hair at his chin. It should be enough.
*****************
By the time the carriage stopped, I could tell it was dark out even with the bag over my head. I was frog-marched down a lane and into some building. Down a few corridors and up some stairs. Then I was shoved to my knees, still bound and gagged, and the bag was removed.
My long hair was matted to my face by my perspiration. But even through my obscured vision, I recognized her.
"Dolly! Darling, it's good to see you again! I've missed you." She brushed my hair out of my face, fingers running along my scalp before coming around my neck to cup my jaw.
I looked away, then jerked my head away, unwilling to concede defeat even now.
The Baroness chuckled good-naturedly. "There's the Dolly I know! Oh if my men had even half your determination I'm sure I'd have been crowned Queen by now." I looked back at her with a wounded hate in my eyes, struggling to hold back the tears at her mockery. "I'm quite serious, dear. You really should join my staff. You'd make an excellent henchwoman."
I drew a deep breath in through my nostrils. "Urglll evvvrr urrrk orrr uuuu!!!" I screamed into my gag.
The Baroness looked almost regretful.
"Awww," she whined dramatically, "I really hope you change your mind before I break that spirit completely." She looked to her henchmen. "Untie her."
They were unnecessarily rough, jerking the ropes off before shoving me forward onto my hands and knees. I brought a hand up to remove the gag that was causing a rather unpleasant stiffness in my jaw. "Gag stays in for now, Dolly!" her voice was commanding. We stared each other down for a moment and then I put my hand back down on the floor. "Good girl," she praised.
"The dress too. Get rid of it," she ordered, turning back to her goons. She seemed truly excited. Of course, the men took no pains to unfasten my gown. The fabric was ripped from my body, leaving me trembling in my slip.
"Thank you, gentlemen. I'll let you know if I need you." They filed out and closed the door behind them.
We stared at each other. She standing with perfect posture in an ornate evening gown; me on my hands and knees with my drool dripping around the gag ignominiously. I thought about trying to spring up and tackle her, but even without her men outside, she might be able to best me physically on her own. Better to wait. The police would be here soon.
She gave me an almost girlish smirk before reaching behind her and unfastening something.
Her dress dropped to the floor. The Baroness stood there in her stockings and corset with a thick strap-on dildo bobbing from her crotch. She grinned and raised an eyebrow, "Big enough for your taste?"
Moving slowly, she walked behind me, hiked up my slip, and caressed my naked buttocks. A shiver went up my spine. "You like it back here, I know Dolly, I've read all the detailed reports from the doctor on how the unfortunate Ms. Dorothy Plumpington craves rough buggering."
A finger descended between my cheeks to gently stroke my anus. She was right. My asshole wanted her inside me. I closed my eyes and whimpered at how I undeniably had the body of a wanton whore, but I still managed to clench my sphincter tight in rebellion.
"Don't fret, my dear, you'll have me in your bottom soon enough. But let's sample your other hole first." She moved back in front of me and cradled my cheeks in her palms. She gazed into my eyes, studying me.
"God, look at the intensity there. You hate me so much, don't you my darling? No one could blame you. But it makes you so special to me. I'm quite certain there's not another soul in the world I matter to as much as I do to you."
My eyes flashed with hatred at the sick bitch. She tilted her head, continuing to study me.
"Oh! Oh I nearly forgot! You probably still think the police are coming, don't you?"
I felt my stomach start to sink like I was falling. I swallowed my saliva behind the gag and tried to remain stoic.
"That long flowing brown hair and that moustache, he really does look heroic in that uniform, doesn't he? Such a valuable employee, I'll have to send him a bonus this year."
I couldn't look at her. I kept my eyes focused on a random spot on the ceiling as they filled with tears.
She caressed my hair, stroking it behind my ears before gently gripping my head with both hands and angling it so that I had to meet her eyes.
"Hey there, it's okay. It's really going to be okay. You played a good game, no one could have done better. You just chose the wrong opponent, and I'm so glad you did! You're going to be a good girl for me now, right? And in return I'm going to take care of you from now on."
I shut my eyes, the tears falling freely now, and whimpered forlornly at the hopelessness of my situation.
"Now don't be immature about this. Think strategically, my lovely detective. How much more difficult will escape be if your arsehole is torn from violent sodomy without lubricant? Or if I have my boys come back and break both your legs? Best to play along for now, bide your time, right? Why not humor me for the moment? Right?"
I was sobbing hard now. She tugged hard on my hair, jerking my head back up.
"Stop it! Stop that crying, Dolly, time to be a big girl. When I take out your gag, you're going to be a good girl for me, got it? If you call me Mistress and show me you can suck cock like a back alley slattern, then I promise to take it easy on you tonight. I'll use a bit of lube and start slow so your tight little sissy pussy can stretch before we get to the hard fucking. If you do anything else, well then I'm going to REALLY enjoy myself tonight. I'll introduce you to my horsewhip and then I'll pound your shithole dry until it's ripped, gaped, and bleeding. You wouldn't be able to walk out of here if I held the door open for you. All up to you. So let's find out how smart little Dolly is."
She untied my gag and pulled the cloth out of my mouth. "Are you going to be a good girl for me, Dolly?"
"Yes Mistress." The words came too easily, as if defeat had always been a foregone conclusion.
"Kiss my cock, girl" I craned my neck forward and planted a little smooch on her tip.
"You want to suck it, don't you Dolly?" I looked up at her and met her hard stare. She was daring me to challenge her.
"Yes Mistress."
"Ask me nicely, slut."
"Please Baroness, please let me suck your cock."
"Mmmm, go ahead."
I looked up at her to find her eyes without mercy, tinged with lust. I looked back at her bobbing strap-on cock and capitulated. I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue, and she thrust her staff forward into my wet waiting hole. "Ohhhhh yesssss!" she threw her head back and moaned as if my lips wrappping around her fake dick truly brought her direct pleasure.
"Good girl, Dolly! Use your tongue. Eyes on me, baby, yes just like that. Ohhh! Fuck girl, you can't teach that look in your eyes. Mmmmm, suck that cock Dolly, suck my fucking cock."
I didn't understand what was happening. I hated her, and I lusted for her. I had never been more aroused than I was at this moment. I looked up at her with my lips wrapped around her strap-on, past her full breasts jiggling in her corset. I had never seen the Baroness act this way. The sounds she made, her facial expressions, the needy barely-restrained thrusts of her hips. Was this all an act? To what purpose? Just to mock me?
I kept my eyes on hers unable to keep myself from giving her the best blowjob I could, dragging my lips along her length, swirling my tongue, trying to swallow her into my throat. Her cheeks were flushed, her breathing shallow, her eyes looking vulnerable. If this was an act, she belonged on the stage.
"Gluck, gluck, glugg," my throat made lewd noises as she fucked my face.
"Yes! Good girl, Dolly. I've dreamt this so many times, but it was never this good. I can't wait to get up in that fat ass of yours."
She pulled out of my throat quickly and practically ran around to my other end. My hips raised for her of their own accord.
Lubricant splashed into my crack, and then she was easing herself inside me. When her cock entered me, it burned a little like it always did whenever that first thrust of a new encounter opened my asshole for fucking. I could barely remember now the painless sex I'd had as a man. No suffering, but so much less intense. The top ten orgasms of my life had all come with something thick penetrating and stretching me.
Our sex was loud. Both of us moaning, higher pitched squeaks from me and guttural groans from her, feminine and dominant at once. I didn't know who I was anymore. She was despicable, wicked, powerful, attractive. I was just the bitch on the end of her cock. I submitted fully and passively took her dick deep. I felt my puckered rim slipping and sliding along her shaft as she drove it in and out of me.
"Oh, oh Dolly, I'm close baby. Do you want to lick my asshole before I cum? You don't have to..."
"Yes! Please let me lick your ass, Mistress!" I shrieked when she pulled out and ran excitedly around to bend over in front of me. She pulled my face into her crack and my tongue lapped desperately like a horse after a sugar cube. I lavished her crinkled hole with my saliva. "That's it, eat my ass Dolly, be my whore, give me everything!"
I came quickly when she returned to fucking me. Maybe ten thrusts of her cock hilting itself in my bottom. My watery issue squirted from the peehole in my smooth pubis, splashing to the floor. The Baroness didn't slow. She kept thrusting, shrieking with pleasure, noting the cycling changes in resistance as my cunt spasmed around her toy. "YES! Oh God, Dolly, cum like a slut on my cock, oh thank you, cum you magnificent whore!"
I was utterly spent. Excess lube dribbled out of my well-fucked gaping asshole. The taste of her ass lingered on my tongue. My arch enemy had conquered me in every possible way. Why did I feel so goddamned happy?!
A hand gripped a fistful of my hair and lifted my head. The Baroness looked more beautiful than ever, smiling victoriously down at me. She crushed her lips against mine, slipping me her tongue. I moaned into her mouth and sucked her tongue like I was her good girl. At last, she pulled back.
"You're mine, Dolly. You belong to me. What adventures we're going to have!"
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I stepped out of the tent into the morning sun, rubbing my sore reddened buttocks.
Elara had been pissed this morning when she'd woken up to find that I'd slipped the plug out of my anus. She spanked the shit out of me before shoving it right back through my stretched sphincter.
I hugged my naked self, shivering against the cold despite the sunlight, wishing I had more on than boots, leather-strap harness, butt plug, collar and leash. How much my life had changed in a single sunrise. At least it wasn't raining, I thought, trying to stay positive.
The...rape log, for lack of a better term, was deserted. Now it looked just like any other tree that had fallen naturally on its side. Suddenly I wondered if any of the other felled tree trunks I'd seen in my life had been used to bend people over and sodomize them. Probably.
I looked over and noticed my comrades still tied in their rope line, now returned back to the same tree they were tied to before. I felt relief seeing them. Relief that they weren't still tied down bent over that log or worse. But they didn't look so good.
Each man looked a bit swollen in the lower belly. The ground around them was stained with milky puddles. Most of them wouldn't meet my gaze, those who did seemed to eye me with resentment. Except for Thom who gave me a bewildering stare before I looked away quickly. I felt strange, almost like a mistress wearing kinky lingerie from her lover when discovered by his jilted wife.
The orcs broke down camp quickly. Elara ate a breakfast of jerky and seeds. She gave me some. Not nearly enough to sate my hunger. But more than my comrades were given. I wondered if they received any...nourishment from the cream filling their entrails.
When the march recommenced, Elara put me back in the saddle in front of her. I had to lean forward over the saddle horn to avoid having that rotten plug bounced further up my ass. This meant it was the soft lower part of my fleshy cheeks, instead of my lower back, that pushed back against Elara. That seemed to suit her just fine.
As the monotony of being jostled in the saddle set in, I came to realize the bleak reality of my situation. Separated from my comrades, from my clothes, from my masculine identity, I felt cold and alone and adrift. What was I doing here? What would become of me? I started to think that the soldier who had charged into certain death might not be so crazy after all.
At the same time, I felt incredibly guilty. A kind of survivor's guilt that I'd been spared when the others had suffered. Guilty I was on horseback while they marched on foot. Guilty I'd been fed breakfast. But mostly guilty I'd not yet been butt fucked by orc cock. If only I'd known what awaited me...I'd have felt envy instead.
**************
Late in the day, we arrived.
As far as I knew, all orcs were nomadic. But their encampment was impressive.
Hundreds of tents it seemed. Here and there we caught sight of orc children and smaller orcs without armor, civilians. Blacksmiths, carpenters, leatherworkers, cooks, craftsmen. But warriors were the most common. As we trotted through camp, a shiver of fear moved down my spine into the glass butt plug as I felt the eyes of the horde on my naked form. Escape was impossible. They were so many and so big.
We finally halted in the center of camp, outside a large tent with two torches burning in front.
The Chieftainess I identified as the huge orc that everyone seemed to regard with deference. She was older than most of the others. And covered in more tattoos.
Next to her another nearly equally-tattooed, but much shorter orc stood leaning against her staff. Maybe an adviser of some sort. Despite her diminutive stature, she stood proud at the right hand of her leader. Her eyes twinkled with terrifying intelligence. I wondered what an orc with such an unimpressive body might have had to do to attain such an esteemed position in a society as brutal as the orcs'.
Elara took a knee before her liege. She said something in orcish, and the prisoner rope line was pulled behind her, to demonstrate the spoils of the raid I assumed. More orcish I didn't understand was spoken. Then Elara reached out her hand, and I was dragged over to her. My leash was placed in her hand, and with a surprising amount of ceremony she offered it to the Chieftainess.
The powerful older orc accepted it and gave it a sharp tug, making me lose my balance and step forward to catch myself. She caught my chin in the V of her thumb and forefinger. She squeezed my cheeks together and forced me to meet her intimidating stare. Her expression was appraising, firm, and unfriendly. I felt my heart pounding in my chest. I missed Elara already.
Her hand was massive, strong and clawed. It seemed entirely plausible that she would squeeze harder and just pop my skull like a grape. Instead, she pressed a clawed thumb to my lips. Her serious face split with a wide smile as I accepted the digit into my mouth and sucked on it submissively without thinking.
She said something in orcish, drawing a chuckle from a few of the nearby soldiers. Then the short orc with the staff stepped closer and spoke up in fluent common tongue, "Commander Elara has made some claims...Our Chieftainess wants to know if you are really still a virgin."
The thumb withdrew from my lips to let me answer.
"You...you know the common tongue!" I stammered.
"A more primitive language than orcish. It is my job to know such trivialities so the Chieftainess can focus on more important matters. I am Morok, the clan's shaman. Now, are you still virginal or not?!"
"I...I mean, they only did it to the others. Elara kept me separate in her tent and-"
The shaman waved her hand in frustration. "Have you had a cock up your ass or NOT?!"
I swallowed my saliva. "No. No I haven't."
She gave me a cold smile and spoke in orcish. The Chieftainess smiled and spoke loudly to the gathering. A cheer rose up, and Elara looked down, seemingly blushing with pride.
The assembly began to disperse. My leash was dragged towards a colorful blue tent, accompanied by the shaman, Elara, and a few of the more brutish-looking warriors. I caught a glimpse of my compatriots being dragged in the opposite direction before I lost sight of them.
********************
Elara and the shaman engaged in orcish conversation, so I had a moment to look around.
The strange blue tent seemed bigger from the inside. To one side was a living area with a small table, a few chairs, and a large bed covered with ornate blankets that seemed out of place here; they belonged in a noble's mansion not a wilderness tent.
The other half of the space was clearly more functional. All sorts of strange objects littered a table at one side, devices made of metal, glass, and crystal. Jars containing solutions of different colors. Scrolls and ancient-appearing tomes cracked open as if someone was reading them all at once. There was also some heavy equipment, frames constructed from metal and polished wood, round hoops that could have served many purposes but made me think 'shackles,' 'interrogation chamber,' 'torture.' I hoped I was wrong.
The last furnishing was an enormous wooden vat, filled with steaming liquid. Two servants in matching burlap dresses buzzed around it, adding what looked like herbs and salts. They were neither orcs nor men.
They were women. I suddenly became hyperaware of my nakedness. I hadn't seen a woman in weeks. Both pale-skinned and short of stature, but the similarities ended there.
One was clearly an elf, her long pointed ears on display with her blonde hair done up in a bun, skinny with little tits that barely changed the outline of her gown. Her green eyes seemed unfriendly.
The other girl was thick, with a lovely pair of full bosoms that stretched the capacity of her dress and thick nipples visible through the fabric. A set of wide hips gave her an hourglass figure. Her curly brown hair fell in waves on either side of her shy blue eyes, covering her ears and the sides of her rosy cheeks. A pair of thick lips curved upward at the corners in a shy smile. I felt blood rush between my legs in instant attraction.
"You're human, right?" I tried, hoping for more of an ally in the brunette. She said nothing, instead smiling and nodding with eyes that showed no understanding, as she continued to work.
"How long have you been here?"
The buxom girl smiled again and shook her head.
"No...um...Je ne comprends pas," she said quickly. Her voice was beautiful, melodic and feminine. It was a language I had never heard before.
"Huh? What did you say?" I said dumbly.
"She doesn't speak the common tongue, dumbass," the skinny elf said, rolling her eyes. "Now take off that slut harness."
I stared back at her coldly. No need to be mean about it. We're all captives wearing fucking dog collars here, aren't we?
Shaman Morok paused her conversation and gave me a slap on the rear hard enough to make me stagger forward. "Do as she says, sweet human." I looked back to see her and Elara both giving me quizzical looks, silently asking if I needed to be taught a lesson.
I removed the lewd leather harness. The bitchy elf said something that sounded like orcish, and one of the guards came over and unlocked my collar. I looked back at the blonde with my brattiest 'now what?' look.
She just smiled and held up a funnel.
"Time to get cleaned out!" she said in an eerily cheery voice. I didn't know what she meant, but I knew I wouldn't like it.
She saw my distrusting glare. "Oh don't worry, fat boy, we'll be gentle. Won't we Colette?" The brunette responded to her name and smiled, hefting a huge waterskin in her arms, looking back and forth between the two of us with an expression that clearly said "Are we ready?"
The shaman stepped up behind me and put a terrifyingly gentle grip around the back of my neck. "Let's hurry things along, ladies, we don't have all day." The firm hand on my neck pushed forward, "Bend down, sweet human, like a dog on your paws."
I found myself on my hands and knees on a small padded table raised a few feet above the floor of the tent. My ankles were locked in little shackles at the edges, keeping my legs spread. Four feminine hands pawed at my buttocks.
"Lift your hips, bitch, get that round butt up for us," the blonde elf ordered with a malicious grin.
And I did it. It was like the little burlap sacks they wore gave them authority; I was a lesser being, bent over, bare naked with a glass plug in my asshole, masculinity hanging by a thread. I felt blood rush to my cock in arousal and to my cheeks in humiliation.
Fingers pulled my cheeks apart, and with a gentle but persistent tug, the plug came free. "Not a small one," the elf said with a chuckle. Someone's fingers smeared me with a greasy substance before two of them pushed inside.
"Ohhh," I failed to stifle a moan. Colette rubbed my back comfortingly, consoling me softly, "là, là, ça va aller."
The fingers retreated and were quickly replaced with something more rigid. I looked behind me to see the funnel emerging from my behind. The elf had one hand on my butt, holding the spout in place deep inside me, with the other hand keeping the funnel's mouth level with the floor. Colette retrieved the big waterskin and began pouring perfumed liquid into the funnel.
I looked away, looking forward at nothing just to escape anyone's eye contact. As I felt the solution flowing into my intestines, I whimpered at this newest indignity. Elara and Morok looked down on me with a sort of perverse curiosity.
Elara told her something in orcish before walking out of the tent, leaving me at the mercy of the shaman.
"What did she say?"
Morok squatted down and cupped my cheek.
"She warned me to be careful with you." I looked back at her and she explained, "She said your throat is even tighter than your bottom," the priestess shrugged like she was annoyed, "Commander Elara is a fierce warrior, but she has a weak spot for slave ass, I'm afraid."
I thought about that.
"Oh my sweet human, don't...how do they say...twist up your panties over it? It's not like she's in love with you or something. She's just personally invested in your holes remaining untorn. The Chieftainess has promised her your second breeding."
Despite the intensifying sensations from the liquid flooding my insides, the words seemed more pressing. "...breeding? She wants to have a baby with me?!"
The shaman smiled wider and gave me a wink. I kept thinking.
"Wait, you said my 'second breeding'? What about the first?"
"That belongs to the Chieftainess, of course. With whomever she chooses to share it. It is a great honor to partake in a new slave's first breeding. In your case, she's chosen to share it with me!"
"Huh?" With both of them? A sudden vision popped into my head: me rutting between the priestess's legs while the Chieftainess simultaneously fucked me from behind...
"Oh, my sweet human, normally we don't explain the breeding process...beforehand. But maybe it would be fun to tell you now. What can I say..." she gazed off into space for a moment before returning my stare, shrugging her shoulders, and smiling, "...I'm a bit of a sadist."
"Ready to empty," a bratty voice interrupted from behind me.
The shaman narrowed her eyes at the impertinence. "Watch your tone, Missy!"
She looked back to me apologetically, "Glendel here is afflicted with a case of incurable bitchiness, I'm afraid. Even a master healer such as myself has been unable to help her. Isn't that right, Glendel?"
The blonde blew air out of the corner of her mouth, adorably lifting a stray forelock of her hair. "Just as happy as ever to serve, Mistress. Now may we please get on with it?"
The shaman let her displeasure be known for a quiet moment before speaking, "Very well. I will return in a few minutes, sweet human, and maybe then I'll enlighten you." She marched out of the tent.
I heard a bucket plonked down behind me. The elf grabbed my hair and jerked my head back and up, pulling me more upright so my rear was angled down rather than straight back. I reached both hands up to keep my hair from being ripped out. "Ow! Just tell me what to do, you don't have to pull my hair! Sheesh!"
In response, I felt the funnel pulled free. My eyes moved back and forth with worry as I felt the volume of fluid in my abdomen redistributing. A whimper of humiliation escaped me as I failed to prevent a gush from escaping my anus and splashing into the bucket below.
"Just let it go, sweet cheeks," Glendel advised with trademark bitterness.
After the process was repeated until the perfumed liquid smelled equally pretty on the way out as on the way in, I was moved into the vat. The herbed scent of the vapors was heady as it filled my nostrils. I let Colette wrap a strange cloth tightly around my head, covering my hair, but I protested when she began rubbing a rough cloth across my back. "I can bathe myself," I protested.
"Hush! Let us do our work, fat boy," Glendel admonished as she took my wrist and began washing me arm.
"I have a name..." I said softly. If they heard me, they gave no acknowledgment.
When Colette coaxed me to bend over the side of the tub, paying particular attention to washing my rump, one of the orc guards had to adjust herself under her tunic. With a sheepish smile (I hadn't realized orcs could look sheepish either), she said something in orcish. The others laughed. I didn't really care at this point, but I couldn't help giving Glendel a questioning expression. She seemed more than happy to explain, "She said she's never seen a male with so much jiggle in his ass!"
At that moment, Shaman Morok re-entered the tent. "I agree!" she proclaimed with a smile, "Normally such a luscious booty can only be found on a female. Clearly you are fated to serve the futa!"
I glanced down between my legs at my penis, instinctively seeking to reassure myself of my masculinity. It looked more pathetic than I remembered...All of my pubic hair was gone! In fact, all my body hair was gone. The herbs in the bath must have contained some kind of hair poison!
"Come now, girls. We must hurry to complete the preparations. The Chieftainess may feel amorous after her dinner. We mustn't make her wait! Now where was I? Ah yes, explaining the breeding ritual..."
As the girls guided me out of the tub and began washing the hair on my head with some un-poisoned water, the shaman started her lecture.
"Being penetrated and bred is something of a dishonor for an orc. Only the weaker members of the tribe are used as mares rather than stallions. Every orc would be a stallion if they could. Every orc SHOULD be a stallion," she paused, clearly enjoying herself, and gave me a malicious smile, "And the ritual we've developed has provided the solution."
The girls guided me onto my back on a leather-padded bench with my wrists and ankles tied down at each end. Glendel handed the shaman a small bowl containing a ruddy-colored paste. She took up a brush and began to paint my lower belly before continuing her monologue.
"The ritual allows human, elf, and even dwarf to carry orc embryos to term. Now two orcs can mate as stallions without either having to accept the indignity of being penetrated, simply by fertilizing the same anus in quick succession."
She paused to dip her brush back into the paste. I felt my stomach drop in horror as I pictured what she was describing.
"The ritual changes your body allowing your large intestine to serve as a kind of uterus that can incubate 1-3 embryos. Human, elf, dwarf - doesn't matter - all can serve as surrogate cunts for us!" She cackled wickedly.
"No!" I said in disbelief while believing her completely. I started to scream and struggle in vain, instinctively knowing that this was the proper response when another species explains doing such a thing to your species.
Her smile left, replaced with annoyance. She said something to one of the larger orcs standing guard, who stepped forward to subdue me. A sharp slap across the cheek silenced me. Meanwhile, the shaman calmly poured some brightly-colored pink concoction from a vial into a glass container.
A cold panic was starting to grip me. My eyes darted around wildly. Now I noticed what she had painted on my lower abdomen. A crude design, some kind of stylized inverted triangle pointing down between my legs, flanked by two little circular shapes just above the top of the triangle. The design meant nothing to me.
"You're going to love taking orc cock up the ass. Eventually. But the ritual's effects take time, so we use this little concoction to make you hot for it at first. Not that your pleasure is a goal of ours. You are our enemy, of course. But the embryos seem to embed in greater numbers when the bitch is enjoying herself. Just a quirk of the magic, the humor of the gods." She shrugged with a clear academic frustration at her limited understanding of the phenomenon.
The particularly muscular enforcer who had slapped me now pinned my head back to the bench with a firm grip in my hair. The shaman's fingers laid over my eyes before pinching my nostrils shut and quickly stuffing the spout of a glass funnel between my lips. The sinister pink liquid poured inside. It tasted warm and sweet as it pooled in my mouth. I struggled, murmuring and trying to turn my head, but their grip was like stone.
"Swallow! Drink it down!" she commanded, nodding at the enforcer orc who brought her other hand up to stroke my throat. Oxygen was running out.
"Good boy!" the shaman praised when she saw my Adam's apple move as I swallowed in defeat. It burned like alcohol as it passed into my stomach.
When it was all gone, she plucked the glass thing out of my mouth. I sputtered, staring daggers at her. She noticed my look and smiled back like she found it adorable.


"Alright, let's get on with it, I don't want to be late for the evening feast," the shaman barked, and her servants scurried to comply.
The effects of the potion began to make themselves known. My eyes searched the tent's ceiling absently, worriedly, as my attention was drawn to the strange new sensations inside my body. The burning feeling from swallowing it down my esophagus now spread from my belly to my skin, traveling over the surface into my fingertips and toes. It reached up into my head and made my eyes glaze over.
My head was immersed in a pleasant cloud, but everything else felt sharpened, sensitive. I ran my tongue over my teeth. Had they always felt this way? So big, so hard, in my mouth... My tongue snaked out and licked my lips, so soft. I felt it next between my legs. My cock twitched, and my balls ascended in their sack. My anus clenched and sputtered on nothing as if it was trying to swallow the air.
While these new sensations distracted me, I was repositioned, now bent over the leather-padded bench. A kind of stockade was placed at the end, and my neck and wrists were immobilized in it. A stiff rod was tied to my ankles at each end, keeping my legs forced apart.
Then fingers. Slender fingers at my asshole. Oooh, why did they feel so good?! Rubbing, massaging, anointing, first with oil and then with a thicker grease. I wondered if it was the same slop that had been used on our sphincters in the camp last night.
"So weak, so soft, so delicate. Humans have the softest assholes, don't you think, Glendel?" Morok asked playfully. The sadistic orc really seemed to enjoy her station.
"Yes Mistress," the elf agreed, perhaps to avoid having her own asshole conscripted into the comparison.
As the servant girls continued to tease and finger my anus, my pupils managed to refocus on the image of the shaman unlocking a heavy trunk. She pulled out an oblong object, wrapped in a fine cloth. The heavily tattooed she-orc re-locked the trunk and moved towards me, catching my eye and smiling before unfurling the cloth and revealing its contents.
The object did not look of this world. Clearly a magical item. It appeared to be made of some kind of crystal, the way its surface caught the torchlight, maybe a pink amethyst. But while every crystal I had ever seen was characterized by jagged, sharp, right angles, this object was polished smooth in a thick twisted spiral, making me think of a drawing I had once seen of a unicorn horn.
It terrified me.
I sputtered, trying to draw enough saliva into my dry mouth. "What...what is that thing?"
The shaman only smiled and began slathering its length with the thick slimy lubricant as she walked around behind me.
I wanted to beg them not to, but I knew it was useless, so I just hung my head in the stockade and started to cry.
When I felt the point of the hard stone at my anus, I found my voice again. "No! Please no! Don't!"
"Keep yourself soft and pliant, my sweet human."
Two inches of polished pink crystal slid into my rectum.
I opened my mouth to scream, but only a soft moan came out. I felt...not bad. It felt amazing.
You're not an anal whore, I told myself, it's just that drink they forced you to swallow.
The object tried to advance deeper inside me, and my puckered rim resisted. It hurt now. "Wait! It's too big!" I protested.
The shaman's voice answered behind me. "Push, sweet human! Push out like you're having a baby! C'mon, give it up like a good little bitch for us. Push out and surrender that asshole."
My screams must have been enough to annoy them because a soft cloth gag was quickly forced into my mouth and tied behind my head.
They worked it in slowly, patiently fucking me with it, until I lost all sense of time. My anus unfurled, forced to stretch its wrinkled walls, spasming and fighting until it went slack, conquered. My ass felt as wide and stretched and full as I could ever have imagined. I couldn't believe it was possible to feel this way. It seemed like I should have split open or died first.
At last, the shaman spoke again, "Alright, she's got enough inside now. Complete the ritual."
A small hand grabbed my long-forgotten dick and started tugging on it. After a few minutes, Glendel's voice complained in orcish, and I felt her petite fingers replaced by a clawed hand. The shaman spoke, "Can't get it up, my sweet human? I'm surprised. A bitch like you must love having something long and hard between her thick butt cheeks. But having a soft pathetic little clit will serve you well. We just need one last erection..."
She barked some order in orcish, and Colette was brought in front of me by the enforcer orc. They stripped her out of her attendant gown, ripping the top of her dress down the front.
A pair of big milky tits spilled out. They shouted something at her in orcish, and she started to lift and play with her tits.
"Do you like her, little human? Do you like those fat jugs?" the shaman's voice taunted me from behind. "You do! I feel your little clit finally stiffening. Good, look at her. Look at what a little whore she is for us!"
The girl's nipples had visibly hardened under her own ministrations. She smiled at me before closing her eyes in ecstasy, rolling the soft tit-flesh between her fingers. It was the sexiest thing I had ever seen in my entire life.
My cock had grown to full mast in the hand stroking me. The crystal horn in my butthole was still painful, but now I was actively pushing my hips back as they thrust it in and out of my channel. The pleasure far outweighed the discomfort at this point. I could sense that orgasm was not far off.
The shaman gave Colette another command in orcish, and her face lit up with excitement and mirth. The girl flipped down onto all fours happily, lifting her ass in expectation. She hiked the hem of her dress up over her hips, baring a beautiful smooth ass. The unblemished expanse of creamy flesh spread to reveal a cute pink pucker.
And that's when I saw her testicles.
My eyes went big as saucers. "Arrhgh!!!" I screamed into my gag in shock and my hips stopped moving.
"Magnificent, isn't she?" The shaman's voice whispered to me. "See how she arches her back and relaxes her anus? She wasn't half as feminine when we first took her as you are already, my...sweet...little...human."
One of the orcs mounted her, sliding a thick green penis into her pale bottom, and the moan she made was 100% lust.
I wanted my discovery, that this beauty had once been just another dominated boy like me, to make my erection go away, but instead it became even harder. I closed my eyes to escape the erotic scene. I'd managed to keep my hips still but the shaman kept fucking me with the crystal, and it seemed to be more pleasurable with every thrust.
I opened my eyes again to distract myself from the enjoyment blooming deep in my asshole. Colette's little dick jiggled between her legs as she was sodomized. Her moans were beautiful. She turned and reached back for the orc fucking her. Their lips met in a disgustingly passionate kiss.
And then I came.
The most powerful orgasm of my life wrenched my head back, arching my entire spine into a long curve. My cry was muffled by the gag as the walls of my rectum clutched at the crystal, and hot semen shot from me onto the floor. With each squirt, my penis lost turgidity, until it hung limp and dribbling between my legs.
Behind me, the shaman chanted, words I didn't understand, and then I felt a sticky wetness between my cheeks, and the stretch in my ass lessened. I assumed they were pulling the crystal out of me.
I had no way of knowing at the time that the crystal was in fact liquifying inside me. They were not pulling it out, they were pushing the entire thing inside me as it melted. The sticky pink fluid coated the insides of my new ass-pussy.
Simultaneously, a hot pink light shone from the skin above my pubis. The underlying glow caused the crude crusted ruddy paste to begin to crumble, revealing a much more intricate magenta design imprinted on my skin beneath.
I understood what the design was now. A stylized uterus was now tattooed on my lower abdomen.
***************
"What will happen to my friends? Are they to be impregnated too?"
They had removed the gag when they released me from the stockade and retied my wrists high on the central post that supported the tent. They warned me that the gag would go right back in if I started screaming again.
"Aww, asking about your friends. You really are a sweet little human," the shaman seemed tickled that her mocking pet name was appropriate. "No, sadly the ritual requires refined crystal, and a significant amount of magic. We only perform it on a select few. Those particularly suited to it. Soft submissive bitches with fat asses like you for example." She giggled like a much younger woman before hardening back to her usual self. "Your friends, they'll work in the mines."
I hung my head while Glendel and Colette bustled around cleaning up. Well, actually, I couldn't resist looking up whenever Colette came into view. Her tits continued to bounce freely from the front of her torn dress. She seemed unbothered by it as she went about her work.
The shaman addressed me, "Well I'm to dine with our Chieftainess. But don't worry, we won't be too long. You just rest there and enjoy your body's new...sensations. Hahaha!" And then she was gone.
The girls - yes, they were girls, it seemed ridiculous to think of them as anything else - lit a few sticks of fast-burning incense and moved to the exit. Colette flounced out happily, but Glendel hung a step behind.
She turned back to me. Our eyes met. She seemed conflicted, hesistant, without a trace of the caustic bitter bitch I knew her to be. Finally, she spoke, "It...it's better if you don't fight it. There's pain, yes, but it gets better...you'll be ok." And then she left me alone in the tent, muttering and shaking her head on the way out.
I whimpered and tugged futilely at my bonds. This was crazy. This was unnatural. Surely God would show mercy by striking me dead with a thunderbolt before allowing this defilement to transpire.
I felt more of the pink sticky fluid trickle out of my stretched out anus and leak down the back of my now-hairless ball sack. I clenched my sphincter shut as best I could, somehow caring that it was more dignified to leak as little fluid as possible. I wasn't sure exactly how the game of life was scored, but I could tell I was losing.
As I clenched, the resulting tension in my hole felt good. Frighteningly good. I realized my body was very much looking forward to being penetrated. The realization made me start to struggle anew.
***************
I was losing the battle with my body. I could feel myself relaxing, getting high, becoming aroused. My thoughts wandered freely. I wondered how the others were faring. Would they be getting a rest or getting gangbanged again? Maybe they escaped, I thought jokingly. The thought brought a wry smile to my face.
The incense was so thick I could see my breath move through the smoke as it shot from my nostrils. I felt saturated by it, intoxicated. Whether it was that potion they'd forced me to swallow, the incense in my nose, or the liquified crystal in my ass - I was ten times hornier than I had ever been.
Despite my arousal, my hairless little cock remained almost completely flaccid. Instead, I felt it everywhere else. My nipples hardened as if I was freezing cold. My spine felt charged with static, sending sparks down my backside to my clutching anus. My hips seemed loosened, swaying slowly to and fro with new range of motion. By the time two of the futa orc soldiers re-entered the tent, I was humping the air.
They swept the tent flaps open, allowing some of the incense to clear. They said nothing to me, and I made no attempt to say anything while the rope binding my wrists was untied from the post.
They tugged me sharply by the rope, and I struggled to keep my balance. I was led out of the blue tent into the cold night air, stumbling and disoriented at the end of my rope.
My hairless penis bobbed ridiculously between my legs, not an erection really, but with sufficient blood to give it weight enough to bounce with my strides.
I saw orcs everywhere. All their eyes were on me as we moved through camp. I was too aroused to feel shame at my nakedness.
They all wanted me. My body was sure of it. It wanted them too. It wanted to look desirable. I noticed I was arching my back more than necessary. My hips swung side to side with an exaggerated amplitude.
My mind took notice. It cursed me, calling me a whore, a pathetic slut thinking dirty thoughts, betraying herself and her people.
It didn't matter. I couldn't help it. When I spied the Chieftainess's tent ahead, my mind imagined what awaited me there, and my anus clenched in anticipation.
The lead soldier halted well short of the tent's entrance. She called out softly, in a deferent tone, risking the possibility of not being heard over being perceived as impertinent.
A few moments later, a hand emerged and accepted my leash before pulling me inside. Shaman Morok stood completely nude at the end of my rope, smirking at me with her impressive womanhood already at half mast.
"Feeling good, sweet human?" Morok taunted. I looked away, wondering how many victims had been made slutty by her magic before me.
This tent was the most opulent I had seen. The Chieftainess's tent. Ornate furnishings carved from black polished ebony shone in the flicker of the torchlight. The Chieftainess herself was also naked, reclining atop the animal furs on the bed with her back supported by the headboard and her massive green cock sticking straight up like a flagpole. It glistened with what I guessed was saliva.
Had the shaman been sucking her dick? It pleased me to picture Morok submitting to someone. The sight of that fleshy green pillar reminded me of the peril to my anal virginity. Even though I felt like I'd been violated in more ways than I thought possible today, I still had yet to experience buggery. I swallowed my saliva, morbidly wondering what my chance of death was if she shoved that thing up my ass.
The shaman tugged me forward, bringing me to my knees next to the bed, speaking in orcish with a quick, excited cadence. She seemed somehow younger here, nude and giggling while presenting me to her lover.
The Chieftainess grinned and took her shaman in a deep kiss. They started to make out, ignoring me completely. Morok moved her mouth close to her mistress's ear, whispering sweet nothings in orcish before pulling back for another taste of her lover's tongue, lips, tusks.
Such a strange maelstrom of feelings on my knees on the floor next to them: fear, curiosity, fascination, jealousy, arousal. My bound hands moved, instinctually ignoring my limp penis, instead reaching further between my legs and absently fingering my taint as I stared at the naked muscular green bodies in front of me. They were so powerful, so confident. As I slid my fingertip across my soft puckered anus, I felt certain I was looking at a superior species.
Morok whispered something else to the Chieftainess, and both of them looked at me, smiling with naughtiness in their eyes. In spite of myself, I felt a shy smile come to my lips. A warm blush fill my cheeks. I moved my hand away from my crotch slightly as if it wasn't obvious I'd been touching myself.
The Chieftainess reached towards me, and I felt my body rejoice rather than recoil. It longed to be touched. She pulled me into the bed on top of her, manhandling me how she wanted. I found myself straddling her stomach. She held me by the hips, waiting to see what I'd do.
I was awkward, not wanting to look her in the eye, not wanting to presume to touch her huge tits. She was here to inseminate my asshole, to impregnate me against my will. Was I resisting enough? Was I resisting too much? What was the proper way to act in this fucked up situation?! My buzzed brain didn't know. I rested my bound wrists lightly on her upper belly in what I considered a neutral position.
Failing to ignore the rigid slab of warm cockmeat lightly brushing my backside, my hips twitched and swished like I was trying to get comfortable. I felt her length slip in and out of the furrow between my buttocks and shuddered.
Morok threw her arms around my neck from behind, crushing her soft breasts against my back. "RELAX, human! How can you still be so uptight with all that incense inside you?! Not to mention the potion and crystal...well at least your hips seem to be working. Just let yourself go." She said something in orcish before palming the back of my skull and pressing my face down into her lover's knockers.
The soft, warm, leathery flesh felt amazing smothering my face as I struggled to think straight. My thoughts swirled. I deserved a moment of comfort, didn't I? There wasn't anything I could really do to resist anyway at this point, right? I moaned before taking the shaman's advice and letting my mind go blank. I was just an animal now, an animal in heat.
With a gentle tug on my hair, my face was shifted down slightly, and I felt a stiff nub brush against my lips. I took the nipple into my mouth and whimpered softly as I began to suckle. A clawed hand pawed at my bottom, and I pushed my butt back into its grasp. It squeezed and pinched my pillowy cheeks. My soft body felt wonderful sandwiched between the naked warmth of the two more powerful forms.
A finger delved into my crack, teasing my puckered entrance before sliding easily through the stretched, greased hole. Her finger felt like it belonged in my clutching asspussy, so much warmer and softer than that cold glass plug. My mouth opened in a breathy gasp around the Chieftainess's nipple as my anal muscles squeezed the invading digit even as I tried to hump back on it.
Morok chuckled and said something in orcish. "Mmmm hmmm," the Chieftainess seemed to agree as she slid her fingers through my hair and gently stuffed even more of her boob into my face. I sucked contentedly as another finger stretched my rectum.
A hand wrapped around my throat and Morok pulled firmly, forcing me into a back bend as her wet lips and tongue attacked the side of my neck. My eyes were closed, my mouth hung open in a silent moan as I felt the hard tusks against my soft flesh, reminding me these were beasts devouring me.
The Chieftainess grabbed my hair and wrested me back, stuffing her other nipple into my mouth. I heard the two of them kissing wetly above me. I moaned like a slut when a third finger was stuffed into my anus.
A grunt from the Chieftainess apparently announced the end of foreplay.
They moved me onto all fours like a bitch dog. Morok pushed down firmly between my shoulder blades, pressing my chest into the soft animal furs, while the Chieftainess pulled my hips up as high as they would go. Her hands groped my butt cheeks, kneading and spreading them with her clawed thumbs.
Morok shuffled forward excitedly on her knees, straddling my upper back with her heavy balls resting on top of my head. Her hands replaced the Chieftainess's, keeping my ass spread wide for her lover. I felt gratitude when I heard a vial uncorking and felt cool, viscous oil pouring down my crack. A thumb spread it around and pushed some inside me. Her other fingers grabbed my little hairless cock and balls in a single massive handful and squeezed hard enough to make me squeal.
I heard the two orcs making out again, and then Morok was shoved back off the bed hard, staggering to keep her feet. She wore a look of mock outrage with her mouth hanging open. Then she licked lips as she took in the erotic scene and stroked her stiff cock.
I felt the warm knob of an orc penis press against my anus, and suddenly reality announced itself through my pleasant haze of arousal. My eyes went wide and I looked up at Morok in fear. Her face split in a delighted grin.


"Eeeeeeehehhkkkk!" A high-pitched wail left my mouth. I felt my asshole pucker and stretch around the invading emerald orc meat.
I pushed my hands down hard into the furs, instinctively trying to get up and escape, though the powerful claws at my hips held me in an iron grip.
"Nooooooo!" I screamed, futilely trying to struggle as if I could buck her off. All I felt was more of her cock pushing deeper inside me.
I started hyperventilating. "No. No, wait! Too big! Help! Somebody! Help me!" I screwed my eyes shut and whipped my head back and forth, trying to dissipate the pressure inside me. Stuffed, so stuffed, and still more coming, impossible, impossible!!
All of a sudden, Morok was holding my head and whispering in my ear. "That's it. Take her big cock up that ass, bitch. Let her pierce your soft, pink asshole. That's what you are now. A hole to fuck. This is how you have sex now, human. Your proper role beneath us, dominated, serving, taken..."
"Arghhhh! Fuck you!" I snarled with a fury that surprised even me.
I could tell from Morok's tone that my words only made her more aroused. "Yes! Fight it! Struggle against her like the pitiful little bitch you are. Mmmmm, she's still sliding deeper, but keep trying to clench your butthole and push her out, I bet that feels delightful - for her."
I whimpered and sobbed as I felt an impossible amount of futa cock pushing further up my shithole.
"Awwww, poor baby, I know that hurts. Don't worry, soon we'll have your anal muscles trained to relax and suck on our cocks. You'll be the perfect fuckhole."
In a desperation move, I reached a hand back to stop the advance of the Chieftainess's hips. She made no move to stop me. My strength was no match for hers. She just kept coming, so powerful, reminding me again that these were wild creatures. The thought shot fresh fear into me. That's right, beasts, monsters, wild animals, and I'm their prey.
At that moment, I felt her hilt herself completely in my ass. I looked down in disbelief at the bulge in my belly.
And then she started to fuck me.
"Ohhhh, fuck, nooooghhh, Jesus, ahhhhhhh!" I screamed as loud and as fast as I could draw the next breath. I'm sure half the camp must have heard me.
A few minutes later, I quieted down, now just panting shallow gasps punctuated by the occasional squeal as she pounded me at a steady rhythm. Morok had gone from standing in front of me, biting her lip and squeezing a tit while stroking, to moving behind me to kiss her lover and shout what clearly sounded like orcish catcalls.
My face contorted in an anguished rictus as I confronted the pleasure I was feeling. So owned, so fucked. I moaned above the slapping sounds of fat butt cheeks against her pelvis. Her thick green tool brought pain and ecstasy as it took my virginity.
'It's unnatural,' I thought bitterly even as I arched my back, lifting my hips in hopes of even deeper penetration. I was going to cum from this if it went on much longer. Maybe I really am just a chubby, pathetic, submissive butt slut.
The thought made me drop my head between my shoulders in shame. Her weighty green testicles seemed to taunt me as they smacked my own sac rhythmically with each thrust. They were swollen with seed capable of impregnating me. Fuck.
As the sodomy began to shove me towards orgasm, I started to fear that I would cum first and it would become painful when she just kept fucking me. Then I feared the opposite, that she would cum first and I'd be left wanting...
Suddenly, her pace accelerated. Her prick pistoned in and out of my ruined sphincter with need. She grabbed my arms and wrenched them backwards, forcing my back into a painful arch and making me fear dislocation. A roar like a lion's erupted from deep in her throat, and I knew she was ejaculating.
I felt increased warmth and wetness back there. Glancing down my body, I saw my lower belly beginning to swell with her seed. I imagined the white hot streams of cum flowing into my virgin intestine.
I was horrified. Disgusted. But beneath it all, I really needed to cum. I tried to squeeze her with my pelvic muscles but couldn't be sure my blown out asshole really did anything. I tried to bounce my impaled butt on her, but she held me fast.
Feeling frustrated and pathetic and exhausted, I whimpered when Morok stepped back in front of me. I eyed the shaman suspiciously as she hefted her engorged staff in my face.
"Half way there, bitch!" she cackled before she pushing her glans up against my closed lips. "What, you don't want to suck my dick, sweetie?"
She leaned forward and spoke very quietly, almost whispering, with ice in her voice, "You gonna try to pretend to be a tough girl now, bitch? Gonna try to pretend you weren't bouncing your ass on your sworn enemy's fat cock like a common tart? Maybe I need to teach you a lesson, huh? Beat that milky butt purple?" As she spoke, she took my nipple between her rough fingers and started to twist.
"Ahh! No. I'm sorry, Mistress. Please!" I relented.
She offered me her throbbing rod again, and I took it in my mouth. I licked and sucked and bobbed my head the best I could until she pulled out.
"Spread your ass, cunt." I buried my face in the furs in shame but still reached back and pulled my cheeks apart for them as the Chieftainess slid her penis out of me. I felt a trickle of hot cream run down the back of my hairless sack. I imagined them staring at the swollen rim of my gaping, ruined hole.
Right as I felt Morok slip her stiff prick between my cheeks, it dawned on me that she might have something to prove as an abnormally short orc.
She jabbed her knob inside my butt with a vicious little thrust, making me cry out in shock and let go of my globes to brace myself against the bed. Her hand jerked my hair back painfully as she hilted herself in a single long thrust.
After only a couple rough pumps, she pulled out and laid back on the bed. "Sit on it, bitchy."
I managed to push myself up to my knees and shuffled backward to straddle her. With the change in position, I felt more hot cum spilling out of me.
"Hurry up! Plug your cunt!" She spanked me hard to motivate me.
I reached between my legs to guide her slimy prick back inside my anus. She gripped my hips and showed me how quickly she wanted my tunnel to slide up and down her staff.
I had all but forgotten the Chieftainess, but she moved her half-limp soiled cock to my lips as I rode her shaman.
"Clean her, human! Taste your asshole!" Morok commanded from behind me.
I did it. There was no assessment between her command and my obedience. I closed my eyes and fresh hot tears of humiliation ran down my cheeks. The bitter tang of my own ass combined with the flavor of orc cum and the stench of orc musk. It all drove me closer to orgasm.
I sucked and licked diligently as my fat bottom bounced in Morok's lap. My wet tongue pressed into the leathery folds of the orc leader's scrotum, making sure to degrade myself as much as possible.
Finally, the Chieftainess took a step back with a satisfied expression on her face. She lifted my head by my hair and showed me her approval by hawking up a loogie with a disgusting guttural noice. I opened my mouth and extended my tongue in utter submission. Her spit hit me over my nose and right cheek just beneath my eye.
As she stepped away, Morok tugged my body backwards so hard that I lost my balance and fell onto her chest, still impaled on her. Her strong arms grabbed my thighs and lifted me easily, folding me in half with my bare feet in the air, and sliding my stretched pelvis up and down on her dick.
"Ohhhh!" Morok groaned and said something in orcish which I guessed was probably "Fuck yes!"
She was going to cum soon. I knew it. A sudden fear gripped me that I would be the only one in the tent who didn't get to cum. My hands shot between my legs desperately and started pulling on my limp penis, and I began squeezing my bottom tightly around her every time she lifted me to bring myself to climax.
The Chieftainess apparently found this hilarious, snorting and chuckling as she reported me to Morok in orcish.
"You fucking whore! Stop playing with your clitty!" She dropped me fully hilted in her lap and reached around to slap my hands away. She didn't stop there. After my hands moved away, she started slapping my balls. "Bad...*slap*...little...*slap*....bitch!...*slap*"
She grabbed my thighs again and started fucking me vigorously, drilling me deep. It felt like she was coring out a new column inside me. The pain of the ball slapping and anal pounding chased away any hope of orgasm for me.
A moment later she roared and pulled down on my thighs, pressing my hips tightly into hers.
I whimpered miserably as I watched my belly distend further with the flood of hot sticky cum expanding my guts.
Our breathing gradually slowed and stilled.
"Colette! Glendel!" Morok barked.
The girls ran into the room from some deeper part of the tent as Morok stood with me in her arms. I grunted as I slipped off her cock, and she dumped me on the floor.
Colette pressed her fingers between my cheeks to staunch the flow of cum from my gaping anus. I flinched and moaned at her touch. Glendel held me and brushed my sweaty hair out of my face, "Shhhh, we know you're sore, but we can't waste any of the Mistress's cum now can we? She'll be gentle, just push out a little and let her get you plugged." I felt my anus swallow what I would later find out was a much larger glass butt plug than the one I'd had before. "There now, good girl. We'll get you to the maternity ward."
The girls lifted me to my feet, one at each side, supporting most of my weight with their shoulders under my armpits. My legs felt like jello as we exited the tent. I vaguely wondered if I was pregnant, but mainly I just felt so tired. Like I had been trampled by a stampede of horses. I wish I had passed out. Or died.
But my time with the orcs had just begun...
*********
Please vote and leave a comment to bless or curse me for writing this sordid tale.
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I was 18 and in my final year of boarding school where I'd resided since age 13. My parents were wealthy enough, but disinterested in parenting and more than happy to have the prestigious Elator academy prepare me for life.
They say secondary school is hell for everyone, and honestly it could have been worse for me. On the up side, I had a few friends who I ate lunch with everyday, my marks ranked third highest in the class, and my English professor seemed to think I had a real talent as a writer. I loved to write: expository, descriptive, persuasive, but my favorite was narrative. I wrote fiction stories like a compulsion: sci-fi, mystery,...romance.
On the down side, puberty had been cruel to me. My growth spurt had been minimal, ending at my current and likely final height of 5 foot 2. I had been a chubby child and had been told I would grow into my weight as a teenager. That never happened. As my peers became gangly and strong, I remained short and weak. I was teased constantly in the locker room about my fat 'stripper booty.'
Besides the lack of a growth spurt, I grew little body hair, and my penis also remained stunted, only about two inches soft and three hard compared to the pendulous stalks hanging from the other boys' crotches. It was enough that I went to the school nurse to see if I had some kind of hormone disorder. After examining me and checking bloodwork, she gave me a sympathetic smile. "Sorry Steven. Normal. Way on the end of the bell curve, but not a disease. That's just life."
But despite everything, I was happy and full of hope for the future.
**************
Until earlier today.
I still couldn't fully wash the taste of semen out of my mouth.
Mark Peterson had had it in for me for years. He was the one who had invented and popularized my 'stripper booty' moniker. He and his cronies teased me all through school. So I didn't think anything of it when he got in my way trying to leave the bathroom. Typical juvenile bullshit.
"This is the men's room, cunt. What are you doing in here?" I tried to walk around him, and he shoved me back so hard that I struggled to stay on my feet. He was a full foot taller than me and much stronger. My body instinctively sensed the difference. He could toss me around without breaking a sweat. I had no chance in a fight.
"What do you want?" I tried.
"For you to stop pretending to be a man. It's offensive. Get on your knees and apologize." I tried to run past him again, and he shoved me back harder, my fat ass providing a bit of cushion as I bounced off the tile wall. My mind reached the next logical step quickly. I took a deep inhale and opened my mouth to scream for help.
His fist connected with my upper belly with such force that it seemed to go deep inside me, like his hand entered my body and pushed all the organs out of the way. My breath was forced out of my mouth in a near silent wheeze as I fell to my knees. He locked the door before grabbing me by my hair and slapping me hard across the face. Twice. Forehand, backhand. Quick and efficient.
I felt blood rushing to my clapped cheeks as he dragged me into a stall. He sat down and forced me over his lap. "Take your trousers down! NOW!" he growled. I didn't think. I just rushed to comply. I was scared and beaten. I bared my briefs to him.
"This fat fucking stripper booty...I can't believe they let you stay here with this. I'm going to punish you." I felt him tug my underwear down, exposing my bare ass. He started slapping it. Loud cracks of his palm making contact with my fleshy butt cheeks filled the silent bathroom. I said nothing, just taking it, for the first dozen or so. But when it started to become really painful, I started to yip and whine after each spanking. Finally I couldn't take anymore. "Stop! Please! Pleaasseee stoppppp, ahhhhh!" I wailed in a half-sob.
"Say you're not a man!" he demanded.
"I'm not a man!"
"Say you're a sissy bitch with a fat ass!"
I said the words.
"Get on your knees!" He shoved me off his lap, and I hit the solid tile floor hard. When I pulled myself up to my knees, I found his hard cock staring me in the face. I was so shocked I just stared for a moment. It was so long, hard, red, throbbing, angry-looking.
Then, my brain caught up. This wasn't just bullying. I realized why he'd taken his cock out in horror.
"No! Mark, I'm...I'm not gay!"
I saw stars as he slapped me again. "Of course not!" he said with a smirk, "You just said you're not a man." He took my hair in a tight fist, jerking my head back and bringing more tears to my eyes. His other hand gripped his erection and aimed it at my lips.
"Open your mouth, cunt," he growled. I didn't comply, and I didn't resist. I seemed to be frozen in place. A moment later he pushed his hot glans against my lips, trying to coax them open.
My gaze was fixed in the distance, seeing nothing. This couldn't be happening. His smell filled my nostrils. He moved the tip across my lips, painting them with pre-cum. The way his cock nudged against them was almost gentle.
The pressure mounted and finally gave way. My lips were passive as they were penetrated. His dick was in my mouth.
"Good girl. That's a good little cock-sucker," he panted, excited. I felt his hand in my hair push my skull down and another inch of cock slid into my trap.
"Look at me Stephanie," another moniker he had created for me in the last year, "LOOK AT ME!" I forced my eyeballs up through the shame and humiliation to meet his gaze.
"That's a good sissy gurl. Keep your eyes on your master as you serve your purpose. Suck that cock, bitch!"
I stayed in the bathroom for another hour after he left. I washed my mouth out a dozen times. My cheeks were red from being slapped and probably from the humiliation too. My butt was sore. When I turned away and looked at it over my shoulder in the mirror, I saw that it was an angry red like a bad sunburn. But I also saw what he saw. It looked like a girl's ass. It looked like a stripper booty.
************
It was almost two weeks later when he managed to catch me alone in the bathroom again. I came out of the stall and saw him standing there in front of the locked outer door.
I froze like a mouse sighting a cat. My eyes darted around looking for an escape, and he just slowly shook his head, an evil grin spreading across his face as he pointed at the floor.
I thought about screaming, convinced I could at least get out one shriek before he clobbered me again, when he said, "You give me any trouble and I'll hurt you bad this time, bitch. I'll squeeze those sissy balls until they pop and die. Not like a bitch like you needs them anyway."
I didn't get on my knees, but I didn't scream either. He stepped forward and put a hand on my shoulder, gently increasing downward pressure until I surrendered and knelt down.
His hand on the back of my head was firm, but his other hand lovingly stroked my hair as I bobbed up and down, taking his prick to the entrance of my throat. "Good girl, Stephanie."
**************
Two days later I was called to the nurse's office. Principal Brooks was there with her. They looked serious.
"Steven, I want you to be completely honest with us. You're not in trouble, but we need to deal with this." He sighed and looked at me with a hard stare. "Have you been performing fellatio on the other boys?"
"What?! No!" I pleaded. I was completely terrified, shaking with fear.
The principal shared a knowing look with the nurse and then leaned forward and said in a low, quiet voice, "Lie to me again, boy, and I promise you'll regret it."
"I...I..." I looked from one to the other and could tell there was no way out. "I was forced. He made me do it!"
They both nodded, completely unsurprised. "Alright Steven, the nurse is going to examine you now. Go ahead and undress now."
"What?! Don't you want to know who?!"
The principal sighed. He seemed annoyed. "It doesn't matter-"
"Peterson! It was Mark Peterson! He's gay and he forced himself on me!"
Both of them looked bored.
The nurse spoke up, "C'mon sweetheart, I know you have a lot to say, but Mr. Brooks needs to complete his assessment and make some decisions, so hurry up and take everything off so I can complete the examination."
I couldn't believe this. I stared at the floor with tears in my eyes as I unbuttoned my shirt and trousers. "Underwear too," she prodded gently. The tears started to fall down my cheeks as I stepped out of them, now completely naked.
The nurse donned sterile gloves and told me to open my mouth. She shined a flashlight in before pushing her thumb into my mouth, pushing down on my tongue, feeling underneath it and along my inner cheeks. Then she took a swab and ran it along the back of my throat. I gagged and coughed as she put the swab into a specimen container.
She gave me a sympathetic, knowing look with pursed lips and said, "Ok Steven, now I need you to turn around and bend over the exam table, keep going, all the way, rest your chest on the surface, good. Now spread your legs, little more, perfect."
I heard her click on her little flashlight again again and then I felt her fingers in my crack trying to scissor my cheeks apart.
"Gosh you're so...big back here," she sounded apologetic, "I need your help, Steven. Can you reach back and hold yourself apart for me? Perfect, just like that. Use your other hand too, both sides, yes, spread just like that. Don't move."
Her fingers moved close to my anus and spread the soft delicate flesh around it. I knew they were both looking right at my asshole.
"Steven, I need an honest yes or no," Mr. Brooks said, "I'm only going to ask once. Have you had anal sex with anyone?"
"No!" I said bitterly, angry at the injustice of this whole proceeding.
"Alright. I believe you. Go ahead, Mrs. Rutherford."
I looked back to see the nurse squirting some thick lubricant onto her gloved fingers. She made eye contact with me. "Almost done now, sweetheart."
I felt her greasy finger at my virgin butthole. "Just relax and try to bare down." And then, for the first time in my life, something pushed its way inside my bottom.
My fingers gripped tighter, pressing into the pillowy flesh of my own backside. I struggled to keep silent as I felt her feeling around inside me. Her other gloved hand lightly gripped my cock and balls at the base, and I realized I was half-erect. Her fingertip pressed down on something inside me and like a light switch my little cock went fully hard, straightening out to press against her hand.
Her finger pulled out of my rectum, and I thought it was over until she pushed another swab inside me. She took it out and patted my ass. "All done now, sweetie," she said as she put the second swab in its specimen vial, "You can wipe yourself with a paper towel, but stay undressed for now."
Brooks looked past her at me as I wiped some of the greasy lube from between my cheeks with the rough paper. "We're going to step out for a moment, Steven. Just wait right there."
******************
Outside the exam room, the nurse pulled up Steven's file in the computer.
"Well?" Brooks asked.
"Very tight, anal wink completely intact, unlikely he's been penetrated before," Rutherford assessed, "sensitive prostate though."
"It's remarkable that boy hasn't already been classified as a beta. When he bent over, I could've sworn I was looking at a girl. What was his alpha-beta score?" Brooks asked with a long sigh.
Betas, or sissies as most lay people referred to them, comprised about 1% of the male population. Medically and legally recognized as a third sex with more limited personal rights and an aptitude for sex work, betas could not live independently and had to live under the custody of an individual or the state.
Importantly, betas were NOT admitted to Elator Academy. The girl's school across the river included a few betas every year who shared about half the curriculum with the regular girls. The other half was tailored to the particular needs of a beta's future...
The nurse punched buttons on the console. "52! Just over the line. It's interesting his scores for physicality, aggression, sexuality, and submissiveness were all in the beta range, only her - excuse me, I mean his - intelligence and autonomy scores brought his average up above the cutoff."
She turned away from the console and looked at the principal. "Now that he's sucking dick, we'd be more than justified with a reclassification. We could have him transferred to the girls' school tomorrow."
Mr. Brooks shook his head. "We need to do this by the book. His parents are fairly well to do. We haven't heard much from them while he's been a student here, but I don't want to risk any scandal. Let's initiate a 1-month beta probationary period. Make sure you document everything in today's report, ok? Cross the t's and dot the i's."
Rutherford nodded her head. "You're right. Better safe than sorry."
*******************
As I stood there in the nude with an unpleasant sticky feeling between my buttocks, I became angrier and angrier. Why was I being punished? What were they going to do to Mark?
The two of them came back in, and Mr. Brooks clasped his hands together. "Alright Steven, we've just reviewed your file. Your alpha-beta score was already borderline beta, and now with this new behavior..."
"Beta!? I'm not a sissy! This is ridiculous. I told you I was forced!"
The principal held up both hands in a placating gesture. "Calm down. No one is saying you're a beta. But we have to take this very seriously. For your own health and safety, the school has a responsibility..."
I felt my eyes starting to bug out of my head.
"...that's why we've initiated a 1-month beta probationary period. We're not making any decisions today. Just making sure we're being safe and thorough."
"A probationary period?" I asked, "what's that?"
Mr. Brooks turned toward the nurse, silently giving her the floor. She had been busily pulling things out of drawers and cabinets as he spoke.
"Just a few things to make sure you're classified correctly, sweetie," she said, "Come lay back on the exam table." She put on a fresh pair of sterile gloves, which I did not find the least bit comforting.
Brooks gave me an annoyed look when I didn't move, and I felt myself reluctantly laying back on the table.
"That's a good boy. Put your feet down flat on the end of the table and let your knees fall apart." She opened a box and pulled out a little pink plastic thing.
"This is a chastity cage," she explained as she disassembled the thing and began pushing my little dick and ball sack through it, "you'll be wearing this for the entire month. I'll be meeting with you every week for cleaning and adjustments, but of course if you're experiencing any discomfort at any time, you come let me know right away."
I heard a soft click and looked down between my legs to find my genitals encased inside the thing.
"Okay, now roll over onto your stomach."
I felt like I was in shock as I followed her command like a zombie. I looked back to see her loading up a syringe with a clear solution. "What's that?!"
"Shhh calm down, it's just a hormone cocktail," she said casually as she rubbed a spot on my left butt cheek with an alcohol wipe, "only half the dosage given to betas. It'll make the cage more comfortable and help with your...urges." She pushed the needle through my skin and depressed the plunger. Before I could think of anything to say, the needle was out and a little bandaid was neatly placed over the injection site.
"There, you can get dressed now," she announced.
I was pulling up my trousers when she handed me a little bag. "This is for any urges you get this month. You can try it out in private, just to see how it feels."
"What is it?"
She smiled. "You can open it when you get back to your room."
Brooks stood up at this point to conclude the affair. "Alright, I'm glad we've got a good plan in place. Steven, no more sexual activity with the other students, got it?"
"I keep telling you I was forced! I didn't-"
Brooks waved his hands dismissively. "I know, I know, I'll speak to the other boy. But listen, if you don't want to do something, say so, ok? Or tell a teacher or someone else." He turned away from me to face the nurse. "Thank you Mrs. Rutherford. Your help has been invaluable in this matter."
"Of course, sir."
*****************
When I got back to my room, I looked in the bag.
A bottle of anal lubricant and a vibrator.
What. The. Fuck.
I thought about calling my parents. But what would I say? Hi Dad, the principal found out I was sucking another boy's dick and now they've locked up my penis and given me an anal vibe, can you do something?
I threw the bag under my bed and went to sleep.
*****************
Three weeks later, I was sure I was feeling the effects of the hormone cocktail.
I had never been so horny in my life. Part of it was probably the chastity cage too, I'm sure. I hadn't gone three weeks without jerking off since puberty.
But more than that, I had become...tactile. I was hyper-aware of touch on my skin. In the shower, I found myself running my fingers over my naked body, luxuriating in the sensation. My nipples felt especially great, and I couldn't stop myself from tugging lightly on them.
At the same time, I seemed to want something in my mouth. I pushed my finger onto my tongue in the shower and enjoyed sucking on it perversely. I took up chewing gum for the first time in my life.
Finally, my asshole had become an erogenous zone. Tugging at my chastity cage provided no relief from my growing lust. Rubbing my smooth ball sack that hung down from the ring of the cage felt nice but did nothing to sate my hunger. But I instinctively knew the answer lay up my ass.
I found myself clenching and unclenching my sphincter whenever I had erotic thoughts - in class, in bed, in the shower. It was in the shower that I finally acted, pushing my middle finger inside myself. It felt fantastic, but I stopped right away, terrified that my enjoyment meant something sinister. It was just the temporary effects of the hormone injection, I told myself.
But two days later, I was panting with need in a bathroom stall. I bent over the toilet, spread my legs to straddle it, and squatted down to open myself up. I sucked my finger before reaching back and stuffing it into my hole. It burned, but it felt like relief too. I started finger-banging myself and I could tell that this was the path towards orgasm.
I stopped myself. I hadn't used the vibrator yet, and I had less than a week left. I just needed to get through the rest of this week so I could move on with my life.
***************
I woke up in the darkness on my stomach and immediately knew something was wrong. Something soft made of cloth was in my mouth. I reached to pull it out and found that my wrists were tied, maybe with my sheet.
When I felt a hand pull my underwear down, I started to scream into my gag and kick wildly. The hand slapped my caged balls hard, silencing me for a moment.
"What the fuck?" I heard the other boys waking up and coming to see what was going on. The lights came on, and I looked behind me over my shoulder.
Mark was calmly and competently securing my ankles to the bedframe with strips of ripped bedsheet. I started struggling again, but all four of my limbs were now relatively immobilized. I was wearing only a t-shirt now. Mark moved forward and stuffed a pillow underneath my hips.
"What's going on?" one of the other boys asked.
"Stephanie here has been pretending to be a man, but she's actually a sissy gurl." Mark explained.


"C'mon Mark, what are you doing? You're going to get in trouble." Yes! A voice of reason. Thank God.
"We won't get in any trouble. Exposing a closeted sissy is a service to the academy. Trust me."
A skeptical silence followed. Untie me, guys!
"You don't believe me? Fat-assed Stephanie here has been sucking my cock in the downstairs bathroom."
I stopped struggling. I just froze up, reflex reaction to being outed as a cocksucker.
Mark kept going. "Yeah, she's a cock-hungry slut alright. Old man Brooks knows about it already, didn't do shit."
The other boys just stood there. Why weren't they untying me?
"I mean, just LOOK at her! Look at that ass!" He spanked my right butt cheek hard. I felt the slap propagate through my soft flesh, jiggling lewdly.
"Whoa!" Mark exclaimed, "Did you guys see that?"
Both his palms pushed into my ass cheeks, spreading and lifting my hips. "Holy shit! She's got a pretty pink cage on her clit! Locked up like a proper beta!"
The other boys crowded around to see. I buried my face in the mattress as tears of shame started to fall.
"And look what I found under her bed!" Oh no!
"Is that a vibrator?" it sounded like my best/only friend George, "Wouldn't only a girl use that?"
"Girls and sissies like Stephanie," Mark said sagely, "Here I'll show you."
My eyes went wide. "MRHRHRHRR" I screamed into the gag, struggling against the restraints for all I was worth.
The other boys leaned back, unsettled by my thrashing, but Mark just calmly leaned forward, grabbed me by the balls, and slowly squeezed down. I went still. "Don't worry, Stephanie, I know what sluts like you need."
Cold lubricant poured down, all over my ass, running into my crack. I whimpered.
"Got your toy right here, bitch. Enjoy!"
The sex toy was forced into my greased asshole, and I wailed into the gag.
"Holy shit," someone said. "Look at her taking it in the ass!" someone else said.
Mark slid the thing back and forth in my butthole. It felt SO good.
Of course, I didn't want it to! It was just because I hadn't cum in weeks! I regretted not using the thing on myself earlier so I wouldn't be so pent up now. I clenched my eyes shut, dropping fresh scalding tears of humiliation down my cheeks, and hoped this would end soon. Somehow, at that point, I really thought it couldn't get any worse.
With each thrust, he drove the vibrator deeper. Spreading and stretching my insides. Massaging my prostate. Making my body wish for more.
And then I felt him pull the toy out of my puffy puckered asshole. Thank God. It's finally over.
"Looks like she's ready to go now."
I felt a weight shift on the mattress. My eyes shot back open, and I looked back to see Mark's swinging dick shuffling towards my bottom. With fresh horror squeezing my chest, I dragged my eyes up from his cock to his eyes. Mark looked at me with lust in his eyes, a satisfied little smirk on his lips.
I faced forward again just to escape those eyes and tugged pathetically at the restraints as Mark slid a powerful hand into my hair, wrenching my head back. I felt him guide his rock hard, well lubed shaft between my clenched cheeks. His tip caught in the puckered crater of my anus. My eyes looked around wildly, hopelessly.
"Mreeekkkkkk!" I screamed into the gag when he penetrated me. I gasped for breath around the cloth in my mouth, trying to calm the fire in my asshole. I tried to calm my breathing, to relax my pelvic muscles, to change the angle - anything to survive the pain.
Mark kept coming, stuffing more and more of himself into my tight virgin tunnel. I made one last attempt to dislodge him, trying to swish my hips left and right. But he just kept his iron grip on my hair and my hip and slipped fully inside. I felt his curly pubes on my butt. "Fuck," he said in an intense, breathless voice. He sounded almost in pain.
He held himself still inside me. My breathing moved from hyperventilating to just panting. I whimpered as the spasming cramps slowly spaced out. The crowd of boys looked on in shock, in fascination, and in lust. I saw one of them had his dick out, stroking himself. "Fuckin' A," one of them muttered under his breath.
Mark started to fuck me then. Sliding his length in and out of my rectum. He let go of my hair after a while, letting me bury my face in the pillow. I felt both his hands on my hips, his thumbs kneading my upper cheeks while he sawed that big fuck stick through my stretched-out pucker.
I kept moaning and squealing, but the pain had stabilized. I knew then I was going to survive this. But then he rose his hips up a bit more, changing the ankle to fuck me down into the mattress, and fresh fear shot through me. It felt undeniably good.
He noticed it after the second thrust. Something in the way I moaned maybe? Something in how tightly my hole clenched? I had no idea, but he stayed right on that line, right on that same angle, drilling me at a relentless pace.
"You like that, don't you bitch? Taking that cock like a good slut," he snarled in my ear.
I couldn't let him make me cum like this. I just couldn't. I couldn't permit him to take anything else from me.
But there went my hips, arching back into his thrusts now. I felt my body's countdown sequence initiating, a kind of tightening behind my balls. The pitch of my moans was rising.
There was no escape.
I came harder than I ever had before. I shrieked into the gag and pulled hard on all four restraints as my wrinkled orifice spasmed on Mark's dick. Again and again and again. The waves racked my body like the surf against the rocks. I only realized Mark had cum inside me when he pulled out and I felt the hot trickle of sticky liquid dribble down my taint.
"Hot damn, the bitch came in her cage!" someone announced, and the crowd pushed closer with gasps and murmurs of confirmation.
Mark's hands pawed by cheeks and spread them wide. I felt the crowd's eyes on my butthole. "That's some Grade A sissy pussy, right there. Who's next?" he asked cheerily.
A fleeting fantasy of a new leader emerging, stepping up and saying with icy seriousness, 'We're not like you, Mark. We're not rapists. You're going to jail.'
Instead, I felt weight shifting on the mattress, and a new cock was shoved up my sissy pussy.
Mark sat on the bed near my head as the boys took turns on me, supervising. He stroked my hair and whispered venom in my ear: "Only a sissy bitch would cum from that. You really like it up the ass, don't you Steph?"
But mostly he yelled encouragement to the other boys. "Yeah, tap that stripper booty!" "Damn if she don't moan like a whore! She should go into porn." "Don't stop until we're sure she's pregnant!"
After the third guy came in my ass, he sensed I was beaten and took out my gag. Thankfully no one tried to use my mouth. They all liked the sounds I made too much.
Toward the end of the night, I looked behind me as one of the last few boys stepped up to take his turn. I made eye contact with George just as my sphincter swallowed his glans. He looked shocked, not expecting it since I'd been spaced out and moaning for the last couple of guys. "Sorry Steven," he stammered, "I don't want to be the only one missing out."
After everyone had their fill of my butthole, Mark slid the vibrator deep in my stretched-out, cream-pied asshole and turned it on. He pulled my underwear back up tight, giving me a wedgie to hold the vibe in place. "Night Stephanie," he kissed the top of my head and walked out, closing the door behind him.
I was left there tied to my bed all night, thinking about injustice and being made to take it up my bottom...
*****************
In the morning, the cleaning lady found me with the vibe still buzzing in my upturned ass, the cum of many different boys seeping around it.
Photographs were taken. For my file. The principal and the nurse were called and arrived before I was finally untied.
The principal just shook his head. "Well that's about as clear cut as it gets," he said to no one in particular before heading out to type up the paperwork.
The nurse patted me on the back. "No shame in being a beta, Stephanie. They've got a great program across the river. I think you'll be much happier there."
I stared into her docile cow eyes, seeing only true sympathy there, and looked away, searching for a better target for everything I felt.
*******************
EPILOGUE
Seven years later...
"YEEESSS! YESSSS YESSSS!!" Stephanie rode her husband's cock like a cowgirl breaking a stallion. She bounced her round ass in his lap. She loved her fat juicy booty, almost as much as her husband did.
Her full bountiful tits bounced and slapped together as they fucked. Her husband seemed hypnotized by them, looking up at his sexy wife taking her pleasure with his cock up her ass. How did he ever get so lucky?
Stephanie Thomas was the complete package. Smart, beautiful, and kind. She was a minor celebrity, having redefined for the world what a beta girl could do.
After graduating from the prestigious Bernadine girls' academy, the sister institution of the even more famous Elator academy, she gained national attention publishing a popular series of romance novels while legally under the custody of an acquaintance, an English professor at Elator.
Today, she was CEO of her own publishing company. Well, technically it was her husband's company, since he'd assumed legal custody of her the day they married. The thought made him chuckle; he knew there was no way he could do what she did everyday.
"Are you close baby?" she asked in a breathy gasp above him, "I'm, I'm going to cum."
"Cum baby! Cum for me!" he encouraged her, thrusting up into her with stronger strokes, trying to keep himself from accelerating and losing her rhythm.
He felt her rectal walls spasm around his throbbing rod. "Ohh! Ohh! Eeeeee!" She was the loudest lover he'd ever had, and he loved every sound she made.
The orgasmic contractions of her fuckhole combined with her sounds of ecstasy and the adorable squirt of watery spend from her clitty - it all pushed him over the edge. He grunted as he flooded his wife's ass with thick cream.
Afterwards, Stephanie's husband snored contentedly at her side. She looked over at him with a smirk as she opened her laptop to check her email. Several items from work, a few that would need to be addressed tonight before she slept, a note from the beta-rights foundation asking her to speak at their annual fundraiser, a report from the lobbyist she'd hired, and - Oh! Look at this! Something new from the private investigation firm she'd hired.
They'd finally found Mark Peterson.
She opened the report and read with interest. It was almost as if she was reading one of her own revenge dreams. The surveillance photos revealed that the years had been rough on him. Overweight, unkempt - he looked at least ten years older than he was. Mark was living in a trailer in a rural backwater with his wife and three children. He hadn't finished college, dropping out due to complications of alcoholism and meth addiction - a pastime he shared with his wife. He was currently on parole from an aggravated assault conviction. And he was unfaithful, visiting a transsexual prostitute in a city ninety miles away a few times per month.
The report concluded with her options. She'd selected this firm because they had active capabilities in addition to passive surveillance. Terminate with extreme prejudice, continue surveillance, or complete assignment? Simple as clicking the button and wiring the funds.
As she stared at the screen, she realized she felt nothing towards Mark anymore.
Was she always meant to be a sissy? Hard to say. Mark was a piece of shit, true. But she was done thinking about him. She shifted in bed and felt the pleasant soreness in her rear as some of her husband's semen dripped out of her well-fucked asshole into her panties.
She had better things to do now.
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A few weeks later...
The boy left the house quickly, his now characteristic blush coloring his face. A few minutes later, Becky descended the stairs to the common area, looking gorgeous and freshly fucked.
The other girls watched her with a mixture of envy and pride. She was THEIR sorority sister after all. In a way, her victory was also theirs. Naughty grins sprouted on faces all around.
Stacey was the first to break the silence.
"So Becky, we've been seeing a lot of that boy lately. What was that, the third time this week? How's the boy toy research going?"
Becky raised her hand and gave an "O-K" sign.
Molly snorted. "Wow, no witty comment? Has our Becky been fucked speechless?"
That seemed to bring Becky back to Earth. "Oh Mollz..." she mused dreamily, "sweet innocent Mollz. If only you knew the naughty peaks I've summited. I have reached a new plane of existence."
Alice giggled uncharacteristically. "Jesus Becky, a new plane of existence? It's just sex, right?"
Becky sighed the sigh of a weary sage, burdened by decades of wisdom. "Oh you poor things, I cannot bear the thought of you girls joining the unwashed masses of women accepting that sex is 'just sex,' [she made air quotes with her fingers], when each of you should be a goddess of the sexual realm."
A silence stretched out as the girls all jealously imagined Becky doing all sorts of fantastic, exciting, and depraved things.
"Perv," Stacey broke the silence again, reading the room perfectly, comforting them and letting them all chuckle together knowing that they were not the odd ones. Stacey was president of the sorority for a reason.
******************
Becky was still thinking about the conversation when she lay down to sleep that night.
If even her gorgeous sorority sisters were not experiencing the heights of sexual ecstasy, the thrills of kink, the powers of female domination - what hope was there for the rest of womanhood?
Becky had never really considered what would be her 'life's work.' That was a concept for more boring, serious people. She had always figured she would just marry rich, probably several times, and have a bunch of great sex. That was pretty much the extent of her life plan.
But now she wondered if she was destined for a higher purpose. Maybe she was a prophet, a visionary meant to guide humanity to the promised land where orgasms explode in dizzying clusters like fireworks.
At the same time, she was becoming worried about her relationship with Peter.
Things were getting too intense, she decided. She worried he was getting too attached to her, and....possibly even vice-versa. This was about sex, not feelings.
There seemed to be a clear step to address both her relationship concerns and her new life goal of becoming a sexual guru to her fellow woman.
She picked up her phone.
"Hey Stacey, remember that discussion we had about sharing vibrators..."
****************
Peter rolled onto his side alone in his bed, trying not to think about his last session with Becky. Under the sheet, he let his finger wander behind him, gliding around his butt cheek, to tap lightly against his puckered asshole. Becky...
What had she done to him? Her recent demand to control his orgasms, not to jerk off - 'touch his pretty cock in lust' had been her words - without her permission, had been challenging, but she'd made it easier for him by calling him over every few days and draining his balls by one method or another.
Still, several times a day every guy thinks a sexual thought or feels his clothing rub in a particular way down there and needs to soothe himself with a little touching. That's just the facts of life, right?
And in such instances, he had now taken to rubbing his taint or his asshole. Just a few seconds, okay sometimes minutes, to complete the thought and take the edge off. He was done pretending that this was just a kink of Becky's that we was accommodating. He liked it. It shamed him and excited him to think about it, but he really did feel like Becky had given him a new sex organ hidden between his buttocks. His 'boy pussy' she called it. It felt good to touch it at times like this, lying in bed assailed by visions of her perfect tits and tasty gushing gash.
Sometimes he even put his finger inside, imagining it was Becky preparing him for her strap-on. He was curious how much of the naughty pleasure he got from butt play could be recreated without her. Was it more physical or mental?
He'd considered buying a dildo for some self-experimentation, but it wasn't a serious idea. What if someone saw him buying it? What if his roommate discovered it somehow? How would he even make eye contact with the clerk at the sex shop? So for now, he contented himself with his finger.
He thought about their last session. Becky's perfect body kneeling over him, buck naked. The desperate need he could sense in her grip as she held his head pinned to the carpet. She rode his face, moaning and gasping, before denying herself just short of orgasm, lifting her hips up out of range of his tongue.
"Mmmm fuck! Oh boy toy! Oh yeah! Would you lick my ass for me, Petey? Would you rim me?"
"Yes Miss!" he had practically begged.
"Fuck yeah, you would. Mmmm, maybe someday. Maybe someday soon. You'll have to earn it."
He rolled over in the other direction, sighing with frustration. Think of something else, he told himself.
He was surprised when a vision of Claire, a girl from his physics class, entered his head. She was smart and self-assured, but quiet and conservative. He had only spoken to her a handful of times. He had never before thought of her in a sexual way. Now he saw her face in his mind's eye and felt his asshole tighten with desire.
It surprised him because Claire was, in many ways, the opposite of Becky.
She was an engineering major like him. He wasn't sure whether she participated in Greek life, but it strained his imagination to picture her as a sorority girl. Where Becky was thick, Claire was skinny. Where Becky's fashion was provocative, Claire dressed demurely. Drab pants and sweaters in blacks, grays, and blues. He had never seen her in a skirt or a dress.
But the way she looked at him sometimes, that intensity in her eyes...he'd only ever seen that look from Becky.
Suddenly, he imagined Claire spreading his legs and pushing a strap-on cock into him. In his fantasy she was dressed more formally than a student, having strapped the harness over a navy blue business suit. She wore a sardonic smile as she started to fuck him. "Is that what you like, slut?" she taunted him.
He shook the vision out of his head. 'Stop debasing nice girls like Claire,' he scolded himself, 'You're becoming a perverted creep.'
As if to save him from his debauched thoughts, his phone buzzed on the bedside table.
A new text from Becky: *Tomorrow night 8 PM. Something new. Don't forget to prepare your boy pussy! ;)*
Something new, huh? He groaned like this was all a terrible chore as he laid his head back to fall asleep. But there was a smile on his face.
*********************
"Alright Stacey, he'll be here soon. Now remember, I call the shots. No improvising on your own."
Becky had carefully scripted out what she wanted to happen in this session. Adding another person introduced so many new variables. She would have to be careful to maintain control.
She had chosen Stacey as the second woman to dominate Peter for several reasons. The girl was attractive, obviously, fierce enough to be a fellow dominant, and a necessary ally as sorority president for Becky's future plans. But those same traits made her dangerous, unpredictable, and difficult to control.
"Yeah, yeah, I KNOW, Becky! You've only mentioned it a thousand times. You're the top bitch."
"Head slut," she corrected her friend with a satisfied smile. "If we mess this up, we could scare him off. But if we do this right..." her smile widened.
Stacey couldn't help be infected by Becky's excitement, "Goddesses of sex!" she cheered raising her fists in the air. They giggled, more than they needed to, trying to diffuse some of the nervousness they both felt.
The nervousness and the arousal. Their cheeks were both a little more flushed than usual. Becky could see the tell-tale nubs of Stacey's stiff nipples through her top. She knew her own pussy was already moistening and would bet money Stacey was enjoying a similar humidification.
Besides changing her relationship with Petey, tonight would also going to change her relationship with Stacey. The two friends and sometimes rivals were going to witness each other orgasming, hopefully multiple times.
They hadn't discussed any...lesbian activity. That said, both of them were sexually uninhibited women in the highest echelon of attractiveness. With that much gunpowder, who knew exactly what would happen with the sparks they were about to create?
"Alright, wait outside the door after I get him in my room. I'll call you in."
Stacey returned the little mock salute to Becky and went to her room to look out the window and watch the porch.
*********************
Peter went to kneel at his spot on the porch.
'Why do I always choose the same spot?' he wondered. Sure, it was out of the way so he wouldn't block any of the comings and goings of the girls who had LEGITIMATE reasons to be there. But the main reason was that he was afraid to change anything that might upset the delicate balance of their kinky arrangement. Something rare and magical was happening here, somehow the fates had selected him to serve this vixen. Even though he'd been here a dozen times, he knew it could all end at any moment.
'Well, if it ends, it won't be because I started kneeling in a new spot,' he told himself, 'Perfectly reasonable, not neurotic at all.'
Becky emerged from the front of the house just in time to keep his thoughts from spiraling. She looked absolutely delectable, wearing her hair in a new style today, down in front and back, with the locks in front cascading over her breasts in perfect wavy spirals.
He lifted his butt off of his heels, preparing to rise and accompany her back inside, but he caught himself when she didn't immediately invite him in. She just stood there with her hands on her hips, smirking at him. He sat back on his heels.
"Evening, boy toy. How are you tonight?"
"I'm well, Miss. How are you?"
She ignored the question. "Are you comfortable down there?"
He paused a beat and pursed his lips, not sure where she was going with this. "Um...yes, very comfortable."
"Really? Well maybe I should just leave you out here to enjoy it then."
Peter racked his brains for the pass phrase that would open the gates to what he expected to be another pleasure-redefining night of sexual debauchery. He had no idea what she wanted him to say.
"If...if that's what you wish, Miss," he stammered shakily.
Becky frowned.
'Fuck fuck fuck, that was the wrong thing to say!!!' his internal monologue screamed at him.
She tilted her head. "If I let you come inside, I need you at your most obedient, your most submissive tonight. Are you in the right headspace for that?"
"Yes! Yes Miss, I promise I am!" he hurried to reassure her.
Her smile returned. "You going to be a good little bitch boy for me and do exactly as I say?"
He basked in her smile, returning it in silent thanks for giving him the pass phrase, "Yes Miss. I'll be a good little bitch boy for you. I'll do exactly as you say!"
"Hmmm," she adopted an exaggerated look of skepticism, "I'm not sure. Are you wearing it?"
Peter beamed at her, thankful for another question he had the right answer to, "Yes Miss."
Her grin widened. "Show me."
Peter's smile faltered. He didn't move, hoping in vain that she would lead him inside so he could show her there...
"Hurry up, Petey."
"Umm...out here, Miss?"
"Questioning me is not what a good little bitch boy would do here, Petey."
"Sorry Miss." He said the words but still felt frozen in place with indecision as to his next move.
He stared at Becky's beautiful face, hoping it would reveal some solution. The face lost its smile. A single eyebrow raised itself into an arch. Shit.
He forced his body to move. He turned over onto his hands and knees, moving at a glacial pace, making sure he gave her every opportunity to call this off. He looked back over his shoulder at her.
Becky hardened her face into stone and tapped her foot impatiently on the deck.
Peter nodded slowly, at once acknowledging her impatience and talking himself into proceeding. He looked around. It was dark. He couldn't see anyone, but that didn't necessarily mean there was no one watching.
'It's just your pride at stake, man. Just do it. Fuck your pride,' he told himself. His hands hastened to unfasten his pants before he could stop them. He tugged them down and felt the cool night air on his bare cheeks.
Becky stopped tapping her foot. She looked down at her obedient boy and silently congratulated herself.
His pale upturned ass looked great in the black thong she'd bought for him. She could clearly see the outline of the butt plug underneath the strip of fabric, but she wasn't done.
"Show me my plug, Petey," she commanded, successfully keeping the quiver out of her voice despite her arousal and excitement. She wondered if he would drop his panties or pull them to the side for her. She knew which she was hoping for.
Her boy did not disappoint.
Peter hooked the strap of his thong with a finger and pulled it aside, revealing the sparkling diamond butt plug lodged in his puckered anus. Becky watched the stretched pink rim wink around the toy at her. 'I'll be with you shortly, dear,' she mused in her head.
"Well done, Petey. Put your hands flat on the deck."
The boy let go and the thong snapped back into the crack of his ass, covering his little treasure.
Becky ran her manicured fingers over her pet's smooth cheeks. Smack! She gave him a spank. She smirked at the 'One! Thank you, Miss' that came automatically. A for effort, Petey.
She pinched his cheeks before pulling his pants back up and having him kneel before her again while she stood in front of him.
'Good,' she thought when she saw his flushed cheeks and avoidant glance. He was in the right headspace now.
She ran a hand into his hair, gentle at first before taking a fistful of hair in a firm grip and forcing him to meet her eyes. The look she saw told her she was his. "C'mere pet," she said sweetly as she pulled his face into her cleavage. The slow exhale of his sigh warmed her skin. She caressed his scalp.
"You're a good boy, Petey, a very good boy."
Peter was in heaven. His cock throbbed in his panties at her words. Her fingers in his hair, her firm breasts enveloping him, his asshole clenching around the plug she'd ordered him to wear - it all came together and for a moment he almost felt he could cum right there on the porch.
"I'm going to bring you inside now. Keep being a good boy for me, and this will be a night you'll never want to forget."
She pulled his head back and looked deep in his lust-lidded eyes. "Do you trust me, Peter?"
He nodded and gave her an easy smile. "Yes Miss."
She smiled and kissed him hard, fully enjoying the pressure in their lips before slipping him her tongue.
Becky pulled back and flashed her pretty eyelashes at him. "Let's go!"
**********
Stacey sighed at her window. That was so fucking hot.
Her left hand cupped her breast through her blouse, while her right hand was down the front of her jeans. Her waxed cunt was already soaking wet with her juices. She made a mental note to change her panties before Becky called for her.
Stacey had had a lot of sex in her young life. Maybe not as much as Becky, but she was not some inexperienced virgin. Yet what she had just witnessed on the porch was beyond her experience.
Becky was a maestro. It was obvious. She played that boy like a piano. Sure, Stacey had personally witnessed Becky's powers before, rendering grown men speechless without so much as a flip of her hair, but this was something else. Watching that boy drop his pants on all fours at her command...Becky was so dominant. Stacey couldn't wait to see her in action in the bedroom.
It hurt Stacey's ego a bit to realize how lucky she felt that Becky had chosen her for tonight's activities. Of course, Becky had chosen her, she consoled herself. She was fucking hot too. After Becky, she was the most powerful woman in the sorority. Hell, on paper she was the most powerful. She was the goddamn president!
But in this moment, she felt like a kid while Becky was a professional. She giggled to herself giddy with excitement at what was about to happen. She'd meant every word when she promised to follow Becky's lead tonight. She wouldn't have it any other way. She was ready to watch and learn from a woman she fully believed was a world-class domina.
Stacey reluctantly pulled her hand out of her pants. She held her fingers up, watching them glisten in the light with her juices. A sudden urge gripped her, and she shoved those fingers right into her mouth. Her tongue was agile. She licked and sucked her fingers clean, something she never did. She wondered if her pussy tasted as good as Becky's.
With a girlish smile on her face, she ran for her closet to change into her best lingerie.
*********************
Peter's knees were grateful for the pillow as he knelt on the floor in the darkness of Becky's bedroom, now wearing only his panties. He looked around the room, trying to see if there was anything new, anything that maybe looked like it came from a torture chamber or medieval dungeon.
She'd said 'something new' tonight. With the breadth of activities they'd already experienced together, the idea both excited and scared him.
So far the only new things were the candle flames flickering in a stochastic pattern around the room. There must have been a dozen of them. 'Fire hazard' the practical part of his brain declared from far off somewhere. But the candles had the desired effect on the other parts of his brain. They spoke to him of danger, of powerful forces beyond his understanding or control, of opportunities that had to be seized.
Becky emerged from her closet, carrying his now familiar collar, leash, and blindfold. Her clothes she had discarded.
She was a vision.
In the soft candlelight, she looked supernaturally sexy. A black lace teddy showcased her figure to perfection. The fishnet stockings and stiletto heels made him want to bury his face between those thick American thighs. The dark red lipstick that matched her finger and toenail polish made her seem older, more authoritative.
As she sat on the bed in front of him and affixed the collar around his neck, she casually asked. "Have you touched yourself since I last saw you?"
Peter froze. She'd never phrased it this way before. He couldn't lie to her. "Yes..."
She stopped fiddling with the collar and stared at him in pissed off disbelief.
"You...you always said I shouldn't jerk off or touch my cock in lust, and I haven't, but sometimes now I..."
"What?"
"I...*cough* I play with my ass a little bit."
Becky's glare changed to a delighted grin. "You do?! You naughty little butt slut!" She giggled happily, wondering for the dozenth time whether all men could be trained this way or if she'd just by chance happened upon the biggest pervert at Big State University. Peter looked miserably embarrassed.
"You're absolutely right. I never said you couldn't do that." It pleased her that he had paid such close attention to her words. "I love that you finger that tight little butthole."
She mussed up his hair before stroking it back behind his ears and pushing a thumb into his mouth. "Well maybe for such a horny subby boy like you, this won't be that much of a shock." She had his attention, but she paused anyway for dramatic effect.


"Tonight I'm going to share you, Petey. It's time I train my boy toy to please multiple women at the same time."
Peter's mouth dropped open. He hadn't expected this. Thought about it, sure. Fantasized about it, yep. But was this REALLY ACTUALLY happening?!
"A threesome?!" Peter's face broke into a ridiculous naughty grin, speaking the scandalous word aloud, a word he'd thought would only ever be hypothetical for him.
But then, the reality of the situation gave him pause. He'd never really considered this possibility. What were the potential downsides? He felt he should probably ask some questions, but what were the critical details a prudent man would obtain?
"With who?" Good question, Peter, strong, he congratulated himself.
Becky cackled with laughter. "I love that that's your first question. Let's see...I can tell you it's someone you'll think is hot."
That didn't help him at all. He thought they were all hot. And she knew that.
"Tell you what, Petey, I'm going to make this very easy on you. I'm going to blindfold you before I bring her in. Don't worry, we'll reveal her identity soon. The question is whether to do it before or after you taste her pussy..."
Peter had been hard since arriving on the property, but now his cock was threatening to rip through his underwear. It throbbed, tenting the triangular fabric over his crotch like a big top pole.
At the same time, he felt fear at the prospect of being outed to another person. Peter wasn't sure exactly how much of their sessions Becky had shared with her sorority sisters, but he wasn't keen on the idea of more people finding out that he took it in the ass for her. Much less someone watching him do it.
"So, time to decide if you want to stay and experience every man's fantasy or go home to jerk off alone. Do you consent to submitting like a good boy toy for me and my friend tonight? Yes or no, Petey?"
"I can't believe this is happening."
"Believe it, Petey. There's just one little 'yes' between you and the next level of pleasure."
Peter looked back at Becky. She was just as confident as ever. But could he trust her to foresee all the potential ways something like this could go wrong...?
"I'm sorry I'm just...I'm nervous, Becky."
"No need to be nervous, boy toy, no need to worry about anything. Just do what you always do. Do what I tell you. Obey me and I'll be pleased. That'll be enough. Now squeeze your plug real tight and decide. Yes or no?"
His asshole contracted obediently around the fat plug in his rectum. He closed his eyes and sighed. He felt full and perverted and horny. He felt submissive. It was much easier to submit with something stretching his ass.
"Yes Miss."
Becky smiled as she slipped the blindfold over his eyes. She'd never doubted. She took him in a deep kiss. "Good boy."
"Come in!" she said loudly and innocently.
************
Stacey had been standing in the hallway in her bathrobe for what seemed like an eternity. She felt like a creep, listening at the door, horny and frustrated she couldn't hear anything. She was already soaking through her second pair of panties.
Miraculously none of the other girls who lived in the sorority house had entered the hallway. Stacey, normally completely in control and prepared for any situation, had no idea what she would do if she was discovered loitering outside Becky's bedroom door.
She could return to her own room at the end of the hall, but the idea that she might miss her cue to enter, miss her opportunity at sexual nirvana, was completely unacceptable. Maybe she should go on the offensive if one of her sisters found her here. Ask them what they were doing here before they had a chance to ask her?
She had yet to solve the conundrum when she heard Becky's melodic voice call out to her. "Come in!"
*********
Stacey slipped into the bedroom to find Peter blindfolded and leashed on his knees at the foot of Becky's bed. She looked at Becky, and they shared a victorious grin. Two lionesses about to enjoy a shared gazelle.
"Don't say a word," Becky cautioned her, "We're not going to tell our boy toy whose juicy beaver he's eating until he's gotten a gooooood taste." Becky stroked her boy's hair to comfort him as he squirmed at her feet.
"You wait right here, boy toy," she patted him on the head as she rose to welcome her sister.
Stacey looked as nervous as she'd ever seen her. 'Good' thought Becky. She wanted to dominate Petey together with her sorority sister, but she still wanted complete control. Better to establish her supreme dominance early.
The thought of dominating them both had occurred to her, having them both at her feet licking her in front and in back simultaneously, but that wasn't what she wanted. Petey belonged at the bottom of this hierarchy. This was about femdom, not Becky-dom.
She stepped confidently towards Stacey and grabbed her by the lapels of her robe.
"You're overdressed, don't you think?"
Before the Stacey had a chance to think of a witty response, Becky pulled the robe open, exposing a gorgeous rack encased in a lacy pink push-up bra.
Stacey gasped. Her cheeks flushed even pinker. But she made no move to resist her more dominant sister.
Becky skewered her with intense eye contact, cementing their dynamic as top domme and baby domme as she slowly pulled the robe off the other woman's shoulders without breaking eye contact and let it drop to pool at her feet.
Stacey was wearing a matching lingerie set with a high-waisted thong in the same pink lace as her bra, combined with a garter belt holding up the soft pink thigh-high stockings that smoothly covered her shoeless feet. Compared to what Becky wore, her outfit looked soft and submissive. 'At least there are no bows or ruffles,' Becky thought to herself, though she was confident Petey was already so deep in subspace that Stacey could be wearing pigtails and a diaper and he'd probably still submit to her.
Becky noticed the fabric over Stacey's cunt was a little darker than the rest.
Stacey noticed her notice and looked away in humiliation. She had always been so confident in the bedroom, but now she was off balance. It was terrifying and incredibly arousing.
Becky ran a possessive hand into Stacey's hair. Stacey wondered if Becky was going to kiss her and instantly knew she would let her. But Becky just guided her over to sit on her bed in front of Peter.
"So Petey here just loves submitting to powerful women. He likes to be bossed around and made to serve goddesses like us," Becky explained to make sure everyone's role was clear.
Peter hadn't exactly thought of it that way. He would have said it was Becky who liked to boss him around and he just went along with it...
Taking her pet's leash taut in both hands, just like that first day, Becky pulled his head down. "Kiss her feet, boy toy."
While Stacey had always found seduction empowering, she was used to giving up that power in bed. It was where she gave up the chase, where she surrendered and let herself be taken by her suitor. But when the boy kneeling before her bent down to smooch her foot, it was obvious tonight would be different.
Becky watched her sister's look of realization that this was indeed something new. Both girls' mouths curled into involuntary grins as his obedient lips made contact with her stocking covered foot.
Becky looked at her sister and gently instructed, "Take your stocking off. You need to feel this."
Stacey's hand reached for her garter, unclipping it before slipping the stocking down her leg and off her foot. "Mmmmm," she purred when she felt his wet lips on her bare skin.
"Suck her toes, Petey," Becky ordered, tugging his leash even further down.
Peter's cheeks flushed a deeper shade of red as the extent of his submission was further revealed to the stranger, but he was past the point of resisting. He ran his tongue over the cute little piggies without reservation. He sucked a big toe into his mouth and when he heard the girl reward him with a low moan, his anus clenched more tightly around the plug in his ass, as if agreeing that he was in fact a completely conquered boy.
Stacey felt her heart beat quicken and her smile widen as she enjoyed the suction from the lips wrapped around her toe. He really seemed to be enjoying himself, worshiping her, prostrating himself. It was one thing for Becky to tell her that he did these things and quite another to witness it herself.
Peter's mind raced, wondering whose toe was pressing on his tongue. Molly? Stacey? Alice? Alex? Claire? He stopped mid-suck. Why did his mind come up with Claire again? She wasn't even in the sorority! Stop bringing that nice girl into your perverted thoughts!!
A tug on his leash pulled the toe from his mouth. Becky dragged her boy's face up Stacey's leg to mid-calf before handing the leash off to her sorority sister, who accepted it with appropriate reverence.
"Don't let him taste you until he begs," Becky counseled her protege.
Stacey ran a hand into Peter's hair, getting a good grip before dragging him further up her leg by his collar. The strong leather leash felt good in her hand, like power was flowing from him directly into her through it.
Peter enjoyed the soft delicate flesh of the mystery girl's inner thigh. He lay down kisses that were gentle, but still possessed enough of a vacuum that he wondered if thigh hickeys were a thing.
Behind him, Becky had started feeling up his ass. While one hand palmed his butt cheek, the other ran gentle fingers between his legs, lightly cupping his balls and smoothing the fabric of his thong over his taint. He loved it. He loved being desired, especially by one so desirable.
She'd just slipped a finger under the little strap of cloth and started teasing it up and down his crack, when the feel of wet cloth on his face jerked his thoughts back to the other end of his body.
Becky felt him go stiff and looked up to see that his face was now being pressed into the soaked crotch of Stacey's panties. Stacey was leaning back with her eyes closed, one hand on the back of Peter's head and the other hand pulling hard on the leash somewhat awkwardly at upper chest-height.
"You horny slut! You were supposed to make him beg!" Becky mock scolded her friend. In truth, she was delighted at how into this Stacey was getting.
Stacey's eyes shot open. "Shit!" she said as she realized the boy's face was already wet with pussy juice that had soaked through her underwear. She was fairly certain she'd never been this wet before.
Peter inhaled the heady scent of the new pussy in front of his blindfolded eyes and tried to place the voice. He didn't think he'd ever heard any of them say that particular word. Hell, it could still be any of them.
Becky shook her head at her sorority sister, "Well, you're both still overdressed. Help me finish getting him naked and then we'll get your panties off."
A sharp tug on his leash pulled him backwards. They turned him around quickly. Becky pushed down between his shoulder blades so that he was face down, ass up with her kneeling thighs over his head and with his butt raised toward the mystery girl.
Peter groaned in mortification. Licking a new girl's pussy had sounded great, but he hadn't thought tonight would necessarily include two girls staring directly at his shaved stretched asshole.
"Strip him!" he heard Becky command. Long-nailed slender fingers ran over his smooth ass cheeks. They hooked the sides of his panties and slowly pulled them down. He felt his bald ball sack drop heavily and his erection bob between his legs.
Stacey was fascinated. She lifted the smooth warm scrotum and fondled his balls. She'd never had such free rein to explore and play with a man. She reached forward and pulled his stiff dick backwards so she could inspect it more closely. He grunted but made no move to stop her.
It was a very nice cock. She realized she had expected something smaller on a man who would go for this kind of thing. His rock-hard erection throbbed in her manicured fingers, a little droplet of precum forming at the tip. She couldn't suppress a giggle. She looked up to find Becky smirking at her in shared glee.
"Why don't you take that plug out of his pussy for us?" Becky offered, leaning forward to spread her boy's ass cheeks wide for the novice domme.
Stacey gripped the diamond base of the fat plug and tugged gently. The boy's delicate pink muscular ring constricted around its property to fight her. She let it go and watched the hairless boy pussy pull its toy back inside. It was so cute. She hadn't realized a man could be cute in this way.
She felt a naughty thrill of feminine dominance as she grabbed the plug again and started gently fucking him with it. In and out, in and out, a few millimeters more coming free with each thrust.
The boy moaned beneath them as it finally slipped from his clutches. Stacey stared into his pink anus, watching the muscles in his pelvic floor contract a few times on the emptiness, trying to recover.
"Ain't that just the cutest boy pussy you've ever seen?" Becky asked proudly.
Stacey smiled and giggled with her friend. Despite this being the first and only 'boy pussy' she'd ever seen, she was about to answer affirmatively when Becky cut her off.
"Alright, panties off now," Becky commanded while turning Peter back around using his leash.
Stacey stood up and peeled off her soiled underpants. Her bald sex glistened, visibly wet. Becky handed her back the leash, which she promptly straddled and sat on. She ran her fingers into Peter's hair and looked back up at Becky.
"Only if he asks nicely," Becky said.
"Beg slut!" Stacey barked at him with a huge smile on her face.
"Please um...Miss...please may I lick your pussy?"
Stacey summoned her most regal, authoritative voice. "You may," she pronounced. Her composure broke within seconds of his face contacting her sex.
'Stacey,' Peter thought to himself as he ran his tongue up and down the girl's vulva, 'I'm pretty sure that was Stacey's voice.' Whoever it was had a completely shaved snatch. He moaned into her cunt, lost in submissive eroticism.
Stacey had never received such enthusiastic cunnilingus. With one hand firmly on the back of his head, she tugged his blindfold off with the other.
The look of submissive devotion he gave her as soon as their eyes met sent a fresh jolt straight to her cunt. He kept his eyes on hers like he'd been trained to do, licking away obediently. She loved it, leaning back, letting her spine arch and her eyelids flutter, losing herself in the sensations.
He'd only been licking a few minutes when she realized she was rapidly reaching her limit. Her eyes shot open, and she looked to her friend in desperation, "Becky! Fuck, this is so hot! Becky, if he keeps going, I'm going to-"
Becky said nothing. Her face showed no alarm or compassion. She just reached out her hand, slipped it into the cup of Stacey's bra, pinched her nipple firmly between her fingers - and twisted. Hard.
"FUCK!!!!" Stacey squirted for the first time in her life. Her eyeballs rolled back in her skull as her pussy clamped down hard on the boy's tongue. She painted his face with her juices.
Pure bliss whited out all her thoughts.
******************
When she returned to this plane of reality, she found that Becky now was lying beside her with her own legs spread. The boy toy was now lapping enthusiastically between Becky's legs. The crotch of her teddy had been unsnapped, baring her smooth lips beneath a finely trimmed rectangle of dark pubic hair.
Stacey looked down at her friend's womanly, powerful cunt and suddenly felt like a little girl with her bald pussy. She resolved to grow a landing strip as soon as she could.
She looked back up and blushed to find Becky watching her. Becky's gaze was playful, lusty, and dominant. "His tongue's not bad, eh?"
Stacey looked at the sexual deviant next to her for a moment before laughing herself silly. "Yeah not bad. This is fucking great, Becky."
"We've barely gotten started, Stace. He's - ooooh - he's working very diligently down there, but why don't you give him some extra motivation?" Becky gestured with her head towards the chair next to her bed.
Stacey looked over and spied the sex toys on the seat of the chair. She got to her feet and staggered over to get a closer look at the dildos already loaded up on the two strap-on harnesses. She had never used a strap-on dildo or even seen one outside of porn.
"The pink one is yours," Becky mentioned as an afterthought with her eyes closed, focused on the glorious movements of her boy's tongue.
Stacey noticed the purple one was considerably larger. "Hey, why do I get the smaller cock?" Stacey whined like a brat just for fun.
"Because..." Becky replied, annoyed and distracted by the tongue on her clit, "...smaller cock goes first."
Stacey shrugged, "Fair enough." She stepped into the harness, positioning the base of the artificial dong over her pubis and cinching the straps tight around her thighs just under her butt. She stroked "her cock" for the first time and felt a rush of excitement.
Becky whispered to the boy between her legs, "Beg her Petey. Beg Miss Stacey to fuck your slutty asshole!"
Peter flushed with humiliation at Becky's words. He might have considered refusing in an attempt to save face, had his tongue not been coated in the delicious fuck honey of his goddess.
"Please fuck my slutty asshole, Miss Stacey," he forced himself to say as quick as he could before burying his face back in Becky's gash to hide his mortification.
Stacey poked her shaft awkwardly between his cheeks and spread them with both hands. His puckered entrance looked delicate and vulnerable. At her mercy.
Stacey felt another rush of power move through her at the sight. To tell the truth, she hadn't known what to expect when Becky had told her they would both be fucking Peter's ass tonight. Sure, she was down. She was going to do it. It was kinky as hell, something to check off her bucket list. But she didn't really expect to enjoy it.
Now though, she felt more excited than she had since she'd lost her virginity. She was going to lose another virginity tonight. She'd understood the mechanics of it intellectually, but now the reality of it was hitting her. She was going to penetrate someone. She sensed the metaphysical barrier before her; she was about to cross from a penetrated to a penetrator. This could change everything. Forever.
Stacey came out of her thoughts and noticed Becky watching her intensely. Becky gave her a nod with cheeks flushed with arousal. Stacey swallowed her saliva and got her head in the game. She wouldn't let Becky down.
She slathered more lube over Peter's anus and pressed her finger pad gently over his puckered entrance. The well-trained orifice sensed the pressure and relented, surprising her. Her finger slipped inside him.
"Hoah, hahaha!" Stacey giggled as Peter's asshole squeezed her, "It IS a slutty asshole!"
"Told ya," Becky grinned back, "Mmmm, hear him purring into my kitty? He likes that finger in his ass."
The boy pussy felt hot and tight around Stacey's digit. She took it as a challenge. She was going to bust that cunt open. She started to slide her finger back and forth. "You like that, Peter? You like me finger-fucking you? Yeah, you do. Eat her pussy like a good little boy toy. I'm going to fuck you all night long."
The muffled moans from Becky's crotch got a little louder. Becky smiled and nodded at her friend. Stacey pulled her finger out and quickly positioned the tip of her dick at the boy's open fuck hole.
Stacey took a deep breath, steeling her nerve, savoring the moment. She made a conscious decision and stepped into a new level of womanhood. Ability unlocked.


Peter moaned loudly into Becky's muff when Stacey slid her rubber dick inside him.
"Oh! Are you okay, Peter?" Stacey asked in alarm.
"Boys are tough. He can take it," Becky reassured her, "Isn't that right, Petey?"
"Mmrmrmr yes, Miss. I can take it."
"See?"
Stacey leaned over him, running a hand into his hair as she started to move her hips.
"That right, baby? You a tough guy?"
Peter just moaned in response.
Becky cackled. "Yeah, fuck yeah! Fuck that ass, Stace. Make him your bitch."
Stacey pumped her young, healthy hips, thrusting back and forth, laying pipe for the first time in her life. She was instantly addicted.
"Mmmmm, fuck...yes," she uttered, barely in control. She was panting with need. It shocked her how close to orgasm she was. Sure, the base of the dildo felt nice on her clit, but her arousal was 95% coming from her mind. She never wanted this to end.
Becky got up. Peter moaned at the loss of her pussy or maybe it was from a particularly emphatic thrust of Stacey's cock in his ass. Stacey tried to slow her breathing down as she watched her friend strap-on her thick purple dick.
"You like my dick up your ass, slut boy? Ride me, babe. Throw it back on my fat cock," Stacey taunted her subby, getting off on her own words. She held her hips still, giving her burning gluteal muscles a much needed rest.
Peter barely felt the sting of humiliation anymore. He was just grateful to the young mistress for giving him control of their rhythm. He focused on the angle and the pace. His dick twitched as Stacey's dildo stimulated his prostate.
Another strap-on dildo against his lips brought him out of his thoughts.
"Suck it, Petey," Becky demanded in a breathy voice.
And then they were spit roasting him. He surrendered all control of their pace, all of his attention consumed with keeping his holes loose and accepting as they fucked him from both ends.
Becky slid her cock lazily back and forth in her boy toy's mouth while she watched her friend pound his ass. Stacey met her eyes. Something electric there. Powerful, new, unleashed. Becky checked herself for a fleeting moment before surrendering to her instincts.
Their lips locked above the boy they were dominating. Stacey kissed hungrily, desperately. Becky returned her passion, giving the other tongue a little suck before thrusting her own tongue deep into Stacey's mouth. She pulled back and the two girls grinned at each other like jackals. Like two lottery winners, tickled pink at their good fortune.
Suddenly Becky turned around, pulling out of Peter's mouth. She raised one knee to rest on the bed as she bent over with her strap-on cock hanging down between her legs. She reached one hand back and pulled her butt cheek aside.
Despite Stacey continuing to rail him from behind, Petey's pupils instantly focused in on the bared holes of his goddess.
Becky looked over her shoulder at him. "You want to lick my ass, don't you Petey? Yeah, you've wanted to tongue my crinkled little hole for a long time, huh?"
Peter was licking his lips, his face moving slowly into her rear as if drawn by a tractor beam. He wanted her badly.
"Go ahead, Petey, you've earned it. Eat my asshole, bitch."
"Do it, Peter! Toss her salad!" Stacey encouraged him with a particularly vigorous thrust.
The horny college boy pressed his entire face between those soft pillowy cheeks and started lapping away like a kitten with a fresh saucer of milk. It was amazing. In the same instant, he felt demeaned by the act of putting his tongue on her dirtiest part and honored that she entrusted him as the first to perform such a vulnerable act on her.
'I'm licking a beautiful woman's asshole,' he thought in a sudden moment of clarity. He felt he was exactly where he was supposed to be in the universe.
"Ohh Petey! Ohhhh good fucking boy! Yeah, lick my dirty butthole."
He licked off all the pussy juice that had seeped down around her anus, gently running the point of his tongue around her wrinkled rim, saving the center for last. He wanted to penetrate her there, to experience her last and most tightly guarded entrance.
When he ran his tip across the furrowed crater of her puckered orifice, she moaned loudly. Her little balloon knot was so much tighter than his stretched out anus.
"You want to tongue-fuck me, Petey, you naughty little pervert. Go ahead. Do it."
Peter stiffened his tongue muscle and speared it into her. The cute little muscular ring wrapped itself around his tongue, admitting just the tip. Becky shuddered in debauched ecstasy.
Unable to get much of a thrusting motion with his tongue, Peter tried to bob his head to fuck her ass.
Suddenly Becky pushed his head away and jumped up. Stroking fresh lube onto her fat purple cock, she looked at Stacey.
"My turn, Stace. I'm going to fuck his ass into next week while you're on your back him in missionary."
Stacey reluctantly pulled her dildo out of Peter's stretched out fuck hole. She was definitely trying this again sometime.
"There's condoms in the bedside drawer. Your call," Becky informed her as she took her place behind Peter's upturned buttocks.
Stacey was on the pill and much preferred the feeling of being barebacked to a condom. "You've been a very good boy toy for us, Petey. You want to raw dog me?" she offered as she sat on the edge of the bed and spread her legs for him.
Peter looked back over his shoulder at Becky, instinctively asking for permission. Becky smirked, continuing to fist her glistening girlcock. "Go head, Petey. You earned it. Show us how a man fucks."
Peter looked back at Stacey and for a moment, he came out of subspace. A confidence and a strength rose behind his eyes as he shuffled forward between the girl's legs. He rose off his knees to his feet, staying bent over the girl, gently grabbing her by the wrists and dominantly pinning them over her head while lining his stiff cock up with her sopping wet cunt.
He plowed into her.
"Ohhhhh! Yesssss! Oh Petey, I didn't know you had it in you!" Stacey taunted as she was filled with man-meat. Her words drove Peter on. He pumped his hips, fucking her with long powerful strokes right out of the gate, determined to prove himself. It was the most normal moment of sexual activity he had had in some time.
"Alright, that's enough of that," Becky chuckled as she reached over him and pulled his hands off of Stacey. He felt her dildo poking him in his behind as she brought his his hands behind his back. The motion sent his hips forward like a counterweight, hilting his tool in Stacey's depths.
"Grab your forearms and don't let go unless I tell you to," the mirth in Becky's voice was obvious as she made him bind his own arms behind his back.
Stacey reached under the pillow and retrieved the nipple clamps Becky had hidden there. Each one had a little weighted ball on the end of a short tassel. Stacey smiled up at him evilly, pinching his left nipple between her fingers as he felt Becky's glans start to press against his starfish. It was much larger than Stacey's had been.
The pressure of Becky's strap-on cock against his entrance rose steadily as her toned glutes rammed her hips forward. Just as his rim began to lose the battle, forced to open around the invading shaft, Stacey yanked on his nipple and applied the clamp.
"Eeeeekkk!" Peter's cheeks reddened with shame at the high-pitched squeal he'd failed to suppress. The little breath of control he'd experienced was snuffed out as he was plunged back into subspace.
The sting in his nipple competed for his attention with the sting in his distended sphincter. Becky's grip on the loop of his forearms and on his hip tightened as she slid her glans up his ass. His overtaxed asshole swallowed the head of her fat cock dutifully.
Peter's body realized that this was the biggest thing he'd ever had up his ass and more was coming. It jerked his hips in a quick desperate swivel, quickly learning that she was already too deep to dislodge. He panted as his body focused on surrendering and accepting to survive the penetration.
Luckily, Stacey was there to distract him with a wicked twist and pinch on his other nipple. He whimpered and looked down to the surreal sight of two little balls hanging from his clamped nipples. He briefly registered the beautiful female face beneath them before his eyeballs bugged even further out of his head and went unfocused as another inch of Becky's strap-on dick was stuffed inside him.
Stacey reached up and guided his head down. She kissed him, gently at first, tasting his lips before beginning a wet domineering assault with her tongue before guiding his head over her shoulder. She held him, stroking his hair, almost maternal, while Becky started to fuck him. His cock had softened a bit with the penetration. Stacey squeezed her cunt around it, and it responded with a throb to let her know it was still alive.
"You like that, Peter? Does my pussy feel good wrapped around your big cock? Does Becky's dick feel good owning your ass?" she whispered loudly in his ear.
Becky apparently heard her. "Yeah, Petey do you like it? So submissive. So whipped. Tell her."
"Yes! Yes, I can't help it. I love it! Fuck me Mistress!" Peter had lost all embarrassment by now. He had no will to suppress his moans and they were getting louder and louder. "Mmmmm, unngghgghh, ohhhh, uhhhhhh," he leaned into them actively as if they could save him from the sensations attacking his body.
"Good boy! Take that girlcock up your boy pussy, Petey!" Her pelvis was audibly slapping against his cheeks now.
The little hanging balls jerked and swung from his nipples with each of Becky's drives. His ass felt insanely and irreversibly stretched, his prostate flattened. Stacey was clenching his cock, kegeling her vaginal walls around him like a vise.
Stacey jerked his head back by his hair and looked him in the eye. Or tried to. His eyes were glazed over with arousal, looking inward at the approaching anal orgasm. Stacey grinned and pushed her thumb into his mouth.
A thought flickered at the back of his mind, a vague warning, a sense that he should try not to cum, that an orgasm at this moment might fundamentally break him, rendering him hopelessly addicted to femdom forever.
Stacey's whisper was hot and excited. "You gonna cum for us like a good boy, Petey? Gonna pump me full of your spunk with Becky's fat dick pounding your ass?"
They'd never be sure if it had been Stacey's words that pushed him over the edge or if it was just coincidence.
His eyes rolled back in his head and he howled, "unghhhhhahhahhhhh!!"
Peter's hot cum flooded Stacey's pussy while his anus twitched and spasmed around Becky's tool.
Becky showed no signs of stopping. She didn't stop pounding him until she reached her own climax.
But it was okay.
It gave him ample time to lick his mess out of Stacey's creamy cunt and bring her to another orgasm.
*******************
The January air had been fresh and chilly earlier when he had stood outside the house. He had stepped slowly and intentionally onto the porch, feeling the wood creak under his weight. He had stared hard at his spot.
Things had gotten out of hand.
After having some time to think over the winter break, time without any perfect breasts or hips muddying his thoughts, he felt more and more certain that he needed to put a stop to things.
There had been no signs that things would level off as last semester had finished.
After another session with her and Stacey, she had him pleasure her and Molly. Then Stacey had used him alone - his first college sexual experience without her. None of these sessions had involved him fucking anyone. All of them had involved pegging and cunnilingus.
And he hadn't even minded. It worried him that he hadn't minded. That his sexuality was becoming irreversibly twisted. He came like a freight train every time with a feminine hand around his prick and a feminine cock up his ass.
He had come to the sorority house today to tell Becky that he had to stop.
But somehow, he hadn't mentioned it yet. Instead Becky was sitting on his face while he happily lapped away. It was she that spoke first.
"Petey, you're a great boy toy, much more than I ever expected. But things need to change."
He stopped licking, surprised at her words. Had she been thinking the same thing as he had?
"You've proven yourself as a devoted and passionate submissive, not just to me, but to Stacey and Molly also."
Peter's heart raced. Strangely he felt a stomach-dropping fear that she was dismissing him. Even though that was what he wanted. Right?
"But you can be so much more, Peter. Our fellow sisters have become jealous, and they're right. There's no reason to be selfish. All of our sisters can learn from you: how to take control of a man, how to experience the power of female dominance, how to butt fuck a sub. And you can learn from them: how to submit to different women, how to pleasure them, what they like, how to be a sex toy for an entire house full of women in their sexual primes."
"Whoa! Becky-" his muffled words flitted up from under her. He pushed up on her hips, gently asking. She remained in place for a beat to let him know it was her decision, and then she stood up.
He looked up at her, his cheeks glistening wet with her juices.
"Becky, I don't think I can do that. Things are already getting out of hand. I-"
Becky cut him off effortlessly, "This is an incredible opportunity, Peter. Legendary. We're talking hot sex with more than 40 nubile dominas-in-training."
She paused to let her words hang in the air.
They had the effect she desired. Peter hadn't really processed what she was saying, but now that he thought about it, she was right. It was mythic. Like something from a Greek legend.
Becky smiled. She was the most powerful sister in the history of her sorority. She would be the one to bring her sisters, current and future, to understand their natural sexual powers.
"I've got everything worked out for you, Peter. The sorority president and executive council have already approved the new official position: sorority boy," she made her announcement proudly and excitedly. Peter couldn't help but appreciate the fantastic energy radiating off of her, even knowing that this announcement might very well spell his doom.
"Sorority boy?" he asked hesitantly.
Becky grinned wider and continued, "Officially, the sorority boy will clean, cook, lift heavy things, and otherwise serve the girls of the house in exchange for a modest stipend. Unofficially, his duties also include foot massages, pussy licking, and anything else the sisters desire."
Peter blinked back at her. "So a prostitute? You want me to be a prostitute."
"Ha! No, no, it's a VERY modest stipend, no one would accuse you of receiving more compensation than would be expected for your...non-sexual duties."
"Becky..."
She continued with unabated enthusiasm, "Of course, not all of the girls are kinky enough at the moment to appreciate the true benefits of the sorority boy position. Sill concerns about unwanted sex (she didn't use the word 'rape' for some reason) and pregnancy were brought up by several sisters. For that reason, as a compromise, it was decided that the sorority boy is to be kept in chastity, under lock and key, at all times."
"Chastity?!" Peter scoffed. Becky had really gone off the deep end this time.
Becky smiled and nodded like his question was adorable. "We'll make sure you're not too uncomfortable, I promise. I'll always have a key, but of course I can't be seen as hoarding you to myself or playing favorites. So it was decided that one sister will be designated as your 'caretaker.' This girl will be officially responsible for you, for removing your chastity cage for cleaning, for addressing any concerns from you or from the other girls. She will be in charge of keeping track of your key, which is to be checked out and checked back in after use by any girl who is interested in... using it."
"Becky, this is, this is crazy. Jesus! I mean..."
"We already voted on who would be the most fair and level-headed caretaker for our first sorority boy."
Peter waited with bated breath. He wasn't seriously considering this, but still, he was curious. Becky smiled, "Molly was voted to be your caretaker. Isn't that perfect? Of course, the sorority president will also have her own key as a...perk of the job."
Peter stared at the raving lunatic in front of him, gorgeous as she was, and laughed himself silly. She couldn't be serious. "You're joking, Becky, right? Very funny. You have a very active imagination."
Becky's smile left her face for the first time today. She grabbed his chin in one hand and pinched his cheeks between her fingers. "You've been very loose with my name today, boy toy."
Purely out of habit, or maybe instinct, Peter hastened to respond, "Sorry Miss. I meant no disrespect. I...I don't think I'm even capable of disrespecting you, at least not intentionally."
Becky's smile returned. "So I'm offering it to you. You will be our inaugural sorority boy."
Peter fought to keep from hyperventilating as his heart pounded in his chest, a familiar feeling in his goddess's presence.
"C'mon Petey, what's the worst that could happen? I'll always be available to...discuss things, and Molly, Stacey and I will all have keys. And you can always quit at anytime, though it would disappoint me terribly if you did so without a good reason."
Peter was unconsciously shaking his head. 'Don't even think about it, Peter. She's crazy. This has gone far enough,' he coached himself unconvincingly.
"But even with all the incredible benefits you'll be getting out of this arrangement, I can understand your hesitation to give up control of your dick...though you already gave me control of your orgasms months ago..."
It was true. He hadn't cheated. He'd texted for permission each time he'd jerked off over the break. And she let him play with his ass whenever he wanted. Fuck...
"To tell you the truth, Miss, it's not even the chastity that scares me the most. What scares me the most is that I'll like it. That I'll become a hopelessly addicted submissive slut-" he stopped himself. It was the first time he'd voiced this fear out loud, even to himself.
Becky stroked her fingers through his hair consolingly. "Hey, I won't let them fuck you to death, even if you'd enjoy it. We'll make sure you don't flunk out of your classes. You'll have time to eat and sleep. You'll just be getting lucky more than any boy on campus!"
Peter returned her smile nervously, but she could tell he still wasn't convinced. That was okay. She'd expected it. She wondered if he was even capable of rejecting what she was about to offer him. Her power was just too great.
"I know it's a big commitment, of course. So I've decided to offer you something you'd be insane to refuse, just to sweeten the deal for my favorite boy toy..."
Peter looked up at her, at her unwavering confidence. He looked miserable. Did he even want to know?
Yes. Yes, he did.
Becky pressed her sumptuous body into his hands, threw her arms around his neck, and hit him with a sultry smile that could have leveled an army. "I'm going to give you my anal virginity."
Peter felt like the ground was moving beneath him. He squeezed her tighter in his arms just to convince himself he was still on Earth.
"Think about it, Peter," she whispered in his ear, "No one has ever fucked this perfect ass. I want it to be you."
She pulled back to look him in the eye again. With innocent doe eyes, she asked, "Don't you want to fuck me up my bottom, Petey?"
He groaned the groan of the checkmated.
She giggled sweetly. "Don't worry, stud. It's going to be an amazing year."
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Sometimes Peter found it difficult being the sorority boy.
"Mmmm, mmmm, mrrrrRRRRRREEEE!" What started as an aroused moan muffled by a glistening vulva morphed into a scream as the girl behind him stuffed her strap-on up his butt a little too vigorously.
"Careful, Jenny. He's well trained but that's a big cock between your legs. Try to keep your rhythm steady so he knows when to relax for your next thrust," Molly counseled the neophyte domme who was currently sodomizing him.
Jenny. That's right. That was the name of the girl behind him now, the one whose pussy he'd already eaten out while the other girl had fucked him. It was that other girl's sopping wet cunt his face was currently buried in. What was her name again? Kaylee? Carli? Krystal? It was hard to remember the names without being able to see them on the other side of his blindfold.
"Ohhhhh, mmmm, fuck yes, the boy toy can munch a rug!" Whoever she was, she seemed to appreciate his talents.
Most of the girls used him like an appliance, only calling him 'boy toy' rather than his name, never attempting to get to know him. It wasn't their fault. Most of the girls found it awkward at first to use someone just for sex. They weren't all natural dommes. Becky had advised them to start out with him blindfolded and leashed, making it easier for them to relax, depersonalize him, and use him for their pleasure.
"Good boy! Lick her pussy good, boy toy! God, it's so hot watching my dildo disappear up his ass," Jenny said like she was a professional porno actress.
It was hard to believe that she was the same timid girl who had been a total stranger to butt play less than an hour ago. Molly had needed to coach her. "Go ahead, he's lubed. He loves being fingered like the helpless slut he is. Finger his boy pussy." Her first touch had been hesitant, but she was quickly sawing the length of her finger in and out of his clutching hole. "I had no idea straight guys liked this. Hahaha, look, he's fucking back on me."
Now she was humping a strap-on dildo into him like a pro.
"Mmm mmmm mmm" Peter moaned into the bare crotch of the girl whose name almost certainly began with a 'K' or a 'C.' He was getting off on the force of Jenny's hips crashing against his butt cheeks. Little shockwaves reverberated out from his anus with each impact.
The girl on his tongue gasped. "Oh! Yes, ooooh fuck yes!" she cooed in a breathy, little girl voice, "Oh Jenny, keep fucking him just like that. Make him lick me! Just...like....THAT!" Her voice shot up in pitch, and her grip tightened in Peter's hair, crushing the boy's face into her quim.
Peter hummed in satisfaction as the girl came on his face while her friend fucked him up the ass. Despite not reaching orgasm himself, he felt high on arousal. Her warm pussy felt amazing pulsating against his mouth, hot and sopping. Despite all his doubts and worries, moments like this always brought him that familiar thought: he was SO lucky.
"I think Peter's earned the blindfold off now, yeah?" he heard Molly suggest from somewhere behind him.
The girls must have agreed because bright light suddenly hit his retinas and then he was looking up, past the shaved pussy he'd just been munching on, past a fantastic pair of tits, one of which was still in the girl's clutching fist, into a dazzling pair of blue eyes.
"Hey cutie," the satisfied sorority sister greeted him for the first time.
"Hi," he answered back with a timid grin, strangely most embarrassed that he couldn't remember her name. She sat up to get herself together.
He looked back over his shoulder at the other girl whose silicone dick was still buried inside him. She still had both hands on his butt, idly spreading his cheeks with her thumbs and gazing at where her girlcock disappeared into his depths. She looked up and grinned.
"Nice to meet you, Peter, formally I mean. Hahaha," she giggled happily. They were all a little high with the thrill of experiencing a new sex act.
"MOI TURN!" Molly announced in a playful King-Kong voice while hefting the fat cherry-red rubber schlong fastened over her mound. She only let the new girls fuck him with little girl dildos, lest they get overzealous and hurt him. She trusted only herself to penetrate him with Big Red.
"Awww, no fair!" Jenny mock-complained as she pulled out. Peter amazingly still felt humiliated at times like these. He lowered his head to avoid their eyes. It was unnecessary. Their eyes were elsewhere.
All three women were looking at his slightly gaped asshole at the moment. He could only imagine what they might be thinking, staring at his well-fucked butthole with his caged balls hanging below.
The chastity had changed him, for sure. He missed jerking off, but now he focused so much more intensely on eating pussy and the sensations in his ass when they pegged him.
Many of the girls were anxious to play with his penis. Molly in particular was looking forward to using his dick again, but Becky had convinced everyone that, apart from cleaning, they should keep him caged for a while. Her chief concern was that the girls would all use him 'traditionally' without ever getting the experience of dominating a man. Keeping him caged would ensure the girls would at least sample his tongue and his asshole. But she sold the extended caging idea for its effects on Petey rather than its effects on the girls.
"One month or until he has an anal-only orgasm," she had proposed. "Maybe it'll make him even more submissive. Maybe he'll get even better at oral sex. Maybe it'll be fucking hot." She'd ended up being right on all accounts.
Some of the girls hadn't understood why they needed to fuck his ass. Becky explained, "Besides the fact that he loves it, imagine you want a sexual act that would associate humiliation and pain with sexual pleasure, that would instantly establish a permanent dominance hierarchy between two people, that would physically transfer psychological power from man to woman, what sex act would you design? And do you want your first time trying it out to be with a man you really care about in an important relationship or with the sorority boy toy? Because Petey? He's a sure thing." They all wanted to try pegging him after that.
"Whoa! Jeez Molly, take it--ooomphh--take it easy," Peter protested in a rising pitch, seeing stars as his bottom was penetrated with the thicker toy.
Molly just kept stuffing her bitchmaker deeper up his stretched channel. "Shhhh, Peter. I know what you need. I know just how you like it. Take it like a good boy," Molly spoke with confidence she'd never known just a few weeks ago. She leaned over him, holding herself steady in his guts, letting him adjust while she turned his head to capture his lips in a kiss.
"Uh, hey Molly, we're gonna go. This was really great," the girls instinctually sensed the mood change and didn't want to get in the way of whatever Molly had going on. "Bye Peter," they added as an afterthought.
Molly didn't stop snogging her boy for even a moment. She just raised her free hand in a slow thumbs up.
Molly had quickly carved herself a special nook in Peter's heart. She was always the sweetest to him. Becky and Stacey increasingly seemed to view him as a personal challenge, always trying to push the envelope to dominate him more intensely than the last time. But when Molly fucked his ass, he could tell she was intensely focused on his pleasure. When she sat on his face, she expressed true gratitude for his tongue, "Thank you, thank you, THAANKKK YOOOOUUUU!!" was her common refrain as she reached orgasm.
Peter kept his eyes closed, focusing on staying relaxed, enjoying the feeling of his inner walls sliding along Molly's shaft. "Fuck Molly. That's a....that's a big dildo."
Molly grinned wickedly and kissed his hair, then behind his ear. "Yeah, it is, huh baby? You like being the sheath for my big girlcock?"
Her hips pushed forward. She was surprised to find how easily her shaft slid into him now. Her lower abdomen pressed lightly against his cheeks. Molly's smile widened. "You're gonna get it now."
Despite her threat, she started at a controlled pace, slowly sliding her length in and out of the boy's bottom. "Molly...Molly you're so good at that," Peter was practically purring. This was the closest he'd been to orgasm in almost two weeks. He began to grunt shamefully at the joy of being butt fucked.
She leaned back over him and kissed him again, somehow never losing her rhythm, slowing accelerating her pace. Everything felt erotic to him. Her tits felt fantastic on his back. The muffled, awkward, real noises of their bodies colliding sounded perfect in his ears.
"Please Molly! Oh fuck, please!" Petey squealed as Molly sodomized him like a pro.
"Do you want me to stop?" she asked innocently.
"No! I just...I want to cum so badly..."
Molly giggled. "Go ahead, sweetie. I see the way you're pushing back on me. You need my big girlcock up your ass, don't you slut?"
Peter groaned in frustration and humped back on her strap-on even faster.
Ten minutes later, he gave up. He collapsed forward in a sweaty, frustrated lump. Even so, he promptly obeyed Molly's command to reach back and spread his cheeks.
His anus gaped wide as she pulled out of him. The sight made Molly feel proud and powerful. She couldn't suppress a good-natured chuckle.
"Fuck, it's almost starting to look like a pussy. Don't worry, sweetie. You look like you're getting closer to orgasm every time we fuck," Molly consoled him as she unbuckled her harness, "And Becky says we can unlock you and you know, start giving you reach-arounds and having you fuck us if you still haven't cum in another two weeks."
Two weeks. It sounded like an eternity to Peter. He'd only been in chastity two weeks and already his need to orgasm had reached a scary intensity.
He whimpered miserably.
Molly looked at him. "You know...you don't have to do this. I could just unlock you and make you cum right now. Just cause Becky said...you don't have to just because Becky said."
The words sounded true intellectually, but they scared them both. They looked at each other.
Becky was just a girl. Her words weren't magic. And they both knew how good some good old-fashioned pussy fucking would feel right now. But something deep inside them told them to do as Becky said. Neither of them really understood how fragile the strange dynamics of this kinky situation might be. Defying Becky might unravel the whole thing.
They both looked away. The moment had passed.
"Alright Petey, show me what that tongue is good for." She sat back with her legs spread in invitation.
"Yes mommy...I mean Molly!" He quickly hid his face between her folds in mortification, licking her voraciously in the futile hope the moment would pass unnoticed.
Molly smirked and took it in stride. "That's a good boy. Lick mommy's clit just like that..."
She came moments later. "Good fucking boy, Petey. God, you're ruining me. Oh, I hope this can be taught. I hope you're not just a natural talent. If my future husband can't be trained to do this, then I'll die an old maid."
Peter smiled up at her, basking in her praise. He frequently had similar thoughts about her and her sisters. "We aim to please."
"Let's get you cleaned up, Petey," Molly said.
Molly had been the perfect choice as his caretaker. Predictably, within the first week, he had fallen behind on school work. The allure of all that pussy, the demands of all the girls to try their new toy - it completely overwhelmed him. It was Molly who promptly noticed and enforced a strict schedule, limiting the girls use of him, ensuring that he stayed caught up on school work in order to have the opportunity to serve.
Now, just like she did every few days, Molly folded him in two on his back, locking his wrists and ankles to her headboard so she could clean him without interference. It was the most humiliating and intimate activity he'd experienced. The girl carefully examined his anus, noting how sore it looked, checking for any microtears before carefully applying a moisturizing cream. She pushed a large squishy silicone butt plug up his ass before unlocking his dick and wiping him down with an ice-cold washrag. She looked at the penis longingly, nearly breaking down and putting it in her mouth several times. But she'd kept to the plan so far and left his dick untouched for sexual purposes.
She carefully slid his junk back into its plastic cage and closed the lock.
"Poor thing. Gosh, I don't know how good your last orgasm was, but your next one is going to be epic."
His last orgasm had culminated in pumping his semen right up Becky's virgin ass. It would be hard to beat that.
"Hey, what time is it?" Peter inquired, still tied up on his back.
"10:47 AM. Why?"
"Shoot! I've gotta get to class."
Molly giggled, "Oh yeah. Class. The other part of your college education."
Peter scrunched up his face in a mock glare.
"Kidding! You think it's coincidence that I wrapped up this little session just in time? You have just enough time to make it to the Taylor building for PHY 201. Do I take care of our boy toy or what?!" Molly said proudly.
Peter smiled at her with true gratitude. "You're the best, Molly."
*****************
The cold air felt invigorating on Peter's face as he walked to class.
It felt surreal to be walking amongst all these other students who presumably hadn't experienced kinky group sex this morning.
He took pride in the gentle ache that announced itself from between his butt cheeks with his every stride. The ever-present need to cum simmered between his legs, but he'd made it past the blue-ball stage the first week and now it was manageable. Overall, he felt elated as he stepped into the classroom.
"Hi Claire!" he greeted cheerily as he plopped down into his seat next to her, a little too vigorously he realized as soon as his butt hit the chair. He hoped she didn't notice his slight wince.
"Morning Peter," Claire eyed him cooly. He seemed unusually chipper this morning. His cheeks were slightly flushed. His mouth was curved in an easy smile. He was positively glowing. "Did you go to the gym this morning or something?"
His easy expression quickly became worried. "No. Why?"
"I dunno. You look a little different than usual. More color in your cheeks."
At this, Peter's cheeks flushed a much deeper red. "Must have gotten my heart rate up rushing to class," he offered lamely.
"Uh...huh..." Claire replied, eyeing him with full force and a single eyebrow arched. Maybe he'd been masturbating? Boys were mysterious to her.
Peter gave her a forced smile and was visibly relieved when the professor began lecturing, bringing the moment to a close.
There was something between them certainly. On the face of it, the two of them were just friends, acquaintances really. But they'd automatically chosen to sit together again this semester. They talked only of academic subjects, but there was a keen mutual interest beneath the surface of their conversations. Both of them recognized the attraction, but neither seemed to want to put a name to it. For the moment, both of them were content to let things develop at their own pace.
As class ended and they walked out together, a stunning brunette in a short skirt crossed their path. "Heeyyyyy Petey!" she waved as she passed. He gave her an awkward half-wave in return. Sara? Samantha? He wasn't sure. Gotta get better with the names...
He turned back to Claire who was wearing an interrogative expression. "Was that your girlfriend?"
"NO!" Peter rushed to blurt out. "No, she's just a girl I know...from work."
"Oh," Claire said in an even tone, concealing her relief well, "I didn't know you had a job."
"Yeah..." Peter let the moment drag as he tried to decide how little he could say without being weird and desperately searched for words, "It's just a part-time job...at one of the sorority houses."
Claire's eyebrows both shot up at this. "Really?! What do you do there?"
Peter cursed himself for not preparing for a conversation like this. "Not much, just...grunt work," Grunt work, Peter?! What the fuck! Control your subconscious! "...mostly cleaning," Oh yeah, you get those girls real clean, Peter, shut up, shut up, SHUT UP!
He chanced a glance at Claire's eyes. Skepticism evident. Quick, change the subject.
"Umm, do you have a job?"
"No," Claire responded matter-of-factly, "I'm a full-time student."
Peter nodded miserably, feeling like he'd indirectly accused her of being lazy or something. "Makes sense. You're brilliant. This thermodynamics stuff is kicking my ass."
Claire's expression softened. "Well, you know I'd be happy to help you study sometime. Not that you need it, of course, you always seem to figure things out."
Peter smiled at her cute little hedge. It was the most vulnerable he'd ever seen Claire. He felt a warmth in his chest that was new to him.
"Yeah, I mean, I'm wicked smart, I dream of entropy, it's only a matter of time before I master it...but yeah, studying sometime could be good." Smooth, Peter, typically smooth.
Claire blessed him with a giggle. "Alright. Give me your phone, I'll put my number in."
He accepted her digits with a thrill and quickly sent her a text so she'd have his number too. They strolled, talking easily now. He learned that she had her own place off campus but liked to keep long hours in the library to stay focused.
Suddenly, Peter looked up ahead of them.
Without realizing it, his feet had carried him in the direction of the sorority house. And as luck would have it, there was Becky flouncing toward them with her perfect hair blowing gently in the warm breeze as if she controlled the weather too. Her bountiful cleavage looked poised to escape her neckline if given even the slightest opportunity.
"Peter! There you are! And who is this darling creature?"
Claire squared up to Becky like she was preparing to go into battle.
"Becky, this is my friend Claire. We've been in the same physics class the last two semesters. Claire, this is Becky. She's my..."
"Supervisor," Becky interjected with a wolfish smile, "I supervise Peter's job at the sorority house. It's lovely to meet you, Claire." Becky ignored the handshake Claire offered, instead throwing her arms around the girl and crushing her in a hug, pressing their breasts together.
"Nice to meet you too, Becky," Claire seemed to be in shock. It was a common response to meeting Becky for the first time.
"You have fantastic eyes, Claire. I bet the boys start drooling when you pop out the mascara."
Claire thought about the last time she'd worn mascara. For senior prom in highschool. She did not recall any drooling boys.
"Well I have to be going. Peter, I think Nancy was looking for you, so don't be long. Good bye, Claire!"
And then she was gone.
The two of them stood silently in her wake.
"Wow," Claire finally said, "She was REALLY good looking." She said it without any hint of jealousy or defensiveness. Just an impartial observation.
Yet again, Peter struggled to find the right words to say. It was becoming exhausting.
"Yeah...Becky is...interesting."
***************
Molly took a deep breath and stared forward at the sparkly design spelling out the girl's name on her bedroom door. It looked so innocent in isolation. A girlish, pretty name. But Molly knew better.
She steeled her nerve and knocked on the door.
"Mmmmm, who is it?" a breathy moan asked from the other side.
"It's Molly. Uh, I can come back later if now is a bad time." Part of Molly was already trying to seize the opportunity to flee.
"Ohhh, Mollz! Do come in!"
Molly took another breath and opened the door.
Her breath hitched in her throat at the scene before her.
Becky stood in a wide stance wearing nothing but black latex thigh-high boots with stiletto heels. Two figures, also clad in black latex, crouched at her feet, in front and behind her. The one lapping at her cunt was completely covered by a gimp suit, save for his mouth and chin. Becky held a leash attached to his collar in one hand. Behind her another gimp had its face buried between Becky's ass cheeks. It seemed to be clearly female judging by the tiny waist displayed by the skin-tight cat suit and the blonde mane sprouting from the back of her latex hood in a ponytail. Becky's cheeks were flushed with arousal, but she managed to give her friend a welcoming smile.


After a ridiculously long moment, Molly forced herself to look away, raising a hand to shield her eyes. "Oh Jesus, Becky. I'll come back later."
"Nonsense. Don't mind them. Right now they can't see or hear a thing. Just a little sensory deprivation project I'm working on. What's on your mind?"
Molly hesitated for a moment, trying to decide if staying would confirm she had some sort of psychiatric diagnosis. A second later, she stepped in and closed the door behind her.
"It's about Petey."
"Oh? And how is our boy toy doing?" Becky asked casually as she reached back to grab the girl's ponytail and pull her head even deeper between her buttocks.
"Umm. Well. He's fine, but um he still hasn't had an orgasm. It's been more than two weeks now, and I...Well I feel like we're being cruel."
Becky smiled at her warmly. "Oh Mollz. I knew you'd be the perfect caretaker for him. So empathic. Ohh-" She jerked the boy in front of her back by the leash and slapped him across the face. He panted twice before she gently repositioned him in her crotch.
"They get so overeager when they can't hear your responses, you know? Sorry, where were we? Oh right, how cruel we should be to our boy toy. Let's see. Mmmmmm, fuck" Becky's eyes rolled back as she suffered another lapse in concentration. She reopened them and looked at Molly. "I don't suppose you'd be willing to occupy one of these tongues while we chat?"
Molly shifted uncomfortably, only now just realizing how aroused she was. "Well...I mean...if it would help you out..."
"Fantastic. Do you have a preference?"
Molly had experienced group sex several times by this point, but still, the thought of the girl's tongue moving directly from Becky's asshole to her own body was slightly off-putting. "I'll take the boy on the leash."
"Excellent choice."
The two sorority girls repositioned themselves sitting side by side on Becky's bed with their gimps kneeling before them, licking away between their legs. Molly wondered who exactly these people might be.
"So, we should never be cruel to Peter, not truly. I adore him. He's been nothing but accommodating. He opened my eyes to a whole new world. And for that, I will do anything in my power to get him the happiness he deserves."
"Mmmmm, so glad to hear you say that Becky. Oooohh!"
Becky looked over and made eye contact with Molly who couldn't suppress a grin.
"VERY eager. *Giggle* You know how to train them, Becks!"
"To turn down, pull the leash and give him a love pat across his face. To turn up, pull his head into your cunt. It's a crude system, but effective enough." Becky explained as she pulled her gimp girl's head more firmly into her pelvis. Although it had been...interesting when Peter deflowered her bottom, she had definitively decided she preferred a tongue up her butt hole.
"So you think it's okay that I unlock Peter tonight and give him the orgasm he deserves, right?" Molly asked to confirm, straining to maintain control of her thoughts under the assault of the gimp's tongue.
"Oh hell no! He's worked so hard to get to this point. Why throw it all away now?"
"But I thought we said-"
"Oh c'mon Molly, he ENJOYS being denied. He adores your control. We said a month, and I'm sure he'd be disappointed if we let him off the hook early."
"I dunno. He's getting pretty needy, whimpering, moaning. I can feel his desperation when he licks me."
"If you're really not sure if he's still having a good time, you could always ask him. Offer to unlock him and jerk him off. I think he knows himself well enough at this point that he knows that's not what he really wants."
An awkward silence followed. Only the faint lapping sounds of two diligent tongues could be heard.
Becky turned toward her guilty-looking friend. "You already did. Didn't you?"
Molly felt her own cheeks flush. She hadn't intended to confess that she'd offered to break Becky's orders for him.
"Well...I mean...he's an adult, you know, and he can do whatever he wants..."
"And what did our adult decide?"
"He didn't really decide anything...But he didn't ask me to take off the cage."
"You see?! It's really not that complicated. If they say stop, you stop. If they don't, you don't make them say keep going. You take what you want. I'm learning that if you think something is kinky and hot, the sub usually finds it hot too, even if it's just in pleasing you. You try to find their line and get as close as you can without stepping over it. And if you step over, they'll let you know."
Molly sighed with satisfaction as her ethics were soothed in time with the tongue soothing the need in her pussy. She let her eyes close and felt her whole body relax.
"You're pretty smart, Becky, you know that?"
Becky let her own eyes close as a smile of self-actualization spread across her lips. "Sexual goddess."
***************
It was during the next week that Peter finally had an orgasm. In his cage. On the end of Molly's strap-on.
He felt it building behind his balls as he stared down at the massive soft melons on Molly's chest, which rocked back and forth every time he dropped himself lower on her dildo.
"That's it, Petey. Good boy. Ride me, baby!"
None of the girls had ever had him ride cowboy before, fearing their fledgling dominance wouldn't survive from beneath him. But he found being on top even more humiliating than being on bottom.
On bottom, he didn't have to do anything. He just had to take it. He could pretend he didn't like it. He could pretend it didn't affect him. On top, he was on display. Looking up at him, she could see every detail, every microexpression. She could feel his body tremble as the sensations in his stuffed asshole spread across his skin. She could feel his need in the pace of his movements.
Molly took his hands in hers, interlacing their fingers before cocking her wrists back into two little platforms for him. She sensed that something special was happening, and it inflamed her loins. She welcomed it when he put more of his weight into her hands and started to raise and lower himself in a steady rhythm.
Peter was quickly overwhelmed by the eroticism of the moment. He closed his eyes, tilting his head back and failing to stifle an inflamed moan.
Molly said nothing. They were past the point of words. When his mouth dropped open and his eyelids reopened to reveal a desperate, scared, aroused vulnerability, she felt her cunt clench in appreciation.
Sweat began to drip from him as he worked, patiently, diligently, slowly increasing his rhythm, careful to keep his angle the same.
When he looked at Molly again, he looked like he was so aroused it was painful. Like it scared him. He looked like he was about to cry but he kept bouncing his butt in her lap.
Molly bit her lip and slowly nodded. "Yes," she whispered, "Cum, boy. Cum for us."
"Hoahhh!" a desperate wail escaped him as he felt himself cross the point of no return. His asshole tightened around Molly's cock but he kept going, driving himself on despite the increasing friction.
A gasp left Molly's lips as the first splash of cream hit her belly. Peter's mouth appeared frozen in a silent scream as he rapidly sucked fresh breath inside, trying to survive the force of the orgasmic contractions. The strength left his muscles while his dick was still spurting in its cage, and he collapsed on top of her.
"Oh my god! You did it, sweetheart. Cumming from your ass. That's so SUBBY! Good boy, good boy! You came from your boy pussy, oh my god." She held him tenderly in her arms, petting his back and caressing her fingertips through his hair with her silicone still buried deep inside him.
Word of her feat spread quickly throughout the sorority. Not that Molly was a braggart...but of course it was her duty to inform her sisters that his dick was back on the menu now. It earned her the respect of everyone, though of course she most valued the praise from Becky.
"Well done, Mollz, well done. You'll have your own harem someday if that's what you want."
After that, most of the girls started using his cock. They would check out his key from Molly, unlock him, and ride him silly. Afterward, they had him actively participate in his re-caging as Becky advised. "Go make your ice pack, Petey." "Is it nice and soft yet?" "Now ask us nicely, boy toy. Say 'please lock up my naughty penis.'"
Meanwhile, his relationship with Claire continued to limp forward. They saw each other in class and occasionally met in the library to study. But never for dinner or even for coffee.
He was conflicted. He wanted to pursue her, maybe even to kiss her. But he didn't want to give up being sorority boy. And he respected Claire too much to be romantic with her while still fucking around with the sorority girls. No, she had to be set apart from all that. It had to be that way. As long as he was sorority boy, Claire would have to remain just a friend. Besides, his sorority boy time couldn't last forever...
A key factor in Peter's mental calculus was that he was having more orgasms now than ever before in his life. The brain chemistry was absolute. He was theirs now. Like a rat in a psych experiment, he would keep pressing that pleasure lever until he passed out. He would fuck and lick as long as they'd have him. What else could a boy do?
************
Seven months later...
Peter looked at himself in the mirror. The hairless body with its penis locked in the black plastic cage did not inspire much pride. But he was proud. Well, maybe not proud exactly, but he had no regrets.
He thought back on all the amazing experiences he'd had. When he thought of the pussy he'd eaten, the perfect racks he'd buried his face in, the girlish squeals from the ladies using him, and yes - the earth-shattering orgasms he'd experienced from having his prostate pounded, sandwiched between beautiful women - yes, he felt both proud and lucky. He had thoroughly enjoyed being a sorority boy, being used by different girls, fat girls, skinny girls, tough girls, soft girls, learning how to make them cum. He had made the most of his opportunities.
He looked back at his reflection noticing how clean and well-groomed he looked. His skin care routine had improved, well he'd never even had a skin care routine before. His muscles had gotten a little bigger and more defined from all the...exercise they put him through. His carefully selected outfit hung from a hanger on the door. He never used to plan his outfits, but the girls had taught him a bit about fashion, what they thought looked good on him, different styles he could try.
It was more than his clothing and grooming that had changed. Becky always seemed to be pushing him further. Every time, something new. After weeks of nagging, encouraged by some intense spanking play, he had finally caved to having all of his body hair removed with laser treatments. He hadn't had that much to begin with and he'd become accustomed to having a bald sex.
He'd drawn the line for any further body modification at tattoos. Becky had wanted him to get the sorority's name tattooed in greek letters right above his dick. But he knew all of this would end some day and didn't like the idea of explaining this chapter in his life to every woman he ever fucked. Having his tongue pierced had also been proposed, and he probably would have given in. But the girls quashed the idea after learning his tongue would be out of commission for oral sex for weeks while it healed. That was unacceptable.
His phone buzzed with a new text. It was from Molly.
*Hey Peter. Just a reminder that your services are booked this afternoon for Suzie's kinky mall sexcapade*
Peter sighed. Never a dull moment since becoming sorority boy, but this Suzie situation was pushing his limits.
************
The Suzie situation
Suzie was a sorority member and cheerleader who had ignored all the 'boy toy' craziness early on. Maybe because she had been more private about her sex life. Maybe because she was actually bisexual and had been finding herself leaning increasingly towards the lesbian end of the spectrum.
But after finally trying him out, she had found herself addicted to femdom. She never used him with any of the other sorority sisters, but recently she had gotten herself a girlfriend, Jaz, a skinny goth girl who was NOT in the sorority. Suzie had somehow gotten special permission from the executive council to share Petey with this outsider, though Becky had made it clear Petey was not obliged. "What you do with them is optional," she had said, "I mean, this is all optional of course, but even more optional. Like I don't care if you deny them. At all."
He was glad he had not denied them. It was new and exciting to play with a lesbian couple. He thought back to their last and so far only threesome together. It had been hot.
Neither of them seemed to be interested in his cock, but they enjoyed using his holes together. Suzie seemed to be an exclusive top. She had been trying to get Jaz to try it up the ass, but the girl was stubborn. He remembered them discussing while Jaz used his tongue and Suzie pegged him.
"That shit hurts. You won't even let me fuck your pussy with a strap, much less your ass. You don't take it in the ass, I don't take it in the ass."
"Because I'm the top. We've talked about this, baby. You said you were ok exclusively bottoming."
"Yeah, in my cunt, not in my shithole."
"That's not very ladylike language, Jaz," Suzie playfully admonished her girlfriend, "Besides, aren't you the least bit curious? Look at Petey here. He LOVES it up the ass." She punctuated her point with a forceful thrust into his bottom.
"Mrrhghggh," he moaned into Jaz's snatch.
"Yeah, but he's a freak," Jaz giggled and looked down at him between her legs, "No offense," she offered while pulling his head deeper into her vulva.
"It's just, mmmmm, it would be so hot to fuck your ass, Jaz. Just try to keep an open mind. Here, why don't you try fucking him a little?"
The night had ended with orgasms all around, but no resolution to the enigma of Jaz's asshole.
But a week later, Suzie had come to him.
"Peter, how are you? I just wanted to thank you so much for...hanging out with Jaz and me."
Peter smiled at the pretty cheerleader, "This sounds like you want something..."
Suzie smirked adorably. No one would pick her as the dominatrix when comparing her cute blonde curls and cheer outfit to the more severe appearance of Jaz. Appearances can be deceiving.
"Guilty. I've been continuing to...work on Jaz, and..." she looked to her left and right overly excited about her secret news, "she's going to let me take her butt cherry!" Suzie practically shrieked with excitement.
"Congratulations," Peter said, still not seeing how he was connected to this.
"Thanks. But the deal is I have to make one of her fantasies come true. She's kind of into exhibitionism..."
"So what? She wants you to fuck her in front of other people? Like strangers?!" Peter was amazed he still had the capacity to be scandalized by new fetishes.
"Well no, she doesn't actually want anyone to see us. She just wants the thrill of maybe getting caught. I'm thinking maybe in the woods, like camping out or something."
"Ok so where do I come in?"
Suzie sighed. "She wants to start off sharing you like we did last time. Only..."
"Only what?"
"Only she wants you to lick her ass instead of just her pussy this time. To get her into it."
"Uh huh."
"I've heard you do that, right? It's not that big a deal?"
"I dunno. This is pretty above and beyond, Suzie. Jaz isn't even in the sorority. And I hate camping." Peter was enjoying the opportunity to exercise a little more autonomy than usual.
"C'mon Pete. I'll owe you forever. What can I do to make it worth your while?"
In the end, Peter agreed in exchange for a session with Suzie that he designed. He scripted out the whole thing, and she executed it to perfection. Dressing up in a classy business skirt suit, role-playing like she was his boss giving him a substandard performance review, spanking him over her desk, 'forcing' him to let her blow him while fingering his 'virgin' asshole. She even typed up a real performance review document and 'forced' him to jerk himself off onto it while she fucked him from behind. It was a great time.
The plan changed from camping to the mall. Suzie had a friend who worked at the mall and scouted out a private staff bathroom. It could be accessed from an infrequently used corridor just off the mall's food court. Apparently that was enough to push Jaz's kink button.
********************
He texted Molly back.
*I know. I just hope she's careful. I don't want to get arrested.*
*Totally. I've been over Suzie's plan. Looks pretty safe. If you make it into the locked bathroom, you should be fine. If you get caught on the way there, they'll probably just tell you to leave. Minimal risk.*
*Yeah. THIS time. Next time, they'll probably want to fuck on top of the Empire State building or something*
*Oooh fun idea! You're so kinky, boy toy. Put me down for that one!*
He couldn't help but smile. Molly was a hell of a woman.
**************
As he walked through the food court to the designated meeting point, he took a deep breath to calm his nerves.
He felt pretty good overall. It had been a few days since his last orgasm, fucking Alice over the ottoman in her room. Her roommate had unexpectedly returned early and had to wait outside for them to finish. Peter considered it coincidentally apt preparation for what he was about to do.
His ass wasn't sore at all. It had been about a week since he'd been fucked, though that always made him worry he'd tightened up from disuse. No, he thought, I'm ready. Just have fun.
"Hey Peter!"
He spun around to locate the voice behind him.
Sitting alone there at a table laden with a milkshake and fries was Claire. Claire!!! He hadn't seen her in weeks; this was the first semester they hadn't shared any classes. God, she looked fantastic! He'd never seen her in a dress before. Sure it was navy and came to below the knee. But it was still a dress. She looked sharp.
"Claire!!! Wow! You look great!"
She stood up and actually did a little twirl for him. "Thanks. You don't look too bad yourself. A little different though. New haircut?"
"Yeah," he ran his hand through his hair reflexively, deciding not to mention that it had been Becky's idea like most of his recent life choices.
Claire nodded. "It suits you."
"Are you seeing anyone?" Peter's shock at his own words was evident in his eyes. The words had left his mouth before he knew what he was saying.
Claire was clearly pleased at the question. "No, not at the moment. What about you?"
He was about to say no as well, acknowledging to himself that the question was not so straightforward, when a new voice joined the conversation.
"THERE he is!!" Suzie appeared at his side, grabbing him by an arm. The sight of her suddenly reminded him where he was and what he was doing there.
"There's no escape for you now, slut!" Jaz playfully grabbed him by the other arm, like they were going to cart him off.
Could their timing be ANY worse?!
Peter looked back at Claire with a 'deer-in-the-headlights' look in his eyes. The girls seemed to notice her for the first time.
Claire sized up the two new challengers who had just materialized out of no where.
A pretty little thing in a fucking cheerleader's uniform with a fierce look in her eyes, thick of thigh and of breast. A sports duffle bag hung from her shoulder. Her blonde hair bounced in perfect ringlets framing her frozen picture-ready smile. Bitch.
The other girl seemed to be some kind of punk rock chick. Standing there in her combat boots, with a belt studded with metal spikes barely holding her black jeans on her hips, a black crop top contrasting with her exposed ivory midriff, long straight black hair, and an expression that looked downright hostile.


Where does Peter find these girls?
She looked to Peter expectantly.
"Hey guys, just gimme a sec-"
"He's ours this afternoon," Jaz defended their claim, "You can ask Molly-"
"She's-not-in-the-so-ror-it-y," Suzie cut her girlfriend off speaking in a harsh sing-song through clenched still-smiling teeth. She fixed Peter with a look that clearly said 'don't fuck up my chance at getting up in my girlfriend's ass!'
"Just ONE sec," she said firmly before stepping a short distance away with Jaz.
Peter looked back at Claire. "Terrible timing, right?!" he said nervously as if that explained anything. "I'm sorry, I have to go. We had plans, you see," he apologized lamely.
Claire just stared back at him like a regal hawk, too classy to get involved in...whatever he was doing with these girls.
She said nothing. A thousand questions came to her mind but none seemed worth giving up her superior skeptical stare.
"Umm...can I call you later?" Peter tried.
He'd seen her aloof. He'd seen her warm. This was the first time she'd outwardly displayed anger.
"Sure, Peter. I'm sure it will be a fascinating conversation." Her tone was icy.
Peter forced himself to laugh awkwardly. "Hehe, yeah..." He felt like a douchebag, but no alternatives immediately presented themselves. "Well, really glad I bumped into you! Talk soon!"
He took two steps back, which was all the permission the two horny girls needed. They immediately took him by each hand, "C'mon Petey, stop flirting with everything in a skirt," they teased leading him away.
Just as they exited the food court, he caught sight of Becky leaning against a wall, staring right at him. He did a double-take, and she winked at him just before he lost sight of her.
"Hey, did you guys see Becky here?"
"What? Why would she be here?"
"Who cares, you're ours right now. Not even Becky can take this from me now!" Suzie hurried them down a vacant hallway, past the 'Employees Only' double doors, and into the bathroom.
She locked the door triumphantly.
******************
Both girls were buzzing with excitement.
"Let's hurry! Who knows when someone might come!" Jaz failed to look even a little afraid of this possibility.
Suzie wasted no time establishing dominance. "Alright boy toy. Get your head in the game. You're here for us. Get on your knees! NOW!"
Peter's head was still on the disaster outside with Claire, so sinking to his knees and turning his brain into submissive mush sounded particularly appealing at the moment.
Suzie grabbed his chin, enjoying the look of surrender in the pretty boy's eyes as he looked up at her. She ran a thumb over his lips before pushing it into his mouth. A predatory smile appeared on her mouth as she eased into her role.
Behind her, Jax had pulled a strap-on dildo and harness out of the duffle bag. "Um...you brought a smaller one for my ass, right?"
Suzie beamed at her girlfriend. She let the silence linger as long as it could to torture her before admitting, "Heh, yeah. There's another one in the bag for your virgin pucker, princess. Now bring me my boy-breaker."
Watching Jaz get on her knees to hold the harness open for her domme to step into was fucking hot. She slid the straps up her girlfriend's thighs carefully, reverently. Peter caught a flash of Suzie's innocent white panties before the harness obscured them. He felt his cage becoming annoyingly tight as he imagined Jaz turning her head to give her girlfriend a sloppy blow job.
Instead, Jaz directed the tip towards Peter. Peter stared back at her and swallowed.
Jaz gave him a sympathetic look. "Here, boy toy, let me show you a trick that Suzie taught me to get in the right head space. Open your mouth."
Peter fully expected her to stuff the rubber dick in his trap, but he opened his mouth obediently anyway.
Jaz made a disgusting sound in her throat before grabbing his head and hawking a thick rope of spit into his open mouth. "There ya go, hun. Now suck her cock like a good boy."
Peter bobbed his head on the silicone phallus while offering up eye contact like he'd been trained. Jaz kept her palm lightly on the back of his head, while Suzie cupped his cheek. Both girls looked down at the submission in his eyes with his mouth full of girl dick. It made them both wet.
They looked each other in the eyes for a charged moment. And then they started making out.
From where Peter was kneeling, it looked like more than lust. It looked like love. The way they looked into each other's eyes. The way they moaned on each other's tongues. Peter felt a twinge of jealousy.
Then Suzie pulled off her girlfriend's tongue and looked down at him. "Look at those eyes, Jaz. They're saying 'I want to lick some ass, RIGHT NOW!'
Jaz's hands flew to her belt. "Well who am I to deny such a desperate little bitch."
With her belt unfastened, she leaned over the bathroom sink for support, reached back, and slid her jeans down. Twin pale fleshy moons appeared, separated by the teensiest triangle of black fabric. Peter felt a desire to sink his teeth into that bared meat and never let go.
She hooked the strap of her thong with a single finger and pulled it to the side along with a handful of booty. "Come and get it, bitch."
Peter's face would have moved towards the teenaged butt crack even without Suzie's guiding hand on the back of his head.
"Oooohhhh! So naughty!" Jaz cackled with uncharacteristic girlishness when she felt his wet tongue between her cheeks.
Peter had licked quite a few asses by this point. He knew what he was doing. He teased her inner cheeks with controlled directed swipes of his tongue, slowly honing in on her puckered treasure.
He felt his pants being tugged down behind him.
"Reach back and spread your cheeks, bitch boy!" Suzie commanded. She had taken off her cheerleading outfit now, standing there in her underwear and sneakers, stroking her lubed up cock.
Peter had pre-stretched and lubed, knowing that horny girls often got ahead of themselves, but he still appreciated the lubed finger that slid into his anus, pulling his hole apart. He moaned into Jaz's butt.
"Hey! You're distracting him!" Jaz whined at the loss of movement in his tongue.
"If he finds my finger distracting, he's gonna have hell with this!"
He felt her thick lubed silicone meat slap wetly into his crack. Objectively, he knew he had taken dildos that size before. He knew he was stretched and lubed and ready. He knew Suzie was just trying to talk tough for everyone's mental stimulation. But just like every time he was fucked, part of him worried that maybe THIS time he wouldn't be able to coax is body into relaxing right to accept the penetration and the girl would tear him apart. His anus clenched involuntarily at the thought.
Suzie used both hands to stabilize her rubber dong, keeping it lined up with the center of Peter's puckered entrance as she increased the force in her hips. Peter felt his ring being forced wider, made to swallow the fat glans of his mistress's tool. His anus burned as it was spread open into a new shape.
His sphincter was just wrapping itself around her corona when someone yanked on the locked bathroom door.
All three of them froze and turned to look at the door. Jaz bent over the sink, Peter with his eyes just peaking over the curve of Jaz's butt cheek and his hands still both reached back holding his buttocks to the sides, Suzie with her hands on her dick, holding the tip just inside Peter's rectum.
"Hello?"
A female voice from the other side of the door. Peter's stomach dropped with dread as he thought he might recognize that voice.
Suzie was the first to snap out of their shock. "Someone's in here!" she yelled, trying her best to sound annoyed rather than guilty/caught.
There was no answer from the other side of the door. All six ears strained to hear anything, hoping for the sound of retreating foot steps.
After a few minutes of silence, Suzie's hand pushed Peter's head back into her girlfriend's butt. "Keep licking her asshole, bitch boy," she whispered, "Do a good job and maybe we'll let you cum."
Peter's asshole clenched and slid around Suzie's strap-on as her hips silently began to move. He tentatively lapped at Jaz's puckered rim, making the girl hold a hand over her own mouth to muffle her titillated squeals. It was like they were sneaking around, a covert orgy, fucking as quietly as possible in case the intruder was still on the other side of the door. Peter had to admit it made the situation all the more arousing. Maybe Jaz wasn't so crazy.
"Oh baby, look at my fat cock sliding in and out of your asshole, you fucking butt slut!" Suzie growled, a little louder now.
Peter felt like a slut, in the best way. He moaned in time with her strokes. Jaz spun around, shucked off her pants completely, and crouched down in front of him, taking his head in her hands.
"You really like that, don't you boy? You like my girlfriend's dick in your ass? Is it good?"
"Uh huh," Peter managed to respond with the 5% of his brain that wasn't focused on the sensations from his overstuffed rectum.
"You better not be lying. I'm going to like it too, right?" The tough girl looked adorably vulnerable.
"No promises," Peter replied with no filter. He smirked when he realized what he said was almost certainly not what she wanted to hear.
Jaz mock scowled at him. "Oh, he's a bratty sub, huh? Fuck him, Suzie. Fuck the shit out of him."
Suzie was sweating and breathing hard now. "What *huff* do you think *huff* I'm doing? Put his tongue back to work *huff* 'cause you're next!"
Jaz bit her lip before turning back around and bending back over. Multiple hands pulled his head deep into Jaz's upturned rear.
"Yes! Yes! Tongue fuck my asshole, you fucking bitch!"
Peter made his tongue as rigid as he could. Even so, he was only able to stuff the very tip inside the tense muscular ring. Suzie shoved him forward and another centimeter of his tongue slipped into Jaz's anus.
"Oh fuck! Oh this is so hot!" Jaz's hand flew to her clit. She was close.
"Hands off your cunt, bitch!" Suzie leaned forward hilting herself in Peter as she grabbed Jaz above the elbow. "It's time."
Peter moaned loudly as Suzie pulled out. She moved to the duffle bag in a frenzy, quickly changing out the fat dong for a much skinnier model. She slathered the length with thick anal lube before looking up at her girlfriend. She smiled. "Bend over baby! Spread those pretty little cheeks for Mistress!"
Jaz panted, her cheeks flushed with arousal. She swallowed audibly before turning back around to obey.
Suzie shot Peter a look. "Get underneath her and lick her cunny. But make sure she doesn't cum until I say."
Peter crawled forward and turned around so that he was kneeling between Jaz's legs, facing towards Suzie's approaching dildo. His sore butthole announced how sore it was as soon as he started to move. Once in position, he sent a hand behind him to make sure everything was still intact back there.
He was shocked to find his hole was still gaping open. His finger slid effortlessly into his ruined lube-slicked pucker. It felt sore but untorn. Reassured, he focused on the young pussy in front of him. As he started to lick gently, he moved his finger inside him at the same rhythm.
Jaz took some deep breaths as she felt a dick press against her asshole for the first time. The pressure began to mount, and she felt her hole start to burn as it was forced open. Suzie had wanted this for a long time, she knew. And Peter took that behemoth up his butt. How bad could it be?
"Aiiieeeeeee!" Jaz squealed at the top of her lungs when the head of Suzie's cock suddenly popped inside her.
Suzie's hands immediately left the girl's hips to clamp over her mouth and silence her. She looked towards the locked door. Anyone on the other side would have heard. Hell, anyone down the hallway would probably have heard.
Jaz squirmed in her grasp like a stuck pig, twisting her hips this way and that, trying to stand back up, moaning into her girlfriend's palm. Her deflowered asshole clamped down tight around the plastic shaft, keeping the head still in her rectum.
"Hush," Suzie demanded in a curt whisper, "You're okay. Just breathe. Be a good girl for me and breathe. That's it. Breathe and relax that asshole. Give me everything. Good girl."
She changed her tone to a more commanding one. "Lick her, Petey. Make her feel good."
Peter applied his training and was rewarded with a muffled moan that sounded less pained than the others. Suzie peppered her girl's shoulder with gentle kisses. She removed one of the hands clasped over her girlfriend's mouth to slide down her throat, lingering there just long enough to establish possession before descending further to cup her breast through her crop top. She groped each tit over the cloth before slipping underneath to gently pinch a nipple.
A desperate little moan of pure lust buzzed in Jaz's throat. Suzie uncovered her mouth and kissed her hard. She dominated her girl's mouth, and Jaz sucked on her tongue like a good girl.
Jaz was surprised when she suddenly felt her girlfriend's lips replaced again with her hand, clutching tightly to cover her mouth.
And then she felt the dick in her butt start to move.
"Mmrmrrrrrr!" she moaned as the silicone shaft started to slip back and forth in her most forbidden, most private tunnel.
She surrendered completely to sensation, letting her eyeballs roll back in her skull, accepting the burn in her anus and the fullness in her rectum, enjoying the wet tongue swiping through her juicy lips.
The dildo was small, and the girl's anal sphincter quickly acclimatized and stopped resisting the penetration. Soon Suzie's hips were clapping her girl's cheeks rhythmically with each thrust.
Suzie's vagina clenched around the egg she'd placed inside when she'd exchanged for the smaller dildo. The kinky sexual fantasy of her life had come true, and it was everything she'd wanted. She was going to orgasm, and it was going to be explosive.
"Do it, Petey. Make her cum with my cock up her ass!"
She bent further forward, keeping up the pace, pumping her hips and driving her piston in and out of her girl's bottom. She whispered in her ear. "Cum for me, Jaz. Be my bitch. Oh fuck, I love you. Cum now!"
The last thought through Jaz's mind before her earthquake erupted was gratitude for Suzie's hand over her mouth.
"Rrrrrrrmmmmmmgggggghhhhhhhhhhaaaaaa!!!!" She screamed as her clit twitched beteen Petey's sucking lips. Her asshole clamped down hard on her girlfriend's thrusting cock. It clung to the exiting shaft, pulling her pelvic floor out, threatening to turn her inside out.
Suzie's orgasm crashed over her, slamming her hips forward in a whole body muscle contraction. She held her girl bent tight over the sink as their bodies shuddered together.
*************
Peter sat on the bathroom floor with his back against the wall as he idly watched the girls get dressed. They were all smiles, glancing at each other lovingly in their post-orgasmic glow. There was no where else on Earth either girl wanted to be. It was beautiful to see.
By contrast, he felt disgusting. They were finished with him. He felt used up and exhausted. He hadn't cum. His bare ass rested on the dirty tile floor with a greasy, unclean feeling between his cheeks. His cage was sticky with his precum. His face felt puffy and sticky too with Jaz's juices.
Suzie hefted the duffle bag over her shoulder and put her arm around Jaz. The tough girl held onto her with both arms, nuzzling her face into her girlfriend's shoulder like a kitten. Suzie grinned and then looked down at the ruined boy on the floor.
"Hey. You gonna be okay?"
Peter looked up at the happy couple and managed to nod a few times.
"Thank you," Suzie said and he could tell she meant it profoundly. She was looking at him like he was a saint.
He smiled and nodded again. She nodded back to him before unlocking the door and exiting the bathroom with confidence.
He listened for any commotion. Heard nothing. Apparently the coast was clear. They'd gotten away with it.
He wondered if he was too exhausted to get up, but after a while the floor began to feel even colder and harder and his anxiety that someone would walk in on him was enough to get up and re-lock the door.
He wiped his ass with some toilet paper, pleased to see neither shit nor blood, only clean lube, before pulling his pants back on.
He threw some water on his face and looked in the mirror. "Slut," he said accusingly, addressing his reflection. He burst into a chuckle but there was no mirth in it.
It had been erotic. Fantastically so. The stuff of porno plots, and he was living it.
But as he imagined heading home from here to diddle his butthole with a vibrator in his bedroom or maybe calling Molly to unlock him and jerk him off, he felt hollow and pathetic. Where was HIS Jaz? He thought of calling Claire, of course, but what would he tell her? No, he had to decide.
Could he give up being sorority boy? He thought about how many guys would probably question his sanity for even thinking it. Guaranteed kinky sex with dozens of sorority hotties. It was all his at the moment, probably would be for months more at least, maybe years. But at the moment, he didn't want Becky or Stacey or even Molly. He wanted Claire. Even if they were sure things, and Claire was just a possibility.
How much more kinky sex did he really need to have before focusing on a more meaningful relationship?! How many wild oats did he need to sow? He wouldn't turn 20 for another month, but he still felt he was being immature. He was old enough to go to war, to vote, to strike out on his own. Maybe he should be focusing on more than pussy?
He already worried that he'd corrupted himself irreversibly by this point. Would he be able to enjoy a sex life without any femdom? If not, had he limited his pool of potential future mates to only kinky dominant women? How many were there? 5% of the population? 1%? Less? Too late now...
He looked back at his reflection in the mirror. He cared about Claire. He didn't want his sexual perversions preventing him from developing a meaningful relationship with her or someone like her.
"Well, nothing lasts forever," he told his reflection with sage wisdom. "But it's been fun."
He straightened up. Despite the soreness in his asshole and the weight of the cage in his crotch, he felt more self-confident than he had in a long time. He walked out of the restroom with his mind made up. He was done being sorority boy. He would inform Becky first thing tomorrow. For now, he needed to talk to Claire and see if he could salvage things. He would tell her everything. He hoped like hell she was open-minded...
He rounded the corner and started walking past the food court when he did a double take. There she was. She was still there at the same table, as if she was waiting for him. Her eyes locked onto his.
Her lips curled in an easy smile. No, there was something sinister there. More of a smirk.
"Claire!" he stepped up to her table purposefully, "I'm so glad you're here. Let me explain!"
"Oh don't worry....PETEY," Peter felt his stomach drop as she slowly pronounced his nickname for the first time. He found it difficult to swallow, his mouth was so dry. "I just had a very interesting conversation with Becky. She explained everything."
"Oh." His thoughts raced for what that could mean. Not EVERYTHING, right? I mean, she couldn't have told her....
"Sit down." He followed the order without thinking, dropping into the chair in front of her as his thoughts spiraled.
"She said you like a woman to be dominant in the bedroom."
Peter felt the blood drain from his face. His breathing became apneic.


"She said you fuck like a stallion, but you prefer licking pussy and taking it in the ass."
If he somehow survived the next minute without spontaneously combusting, he was going to kill Becky. "Claire listen, I..."
"Was she lying?"
Peter couldn't bring himself to avoid her eyes. He opened his mouth to make some excuse, to deny, but he couldn't lie to this woman. He shook his head slowly.
Claire didn't seem the least bit upset. In fact, her face spread into a beautiful wide smile. "She also said that you probably fantasize about licking my asshole. Was she lying about that?"
"Listen, Claire. I'll tell you everything, but I'm done with all that now, with the sorority. First thing tomorrow, I'm..." His voice trailed off as he saw what she was holding up. It was a key. It was his key. The key to his chastity cage.
He looked from the key back to her dangerous, glinting eyes. "Becky gave me this. Seems I'm an honorary sorority member for tonight. Entitled to nothing - except for unlimited use of the sorority boy."
She stuck out her hand. More of a command than an offer.
"Let's go to my place!"
***************
Epilogue
Peter left the sorority to pursue a new relationship with Claire as her submissive boyfriend.
Becky became a life coach for high-powered executive women. Through a pseudonym, she also became a prolific erotica author and sought-after consultant to pornographers. She maintained a close connection with the sorority, as an unofficial advisor and venerated alumnus. She saw it as the perfect platform from which to evangelize her femdom faith to new generations of women still forming their own views on sexuality.
The sorority continued the 'official' position: Sorority boy. The arrangement was modified so that the boy was compensated with room and board in the basement, isolated from the rest of the sorority house by a securely locked door to the reassurance of any inquisitive tuition-paying parents. Each year, a special boy was chosen for the sorority house. The girls could nominate boys they found that appealed to their dominant sides, though sometimes boys were suggested from other sources (one year the sorority boy came as a referral from his female chemistry professor, another unofficial sorority advisor, who noticed his demure personality and cute ass in class).
The selection process was grueling and secretive, including a written test and a series of interviews with sorority officers and advisors (of course, Becky continued to interview every candidate personally).
Only the most submissive, obedient boys were offered the position.
The few, the dominated, the satisfied - the sorority boys.
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Colette and Glendel walked on either side of me, supporting me under my arms, patiently helping me stumble across camp with the bulbous glass plug stuffed up my bottom.
The sticky loads of two virile orcs sloshed inside me. My cream-filled intestines felt bloated and crampy like I had a stomach bug and needed the loo. Whenever a particularly violent cramp hit me, I'd stop walking, but our pace barely slowed. The girls just took more of my weight on their shoulders and more or less dragged me onwards. The cold wind bit into my naked flesh, and the pebbles cut at my feet.
Where the fuck was this maternity ward?! Why did I have to WALK the whole way? Didn't being bred by the Chieftainess entitle me to even a blasted buggy?!
But somehow the cruel unnecessary discomfort seemed right at home with the rest of the orcish hospitality I'd experienced so far.
When we finally arrived at the hospital tent, the girls handed me over to a pair of orc guards. One of them took me in her arms like I weighed nothing at all. Why couldn't they have sent HER to collect me?! Despite my exhaustion, I found the energy to bitch about this to Glendel, but when I craned my neck back to whine at her, I found the girls had already gone. Great.
The other orc unlocked a heavy metal collar. She fastened it around my neck and locked it securely. Oh joy, the collar is back, I'd all but forgotten it.
They carried me into the tent where a row of beds lined each wall. An apparently human nurse bustled forward to meet us. "13! Put her in bed 13! Yes, thank you ladies!"
I wondered how much of the common tongue these guards understood, but sure enough they carried me to the little bed marked '13' and laid me gently on the sheet. They locked a chain leashed through an eyehole at the head of the bed to my collar and walked out leaving me with the nurse at my bedside.
The nurse was a stout woman with breasts about the size of her head, ruddy cheeks, and a kind smile. "Rest now, love. We'll know if you're pregnant in the morning. Just rest now."
I was so exhausted, and the bed was so soft. She seemed nice. I liked that she was human. Maybe there was still some hope. I let my head collapse back on the pillow and quickly fell asleep.
******************
"Rise and shine, sweetie," the buxom nurse's voice roused me from the sleep of the dead at the crack of dawn, "let's see what you've got in the oven."
Even just waking up, my body immediately informed me that my belly was still uncomfortably swollen and that something hard and wide was still stuffed up my asshole. There was also a soreness in my chest, two sorenesses actually, centered over each nipple.
I shut my eyes tighter, unwilling to face a new day in this fucked up reality.
Until I felt a clawed hand on my belly.
My eyes shot open to find the nurse was accompanied by an orc dressed as a nurse. This orc slid a hand under my butt and easily lifted my lower half to slide a wedge-shaped sack underneath, raising my hips higher than my head.
"Wait..." I protested, still waking up.
"C'mon love, spread your legs for me, lift your thighs. Let's see what we're working with here."
Somewhat reluctantly, I let my knees fall apart before using my hands to pull my thighs back and apart to the sides of my swollen abdomen.
"Oooh, that must have hurt, sweetheart." She angled a rectangular mirror to show me the bruised swollen rim of my ruined asshole, spread tightly around a glass bulb.
I let my head fall back on the pillow and closed my eyes, a tear ran down my cheek.
"Hohhh!" I gasped and my eyes shot open as I felt her finger brush lightly over my sore stretched anal ring.
"Oh, don't worry love, this will heal quickly. One of the more pleasant side effects of the ritual. And you know, you only bruised because you clenched. Your submission was just incomplete is all, sweetheart!" She brushed my hair back and gave me a maternal look of concern.
I glared back at her. She was dropping rapidly in my estimation.
"But not to worry, we'll have you trained up and stretched out before the first egg comes. Do as I say and I promise you, you'll birth them all without tearing!"
I looked away from her, an instinctual escape. The first egg?! "Fucking hell," I moaned miserably under my breath.
She misinterpreted my despair. "Oh it's not so bad as it seems. Your next breeding will go much smoother. With training, you may even cum!"
Well, so much for my hope for the human nurse. The woman was clearly insane. She seemed to be waiting for me to rejoice and thank her, but I just groaned and closed my eyes again.
"Oh sweetie, you'll feel better soon. Now let's see if you are with child."
She reached into her pocket and withdrew a pink polished stone. It looked very similar to the unicorn horn they'd fucked me with earlier.
"Ahhhhhhh!" a pained female voice suddenly squealed with a volume that filled the entire structure.
The plump woman showed no sign of panic, only focused, determined, professional calm. She turned to her orcish companion. "That will be #8. I thought she likely had a few more hours, but it seems they've come early." Her colleague nodded back with equal seriousness. The nurse turned back to me. "Sorry sweetie, we'll come back and finish up later. You just rest now." The two of them left me there without another word, with my plugged rump still wedged up in the air.
"Ahhhh! Ohhhhh! Whyyy?!! Eeeeeee!"
The squeals were disturbing to say the least. Curiosity demanded that I find out what was going on. Still unsure whether I would regret what I was going to see, I craned my chained neck up and took a look around.
There were a handful of other "patients" in the tent. All of them had their attention focused at the far end of the room, where I saw a crowd gathered around the shrieker.
A pale skinned elf girl had her feet up in stirrups. I couldn't see between her legs due to the crowd, but her face was flushed beet red as she continued to grunt and squeal.
The occupant of the bed closest to me turned around. She was a dark-skinned beauty with huge tits hanging bare on her chest. I gaped at her chocolate areolae for an indulgent moment before realizing she had noticed.
"You must be the new girl they brought in last night?" she asked with a friendly smile, her white teeth practically glowing in sharp contrast to her ebony skin.
"Oh, me? No, I'm a man."
She giggled. "Tell that to your asshole."
Upon seeing my frown, she apologized. "Hey, sorry, I wasn't trying to upset you. A lot of girls take a while to adjust, even after cumming from being fucked and having their clits go permanently soft," she shrugged as if to qualify her apology, "But by the time the tits come in, pretty much everyone realizes that 'man' is the wrong word."
Deciding I disliked this woman, I looked around at the other beds' occupants. Topless girls with bared tits all around. I wondered if they all used to be men. I thought about asking my new acquaintance here, but it didn't seem like a 'first five minutes after meeting' type of question.
"Gods! Ahhhhhh!" the pale girl's screams were impossible to ignore.
"Is she um..."
"Giving birth? Yep."
"Fuck my life..." I said under my breath, more to myself than to her.
I looked back at my new buddy. It was so nice to talk to someone who wasn't overly hostile and trying to rape me. Someone who understood what I'd been through. A peer.
As the girl in labor continued to scream, the both of us made eye contact and slowly nodded at the grim reality of our situation.
"I'm Bo," I ventured.
"Delia," she smiled at me. She seemed so...just like a woman. I had to know.
"Nice to meet you, Delia. Was that your name...umm....before?"
She looked away. I could tell she was annoyed. Her eyes came back, tense with self-restraint. "It used to be Dell." Her eye contact felt uncomfortable, but I forced myself not to look away. We both slowly nodded again.
"Ohhhh! Gods in heaven. Fuuuuuuccckkkkk!" Both our eyes were forced back toward the terrifying noise. It really sounded like she might be dying.
Nurses bustled around her. One of them moved aside, and then I saw between her legs for the first time.
The first thing I noticed was that she had a vagina. A tight pink hairless little slit.
But beneath it, her asshole was spread obscenely wide. Something unnatural sealed her canal. A smooth, slick membrane just inside her anus, colored an almost fluorescent yellowish green.
"Fuck me," I gasped in shock.
"Urrrghhhhhhhhhhhhahhhhhhhh!" The woman screamed as a particularly fierce contraction seized her. The muscles in her pelvic floor swelled and fought. Her anus spread a bit further open, probably wider than my fist at this point. How big are these fucking eggs?
I spoke just to speak, just to say words in a vain attempt to normalize this depraved situation and calm myself down. "Is there...is there any advantage to them? Women vs men, I mean?"
Delia shook her head. "Doesn't much matter to them. If it's got an asshole, an orcess will impregnate it," she smiled bitterly, "We all grow big titties after a while anyways. Orcess cum is strong." She chuckled without mirth.
The girl squealed even louder, and a nurse moved to tend to her, obstructing our view once again.
"I didn't know," I muttered, "I didn't know there were women here too."
Delia looked at me glumly. She said nothing for a while, and then, "Most of us were soldiers. But they take all comers. Diplomats. Merchants. Travelers. Whole families sometimes. Anyone unlucky enough to cross an orcish raiding party whose rear end is to their liking."
"Please! Ohhhh! Please kill me! Oh God! Fuckkkk. I can't, I can't, I can't. OhhhHHHHHHH!"
A nurse moved out of the way, giving us an unobstructed view of the fat green egg stuck in the girl's rectum.
"Jesus," I said, "look how big that fuckin' thing is." It looked perverse. Surreal. Like somehow the sweet confused girl had gone and gotten a watermelon stuffed up her ass.
"AhhhhiiiiiiiiieeeeeeeeeeEEEEE!!!"
With a final push, the girls anus fully unwrinkled and went white with tension. One nurse pushed down on the girls belly while two others pressed up on the sides of her ruined hole, into her inner buttocks, her taint, and her crack. Without warning, the widest part cleared her ring and the huge egg fell into the waiting hands of a nurse.
"Ungghhhh! Ungggg! Uhhhhhh!" The elf girl moaned and panted in a mixture of pain and relief as her gaped orifice quaked and quivered, struggling to remember its prior shape.
Next to me, Delia smiled. "There she goes! Well done!" Similar cheers went up from the other girls. Were they all insane? Maybe they'd lost their minds being prisoners too long. Delia looked over, noticing the shocked look on my face. "Don't worry," she reassured me, "The rest of them will come easier."
The rest of the eggs...This is crazy...this is...inhuman! I couldn't do this. Letting them lay their eggs inside, up my ass, birthing them...Fuck that!!
"I've got to get out of here," I said quickly on the verge of full-blown panic. My hands gripped the cold metal chain tying my collar to the wall. It suddenly felt like a noose.
Delia looked back at me, quickly noticing my distress. "Keep your voice down, Bo. You may have Chieftainess seed in you, but that won't save you from a beating if you start ranting about escape."
But I had to escape. Or perish trying. It was clearer than ever to me now. Think, damn it, look around. How can you get out of here?
"Calm down, girl. You're not thinking clearly. You're thinking it's just the guards you have to evade. But it's much, much worse than that."
I turned to her in horror. She held my gaze with the somber pitying certainty of someone who understands without being proud of it, like an adult talking to a child.
"If you were going to escape, you shoulda done if before the ritual. Now you best stick with us. If you escape or fall behind or get lost, well then you'll have to find someone to stretch that ass for you. Otherwise you'll surely die giving birth."
"...Die?...Giving birth?" I could barely choke the words out.
Delia lifted her eyebrows and nodded like I was an idiot. "Yeah. I mean, does that look EASY to you what Charise is doing over there? And that girl has been fisted everyday getting ready for her first birthing. I mean, the anal training program is pretty good now, Nurse Mindy says maternal death is less than one in ten nowadays..."
This couldn't be. It couldn't be this bad. I couldn't accept it.
"Maybe...I might not be pregnant," I muttered, not really feeling any hope but hoping anyway.
Delia just shook her head. "Even if you're not pregnant yet, you still have to deal with the cock hunger. You're probably starting to feel it already, right?"
What's she talking about? I mean, sure I feel a little horny...I probably just need to jerk off....though I couldn't feel even a twitch of stiffness down there...
"If you escaped, you'd be begging the first man you saw to sodomize you, and your own people would probably burn you at the stake as an abomination."
"I am an abomination," I muttered bitterly. "We're all abominations," I said more loudly.
"Cute abominations though," a pretty girl across the aisle from my bed winked at me. My hostile glare seemed not to faze her. "Judging by how fat that ass is already," her eyes moved to my lifted buttocks for a moment before returning, "you're gonna be a real looker."
My head fell back against the pillow. I didn't want to talk to anyone anymore.
"What's her problem?" I heard her ask.
"Oh hush, she's just...adjusting. You remember how it was," I heard Delia make my excuses.
"Barely," the girl sounded unconvinced.
I stared straight ahead, trying to block out the renewed wails that signaled the second egg had reached the girl's rectum.
Time passed. Hard to say how much. More than an hour, I was pretty sure, less than four. I idly wondered how many eggs had been birthed.
Eventually, the buxom nurse returned to my bedside. She looked tired and sweaty like she'd been working hard.
"Alright love, let's get you sorted."
I raised up on my elbows, instinctively defensive. The orcish nursing assistant gave me a gentle smile that I didn't find the least bit comforting.
The pink stone appeared back in the head nurse's hand. She moved it to my belly, still distended with orc semen, and rubbed it gently over the skin where the uterus was tattooed on me.
Nothing seemed to be happening. I looked from her to the orc nurse and back again, watching their faces for any reaction.
They looked disappointed.
Finally, she stopped rubbing me and put the stone back in her pocket. She looked at me with a sympathetic smile and shrug, "It's alright, sweetie, not everyone gets pregnant the first go around. Doesn't mean you're worthles- I mean infertile. I'm sure your next breeding will be more successful."
I breathed a sigh of relief, barely managing to conceal a smile from my two caregivers by focusing on the persistent discomfort from my bloated belly.
Thank God! I wasn't pregnant with the spawn of Morok! I mean, thank God I wasn't pregnant at all, that's what I meant, right? The uncomfortable realization dawned on me that I wouldn't have been nearly as elated to learn I wasn't pregnant with Elara's child...
"But for now, we've got to take this out," the nurse's voice echoed from outside my thoughts.
I felt a tug on my butt plug and the soreness in my anus re-announced itself with vigor. I flew into a panic. "Wait! Ohhh!" I grabbed her wrist. She stopped pulling but didn't let go.
"It's gotta come out, sweetheart."
I looked her in the eye and knew she was right. I wanted it out too. I never wanted anything put inside me again. I gave her a little nod and released her wrist. The orc nurse positioned what seemed like a ridiculously large basin under my bottom.
"Alright, give us a big push on three. One...two...three!!!"
I bore down as she tugged, and the colossal plug pulled free of my well-fucked asshole.
A flood of cum belonging to the Chieftainess and her shaman splashed out of me. Lewd sounds filled the room as my asshole squirted out streams of slimy splooge. The air filled with the stench of semen.
I moaned and whimpered, partly from the unpleasant sensations of my insides rearranging themselves but mostly from the humiliation. It was surprising that I still had the capacity to feel embarrassed. As if I had any control over this fucked up situation.
"There now, there's a good girl. Let it all out. We'll come back later for a pelvic exam to make sure everything's okay before we discharge you. You could be cleared to return to duty later this afternoon..."
She noticed my expression of dread.
"...but, it is your first time. And that cunt does look pretty sore. Why don't we keep you overnight?" She gave me a maternal smile.
I clung to the sliver of kindness amidst the brutality of my new reality.
"Thank you," I sighed, more grateful than I could recall ever being for anything. I laid my head back on the pillow as she left again.
"Hey! Hey you!"
I looked up to find a woman with a very pregnant belly two beds down trying to get my attention.
"Uh yeah?"
"Hey, I heard you ranting about how we're all abominations. Well, fuck you!"
Delia spoke up in my defense, "Hey, c'mon now Tanya, you know she'd didn't mean anything by it."
"Don't matter what she meant. I won't have her bad mouthing things. My Og treats me better than any of the men I knew before I came here."
Delia spoke again, "Well yeah, but I mean, you were a whore so...maybe that had something to do with it."
A few of the other girls chuckled. It was a bizarrely normal moment.
"How can you all be so...relaxed about all this?" I asked perplexed.
The girls all stared back at me, and I felt bad for being a buzzkill. Delia shrugged. "Gotta take your laughs where you can. No sense being upset all the time. And like Tanya said, it's not so bad."
Not so bad...I lay back down. The girls chatted about inane gossip ("Did you hear Tharok sold Kat?! Yeah! Yeah, she's Ignra's second bitch now...").
Suddenly, I heard a voice I thought I recognized. My head snapped up.
There she was.
Elara was talking to the smaller orc nurse. She looked fantastic. She stood tall, proud and strong. Her bulging biceps outdone only by her breasts, which bulged from the top of her leather armor bodice. Her pose was so dominant, confident and completely at ease. Like she knew she could kill everyone present unquestionably, and everyone present knew it too, so why think twice about it?
I was so happy to see her. It felt like it had been an age since I'd seen her.
Why was I so happy to see her? I dunno. She was my enemy, my rapist; I was her prisoner. I knew that. But still the sight of her made me glad. It was nothing like seeing Morok or the Chieftainess. It was like seeing an old friend. She was the only person I knew here...
As I watched her, her head turned, and she noticed me over the other orc's shoulder. Our eyes met. I froze for a moment and then gave her a little wave.
My heart pounded with excitement and...something else. For some reason, I felt ashamed. Why? I realized I felt ashamed for letting the Chieftainess fuck me before Elara did. Like I was a cheating mistress. Ridiculous.
Her face stayed serious and a bizarre fear shot through me that maybe she didn't want me anymore. Maybe I'd been defiled. I was dirty. I was used. I was-
But then I saw it. It was subtle. The corners of her mouth pulled gently upwards. She still wanted me.
***************
During the night, I found out what Delia had been talking about. The...cock hunger...it came on strong. I tossed and turned for a while, denying what my body was telling me, before finally relenting and sliding a hand around behind me. I sighed with relief when my finger slid easily into my asshole, still lubricated with a thick coat of orc jizz.


My second finger felt even better in my pussy, I mean my ass-pussy, I mean my ass. Without that horrible empty feeling, I could finally relax. I fell asleep like that. With my fingers in my bum.
In the early morning, I awoke to the sounds of movement in the next bed over. I rolled over to investigate and instantly found that the sorenesses on my chest had worsened. My fingers slid up my torso quickly to gather more information.
My nipples felt puffy, swollen, and tender. It was hard to tell in the low morning light, but I thought they looked a little red. Under other circumstances, I would have worried about an infection, but I knew the true cause was much worse. There was nothing to be done.
My attention was called to the nurses attending to Delia in the next bed.
"Well, everything looks healthy, Delia. You always tighten back up so quickly after birth - a model patient. You're good to go."
"Thanks Mindy. Hey um before I go....do you think...well Darak is out on patrol you know, and her sister has her hands full with two bitches of her own, so do you think...could Wara fuck me before I go?"
I was well awake now. I peered over the edge of my bed with erotic curiosity. Nurse Mindy looked skeptical. Her orcish nurse assistant looked hopeful.
"Well, it's up to you, Wara. If you can be quick about it, fine, but I won't have us falling behind on our rounds. I'll take my breakfast now, be ready to go when I get back."
Delia looked to the orcess hopefully. The nurse took pity on the black girl and gave her a wicked smile. A good fucking before she discharged her. A service she would happily provide.
Delia flipped onto all fours happily, lifting her ass in expectation. And that's when I saw her testicles. Petite little things, bouncing pathetically in a smooth hairless sac as she jiggled her rump enticingly for the orc.
The nurse wasted no time stripping off her dress and feeding her stiff green prick into Delia's asshole.
I felt no disgust as I watched them copulate. I watched dispassionately, an impartial observer.
Delia's tits really were massive. More than I had appreciated when she was sitting up. Now as she was fucked on all fours they bounced together like giant water skins. Her moans sounded genuine.
I almost felt...envy.
**************
It was after midday when I was released. The thick warm gruel they'd fed us for breakfast sat well in my stomach. Clothed in the ill-fitting burlap dress and crude sandals they'd given me, I felt more optimistic than I had in days.
"Time to go," the orc nurse announced to me as she unfastened my chain from the bed. I felt butterflies stirring in my stomach in anticipation of being reunited with Elara. I hoped I looked alright. I knew I was being ridiculous, but I didn't care.
When the nurse led me outside, I put on my best smile. I let my excitement shine through unrestrained.
The sun warmed my face and reminded me that I was still on Earth. The sun rose today, and it would rise again tomorrow. All races have monsters and heroes, and somehow I felt certain I was about to see one of the good ones again.
But Elara was nowhere to be found.
Instead, my leash was placed in the hand of a short green-skinned woman. She was, without a doubt, the least intimidating orc I had seen.
Her tusks were smaller than average, giving her face a more feminine appearance than most of the orcs I'd seen. She was still muscular but decidedly more womanly than her peers. Although her breasts were rather small, her figure was dominated by generous curves that gave her a softness that seemed out of place in the orcish race, perhaps because of her short stature. Her flanks looked to be covered by a thin, cushy layer of fat as they curved down to the full derriere that swelled her battle skirt. Her eyes held an energy that seemed poised to fight, ready for a challenge.
The disappointment and anxiety at Elara's absence must have been evident on my face.
"How dare you frown at me, slave!" she barked at me, jerking my face up by a fistful of hair.
"Ahh, sorry, sorry Mistress. I just...I think Elara is supposed to be here?" Even as I said the words, I flinched my eyes closed, fully expecting a slap for complaining.
No slap came. When I peeked my eyes open again, the orc was studying me with a vicious look in her eyes.
"You've got it bad, don't you slave? And she hasn't even fucked you yet." Her harsh expression seemed to soften with a bit of pride as she said the words, straightening up a little taller with satisfaction.
"She does that," she looked dreamily into the distance, becoming innocent and girlish for a moment, before turning her attention back to me. Her eyes re-hardened.
"I am Mara, Elara's partner. She came to collect you yesterday, but the nurse said they were keeping you overnight."
Relieved, I exhaled a breath I hadn't realized I had been holding. "Oh. Sorry. I'm Bo."
"Let's go."
It was unclear whether she hadn't heard me say my name or just didn't care. She turned quickly and jerked me along with behind her by my leash.
I wondered what 'partner' meant. I assumed of course that Mara's cum would soon be mixing with Elara's inside my bottom, but did their connection extend beyond procreation? Were they in love? Did this make me the other woman? A substitute? The competition? Did Mara welcome the use of me for surrogate pregnancy or was she trying to warn me off her territory?
As she dragged me through camp, my mind felt dizzy as these questions bubbled through my synapses.
In the light of day, the encampment seemed like a rather normal village. We moved through rows of tents of varied size and purpose. The orcs were busy with their work, only sparing a moment to run their eyes over me as I passed before returning to their duties. I saw no other humans or elves, making me wonder if we were quite rare or just kept hidden.
As if in answer to my question, Mara suddenly turned a corner and stopped us in front of a small tent with a two slaves standing out front. There was a line of iron rings drilled into a thick log and each slave's collar was leashed through one of the rings. Mara attached my collar to the third ring, leaving me at the end of the slave line, and disappeared inside the tent before I could say anything.
A minute later, a big mean-looking orc came out of the tent, unhooked the first slave, and dragged her inside.
"Do you know what we're doing here?" I asked the slave in front of me. She turned and looked deep in my eyes, a sad, mildly hostile stare. Then she turned back around.
Okay...
After a while, the orc returned and brought her inside, leaving me standing there alone tied outside the tent.
I could hear movement inside and some muffled talking in what sounded like orcish to me, but I still had no idea what our purpose was here. My mind raced with terrible possibilities. Was I here for a new tattoo? Some kind of piercing? Castration?
While I contemplated, a tall skinny orc with her hair gathered into a thick braid that sprouted from the peak of her skull emerged dragging a slave leashed behind her. It was the slave girl who had been first in line when we'd arrived!
Relief moved through me as I quickly assessed her form and found no evidence of maiming. The girl wouldn't meet my eyes as she passed though. She looked ashamed...
A jerk on my chain pulled me back to reality as the big orc pulled me inside the tent.
I saw Mara sitting with a few other orcs, chatting and smoking a communal pipe. I was led right past them and out the back of the tent.
Two little shacks had been constructed behind the tent. They reminded me of outhouses, perhaps because of the revolting noises emanating from the one on the right. The orc dragged me into the shack on the left.
The interior consisted of a hole in the floor, above which hung some type of harness with leather straps and metal rings.
In short order, I was stripped of my burlap dress and strung up with my ankles folded up next to my ears and bound tightly to my wrists. I stared up at the orc past my dangling limp hairless penis and my upturned buttocks. She looked bored as she walked out and shut the door. I heard her call out to someone in orcish.
The door opened again, and a short creature stood there hefting a full waterskin in her arms.
"Glendel!" I exclaimed. Despite being suspended in mid-air with my asshole exposed, I was genuinely happy to see her. Sure, she wasn't the nicest person I'd ever met, but she was a hell of a lot better than some ugly orc here to mutilate me.
"Well if it isn't sweet cheeks." She gave me a smile, which I knew was rare for her. Okay, it was more of a sneer, but I was still happy to receive it.
"What are you doing here? This isn't Morok's tent too, is it?"
She rolled her eyes in characteristics Glendel-fashion. "Morok's not my owner. She just employs our services from time to time. Most of the ruling class does, those with enough coin at least."
I blinked back at her, utterly confused.
Another eye roll. She hung the waterskin from a hook on the inside of the shack and turned back to me, holding a familiar-looking glass funnel. "Asses. We're in the ass business. All day long, my owner and we who belong to her purify and primp slave ass until it smells sweet as roses. I hope this gives you some insight into my cheerful nature," she smiled sarcastically.
Her disgruntled disposition was on full display as she swiped her fingers into a jar that hung on the wall and spread a dollop of slime around the funnel's spout.
"Oww," I complained as she pushed the tip firmly into my upturned anus. She opened the waterskin, and liquid began pouring through the funnel into my rectum.
"I'll be back." She closed the door, and I was left in darkness.
At first, it was kind of peaceful. It was cool in the shack, and I couldn't really move anyway, so I let myself go slack in my bonds and thought about nothing. But after a few minutes, my intestines started to swell with mild cramps. I was really starting to worry Glendel had forgotten about me when the door opened again.
"Ready to empty?" she asked with an evil smile.
When I only glared at her, she just shrugged her shoulders and started to close the door again.
"Yes! Yes, sorry, I'm ready, please!"
"Good to see you're still thinking clearly, sweet cheeks. A lot of girls kind of zone out at your stage. I was a little worried about you after Morok and the big boss took you to bed. But good for you not letting them fuck that spark out of your eyes. Yet."
She pulled the funnel out of my butt and fiddled with one of the straps that ran through a pulley in the ceiling. The result was that the angle my upturned bottom was lowered. "I'll give you a minute."
Dirty liquid sprayed and squirted and poured out of me over the next several minutes, accompanied by the most sensational array of flatulent sounds.
When Glendel returned, my cheeks were warm with embarrassment. "See! This is what I'm talking about! Look at you, you're humiliated! That's great. You still have enough pride to be humiliated." And with that she stuffed the funnel back in my asshole to begin the next cycle.
Two cycles, later the waterskin was almost empty, and my insides felt fully power-washed.
Glendel took a little bottle of what seemed to be perfume and dabbed some with her fingers on my inner thighs, my armpits, and my neck.
Then she opened a fine porcelain jar, something that had no place in an orc encampment. I figured it must have been been imported/raided. She coated two fingers in a milky ointment before fingering me deep, pushing in as far as her digits would go to spread the thick, sweet-smelling lube along my inner walls.
"Jeez, do you have to be so rough?" I whined.
"Really?! A couple of lubed fingers are a problem for you?! Well, let me tell you something. That first egg is gonna be SPECIAL for you."
I looked back at her with a wounded, worried expression. Bitch.
"You have a blessed day, sweet cheeks." She flounced out of the shack with a spring in her step like I'd made her day. She was a strange one.
A few minutes later, the big mean-looking orc that I now assumed to be Glendel's owner returned to untie me. She threw my burlap dress at me and gave me about a second to put it on before she was dragging me back into the tent.
My leash was again placed in Mara's hand. She stood up and pointed to the ground. "Get on your knees and thank me, slave! Try to be worthy of the coin I've paid for you!"
Glendel's owner and another orc looked on at the spectacle Mara was making. As the shortest orc in the tent, maybe in the entire camp, Mara clearly wanted to show off her dominance. Classic short orc syndrome, I thought.
Fine by me. I dropped to my knees. "Oh Mistress Mara. Thank you! Thank you! This slave is unworthy!"
I wondered if I'd gone too far, if I was about to be kicked for making fun of her.
But when I looked up, Mara was loving it. "Come along, slave," she said with a victorious smile as she turned to walk out of the tent with her head held high. I noted amused smiles on the other orcs' faces.
**********************
As we wound our way through the encampment, the clouds opened up, releasing a warm drizzle down upon us. Mara frequently jerked my leash and admonished me. "Hurry up, slave!" "Faster, slave!" I don't think I was dawdling...I think she just liked giving orders.
Finally, we came to a stop in front of a large tent made of dark green canvas. She moved me inside with a forceful tug of the leash. A modest living area with a table and two chairs passed by us as she hurried us through a curtain made of loose hanging beads. A bed covered in furs sat before us.
Mara turned around and looked at me with excited naughty eyes. Not friendly exactly, but the most positive expression I'd gotten from her yet.
"Strip, slave," she ordered with a triumphant grin.
I wanted to ask where Elara was but felt like I'd already pushed my luck far enough. I pulled the burlap dress over my head, glad to be rid of the itchy, wet garment.
Mara made no move to undress herself. Instead she crossed her arms over her chest and smirked at my attempt to cover my crotch with my hands.
"Turn around and bend over."
I did as she said, awkwardly resting my hands on my knees.
"Mmmm, look...at...that. She loves fat asses. You're going to get WORKED OVER tonight!"
Her words made me feel proud and humiliated in the same breath. How is this possible? I looked back at her over my shoulder.
Carefully setting aside multiple knives that had been hidden in her attire, she pulled her battle skirt off, baring her smooth viridian skin. Stepping back to sit on the edge of the bed, she spread her legs, displaying herself to me.
Her little cock was erect. So different from Elara's. It was hairless and cute. Beneath it, her cunt also looked nothing like Elara's. In place of Elara's tight little slit, Mara's fat lips gaped open naturally.
Her pussy looked...'well-used' was the term that came to mind. The sight of it automatically conjured a vision of Elara's shaft coring out her soft meat. I remembered Morok saying it was something of a dishonor to be penetrated. I wondered if all orcs saw it that way.
Mara's voice suddenly awakened me from my stuporous gaping at her privates.
"Come, my chubby little slave girl. On your knees. Come suck my big cock. Blow me bitch!"
I surprised myself at how eagerly I dropped to kneel before her. For some reason, the desire to prove myself to her was strong. The excitement the short cute orc had to live out this 'big bad dominant' fantasy infected me. I wanted to make her wildest dreams come true - just to see if I could.
I licked my lips to wet them, keeping my eyes on hers, wordlessly communicating my submission.
Her cock was small enough that I was able to take it fully in my mouth at the first attempt, so different than the other penises I'd been forced to fellate. It's tip just reached the back of my throat as I touched my nose to her pubis. She moaned and looked down on me with genuine gratitude.
"Yeeessssss, you'll be a good little human for me, won't you, Bo?"
So she DID hear me say my name...I purred with my mouth full in response.
"Bo with the big fat bottom." She stood and took a domineering step forward with one foot, leaning forward, towering over me, almost straddling me while gripping my hair to feed her cock into my mouth. I had to reach a hand behind me to keep from losing my balance and falling back.
Her desire and her clear desperation for control made me eager to please her. Warm satisfaction and lust filled my insides as I bobbed my head with purpose and dedication. I felt more in control of my life than I had in days, which wasn't saying much, but felt good anyway.
I was wholly lost in the blowjob until I heard a sharp orcish exclamation behind us.
Mara's hand pulled my mouth off of her with a painful jerk of my hair. She stepped back and quickly began ranting in orcish. I coughed and sputtered, recovering from her cock going a little too deep in her rush to stand up, and looked behind me.
Elara stood there with her arms crossed over her chest and a little smile on her face. She looked huge inside the tent, her bulky form completely filling the space.
She met my eyes and gave me a little wink before turning back to her partner and barking out a single command. The tone was firm but not angry, at least as far as I could discern.
Mara looked anxious. Her eyes darted down to me and then back to her partner. She spoke in orcish again in a low pleading tone, pointing at me with her finger. I sensed that she had already lost whatever argument they were having but was having trouble accepting her defeat.
Elara didn't even bother to argue with her. She just stared her down and raised a single eyebrow.
Mara's lower lip quivered for a moment as if she might cry. Then looking down in defeat, she silently unfastened her bodice, stripping completely naked apart from her boots. Her bosoms looked rather small, but they hung in perfect teardrops from her chest with soft puffy areolae covering almost half their surface.
She turned and crawled onto the bed on all fours. She took an audible deep breath and lowered her chest to the cushion, raising her hips behind her, offering the two of us a perfect view of her holes.
Her asshole looked impossibly tight, like it may never have opened before. The dark forest-green puckered ring of muscle twitched as we gazed upon it. I wondered if Elara had ever ventured inside.
Elara stepped up behind her partner and pulled her own hardening cock out. It looked even bigger than I remembered.
"Come Boh," she pointed to the ground between them, and I crawled forward on my knees. She ran her powerful, calloused hand into my hair then down to cup my cheek. I practically purred at the kindest touch I'd received in days.
"Elara," she said pointing to herself. Did she think I'd forgotten her?!
"I know! Of course, I haven't forgotten you! Elara! Elara!"
With her hand still caressing my head, she spoke to Mara in orcish. The other orc responded in kind, maybe translating. Elara looked back down at me.
"Suck," she commanded, laying her thick staff across my face. I licked across the shaft, tasting her sweat, before I accepted the glans between my lips. So big. It seemed like a different species than the specimen I'd had on my tongue just seconds before.
After a minute, she pulled out. My lips made a wet popping sounds as they slipped off her crown.
Elara pointed to her partner's bare bottom and seemed to struggle for words. "Ass...ass..."
'Yes, it is,' I was tempted to say.
Grunting in frustration, she switched to orcish.
"She says she wants you to kiss my ass," Mara translated. She turned to look back at me over her shoulder. "Don't think this means anything, slave. I'm your mistress too! You do as I say!" She turned to face forward again, clearly uncomfortable with the situation.


Odd. She's worried I'll think I have something on her by kissing her ass? Some power play.
I shuffled forward on my knees, bringing my face to her rear. I took a meaty butt cheek in each hand and paused to look up at Elara. She grinned and gave me a little nod.
I took no time for any foreplay. I went straight for her hole. My lips pooched together for a classic smooch. I pressed them gently but firmly to Mara's tight balloon knot.
A few seconds passed with my lips in constant contact with her anus, long enough for me to think about what was happening. Mara moaned. I knew we were both thinking about Elara. A shiver passed through me at the eroticism of the scene.
As I started to raise away from her, my head met with a large clawed hand. My skull seemed to fit perfectly in Elara's palm. Her thumb rubbed my scalp gently as she pushed me back deeper into her lover's butt crack.
Elara spoke softly in orcish, in a deep, powerful tone, dripping with lust.
"Tongue," Mara gasped from in front of me, "She wants you to use your tongue."
When I dragged the wet rough pad of my tongue over her opening, she whimpered something in orcish. Elara chuckled behind me.
Her hand left my head, but I kept licking Mara's asshole, desperate to show my obedience, my devotion. This was so different than it had been with Morok and the Chieftainess. I felt...honored to be included in the intimacy between these two that hung palpably in the tent.
I teased the tip of my tongue around her rim, gently threatening her hole's integrity. I felt it catch in the little crevice of her puckered center. I stiffened my tongue and prepared to push forward with everything I had, when suddenly the hand returned to my hair and gently pulled me away.
Elara eased me back on my heels. "Stay," she commanded before turning back to her partner and bringing her now fully-stiff rod to the orc's pussy. I noticed it was wet. Mara's lips had engorged and bloomed open. I felt proud.
Mara cried out as she was penetrated. Elara did not react, continuing to press deeper at a slow, steady pace. As Elara began to fuck her, little moans spilled and slipped from her lips.
Mara looked back over her shoulder. But not at Elara. Her eyes went straight to mine. They looked wet, on the verge of tears. She looked ashamed.
Why should she care what I think? I wondered.
Apparently, Elara had the same thought. She grabbed her lover by the hair and forced her head back. Elara took her lips in a passionate kiss. I was spellbound by the black tongues sliding wetly around gleaming tusks.
Elara pulled out and grabbed my head. I opened my mouth to receive her cock, but instead she pressed my face into her lover's cunt. "Eat," she barked gruffly as she moved quickly to the other end of the bed. From the sounds, I was pretty sure Mara was sucking cock while I ate her out.
Having just been stretched by Elara's pole, Mara's vagina seemed cavernous around my much smaller tongue. I licked everywhere. I licked like a kitten dying of thirst. She tasted fantastic. Her scent was powerful, overwhelming. She rewarded me with a moan when I licked her clit. My chin rubbed against the soft skin of her scrotum as I did so.
I didn't notice the orcish whispering from the other side of the bed until it abruptly stopped.
"Come here, Bo," I was surprised that it was Mara's voice commanding me.
I pulled my head out of her nethers to find Elara had moved to sit in a kind of hammock I hadn't noticed before to the side of the bed. An amused little smile played across her lips.
"On your back slave, spread your legs for us."
Mara moved between my legs and grabbed my ankles. She pushed my knees back toward my head while simultaneously spreading my thighs further apart. The position is synonymous with vulnerability. I felt it bloom within me. Mara saw that vulnerability in my eyes and smiled, drinking it up.
She thrust her hips forward, pressing her pubis to mine. Her erect cock rubbed alongside my permanently limp one. She bit her lip with pleasure, gyrating from her waist, dominating me with her bigger, stiffer dick.
There was something adorable about her passion. I wanted to encourage her, 'Go ahead, Mara, dominate me, fuck me, you can do it.' Instead, I bit my lip and stayed silent. My legs responded by spreading even further. I wanted her inside me.
Out of the corner of my eye, I caught Elara rising with a vial in her hand. She opened it, preparing to pour it over our dicks, but Mara grabbed it out of her hands. She shouted at her in orcish and pointed back to the hammock.
Elara chuckled, raising her hands in surrender and retreating back to her seat. Mara smiled in delight. She looked ten years younger than she had when we entered the tent. She spilled the lubricant over her prick, fisting it vigorously to make it as hard as possible. She rubbed her wet hand over my hole.
And then she was there. I felt her glans pressing insistently against my anus. Slowly, she forced my hole to spread apart around her invader. When it seemed clear she would not be dislodged, her eyes shot up from my bottom to my face. She looked so excited that I understood she had been looking forward to this for a long time.
"Aieeeeehhh!" she squealed victoriously as she slid inside me, my sphincter swallowing the head of cock and sucking tightly around her shaft. I tried to press her away with my hands, not to stop, just to slow her advance. But her hips pressed forward with impressive strength, stuffing more orc cock up my ass. Her hands gripped the back of my thighs just above my knees, keeping me folded in two.
I breathed fast through pursed lips, willing my hole to stretch and surrender without a fight. There was pain of course, but more striking was how good she felt inside me. Maybe because of the foreplay and the good mood in the tent, maybe because she had the smallest cock that had ever fucked me, maybe because I was well-stretched at this point. My arousal skyrocketed as her shaft worked deeper into my guts.
It was too soon when I felt her soft ball sack in the crack of my ass. I had taken her to the hilt. I looked over and saw Elara stroking herself, her eyes riveted to the scene before her with all seriousness.
"Do you like that slave?" Mara's voice trembled with raw sexual energy, "Do you like-" her voice cracked, "-my fat cock in your ass?"
"Yes mistress! Oh Mistress Mara, please fuck me!"
Her hips started to piston, instinctual, like an animal. A full length thrust smashed against my prostate, and I opened my mouth to scream. My wail was cut short by Mara's tongue in my mouth. I returned her kiss, sucking her tongue submissively as she opened me up.
I closed my eyes and made the noises that came naturally to my lips. Mara was absolutely pounding me. Suddenly, I sensed a larger presence.
I opened my eyes to find Elara standing just above my head, leaning forward and locking lips with Mara. Mara's hips slowed but never stopped thrusting.
Elara moved forward onto her knees on either side of my head. Her balls dragged lewdly over my forehead, and then I was enclosed in darkness. My entire world became her steamy cunt.
A vague worry that I didn't have permission flickered in the back of my mind as my tongue extended to taste her. Her juices were strong like an exotic liqueur.
I licked her pussy greedily, like a thief, afraid at any moment my heist would be discovered and my prize taken away.
When Mara started thrusting harder, making me moan into Elara's body, I decided this was my place on Earth. No, that's not right, there was no decision. No, I didn't decide, I knew. I knew this was where I belonged.
The clawed hands gripping my waist grew desperate, squeezing me like only I could save them. Mara pistoned in and out of me at a dizzying pace until suddenly she hilted herself in my depths and stopped. A kind of snarling sound came from her, like a dog preparing to fight. She humped me a few more times, and I felt hot wetness as she pumped her load inside my asspussy and some of her fluids spilled out around her shaft.
Suddenly light returned to my eyes as Elara moved forward down my body to embrace her spent lover. I looked up at Elara's beautiful bare backside and saw Mara's arms wrapped around her neck. It was a truly stunning image that has never left me since.
There was some orcish whispering, and then Elara pivoted off of me so that both she and Mara were looking down at me together. They were both smiling. Elara's cock was so engorged that it was almost comical. It would have been comical. If I didn't know that she meant to shove it up my ass next.
Elara lay down next to me, awkwardly since there wasn't really room for all of us in this configuration. Mara grabbed me firmly by the hair; Elara grabbed me by the shoulders, and somehow I was swiftly pulled off Mara's cock and flipped on top of Elara.
I felt cum spilling from my anus for a moment before Mara grabbed Elara's cock and pushed the tip to my hole like a stopper.
Instinctively, I put most of my weight into my hands to keep myself from being impaled. My palms felt the inhuman firmness of her strong upper abdominal muscles.
I ran my gaze up her body, past my hands, to look into her eyes. She looked expectant. And horny. But she made no move to force me down on her.
"Sit down, Bo," Mara instructed from behind me, "Take her inside."
Yes Mara, thank you, very helpful.
I took a deep breath and shifted a little weight from my hands into my knees, slowly letting myself sit back. I groaned as the pressure spread me open. I knew this was going to hurt, but I had enough sense to feel gratitude at being allowed to take it at my own pace. I took another breath and dropped more of myself down on her.
My soft pink flesh gave way and suddenly her cock head was stuffed inside me. "Ommmphhh!" I gasped. My mouth dropped open in a silent scream. Her cock felt much fatter than the one that had just bred me.
Elara stared up at me as I struggled to accept her member inside me. Her eyes were not cruel. They were interested, curious, fascinated by the emotions playing across my features.
I couldn't take her eyes. I looked away and transferred even more of my weight away from my hands and knees, shifting it into the prong stuffed up my bottom. Another inch of Elara slid into my rectum.
When I was fully seated, I almost couldn't believe it. I felt impossibly full. The tense muscles in my thighs and arms that had supported me during my slow descent rejoiced now that my weight rested fully on Elara. Thinking was difficult; there was so much sensation. Elara pulled me down into her cleavage and I started to cry for no particular reason, overwhelmed.
And then she started to fuck me. Huge, powerful, clawed hands nearly completely encircled my waist. Gently at first, but increasing her amplitude with every stroke. I listened to the rain drops pelting the tent canvas. The only other sound I could hear was a rapid panting like a dog overheated in the summer sun. I realized it was my own breathing.
Soon I was riding her like a horse, just struggling to hold on and not get bucked off. She took me at a gallop. Every drop of my ass into her lap was like a punch straight to my prostate, powered by my entire weight. I came twice before she filled me with her seed.
I thought it was done, but Mara seemed to want another go. Elara nodded her approval, laying there completely satisfied. She watched as Mara manhandled me into the position she desired. I was facing away from her, toward Elara, straddling her knees, balancing carefully as I spread my cheeks with both hands and slowly squatted back on her. I gasped at how easily my slutty ass swallowed the spongey head of her dick. I rode her fast with the last of my strength until she added a second helping of her cream to the mix. She was touchingly gentle as she carefully slid a glass plug into my bottom to seal their juices inside me.
As I lay between them afterwards, my head resting on Elara's breast, Mara's arm around me, basking in the afterglow, I asked the question that had been on my mind all day. "Elara? Are you my owner now?"
She didn't speak at first. Her breathing stayed steady, lifting and lowering my head on her chest. I'd just about concluded she hadn't heard me, when she said, "We'll see, Bo. We'll see."
*************
I lay on my back in the maternity ward. My belly was distended, swollen with fresh orc cum. As I squeezed my anus gently around my plug and felt unreasonably full, I found myself feeling proud that I'd earned the seed of two amazing women.
Nurse Mindy wore a serious expression as her assistant ran the crystal gently over the uterus tattoo on my lower abdomen. The pink polished rock felt cool as it slipped smoothly over my oiled skin.
Suddenly, the crystal began to glow. At first, I thought it was just an optical illusion, like the light had been caught and refracted by it or something. But it became brighter and brighter, until we were all bathed in the pleasant pink glow.
The nurse and her assistant looked up at me. They were both smiling now.
I smiled back.


        In Denial of Change

        Married man tries to hide his sissy virus infection.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/in-denial-of-change

Title: In Denial of Change

Author: AssLover88

Category: Transgender

Description: Married man tries to hide his sissy virus infection.

Tags: sci-fi, anal, pegging, femdom, medical, noncon, trans, feminization, forced, sissy




Warning: contains femdom, forced feminization, and female on feminized male anal sex (pegging). Enjoy!
******************************************
"Hrrrgh! Hrrrrmmghh! HRRRRGGGGHHHH!"
Patrick Stanyon stood in front on the full-length mirror, his cheeks flushed with frustration. He tugged again on the waistband of his pants, struggling to pull them up, but it was useless. He gave up and looked at his reflection, at the pathetic tears forming in his eyes. Despite his thirty-four years of age, his boyish features made him look like a disappointed spoiled child.
Keep it together, you're going to get through this, he told himself unconvincingly.
He turned in profile, examining the part of him keeping his pants from fitting like they had just a few months ago. God, his bottom had gotten fat.
With a sickened fascination, he pulled his boxer shorts down and ran a hand over the now smooth hairless buttocks that expanded behind him at a ridiculous angle. They weren't just fat. They were perky. It was a bubble butt, plain and simple.
He squeezed the soft cushy tissue and blew a miserable breath out through his nose. If it had only been his ass, he wouldn't have been so dejected. Even the budding breasts flattened tightly by the cloth wrapped under his shirt weren't really a problem in and of themselves...it was what they meant, what they represented. There was no denying it now.
A sudden knock at the door jarred him from this thoughts.
"Honey? Are you almost ready in there? If we don't leave now, we'll be late for the board meeting."
He nearly fell over in his haste to pull his underwear back up. The door was locked, but one can never be too careful.
"Coming, dear! Just a minute!"
Five minutes later, he unlocked the door and found his wife standing there, impatiently tapping her foot. She made a face when she saw what he was wearing.
"What is THIS?! Where's your suit?! Are you trying to make some kind of 'fuck you' statement to the board?!"
Patrick looked down at the loose sweat pants and hoodie he was wearing. He knew this looked bad, but what else could he do?
"C'mon honey, we know everyone on the board, there's no need to put on airs. And besides, this is like the new silicon valley chic. Suits are for stuffy lawyers."
Betty just glared at him, not buying his bullshit explanation for a moment, but not surprised either. Always needlessly confrontational, always throwing his weight around just to show he could. Exactly what she'd come to expect from him: typical arrogant prick.
"Fine. Let's go."
************
They didn't talk much in the limo. Patrick stared out the window, lost in his thoughts and worries.
How the fuck did this happen? he asked himself for the millionth time.
The limousine stopped at a red light, and a horde of pedestrians crossed in front of them.
Patrick's eye was drawn to the girl in the short pleated skirt. He wasn't the only one. Most of the other pedestrians were stealing looks at her too. Not just because she was fucking hot, but also because the collar around her neck identified her as part of that ~0.1% segment of the population who were infected - 'femmes' they were called.
Christ, Patrick winced at the sight of her. Twenty years ago such things didn't exist; now they're walking down the street in broad daylight. How quickly society adapts.
It was nineteen years ago when the human feminization virus, HFV-2007, popularly known as 'the sissy virus,' first became recognized by the medical and lay communities, though scholars believe the initial cases emerged years before. In the beginning, the virus caused quite a scare, conjuring apocalyptic nightmares of the end of humanity, with the horror scenario of all males being transformed into impotent, sex-crazed bimbos.
But the panic quickly abated once scientists declared that transmission required anal receptive intercourse. With the viral particles only present in seminal fluid and women being naturally immune, HFV was much less infectious than the AIDS virus. In men, the relative violence of anal sex on the delicate rectal membrane was required to allow the virus to spread systemically through the body and cause its symptoms. Men who penetrated the infected would thereafter carry the virus in their semen, capable of spreading it but otherwise unaffected. Thus, the proportion of the population at risk was minuscule: sexually-promiscuous non-heterosexual men who practiced receptive anal sex. To most of society, the virus's effects - feminization and extreme hypersexuality - didn't seem tragic for these individuals. They seemed fitting.
As the femme woman passed, her fantastic rear end demanded Patrick's attention. The exaggerated hourglass proportions of her figure - a generous bust and thick backside made to look even bigger by the petiteness of her tiny waist - was enough to make a man instantly hard. Indeed, Patrick saw a few passersby trying to subtly adjust themselves in front. He found her body arousing too, but he didn't feel even a twinge of activity between his legs. He hadn't in more than two weeks.
Apart from the thin black collar around her throat, there were other clues. She was quite tall for a woman. Her face wasn't the most feminine, but easily fell within the normal distribution for women. Patrick wondered if she'd had surgery or if the softening of facial features typical of the virus had been enough to make her look like this. Her outfit was also on the slutty side, not so much as to be confused for a streetwalker, but more fitting of a high school girl than of a young woman in her late twenties.
But the biggest additional clue was that she was walking between an older man and woman who held each of her hands. One of the rare, but much discussed 'throuples' - romantic relationships connecting man, woman, and femme. It was impossible to look at the three of them without imagining them in bed. A child gawked at them as they passed before his mother put her hand over his eyes and turned his head to face forward again.
The light turned green, and the limousine eased forward towards downtown.
Fresh anxiety gripped Patrick as he thought about the femme and wondered whether that was his future. Or worse.
Things like this don't happen to people like me. I'm rich! I'm successful! This shit is supposed to happen to loser homo perverts. What the fuck?!
He looked over at his wife. Betty paid no attention to him, tapping away furiously on her laptop, preparing for the board meeting. She had always been that way, obsessed with all the little details.
He saw himself as the 'big picture' guy, the one with vision. It made perfect sense in his mind that he was chief executive officer while she served as chief technical officer of the company they'd cofounded together.
He wished he could trust her with his terrible secret. God, if ever he needed a friend, if ever he needed a partner, it was now. But that ship had long since sailed.
He blamed the company for the souring of their marriage. As CEO and CTO, they seemed to be always at odds with each other. If only she wasn't so difficult, so opinionated, so conniving all the time, then maybe their personal relationship could have survived their professional one.
It had been years now since he'd viewed Betty as a true confidant. He'd been fucking around behind her back for over a year now, a string of mistresses, most of them financially...compensated. For the last four months, he'd put a girl up in a condo he owned and paid her a stipend to be always at his beck and call. Could he have caught this virus from her somehow?
The girl could suck cock like no one he'd ever known. It was her lips that had valiantly coaxed the last dribble of semen from his half-erect member three weeks ago after half an hour of work. His final orgasm? He hadn't been able to rub another one out since then. Soon after, he connected his difficulty maintaining an erection with the other changes developing in his body and promptly dismissed the girl with a sizable parting gift to ensure she remained discreet. One less loose end that could bring this all toppling down on him.
As he stared at Betty now, he realized she was still very beautiful, perhaps even more so when she was analyzing something. He regretted neglecting their relationship. He had always kept a fantasy in the back of his mind that someday he would get himself together and fix things with her. Now that seemed impossible.
Patrick turned to look back out the window and fought against the impulse to moan aloud in despair.
Keep it together. Keep...it...together.
*******************
Betty had been correct. Patrick had made them late. When they arrived, the other board members were already waiting.
"Patrick! Look at you! Making a new fashion statement? Never know WHAT to expect with you innovator-types! Love it!"
Marcus Halloway gave them his characteristic million-dollar grin while glad-handing both of them. Patrick trusted the glorified accountant about as far as he could throw him. Still, the man's positivity and friendliness were infectious, and Patrick was in dire need of both at the moment. Glad to have his ridiculous sweatsuit getup accepted at least, he returned the man's smile warmly.
"He's too lazy to put a suit on, Marcus. Let's not call it more than it is," Betty deadpanned.
Marcus's smile never faltered as he turned it on the woman. "Betty, you devilish wit! Cutting right through it as usual, I see!"
Patrick moved towards his place at head of the table where the CEO belonged. At his right hand, Lawrence greeted him with characteristic calm. The man was a good 10 or 15 years older than Patrick. Although only Patrick and Betty were given cofounder status, Lawrence had been the third person to join. He had provided the business experience to get them going, when Patrick and Betty had been naive software nerds with no corporate experience at all. He'd been good to them over the years, and Patrick trusted him. He saw him as more of a mentor than an employee.
Lawrence studied his colleague carefully. "Everything alright, Patrick?"
"Fine, Lawrence. How are you?"
"I'll be better when revenues exceed expenditures."
Just like Betty, lost in the details. They're lucky I'm at the helm, Patrick told himself.
A sudden fantasy appeared in his head of being forcibly bent over the conference table. His pants were around his ankles and a line of faceless men were running a train on his pillowy behind.
Patrick shook his head to clear his thoughts. These daydreams were getting worse. God, he needed an orgasm.
Marcus called the meeting to order shortly thereafter, and the other board members and senior staff took their seats.
"Our chief piece of business today is the acquisition offer we have received from Handon Holdings. I trust the board members have all had time to review the particulars..." Marcus said, as everyone began leafing through the materials in front of them. Everyone except Patrick, that is.
"What's to review? Handon can't make tech on their own. They can only buy up other companies that ACTUALLY innovate. I'll never sell to those hacks." Patrick said, a little too emotionally.
The boardroom went silent. Most eyes were on Patrick with wandering glances towards Betty and Lawrence to see if they would attempt to reason with him.
It was Lawrence who finally spoke. "You're right that they seem to value our tech at the moment, or they wouldn't have offered so much. But we're not the only fish in the sea. And six months from now when we're facing bankruptcy, they'll be able to get the company at a fraction of this price. We're bleeding enormous sums every day on the failed Vero line."
"Vero will start to sell. It's a quality product. Eventually that will become obvious..." There was a loathing in Patrick's voice, like he resented having to explain.
"Of course it's a good product," Betty broke in, "But it doesn't matter. We marketed it all wrong and released it for the wrong platform. It's too late now."
Patrick glared as his wife as if she'd stabbed him in the back. "We agree that the marketing approach, which we ALL AGREED ON INITIALLY, was imprudent. But our new marketing launch was only a few months ago, and soon we will start to see the sales come in!"
Betty returned none of his anger. It was like talking to a robot. She dispassionately turned towards their new head of marketing, "Cindy, are there any signs of that? Are we seeing an uptick in orders?"
Cindy looked extremely uncomfortable. "Well, I agree with Patrick that it can take time to see the effects-"
Betty cut her off. She didn't raise her voice. She just asked, "But as of this moment?"
Cindy shook her head.
All eyes came back to Patrick. He sighed in obvious frustration. "You guys are missing the forest for the trees as usual. It's a good product, and it WILL sell. Keep up the marketing campaigns. It may be next week or next month or six months from now, but IT WILL SELL!" His face was red, and he was visibly sweating. He realized he did not appear in control. He sat up a little straighter in his chair. "Besides," he offered in a more reasonable tone, "we have two new products in development-"
Lawrence cut in, "-Neither of which will be ready for market in the next six months. This is a real capital crisis, Patrick. We've got to face that."
Patrick filled his lungs with air to launch into a new diatribe, when out of nowhere he was hit with a wave of arousal. It was unlike anything he'd ever experienced. Maybe the closest thing had been the first time he'd seen pornography and felt his dick go instantly hard. But now, he didn't feel anything in his dick. He felt it in his ass. His hole squeezed rhythmically, increasing delicious pressure around his prostate.
"Oooohh," he breathed out and had to put a hand on the table to steady himself.
"Patrick?" his wife looked at him with concern, "Patrick, are you alright?"
Patrick was not alright. In fact, any lapse in his concentration would find him humping the table.
"Just some stomach upset."
"Should we call for a doctor?"
"No, no, I just need to excuse myself. Betty can fill me in later. Please continue." Patrick nodded to everyone as he slipped out of the room with as much dignity as possible.
He didn't even try to make it to his private bathroom. His urge was too great. He made a beeline straight for the closest restroom.
Barely taking the time to lock the stall door, his hands frantically clawed at his pants, dragging them down around his thighs along with his boxer shorts. Tugging at his limp penis in frustration, he pressed his fingertips firmly into his taint. He blew out a relieved breath. That took the edge off, but his need was still right there.
I can't believe I'm doing this, he thought as he pushed his middle finger into his mouth. He was just trying to get it wet, but it felt disturbingly good as he sucked and tongued his finger.
He leaned over the toilet, reached back, and with a mixture of revulsion and lust, he stuffed his finger right up his asshole. "Uhhhhh," he whimpered softly at how good it felt. The sting from his sphincter being roughly penetrated was drowned out by the relief of being filled. He hooked his finger inside and tugged in different directions, stretching himself. He felt ridiculous and never more ashamed.
Suddenly, he heard the bathroom door open and froze. He overheard two voices chatting as they stepped up to the urinals.
"Did you hear about Steve Johansen?"
A pause.
"You mean, Stephanie Johansen?"
Both of them chuckled good-naturedly. Patrick had no idea who they were talking about.
"Can you believe it?! I mean, he was openly gay, but I guess he wasn't careful."
"Yeah, it's kind of sad."
Patrick heard them flush the urinals and move to the sinks to wash their hands. He was actively fingering his ass at this point.
"Do you think they're going to break up? I know she just completed treatment, but a man can't change what he's attracted to..."
"No, I think they're staying together. Boyfriend was bisexual apparently."
"Wow."
"Yeah."
"Gotta be a hell of a thing, to have someone physically craving your dick all the time."
"I know, right? I-" The voices faded as the pair left the restroom.
Patrick felt more ashamed than he could ever remember. It seemed that every hour he was setting a new personal record for humiliation.
What kinds of gossip would be told about HIM when this came out? God, it was so unfair. He hadn't DONE anything! He wasn't gay. He'd never even had anything up his ass! Well, at least not until he started fingering himself last week when the cravings became too strong.
Clearly, the scientists were wrong about the virus. Clearly, it was possible to become infected without having gay sex.
Unless he wasn't infected. He frequently harkened back to the fantasy that he WASN'T actually infected. That this was all just some misunderstanding. Maybe he had a hormone imbalance or something treatable that just MIMICKED the virus. He hadn't been tested. Doing so would require going to a doctor, who would be legally required to report him if he tested positive for the virus.
He couldn't let that happen to him. He couldn't end up in one of those treatment facilities. Though he wasn't doing so well on his own, he recognized as he reluctantly slid his finger out of himself.
He felt better now. The episode had passed. He tugged his pants back up, feeling the elastic waistband struggle before sliding up over his massive backside. He made sure to tug the hem of his oversized sweatshirt down to this thighs to fully cover it.
He washed his hands for a long ten minutes, scrubbing his finger under the hot water until it felt raw.
When he stepped back out of the bathroom, he found Betty there waiting for him.
"Hey," she put a concerned hand on his shoulder, "You okay?"
"Yeah, yeah, I'm fine."
"You sure?"
"Yeah, just some bad diarrhea. Probably something I ate. I'm good now."
She gave him a sympathetic smile and moved to hug him.
Patrick froze. He couldn't risk her feeling his chest wrap or his massive butt. Thinking quickly, his hands shot out and grasped her shoulders at arm's length. He gave her a little shake. "Really, I'm fine. Let's get back to work."
Betty nodded and stepped back, but she looked a little hurt.
She didn't deserve this. She deserved better than him.
Fuck my life, Patrick told himself, fuck my life.
***********
On the ride home, soft, caring Betty was gone. Instead, queen bitch Betty was back and ready to argue about the future of the company.
"Look this company is as much mine as it is yours. I wish it was doing better too. But we have to face reality. This isn't just about us, about our egos...thousands of people depend on us for their jobs."
Patrick just couldn't deal with this shit, not today, "You know what? Fuck those people! We don't owe them anything. If they don't want to work for us, if they don't believe in the product, let them go elsewhere!"
"Don't want to work for us? You're not hearing me. WE WON'T BE ABLE TO PAY THEM! CAUSE WE'LL BE FUCKING BANKRUPT!"
Patrick turned away from her and looked out the window. "I already told you, everything is going to be fine. Have a little faith. It's not easy being the only one who believes in this company, you know."
They didn't speak again. Not for the rest of the ride. Not before going to bed.
************
That night, as Betty snored next to him, Patrick lay away, tossing and turning.
The need was back. The need between his legs. He tried to ignore it and fall asleep, but it just wasn't happening. No, he had to face reality. He desperately needed to be fucked. Tonight.
He wracked his sizable brain to form a plan. A 24-hour sex shop he could drive to in the middle of the night to buy a dildo perhaps? Then a thought occurred to him, and he silently rose from the bed, careful not to disturb Betty as she slumbered.


Tip-toeing one foot at a time, he snuck into the walk-in closet, moving directly to his wife's underwear drawer. Sliding it out, he breathed a sigh of relief.
There it was among all the silk and lace. He had discovered it a few weeks ago. The dildo was a little bigger than his own penis. He had no experience with such toys, but it seemed to be of very high quality. It was stiff, but it had a softer rubber skin layer over a rigid core, giving it a realistic feel. The craftsmanship was detailed with anatomically-correct veins and a pair of testicles underneath where the suction cup was.
Normally he would have felt insulted that his wife owned such a thing, but he had begged off sex for over a month, using a number of excuses, even admitting problems with impotence. As he turned the toy over in his hand, he wondered how she used it. The suction cup made him picture his wife bouncing her fat ass desperately on the thick silicone penis. The thought made Patrick smile. God knows that woman needed a good fucking. Maybe then she'd stop worrying about the company's finances so much.
He snuck back to the bedroom and grabbed a bottle of lube from the bedside table. He didn't keep any condoms in the house (why would he need them since his wife had an IUD?), but he always kept one in his wallet, so he grabbed that one.
Feeling like a thief in his own house, he tiptoed down to the downstairs bathroom with the dildo, condom, and lube. He silently closed the door behind him before catching sight of himself in the mirror.
He wanted to turn away, but he forced himself to look as he slowly stripped out of his pajamas, chest wrap, and underwear.
It felt good to let his chest hang free of the wrap. His breasts were still small, smaller than his wife's at least, but perky, tipped with sensitive, puffy areolae. His milky skin was flawless and smooth. The pink hairless flesh of his genitals, his cock and balls hanging limp and pathetic, looked positively girlish. Fuckable. His silhouette was decidedly feminine, all curves, no angles.
Two months ago, he might have jerked off to a body like this on Pornhub, imagining bending the tranny slut over for the deep dicking she deserved.
Now, the sight of it made him sad...and horny...and also angry! Why was this happening to him?! How could this happen TO HIM?! It wasn't FAIR!
It would have been humiliating enough being forcibly feminized by some evil organization in a secret bunker somewhere, where if the location was discovered, the whole world would come to save him and condemn the people doing it to him. And maybe even respect him still.
But the world had just accepted what was happening. It was easy to do since the virus seemed to only affect men who were more effeminate before infection, many of whom were openly homosexual or suspected of being homosexual. The world didn't cry over infected people like him, just kind of pitied and accepted them. 'Some people are borne in the wrong bodies' 'If you like taking cock up the ass, this is just nature's way of helping you out.' There was no one to blame. Only yourself.
He tugged on his hairless scrotum, enjoying the pressure, trying to decide if he was really going to go through with his plan to stick his wife's dildo up his own ass.
What am I doing here? Sneaking around in the middle of the night to diddle my butt in the bathroom?! Maybe I should just come clean, go to the doctor, deal with this.
But he still clung to hope. Maybe this was as bad as it would get. Maybe he could keep his life together with creative work arounds like the breast binder and wearing loose sweatsuits, and using a dildo to take care of his urges. Maybe there were other infected people just like him, dealing with their symptoms on their own in secret. Who knows? It's at least possible, isn't it?!
With a sigh, he took the dildo in both hands. It felt bigger now. Would it even fit inside him? He brought it up to this face, examining it closely. He sniffed, hoping for a hint of his wife's pussy scent, but smelled only latex.
Before he knew what he was doing, he kissed the tip. His tongue slid out and swirled around the head before drawing it into his mouth. He sucked.
He pulled the toy quickly out of his mouth and stared at it like it had a mind of its own. He knew it didn't. He knew it was only him. He was so mortified he wanted to cry.
Using the suction cup, he affixed the dildo to the tile floor a few feet in front of the toilet. He slid the condom over it and poured out a generous quantity of lube, slathering it over every surface. He rubbed some on his asshole too.
With a pair of towels to cushion his knees, holding onto the toilet for support, he knelt over the toy. He took a deep breath before reaching back between his pillowy butt cheeks to guide his wife's dildo towards his tight, needy opening.
Don't fight it. You need this. Just relax and accept. But the tip seemed too wide to catch in the groove of his pucker. It kept slipping out in front or behind him.
He was desperate.
Please, please, please, he whispered to himself as he pushed two fingers inside his entrance in an attempt to open himself up. His other fingers kept the dildo steady as his hips lowered down.
"Ohhhh," he let out a sigh of perverse pleasure and relief from his lust as his asshole closed around the head of the fake cock.
It felt...SO GOOD. He panted from the feeling of being stretched so wide, the pain of being spread, and the pleasure of being filled. He steadied himself with both hands on the toilet seat and relaxed his thighs, letting a little more of his weight fall back. Another centimeter of dick impaled itself in his bottom.
He bit his bottom lip and closed his eyes, savoring every sensation.
"OH! Oh my god!!" a feminine voice screamed from the bathroom doorway.
******************
Patrick's eyes shot open and looked back over his shoulder. Betty stood there in her nightgown, one hand covering her mouth in horror.
"Betty! Arrggh-" In his surprise, he forgot he was impaled on a dildo. The sex toy was roughly yanked out of him as he more or less fell off of it while spinning around to land his bum on the cold tile.
He watched his wife's eyes rove over his naked form and instinctively covered his shrunken little dick with one hand while draping his other arm over his nipples.
"Honey, I can explain!"
She still hadn't said anything, standing there as if frozen in time. Patrick rushed to explain.
"Honey, listen, I don't know how this happened," he wanted to say 'I didn't cheat on you,' but for some reason honesty seemed important in this moment, "I swear to God, I'm not gay. I've never had sex with a man. I've never done anything with a man. I have no desires like that. I swear to you."
Her husband's rambling seemed to wake her up. She took her hand down from her mouth and hugged her arms around herself in a self-consoling pose.
"When...when did this happen?" her voice was shaky.
"I first noticed the changes about six weeks ago."
A silence drew out.
"What changes?" she asked.
Patrick sighed. "First, I started having problems staying hard. Then I noticed my chest and my bottom were getting bigger. And now...now I can't get hard at all...and I REALLY need to cum."
He looked up at his wife for sympathy, but found only disgusted curiosity.
"But I promise I never had anal sex like they say you have to have to get the virus. I don't know, maybe it's something else or maybe there's another way to be infected that the scientists don't understand yet..."
"It's ok honey," Betty sighed, running her hands over her face and into her hair, "I understand, you just...you had a need...that needed to be fulfilled. They say that's just how it is for sissies..."
He winced.
"...I mean femmes (the PC term). I know it wasn't a choice for you. You just have needs that I couldn't fulfill for you."
"No, I-"
"So you what? You come down here and fuck yourself on my dildo every night?"
"No. I...this was my first time." Suddenly, unexpected tears came to his eyes, and he started to cry. He had never cried in front of her before. Ever.
Betty blinked in shock at the scene before her for a few seconds before dropping down to her knees and taking him in her arms.
"You poor thing. Oh, you've been carrying this all on your own. C'mere. C'mere baby. It's okay." She guided his head to her chest and hugged him gently, rubbing his back. "Oh, you should have told me. You should have told me, baby."
The kindness from this woman who he'd neglected, who thought he'd cheated on her with a man, who he'd actually cheated on with a woman, with many women - it broke him. Patrick hugged his wife back and started to sob into her chest uncontrollably
"There there, it's okay baby. Let it all out. I'm here now. You're not alone."
After a long while, his sobs quieted down. "C'mon Patrick, let's stand you up."
The two of them rose to their feet. Betty took her husband's face in both hands. "It's going to be okay, alright honey? We're going to get through this. Together."
He nodded along, trying to believe her. "Thank you." The words felt inadequate although he meant them with every fiber of his being. He thought about apologizing for being a terrible husband, about confessing to all the cheating and begging for forgiveness. But it seemed like the wrong moment. One thing at a time, he told himself.
Betty nodded. "In the morning, we'll go have you tested and...registered." She saw him wince, "I'm no doctor, honey, but I can't imagine this being anything else."
Patrick knew she was right. He was infected. He was a femme now.
He racked his brain for a better option. Leave the country? No, virtually every other nation in the world had crueler femme policies than this one. And if he was honest with himself, he trusted Betty more than anyone. She was competent. She had integrity. She was just better than him, he could see that clearly now.
"But I'll make sure they treat you right. I think we should keep this quiet for now, but if I need to, I'll call in our lawyers and raise hell." Her eyes shot up. "Does anyone else know?"
"No Betty. Only you."
She nodded. "Okay." Then she looked down at the dildo and seemed to remember how this started.
"You um, you didn't cum, did you?"
"Oh, well, no, but I'm ok..." He looked at her embarrassed and clearly not okay.
"Hey!" she cupped her husband's smooth hairless cheek in one hand. She felt powerful as she slowly realized that she was now the decision maker for both of them. She slid her thumb slowly over his plump bottom lip. "No more lying. No more hiding things. I'm responsible for you, I'm in charge now, and I need to understand your needs and your body."
He knew she was right, but he really didn't want her to see him like that, bent over, butt naked with a dick in his ass. "I'll do it myself. I'm not really comfortable with you-"
"Hey! What did I just say?" She gave him a hard stare. "You need to cum tonight, don't you?"
With her thumb still on his lip, he admitted, "Uh huh." He looked down at her thumb. He wanted it, but he didn't want to admit it.
His wife was intuitive enough to take the initiative. She slid her thumb into her husband's mouth, and he sucked on it, closing his eyes and moaning in shame and delight.
Betty opened her mouth to speak, hesitated, and then proceeded anyway, "Good...girl."
Patrick's eyes opened again, and he gave her a panicked look. She just held his eye contact and nodded knowingly. "No more running from this, baby. You're my good girl now."
It pained him to admit it, but there was no arguing the point. It was actually a relief to stop denying it. He closed his eyes again and sucked her thumb in acceptance.
Her other hand cupped his breast. "Wow. Your tits are very nice. I can't believe you kept this hidden from me. Are they still growing?"
"I...I don't know. I think so."
"Are the sensitive?" She pinched a nipple experimentally as she asked the question.
Patrick's mouth dropped open as he gasped, "Yeeeeesssss."
Betty smiled. She had read that femmes were wanton sluts, but she was curious to see how true that was for her husband.
She stepped closer and kissed him. His lips felt soft and delicate. His mouth parted for her tongue, and he sucked and moaned around her muscle. It was different than any prior kiss in their relationship, and it spoke volumes to her. He's my little woman now, she realized. She kissed him harder.
While feeling up one breast, her other hand descended between his legs. She cupped his limp package before squeezing the soft delicate tissue in her hand. Patrick whimpered in shame.
"So soft. You look cute down here, really. Did you shave, honey?"
"No, it just...it all fell out."
"I see. Wow." She took her time inspecting him while his face turned redder and redder.
"Alright, let's get you back on your knees."
Betty felt a perverse thrill at bending her husband over the toilet, guiding him into the submissive posture to have his butt fucked.
Patrick felt humiliated, but at the same time, he felt excited. He was about to lose his virginity again. To his wife. A shiver of arousal moved through him.
His bottom was really fat, Betty realized. She pinched and kneaded his pillowy cheeks, still not quite believing this could be her husband's ass. Her little whore moaned and pushed back into her hands. So needy.
As she spread him open, she glimpsed his pink virginal pucker. She was pleased to discover the sight made her even more aroused. Time for the main event, she told herself.
She started pouring lube all over his butt.
"Why do-" she was about to say 'men' but caught herself, "-people never use enough lube? It's not expensive. And it makes everything so much EASIER."
She lingered on the last word as she slid a slick finger inside her husband's asshole.
"Ahhhhh!" an effeminate squeal came from Patrick's lips as his wife penetrated him for the first time. Betty was delighted.
"Good girl. You like that, baby?" she teased as she fingered his pink, butter-soft hole. When he didn't answer, her tone became more forceful. "DO YOU LIKE IT?"
"Yes! Yes, thank you, Betty," he managed between moans. The man was a whimpering mess.
She added another finger, pleased with how welcoming his butthole seemed as it stretched and squeezed around her. Betty herself had never been fucked in the ass. She was not a slut. But her husband seemed to be taking to it like a fish to water.
She unstuck her dildo from the floor and aimed it between his asscheeks.
"I'm so glad it's me who gets to take your virginity, Patrick. Time to make you a woman."
Betty pushed firmly as she slid her fingers out, forcing the silicone phallus into her femme's bottom.
"Hoah! Hoah god!" Patrick clung to the toilet with his eyes closed as he felt his rectum clutch tightly around the cock inside him.
His wife grinned as she watched his anus widen to accommodate the thick girth of the soft silicone toy. "Yeah baby, you're taking it so good," she encouraged as she maintained firm, gentle pressure, constantly and slowly pushing more dildo inside him.
He panicked and tried to sit up. "Ohhh, I can't. Betty, I don't think I can take the whole thing!"
Betty's hand shot up from his hip and pushed down between his shoulder blades, keeping him bent over. "Hush. You're doing just fine. Keep breathing like that, stay relaxed. Let me fill you."
Finally, she had the entire dick lodged up her husband's ass. She took a moment to lean back and burn the image into her mind: the thick rubber cock sticking up lewdly from between her husband's pale enormous globes.
She felt a trickle from her cunt. She could't remember the last time she was this wet. She slowly pulled the toy completely out and watched the stretched pink hole gape for a second before it closed up.
"This might sound weird, but you have a really cute asshole, sweetie."
Patrick looked over his shoulder at her. "It sounds super weird, but none of the rest of this is normal so...thanks."
"I'm going to fuck you now, little girl."
Patrick bit his lip and whimpered as his wife pushed back inside him and started to slide the dildo back and forth in his bottom. He felt so full, so stretched, so utterly defeated, moaning like a bent over slut. He looked back over his shoulder at his wife's smiling face. Her eyes were focused on his stuffed asshole. He turned back around and closed his eyes. God, I'm such a bitch, I'm her bitch, oh fuck, it feels so good.
The feeling as she withdrew the length of the dildo until just the head remained inside him was so fucking embarrassing. He felt his asshole contracting, trying to expel the last bit of penis from his butt, right before she shoved it forward again.
"Ohhhhh!"
"You like that baby? Should I stop?"
"NO! Please don't stop."
"So you want me to keep fucking you?"
"YES! Ohhh! Please! I'm close. Please keep fucking me!"
Betty felt between his legs. Still soft as ever. She squeezed his balls.
Patrick's moans became continuous as he started humping back on her. His hips moved with desperate need.
"I'm....Oh god, I'm going to cum."
"Cum for me, baby. Cum from your asshole!"
Betty's eyes went wide with delight when her husband threw his head back and watery cream shot out of his limp cock onto the bathroom floor.
"Unggghh! Uhhhh! Ahhhhhh!" the little bitch screamed as her feminized body was racked by the waves of her orgasm.
Betty could feel the contractions of her orgasm in the resistance as she continued to gently fuck the femme's ass with her dildo. She watched her new wife's asshole convulsing around her cock as the last of her ejaculate dribbled out.
"Good girl," Betty praised, stroking her girl's buttocks, "You came so good for me." She slid her arm under her wife's breasts and pulled her up to a kneeling position so she could hug her from behind.
Patrick felt his wife's hard nipples on his back through the thin fabric of her nightgown as she held him. It felt good to be held, so good.
*****************
Watching his wife discard the condom and wash the excess lube off the dildo in the sink, he felt loved and accepted and lucky for the first time in a long time.
It suddenly occurred to Patrick that he hadn't given Betty an orgasm in return. He couldn't even remember the last time he'd made her cum. Given that his life was about to be in her hands, it seemed prudent to at least offer.
"Hey honey, why don't you let me make you feel good too? You know, with my mouth?"
"Oh sweetheart, that's okay. I know you're tired."
"No, please, I want to. It would make me feel like...less of a freak."
Betty looked back at her feminized husband. "Alright, sure, that would be nice." She took him by the hand, "Let's go back to bed."
In the comfort of their bedroom, Betty lay back against the headboard with her legs spread wide. Patrick lay prone with his head in her crotch.
As he began to lick, Betty ran a hand down and took his hair in her grip. She pulled his face deep between her legs. "Lick me, baby. Make me cum."
On the few occasions he'd gone down on her in the past, she had never taken control like this. As his tongue worked on her pussy, both of them realized that this was probably what their sex life would look like going forward. Half of it, at least.
She gave instruction without hesitation. "Avoid the middle where my peehole is. I'm too sensitive there. Lick my lips. Yeah, like that. Good girl, suck on them. Not too hard. Gentle, like that, good. No, don't go for the clit yet. It's not time yet. You can nuzzle it like that while you lick lower. Yes, gooooood girl."
Betty was close before they even started. Within a few minutes, she was humping her wife's face, pulling her hair hard to grind against her pubis.


"Yes! Yes! Fuck! I'm cumming!"
Afterwards, she held her femme in bed, her head on her breast. Both of them lost in their thoughts. Both realized that their dynamic had radically and permanently changed.
"Were you thinking you'd go by Patty, like for Patricia, or something else?" she asked gently. She had heard femmes most often chose names unrelated to their male names to make a clean break and a fresh start. She was curious what he would choose. She could always change it later.
"I can't believe this is happening," Patrick said softly. Betty said nothing and kept stroking his hair.
"Isabel," Patrick finally said in a quiet, barely audible voice.
Betty smiled. So her girl had thought about it. "Isabel," she repeated, stroking her wife's hair gently as she fell asleep.
***************
Two months earlier.
Betty had developed something of an obsession with femme porn recently. Around the same time as she had discovered her husband's infidelity actually, though she was convinced the timing was coincidental. Femme porn was becoming more and more popular, after all.
The involuntary nature of their transformations, the biological need to be sodomized - she found the sissy bitches deliciously erotic. She realized of course that many of the porn stars were probably not actual femmes. Many were just transexual women wearing pretend collars, faking their initial reluctance and subsequent ecstasy at being butt-fucked. But they made her wet just the same.
Whether it was a cock, a dildo, or a fist up a sissy's ass, she loved the look of a swollen, puckered rim stretched tight, with the entire delicate ring being dragged out from between the bitch's cheeks with each outstroke. She could watch that all day long.
The sounds they made pushed all her buttons: the painful cries of initial penetration inevitably morphing into the wanton moans of an anal slut.
But for Betty, the absolute hottest thing in the world was a sissy femme cumming against her will from anal. It was a delicious transition. From a look of discomfort when a cock is first shoved up her ass, to acceptance as her anus slowly loosens and the pain dissipates, then denial as her hips start to reflexively push back, enhancing the pleasure starting to build in her tight tunnel, and finally fear as she realizes she's actually going to cum from being sodomized.
Betty's most reliable fantasy as she rubbed her clit was imagining a sissy panic and struggle, bucking and squealing as she realizes an orgasm is building in her bottom, desperate to hold onto that last piece of resistance. When the orgasm hits her, it's like an absolute confirmation by the physical laws of nature that her place in life is as a bottom bitch. The cream that squirts from her untouched penis carries with it the last of her pride. Afterward she lays there in shock, her self-perception irrevocably changed. She'll accept the cock that fucked her in her mouth, lovingly sucking the taste of cum and sissy ass off.
Betty sighed. She ADORED the idea of Patrick looking like that, bent over and begging her to fuck his femmy asshole. But God, could she really go through with this?
She looked over at her husband snoring in the bed next to her. "Hey! HEY! WAKE UP!" She even nudged him with a little shove. He remained deeply asleep. The sedative was working just fine.
She looked over at the condom she'd purchased, swollen full of infected semen. She had acquired it very carefully, paying a premium for discretion and using a series of intermediaries and couriers who had no idea what they were transporting. No, it wasn't fear of reprisal or getting caught that made her hesitate. It was just such an extreme step.
She thought about what it would mean for the company. If Patrick were a femme, his shares would pass directly to her. She would have a controlling interest and could make the changes the company desperately needed to stay afloat. Thousands of jobs would be saved, she felt certain of that. But still...
To give her strength, she cued up another video. This one not professional. This one was more...amateur pornography.
Her private investigators really were fantastic. They had planted video cameras throughout the little condo her husband used to fuck his sluts. They were paid well, and like the professionals they were, they sent her edited video footage every week with any...encounters of note. She knew it probably wasn't good for her mental health, but she watched them anyway. Every single one.
She brought up her favorite one and pressed play. The skinny twenty-something wearing a black leather corset and thigh high boots stood in front of her kneeling husband, tracing the tip of her riding crop over his naked neck and shoulders.
She could see what attracted her husband to the girl. Betty's own ass had never been that tight. Her stomach never that flat. Her thighs never that sculpted. Betty knew she was an attractive woman, but she had always been more on the voluptuous/borderline overweight side of the spectrum, never model-skinny like this little bitch.
"Have you been a bad boy, Patty?" the girl teased, her voice oozing in confidence.
"Yes Mistress."
"Come. Eat mommy's pussy. Show me your devotion."
Betty could both see and hear her husband performing oral sex on the girl. His tongue made a wet sound as he lapped between her legs. Really fantastic audio quality. Betty was paying an exorbitant fee to the investigators, but she had to admit the caliber of the product was top notch.
"You like that, slut boy? You like how it tastes? Is it better than your wife's?"
"YEEAAAATHHH! YEATTH MEESTTWEETHH!"
Betty paused the video. Her mind was made up.
She pulled her husband's boxer shorts down and spread his cheeks. His hairy asshole was virgin as far as she knew. How different will this hole look the next time I see it, she wondered.
After carefully drawing the semen from the condom into a plastic syringe, she spread a thick layer of vaseline over the blunt plastic tip and pressed it to her husband's anus. The puckered hole relented to her firm, gentle pressure, and the syringe slid all the way into his rectum.
Betty took a deep breath and pressed the plunger all the way down. She imagined the white cream spraying her husband's insides, all but ensuring he would become her femme wife.
With its payload delivered, she pulled the syringe out and watched his sphincter close up tight, trapping her gift within.
There. It's done, she thought. She disposed of her materials and got back in bed next to him.
She had expected to feel guilty or anxious. Instead, she felt relieved.
She was no longer a passive victim in her life story. She was taking steps to make things right. She thought about the future and realized she felt optimistic and excited for the first time in years.
It was going to be an interesting year...
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Patrick stood fidgeting nervously next to his wife, as she discussed with the intake clerk. He was wearing his sweatsuit again, but without the breast binder now; so his feminine figure wasn't obvious, but it was there if someone looked closely.
Normally, he would take the lead by default, but here he felt weak and overwhelmed. And Betty was more than capable. He was lucky she was here to deal with this...situation.
"So your femme has not been registered yet?"
"No, no, she hasn't even been tested yet. But we're pretty sure she has...all the symptoms."
"I understand. No problem. We'll get you sorted right away."
The clerk picked up her telephone and pushed a few buttons.
"Yes, I have a new intake here," she spoke into the receiver in her bubbly, professional voice. "No, she's not," the woman looked Patrick up and down, "No, I don't think she'll be a problem," and gave him an apologetic look as she finished her call.
"Someone will be right with you. Please have a seat." She told Betty.
The two of them sat down and looked around the waiting room. There were several femmes seated, easily identified by their collars. Most of them were unaccompanied, but a few were with...men.
Patrick felt a sudden urge to run screaming from the building. The good feelings from the night before had all disappeared. Fresh doubt assailed him.
"Betty, I-"
"STANYON!"
They looked up to see a nurse calling out their surname from a clipboard. She was accompanied by a rather large, muscular orderly.
Betty waved. "Yes, that's us!" She turned to her wife. "Come along, Isabel. Everything will be fine."
Patrick rose slowly to follow his wife. He thought it would be a while before he thought of himself as Isabel.
The orderly looked to the clerk, and a loud buzz sounded, allowing him to open the outer door and guide them through. This was followed by a second set of doors he opened with a key from his keyring. It reminded Patrick of a psychiatric ward he had seen in a movie once.
At this point, the man left them, and the nurse ushered them into an examination room where Patrick was ordered to undress and change into a hospital gown. Vital signs were measured, and blood was drawn for testing. Then his measurements were taken. In addition to the expected height and weight, they measured his bust, his waist, and his hips before leaving the two of them alone.
Betty was aroused. Watching the measuring tape draw taut around her wife's soft curves stimulated something deep within her. While she had never had a lesbian thought in her life, she had to admit that her wife's new body, particularly the weight she'd put on in her bottom, in her thighs, in her breasts made her feel giddy with want. She hoped her femme would become even more voluptuous.
She couldn't remember the last time she was this horny. While they'd been married for almost ten years, she'd first seen her spouse's new body less than twenty-four hours ago. It was so new and exciting. She wanted to see more. She wanted to do more to it than look at it. So while she tried to maintain a concerned look of support on the outside, inside she was positively thrilled.
By contrast, Patrick felt humiliated sitting there with his bare ass crinkling the exam table paper every time he moved. His asshole had a little ache from last night's activities; not soreness really, but just a slight discomfort reminding him that he'd recently been sodomized. He wrapped his arms around his voluptuous body, which felt ridiculously exposed in the little gown.
The nurse came in and introduced herself, shaking hands with Betty. "Hi! I'm Gracie, your nurse this morning. Nice to meet you, Mrs. Stanyon. And this must be Isabel."
She looked at Patrick, and he felt his cheeks flush with embarrassment. "Well my name is still legally Patrick. We just thought-"
"Of course. The name change will be official as soon as the doctor signs the femme certification form," she turned back to Betty, "You'll be provided with two notarized copies at checkout."
The nurse put her paperwork down and turned back to face Patrick. She took both of his hands in hers and gave him her most sympathetic, caring expression. "Sweetie, your Point-Of-Care HFV test did come back positive. It's 99% specific, so not perfect, but the confirmatory test result should be ready within the hour. Okay?"
Patrick just blinked at her.
Upon seeing that he was NOT about to burst into tears, she continued, "Looks like you're pretty far along, so probably no big surprise there, huh? Well, let's get your certification form filled out and ready for the doctor."
She pulled up the form on the computer and spoke directly to Betty.
"So her first name is now Isabel, correct? Any changes to her middle or last names?"
Betty narrowed her eyes. "No...just the first name."
"Alrighty," she typed some buttons and moved to the next field. "Do YOU want to be considered for custody or would you prefer the state take responsibility for her?"
Patrick looked shocked and shot Betty with a panicked look.
Betty tried to hide her alarm at the question, to stay strong to calm him down, but her voice still quavered when she asked, "Con...considered? She's my husband, I mean she's my wife. Of course, I will take custody of her."
Patrick felt immense gratitude at his wife's words, but it wasn't enough to shield his anxiety about his legal custody being in question.
"Isn't it my decision?" Betty asked.
The clerk just shrugged, "Technically, it's up to the specialists at the training facilities. Usually just a formality, but in rare cases a femme is deemed too much for a non-professional to handle. Custodians have to be willing AND able to keep a femme safe and...satisfied."
Both Betty and Patrick wondered if the clerk had stressed that last word 'satisfied' a little too much. Both of them separately conjured mental images of a freshly fucked femme with cum dripping from her ass and a contented little smile on her face.
"Did you want her treated at the free state-run facility or did you have a private unit in mind?"
Betty rushed to answer, "We have money. I want the very best treatment for her. I read that the Stamson Clinic is one of the best in the country?"
Patrick was impressed. He looked at his wife and raised his eyebrows.
"I woke up early and did some research," she said with a gentle smile.
Of course, she did. Patrick exhaled and his shoulders visibly relaxed. Thank God for Betty, he thought. God, how did I not research this?
"Yeah, that place is famous. I mean, besides the state facility, there's TallGurls, Fremington, and Stamson. Beyond that you're lookin' out of state. Not too many can afford Stamson, but yeah I've heard great things. If that's the route you want to go, I'll call one of their docs to come assess her so she won't be stuck here in limbo too long."
Betty was still confused. "Aren't there doctors here?"
The nurse nodded, understanding her confusion. "Yes, the doctor here is the one who will sign the certification form, legally declaring her a femme. That doctor would also do her intake assessment for the state facility. But if you want her to go to another facility, then their doc has to assess her and deem her appropriate for their facility to accept custody while she's in treatment."
"Oh, oh I see. That makes sense."
The nurse finished typing and turned away from the monitor. "Alright, you're all set. Just sign here to indicate that you agree to pay the doctor's assessment fee plus a deposit of one week of treatment up front." She handed the digital signature pad to Betty.
Patrick looked at the nurse in confusion. "That's it?! Don't you need more information?"
"Like what?"
Patrick stammered, "Like my story. Like how I got infected. I have no idea! I'm not gay. I've never..." He was about to say he'd never had anal sex, but since last night that wasn't exactly accurate, "...had sex with a man."
He was hoping she would look shocked, grab the nearest phone, and call up the world's scientists to report this information. Instead, she just gave him a pitying gentle smile. "This is a no-judgment facility. We don't ask how femmes got infected since it's not relevant to your treatment, though we do recommend that you or your custodian inform all sexual partners of your infection."
Patrick couldn't believe it. "Not relevant?! Isn't my sexual orientation relevant? Isn't it RELEVANT that I'm straight as an arrow?!" He was so livid that his body shook as he yelled at the nurse. The exaggerated jiggling of his tits in the disposable hospital gown detracted significantly from the strength of his argument.
To her credit, the nurse stayed poised and professional. "Your sexual orientation is probably changing, Isabel. Usually, it broadens substantially for femmes. Regardless of where you started, one of the things the treatment facilities do is to help guide you through your transition to get to where your custodian wants you to be."
Where my custodian wants me to be...
"The orientation video will help explain things. A doctor will be in as soon as your confirmatory test result is ready, but it may not be the Stamson doctor if they can't get here for a few hours."
The nurse turned the monitor towards them, began the video, and left the room.
Cheesy music played and a low quality graphic design appeared on the screen with the title: You're a Femme now: Embracing the New You!
The title faded to a wood-paneled office where a professional-looking doctor in a white coat smiled into the camera.
"Welcome! This orientation video introduces the effects of human feminization virus-2007 and the treatment strategies available. Whether you're watching this video of your own free will or you've been restrained, try to keep your mind open while you receive this information. Life as a femme can be extremely rewarding with the proper treatment."
The screen showed another subtitle: Understanding the Feminization Laws.
A girl in soft leather handcuffs was reluctantly being bent over to have a collar fastened around her neck as the narrator continued, "At first glance, the Feminization laws can seem brutal, cruel, or excessive. But it's important to realize that the reason custodianship is a legal requirement is for the safety of the femme."
The picture shifted to an interview with a pretty blonde, her top low-cut enough to show just how busty she was, her cheeks flushed enough to show she found the interview embarrassing.
"I didn't know what I was doing. I just knew that I NEEDED to cum. It was all I could think about. I rubbed myself raw and nearly lost my mind. If I hadn't been placed in treatment, I would have really hurt myself," she told the camera in a sincere tone.
The screen flashed a series of still pictures, medical shots of reddened inflamed penises that had been self-abused in the futile quest for orgasm and gaped, bruised and torn anuses that had been inadequately prepared for the vigorous penetration they'd been subjected to.
Patrick looked away from the revolting images, but thought back to his desperation in the bathroom at work, fingering himself without lube. It would have gotten worse, he recognized. He felt a little better about their decision to come here today.
A skinny girl with fine elfin features and jet black hair in a pixie cut was interviewed next.
"I knew I shouldn't have followed that guy into his basement. I'm not stupid, at least not when I'm cumming regularly. But at the time I was just SO desperate. I felt like I needed him. I needed his dick, like I needed air or water. So I cooperated. Even when the heavy bondage started, even when it became clear he was going to sell me to the human trafficking ring, I didn't fight. Not really. I thought I had no other options."
The doctor reappeared on the screen. "Today, scientists recognize that frequent orgasm is a biological need for femmes, essential for both mental and physical health. There is no shame in it, but for their own safety, femmes cannot be left to their own devices."
The camera panned across the facade of a beautiful marble building that one would guess was a government structure, maybe a courthouse. "Most femmes live in state-run or corporate brothels where their unique gifts can be managed for both their benefit and the benefit of society. These facilities ensure safe sex practices and supervision by personnel well-versed in femme physiology and psychology. In this way, a femme can be assured of getting the orgasms she needs to function and thrive, without allowing her sexual needs to become all-consuming obsessions that prevent a rich and vibrant life."
A video montage showed beautiful collared girls socializing, exercising, reading, and listening to music.
The scene now changed to a petite femme sitting in a large, powerfully-built man's lap with her arms wrapped dotingly around his neck. Her collar was luxurious with diamonds inlaid over the state-regulated tracking chip. She looked up into the man's face with love and devotion.
"A small number of femmes live with a custodian who has both the means, the desire, and the capability of providing for her needs outside of an institutional setting."
Patrick was learning a lot from this video. He was shocked that he hadn't researched all of this information on his own. How?! He was usually such a problem-solver. But since he'd learned of his infection, he'd simply panicked and hoped things wouldn't get too bad. So out of character for him. Maybe his thoughts had been more clouded than he had realized...
The text announcing the next section of the video flashed across the screen: Discipline Training.
"After living as an independent adult, learning to live under the authority of a custodian or facility staff can be quite the challenge. Given the wide range of needs of different femmes, the law gives broad authority regarding how femmes may be disciplined when they disobey their custodians. While the most submissive, obedient femmes may only require verbal correction, corporal punishment is common."
The picture showed an overweight femme with a very pleasingly-shaped rear end bent over a man's lap. Her skirt was rucked up around her waist and her panties were pulled down to her thighs. The man administered her spanking with professionalism and authority, coloring her buttocks a rosy pink without appearing to derive any enjoyment from the act.
"Withdrawal of privileges is also a common form of corrective punishment including orgasm denial, social isolation, and forced labor. But punishments that result in permanent injury are not permitted."
So basically carte blanche, Patrick thought to himself miserably.
"Periodic check-ins by social workers specializing in femme care help ensure that punishments are neither excessive nor inadequate for femme well-being."
Patrick felt the desire to escape rising again. He was glad when the next section of the video began: Physical Training.
"Learning to orgasm from anal penetration isn't as easy as back when you used to have a penis. It requires training both the body and mind."
A chubby redhead with a head full of curls, cheeks spotted with freckles, and a friendly smile told the viewers, "It used to hurt. Something I only did for my boyfriend on special occasions, "she leaned in and spoke conspiratorially," I mainly used my mouth back when...before my transition," she leaned back and resumed in her normal voice, "When I started needing it everyday...I mean, multiple times a day, I still struggled to reach climax, maybe once in every ten tries!" Her eyes were big, and her head shook slightly as she communicated her ordeal with emotion.
"But after the training I received at the treatment facility," her expression now changed to a furtive smirk, like she had a dirty secret, "well now I cum almost every time! My master says I'm insatiable! - I'm finally satisfied and I know he loves it too." She laughed gaily, smiling widely with big perfectly white teeth. The kind of relatable, gregarious face that only a particularly cold and unfeeling viewer wouldn't fall in love with.
Next, an Asian femme with her hair in a long-braid over her shoulder spoke softly into the camera. "My master was initially worried that he would not be able to keep up with my...my needs. But the problem was with me. Before my transition, I didn't like to use my...my mouth and my throat. I didn't know how to seduce, how to properly...stimulate him. But after I returned from the treatment facility, I was able to pleasure him beyond what he'd ever dreamed of. Even though I need him twice a day now, he says it's no burden at all!"
Subtitle: Hygiene
"Certain personal hygiene tasks unlikely to have been learned as part of usual male adolescence may be crucially important to a femme. In addition to hair, makeup, and nails, her main sex organ requires diligent maintenance."
The screen split in two now. On the left was what appeared to be a shot of a hairy man's pelvis. Arrows labeled with anatomical terms pointed at various structures: penis, testicles, anus. On the right was the same shot of a femme with smooth, hairless skin and soft pink puckered hole. An arrow labeled 'clit' pointed to her limp diminutive member. The other arrows were labeled 'sissy sack' and 'pussy.'
That's crude, Patrick thought. Shouldn't they be labeled something more formal? 'Feminized scrotum' and 'femme vagina' maybe?
"A femme needs to learn how to keep her pussy clean, lubricated, and stretched so that she's ready whenever her urges or the desires of her custodian need to be serviced."
Patrick felt thankful that there was no video of that.
The narrating doctor reappeared. "We hope this brief presentation has been educational. As you embark on your treatment, remember that you are at the very beginning of an incredible journey. Embrace it! Embrace the new you!"
Low production-value music played as the screen faded to black.
Patrick looked at his wife. She raised her eyebrows and smiled. "Lots to learn, huh?" He gave his wife a weak smile back before becoming lost in his thoughts.
This was really happening. He was basically just a sissy fuck toy now. He felt like he should feel more anger, but it seemed that he'd already moved to the acceptance stage of grief. On some level, he'd known this was coming for weeks. Maybe it wouldn't be so bad.
He imagined himself butt naked on his knees with his wife standing over him, the leash in her hand attached to his collar. When she smiled and gave him a nod, he pressed his face into her moist cunt. Her taste was fantastic. He lapped like a starving kitten. When she unexpectedly turned around and stuck her butt in his face, he was confused for a moment. She looked over her shoulder at him, used the hand not holding the leash to pull her asscheek to the side, and raised an eyebrow at him. He stared at her brown, puckered ballon knot like it was forbidden treasure. His face slowly moved forward into her crack as if drawn by a tractor beam.
*KNOCK* *KNOCK*
Patrick was drawn back to reality from his fantasy by a knock at the door, just before the doctor and nurse entered the exam room.
He noticed he'd been drooling and wiped his lips with the back of his forearm. His nipples felt like they might pierce the thin paper hospital gown covering his tits.
The doctor was a middle-aged black woman, thin and somewhat severe-looking with her hair done up in a tight mass of ropey braids. With her white coat and horn-rimmed eyeglasses, she looked the part.


"Hello Mrs. Stanyon, I'm Dr. Stevens from the Stamson Clinic. Luckily I was already coming here for another intake." She shook hands with Betty before turning to the femme.
"Hello Isabel. It's a pleasure to meet you."
"Doctor," he acknowledged her with a curt nod.
She put a hand on his knee. He flinched but didn't withdraw.
"Isabel, the confirmatory test was also positive. The state doctor has signed your certification form, and you've now been registered in the system. It's official. You're a femme now. Take a moment to recognize it and take it in. Patrick is gone now and forever. You are Isabel, and you always will be."
Isabel grimaced and took a few audibly deep breaths. Betty took her hand and squeezed, while the doctor kept her hand on her knee and give it a little squeeze too.
After a long minute, the doctor asked, "I know you're probably processing a lot of emotions right now. You'll be processing this for a long time. Right now, you don't have to worry about a thing. After we finish your assessment here in a few minutes, Mrs. Stanyon and I will discuss our treatment goals and make a plan together while we get you transported over to our facility. Alright Miss Isabel?"
Isabel just shook her head bad and forth, unable to meet the doctor's eyes. "Fucking hell," she said under her breath with a pouty exhalation, unable or unwilling to mask her frustration.
"Oh sweetheart, you sound a little distressed. I know this is some weighty news for you, but I wonder if it's more than that. Have you had an orgasm today?"
"What?!" Isabel asked in shock at such a direct question.
"How long has it been since your last cum, sweetie?"
"I...," Isabel couldn't believe this was her life now, but she resigned herself to follow the doctor's lead, "...yesterday."
"Oh, you poor thing. Well, the pelvic exam is next anyway, so let's see if we can't take care of you at the same time." The doctor turned to the nurse. "Gracie, can you help get her in position please?"
Isabel quickly found herself strapped to the examination table.
The table was inclined at about 45 degrees, and her ankles were suspended above her in the air, tied in soft cloth cuffs to a spreader bar that pulled out from the wall on a retractable cable. This all seemed like madness to her. She had no idea what was going to happen next.
Betty felt the same, though she was most concerned with moisture accumulating between her legs as she watched her partner placed in bondage. She was surprised how submissively Isabel was going along with all this. She wondered if it was an effect of the virus or if her spouse was always something of a closet submissive. The video of her husband role-playing with his lover came to mind, calling her mistress on his knees. Maybe this was all meant to be, she thought hopefully.
"Now just relax, Isabel, let the bar take the weight of your legs. Good girl. The spreader bar really should be behind your head for this position, but don't worry, your flexibility will improve A LOT over the next few weeks, both from the virus's effects as well as your training."
Her gloved hand grabbed the femme's penis between two fingers, twisting and pinching it. "Cute clit, a little bigger than average for this stage of development. Gracie, let's try a size 3 cage to start."
"Why does she need a penis cage? She doesn't get hard anymore," Betty asked, and Isabel silently thanked god again for her wife.
"Yeah. I don't want-"
"Hush sweetie. Your mistress is talking." The doctor silenced the femme with an authoritative stare.
"It will take time to adjust to your new status, Isabel, but you need to understand that Mrs. Stanyon is not your peer. She is not your equal. She's your mistress, and you will respect her or there will be consequences." The doctor paused to see if the girl would protest. Isabel kept her mouth closed, though she was fuming inside. "Good girl. Your privileges will increase proportionally with your experience and training. For now, you're not to speak unless spoken to first. If you absolutely must say something, you will ask your mistress for permission to speak first."
Dr. Stevens slowly turned back to Betty. "Sorry about that, Mrs. Stanyon. It's very important for Isabel's training that we consistently correct her behavior every time."
"Now, regarding your question, yes the clit cage is necessary. It's a standard part of treatment at this stage. Even though your femme's clit has moved beyond even partial erections, it will always remain quite sensitive. In the beginning, most girls will go right for their clits when they get horny, not realizing their pussies are the only way they can only reach orgasm," she made an exasperated expression, rolling her eyes with a little shake of her head, "Just a natural reflex; that's always how they came in the past. Unfortunately, it's not uncommon for a femme to rub herself raw if she's uncaged and untrained. Eventually, Isabel here will probably be trained with enough discipline that she can play with her clit sparingly, as an accessory tool to boost the pleasure of the orgasms she receives when she's being penetrated. But until then, she needs to focus all her energy on learning how to properly use her pussy."
The nurse returned to the room with the cage. "Ah! Here we are. Thank you, Gracie. Let's see how this fits."
Isabel whimpered with humiliation as some vaseline was smeared over her genitals. The polished metal ring slid over her hairless clit and sissy sack to sit flush against her pelvis. The doctor then placed a very small cage over the clit itself. The device made a little 'click' sound as it attached to the base ring.
It was uncomfortable and clearly too small. So Isabel was shocked when the doctor said, "There we go. Perfect fit."
"What?! No, it's too small. It-"
"Isabel...now is not the time for speaking," the doctor spoke in a low, dangerous cadence, "If I have to tell you again, there will be consequences."
Isabel looked to her wife in frustration.
"Are you sure it's not too small, doctor?" Betty hurried to say on her wife's behalf.
"Quite sure. If anything, it's a little on the large side. She'll be used to it in a few days."
The doctor took a deep breath to calm herself, clearly frustrated with being questioned by the both of them. Mrs. Stanyon seemed to be a pushover. She'd have to get over that if she was ever going to be a femme custodian. But, the doctor reminded herself, this was just their first day. She'd seen women even meeker than this grow into confident, hardcore dommes. Dr. Stevens plastered a polite smile on her face before continuing, "Now let's have a look at her pussy."
Isabel dropped her head back on the padded table in resigned frustration and stared up at the ceiling, while the doctor squirted thick lubricant onto her gloved finger.
As the doctor slid her middle finger into Isabel's anus, she commented, "Wow. One of the tightest I've seen for a femme that's this far along. Poor thing has been neglecting her prostate. It's probably been torture for her."
The doctor hooked her finger inside the girl's rectum and gently stroked her prostate.
"Hhhhmmmm," Isabel closed her eyes and breathed out with a contented sigh.
The doctor smiled knowingly. "Sensitive prostate. Lucky girl." She turned to Betty. "A sensitive prostate will make her training go much easier. She's really had an ideal course so far."
"Oh that's good," Betty said, hoping her voice sounded normal/not inappropriately aroused. She crossed one leg over the other in her lap and covered her chin and mouth with her like she was pondering something other than how badly she wanted to touch herself. She wondered if it was possible she had soaked through her panties, glad she had chosen a dark-colored dress today in case anything leaked through.
The nurse handed Dr. Stevens a lubricated silver vibrator with a thick bulb on the end like the head of a penis.
As the doctor slid her finger out and pushed the greased instrument firmly against Isabel's puckered orifice, the femme could hold her tongue no longer. "No! Wait! That's too big. I-"
The doctor sighed loudly, clearly infuriated. "That's IT! I warned you, Isabel. But not to worry, it's just your first day. We'll get you trained up soon. Gracie, please help her with a gag. Add a little hazy cream too, she's way too tense right now."
"Yes, doctor." The nurse grabbed what looked like a butt plug with straps on each side. She rubbed some cream on the plug and brought it to Isabel's lips.
"What the-?! No!" Isabel protested, turning her head this way and that to avoid being gagged. The nurse didn't hesitate for a second. Grabbing the femmes hair with a practiced hand, jerking her head back against the inclined table with enough force to shock the girl and cause enough pain to make her open her mouth to scream, the nurse stuffed the gag into the girl's mouth and quickly affixed it around her head.
Whoa, Gracie! Betty thought as she watched the bizarre scene playing out before her. The sweet young nurse suddenly seemed like a strong, dangerous woman. In their soothing pastel-colored scrubs, one easily forgets that nurses aren't there just to be comforting. They do the hard things when necessary.
Isabel grunted in frustration around her gag, feeling ridiculous and disrespected. She quickly noticed that the cream coating the rubber in her mouth tasted like...pussy?! Did they make a vagina flavor?! Even as she was surprised, she sucked it down, enjoying the taste and something else in the cream. She felt immediately more relaxed.
"Is that really necessary?" Betty asked uncomfortably, struggling to balance her innocent facade and the desires of her aching cunt.
"More than necessary. It's good for her. It's quite a process to go from an autonomous adult to a submissive dependent. Discipline must be consistently and invariably applied. Besides, she likes having something in her mouth, just look at her."
Betty noticed her wife's eyes were glazed over as if she was savoring the gag's flavor. She sucked on it like a babe with a pacifier.
The doctor repositioned the vibe at the girl's sphincter. "Alright, much better, nice and relaxed, and-" she increased the pressure until the femme's asshole suddenly swallowed the end of the toy. Isabel's toes curled, and a muffled whorish moan escaped her.
"There we go. I bet that feels so much better, huh sissy gurl?" The doctor switched the toy on. The strength of the vibrations could be heard throughout the exam room.
Isabel arched her back as much as she good, trying to grind her pelvis down on the vibe while feminine whimpering sounds came from her gag.
The doctor tugged on the wand rhythmically, pulling out only a fraction before the girl's tight pink butthole pulled the toy back in.
Dr. Stevens truly enjoyed this part of her job. While the intellectual, professional part of her brain fully accepted that this was a necessary medical treatment, the lower functions took a more primal satisfaction in the act. The feminist in her saw it as fitting symmetry with the 'hysteria' treatments doctors gave neglected, randy women in the 1800's. Poor little femmes just need to cum.
Betty bit her bottom lip as she watched her wife's asshole grip and suck on the fat bulb of the vibrator. She felt a pang of envy for the doctor, wishing it was she who was working that thick toy in her femme's rectum with dextrous skill.
When the doctor thought her subject was ready, she angled the toy upwards, pushed in hard, and held it there.
"MmmmrmmrmrmmmrMMRMRMRRMR!" Isabel moaned in her gag as her milk began to leak from her cage, spilling onto her stomach and filling her belly button.
"Oh, so quickly, she's a natural! That's it. Good girl. Get it all out. Look how much you had in there! So backed up. You're going to feel SO much better once we get all that out and have you cumming regularly."
With a nod from the doctor, Gracie removed the gag. Isabel's soft, sensual moans filled the room as the last waves of her orgasm washed over her.
Dr. Stevens removed the vibrator and replaced it with a soft pink rubber butt plug. She then reached up and pushed a gloved finger into the girl's mouth. Isabel kept her eyes closed but sucked on the finger submissively.
"Good girl. Whenever someone puts something in your mouth, you suck. Perfect." She pulled her finger out, swiped it through the puddle of cum on Isabel's belly, and pushed it back into her mouth. Isabel's eyes shot open as she noticed the taste.
The doctor met her glance. "C'mon, suck it clean. Be a good girl for us. We don't waste cum. Good girls always clean up their messes." Isabel held the doctor's eye contact for a second more before closing her eyes again and sucking obediently.
The doctor moved her finger from the cum puddle to the girl's mouth seven more times before she was satisfied.
She removed her finger from the femme's mouth and squeezed her shoulder. "Feel better, Isabel?"
The girl opened her eyes and sheepishly looked up at the woman. She did feel better, goddamn it. "Yes..." She avoided making eye contact with her wife.
"Yeah, she does," the doctor smiled and tousled the girl's hair like one might do to a shaggy dog, "Poor thing was backed up. Probably still is. A couple more orgasms today, and you'll be right as rain."
She took off her gloves as Gracie removed the restraints from Isabel. Turning to Betty, Dr. Stevens said, "Why don't you say goodbye to Isabel and then meet me across the hall in the conference room to go over some details?"
Betty's face was flushed and strained. "Ok sure. Um, can I run to the restroom first? I really need to go."
The doctor gave her a knowing smile. "Of course. Take your time." She turned back to her charge. "Bye Isabel. I'll see you at the facility. Gracie here will get you a uniform for transport. Your mistress will come visit us in few days, alright?"
"Thank you, doctor," Isabel said with real gratitude mixed in with her other feelings.
"My pleasure," and then she was gone.
Gracie helped Isabel to her feet. The curvy femme stood naked in front of the two women, feeling a little sheepish at them witnessing her anal orgasm. Gracie stepped to the computer to give them a minute, and Betty took a step closer.
"Alright honey. I'll see you in a day or two!" Betty leaned in to hug her wife, but both of them were still so sexually charged that they automatically locked lips. Betty thrust her tongue into her girl's mouth, and Isabel sucked like the sweet, submissive wife she naturally wanted to become. The two of them moaned into each other's mouths in one of the best kisses of their relationship.
Betty only just managed to pull herself away. "Bye."
"Goodbye...Bet-...mistress," Isabel smiled at her adoringly.
Betty addressed Gracie as she moved to the door. "I have to go to the bathroom."
Gracie smiled and gave a little nod.
****************
Betty's hands were shaking and frantic as she struggled with the bathroom door lock. She bent over the sink and shot a hand down into the sopping wet panties. Had she ever been this wet? She felt certain that if a man materialized in the bathroom at that moment, any man at all, she would fuck him.
She managed to close her mouth, but that did little to muffle the whorish moan that erupted from her throat as she worked two fingers in and out of her snatch.
Fuck, fuck, fuck, oh that feels SO good.
She pictured Isabel bent over in front of her, tied and gagged with her strap-on thrusting in and out of the girl's fat ass. In her mind's eye, her femme wife looked back at her with crazed need in her eyes. Yes, I'll give it to you, darling, YOU FUCKING WHORE! I'll bugger your tight little asshole until you cum like the butt slut you are! I need this just as much as you do!
Betty's orgasm was coming on fast. In the back of her mind, a feeble voice tried to reason with her. C'mon Betty, diddling yourself in a public restroom? You're supposed to be the responsible one. The doctor is waiting on you. What are you doing?!
But another voice advocated on behalf of her cunt. You deserve this, Betty. You've deserved this for so long. Your husband only gets certified as a femme once...for the rest of his life. Savor this moment. Enjoy it. Cum HARD!
And so Mrs. Betty Stanyon, responsible CTO and married woman, frigged her clit to a massive orgasm in a public bathroom.
"Emmm, uhgmmmm, mmmmMRRRMRRRMMMM!" Betty whimpered as her climax hit and nearly knocked her to the floor.
*************
After washing her hands for a protracted period, willing the blush and the shame to disappear from her cheeks, Betty stepped into the conference room where Dr. Steven's was waiting.
A camera feed on the wall monitor showed Isabel wearing panties and a bra in the exam room as Gracie helped her into a white blouse and plaid skirt. It looked like a Catholic school girl uniform.
The doctor turned toward her client. "You made the right choice with Stamson Clinic, Mrs. Stanyon. I think Isabel will do very well there. Please sit down."
Betty took a seat and sighed contentedly. She felt much better after her orgasm. "Sorry for the wait. I really needed to use the restroom. I feel much better now."
The doctor smiled kindly. "It's no problem, Mrs. Stanyon. Honestly, if Isabel's training didn't arouse you, you probably wouldn't be a suitable custodian for her."
Betty froze and her eyes went wide as she realized the doctor knew exactly what she'd been doing in the bathroom.
Dr. Steven's continued casually as if nothing out of the ordinary had been said. "So, now we should discuss what your goals are for the particulars of Isabel's treatment program."
Betty nodded.
The doctor placed her hands on Betty's shoulders and looked her in the eye. "Listen Betty, may I call you Betty? Your needs are just as important as Isabel's. You didn't ask for this. It would be perfectly ethical to turn Isabel's custody over to the state, no shame in that. But if you decide to be her custodian, there is no need for you to be miserable or feel like you're sacrificing your happiness for hers. Being a custodian for a femme is an incredible gesture of love but also a lot of work and responsibility. So we want to design Isabel's treatment program to make her as pleasing to you as we can. It's in both your long-term interests. Does that make sense?"
"Yes," Betty hesitated only a moment before blurting out, "I want him to be thick, a real dump truck in his behind, can you do that?"
Dr. Steven's chuckled. "Well, I'm glad you've thought about it. Though we should be consistent with her pronouns to avoid confusing her."
"Oh," Betty tapped her palm against her forehead, "Of course. Her behind. That's what I meant."
"The effects of the virus can be guided by targeted hormonal injections. And beyond that, we can always place implants." The doctor continued, "But before we get to specific physical characteristics, we should discuss her treatment goals more generally. What kind of femme are you hoping for?"
"What kind?" Betty asked innocently. She knew exactly what she wanted, having spent dozens of hours researching her options, but her cover story was that she had discovered her husband's infection unexpectedly just yesterday so she played dumb.
"Yes, without getting too deep into femme psychological theory, a femme's training has many dimensions, but the most important is the autonomy/obedience axis. On the one end, a femme can be trained to be totally obedient without any autonomy. This kind of femme is commonly referred to as a 'pet' since the femme will be similar to a kind of humanoid dog. She will obey her master or mistress completely, but will need intense care often including feeding, bathing, and dressing. This type of training is actually the simplest to perform and our most popular option. Most of the femmes who live in brothels are trained as pets."


"It...it sounds kind of...barbaric," Betty ventured, not wanting to appear cruel or unethical.
"Not at all," the doctor continued unfazed, "Pets are some of the happiest femmes. The training essentially consists of overwhelming control and discipline exercises until the femme relinquishes all control to her master. After that, provided the master or mistress meets her basic needs, she will live a carefree, pleasant existence."
The doctor paused as if waiting for a deluge of questions. Receiving only an interested stare from her client, she continued, "On the other end of the spectrum, a femme can be trained as a romantic partner, almost like a spouse. This type of training is tricky since the femme needs to be given enough autonomy to be an interesting lover, complete with her own desires, hopes, and drives, to have the ability to assess her master or mistress's complex needs, to make plans, to delay gratification. Yet at the same time, she must always remain submissive, accepting that she will never be truly independent, that she doesn't actually know what's best for her and must always obey her mistress's will."
The subtle rise at the corners of Betty's mouth was not lost on the doctor.
"This type of training is...complex and....expensive. Relapses are frequent, requiring repeated institutionalization. Many femmes are not submissive enough to ever function as a partner-type. The most independent femmes often require such intensive obedience training that they can only find stable happiness as pet-types. Such femmes just cannot tolerate the more subtle submission required for partners."
The doctor let this sink in for a moment before asking, "What did Isabel do for a living before her infection?"
Betty took her time responding, understanding the implications of her answer. "She was...she was a CEO of a large technology firm."
The doctor's eyebrows rose. "Really?"
Betty nodded. "Yes. I am the company's CTO. We co-founded it together." Betty watched the gears turn behind the doctor's eyes. She wanted to tell the doctor that she suspected her husband was always a closet submissive, that she'd seen video of him submitting to...other women, but she wanted to keep her knowledge of his affairs secret. So she said nothing.
"Well, we'll just have to see. Most CEO-types are used to getting their way all the time and cling fiercely to self-determination. But...some of them enjoy the release of submitting in the bedroom. If Isabel has such tendencies, it will make her training easier. Did the two of you ever do any role-playing in the bedroom?"
"No, no we never did anything like that. Our sex life was very...traditional." The doctor just nodded. Betty took this as an opportunity to ask the question that had been burning in her mind for weeks.
"Why can't she just learn to masturbate to control her urges? If she took regular breaks, maybe used a vibrator to pleasure herself in her private bathroom every few hours, would she basically be back to her old self? Could she ever come back to work, for example?"
The doctor made a pitying grimace and slowly shook her head. "Unfortunately, it's not that simple. Think about the horniest times in your life, times when you've masturbated vigorously or just craved sex. How rational were you in those moments? How able to focus, prioritize, and make decisions?"
"Not...not at all."
"The peak of what you've felt - that haze of lust - that is about the least horny a fully-developed femme ever feels, even when she's cumming regularly."
"Oh....oh my god."
The doctor nodded sagely, "I know, it's hard to fathom, but the desire for the next orgasm consumes almost all of their thoughts. It's not an exaggeration to say they're obsessed. And unfortunately the femme orgasm is not that easy to reproduce."
Betty looked alarmed. "What? What do you mean?"
"I mean, it's not like you can just - pardon my language but - you can't just stick a vibrator up her ass and be guaranteed a climax. What works one day may not work the next day. Besides day-to-day changes in how stretched and relaxed her pelvic muscles are, how tight or sore her anal sphincter is, how swollen and sensitive her prostate is - the femme orgasm is at least as much mental as it is physical. She's got to feel DOMINATED. She has to BELIEVE you're her mistress, absolutely. She has to relax and EMBRACE submitting to you." The doctor took a deep breath to steady herself, realizing too late how worked up she was getting talking about this. She truly loved her work.
She unbuttoned the top button on her collar to cool herself as she flushed with a touch of embarrassment. "At least...that's what we understand about the infection so far," she said quickly, trying to resurrect a cool, professional demeanor.
Betty tried to look as judgmental as possible to mask the fact that she was just as excited by the doctor's words.
"So..." the doctor said, getting the consultation back on track, "what kind of femme do you think you'd like to see Isabel become?"
Betty wrapped her arms around herself in a hug, looking away as if searching her feelings. "I love...Isabel, very deeply. If she ultimately needs the pet training, I'll take care of her and make sure she's kept satisfied. But if possible, I would like her to be trained as a partner-type."
"Very good, that will be our goal," the doctor made a note in the computer before looking back to Betty. "And her sexuality?"
"What about it?"
"Well she'll be trained on how to give and receive pleasure from both men and women, of course, but would you like her fully bisexual or would you like her to lean more towards one side or the other?"
Betty frowned. "I...I don't want her having sex with other people. She's my wife. She belongs to me."
The doctor took her hands away from the keyboard and focused fully on her client. "Of course, Betty, I understand. But your relationship from this point forward will be nothing like what it was before. Isabel will be able to give you new things she never could before she was a femme, but at the same time there are other things she won't be able to give you. It's a rare heterosexual woman, even among the naturally dominant, who wants to forgo the pleasures of a real man's body for the rest of her life."
Betty hadn't thought much about that.
"And there are Isabel's needs to consider too. Even if you were willing to give up the feeling of a man's hot-blooded erection throbbing inside you, would you deny Isabel that experience?"
Betty wasn't sure how she felt about this.
"It's completely up to you, of course. Maintaining your relationship as a monogamous lesbian couple is perfectly reasonable, but I advise you to keep an open mind."
Betty nodded. She clearly had a lot to think about.
"You never know what you both might want down the road. Better to have her trained to be prepared. There are so many options. Many mistresses have their femmes trained to seduce men for their personal use...others have them make a little money on the side serving male clients - that's all perfectly legal."
Betty's eyebrows shot up at this. "I'm really uncomfortable with the thought of her having sex with other people right now. I'm ok with her being...trained, but...the sexual training...it's all just with toys, right?"
The doctor made a face, "It's natural to hesitate about such things, I understand, but it's difficult to train a femme with toys alone. Particularly on how to perform cunnilingus..."
Betty winced. "Can't I...I mean, can't I do that part myself?" She was surprised to see the doctor raise her bottom lip with a little shrug and nod of acknowledgment.
"Well, typically we use a combination of toys and staff members who are checked for disease on a weekly basis and use safe sex practices. Most of our femmes were homosexual men prior to infection, and most of our staff are men. But, it's not unheard of to train a femme using toys alone. It will take a bit longer and will be more expensive, but we can do that. We can use female staff whenever possible to acclimatize Isabel to submitting to women. And we can do most of the training on how to please a woman in the sessions with you."
The doctor noticed Betty's look of surprise.
"Of course, you will be heavily involved in her training, Betty. You will need to continue what we start in the facility at home for the rest of Isabel's life, without 'training wheels' so to speak. We will give YOU extensive training too, Betty."
"Me? Training?"
"Yes, of course. Do you have much experience as a dominatrix? Have you administered corporal punishment before? Are you adept with a strap-on dildo? Do you know how to coax a hesitant sphincter open for your fist?"
"Well...no..."
"Of course not. I wouldn't think so. Almost none of our prospective custodians have this type of experience. But not to worry. As long as you want to pursue this, we can provide you with the training you need to have an idyllic mistress-sub relationship with your femme." The doctor was practically squealing with enthusiasm. "Be excited! You're in a position virtually no women have occupied in human history. This may very well be one of the most rewarding experiences of your life!"
Betty smiled, letting her own enthusiasm be brought out by the doctor's. "It really is special, isn't it?"
The two women smiled at each other.
********
Isabel took the steps up onto the bus slowly. The sensations from the plug were new, stretching and tugging as her leg muscles contracted with her ascent.
The driver unlocked the chain link fence separating the passenger cabin from the driver's seat for her. There was only one other passenger.
The gagged girl in a straight-jacket, tied down to her seat, was actively struggling against her restraints.
"Don't worry about her," the driver said, "She's going to a completely different wing than you are. Poor thing went too long without treatment." The man looked at Isabel with kind eyes, "We'll arrive at the facility in about 40 mins."
The sight of the other girl shamed her. Why wasn't she fighting just as hard? Was she really just going along with the plan to convert her into a submissive bimbo?!
For a moment, Isabel felt a wave of dread and despair. Oh god, what am I doing? How could I let this happen to me?! I'm not a freak! I was Patrick fucking Stanyon! I was a CEO! I don't belong here!
But then, as the bus pulled out and began bouncing down the road, her body retorted that she did belong her. Appreciating the butt plug between her cheeks, Isabel bit her bottom lip. She tried and failed to resist the temptation to spread her legs a bit more and grind her butt down into her seat, transferring as many of the vehicles vibrations as possible into her anal toy.
It could not have been more clear to her in that moment that she was truly a depraved needy anal whore. Her old life was over. Her new one was just beginning. She needed...treatment. Thankfully, she was headed to just such a treatment facility.
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"Eeeeeeeeekkkkk! No! I changed my mind. Please no! NoahhhhiiiiieiEEEOOEEEE!!" Isabel shrieked like a spoiled little girl as the trainer thrust her strap-on up the inexperienced femme's ass.
"C'mon, stop being a little drama queen. This is like our smallest dildo. Besides you need this, don't you?" the trainer admonished without slowing her strokes even a little. She gripped the girl's collar, letting it dig into her throat a bit to soften her up.
The workers at the facility were cruel. Intentionally. Part of the training was to make a femme grateful for her custodian, so the staff made sure they were always significantly less appealing in comparison.
"Yes but - Unghhhh! Oooooh! Ahhhhh! It's tooo! It's tooo biggg! Slower! Ohhhhh!"
The trainer grabbed Isabel by her hair and jerked her head back while driving the strap-on dildo even deeper in the girl's anal tract. "Shit, girl, we talked about this. This is how you have sex now. Stop fighting it. Mmmm, accept that pain, bitch. Accept the penetration. Take my cock like a good girl."
Isabel managed to quiet down to muffled moans and grunts, accepting and reluctantly enjoying the painful violation of her asshole.
To reward the femme, the trainer rose up slightly, angling her cock down towards the girl's front rectal wall where her prostate was. As expected, the femme responded by arching her back more, welcoming the deep penetration, and moaning with a little more feeling.
"That's it. Take that cock, cunt. Take it like a back-alley whore. Look at you, bent over like a prison bitch. Letting it slide into your guts like a little faggot poof. Yeah, look at you pushing back on it. You want it deeper sissy girl? Fucking butt slut."
The trainer smiled as sweat dripped off her brow. It was hard work, but rewarding as hell. This one was a born anal whore.
They were ahead of schedule.
***************
Betty sat in an important meeting, finalizing the sale of the company. It had been one of the busiest weeks of her life: announcing Patrick's withdrawal from company activities for undisclosed reasons, assuming the role of CEO herself, and negotiating the company's acquisition by Handon Holdings.
It was thrilling to have the control she'd craved for years. She realized now that she had craved it more than she'd even been aware of. She signed the documents decisively, righting the ship that she'd watched spiral out of control. It was incredibly gratifying, and the meetings demanded her attention...but her mind kept drifting to her femme.
She felt a little bad about delaying her first visit to the facility for so long, but she just had so much to do right now that just could not wait. The doctor had assured her it was no problem. "It's fine! It will give us more time to soften her up for your first session together, probably better for her training in the long-run. Really, you have nothing to worry about," the doctor had said.
As one of her lawyers droned on about post-acquisition employment terms, Betty pulled up the Stamson Clinic App on her phone. In addition to the standard daily progress reports, she paid for the executive package so she also had access to live streams and full-length videos from the camera feeds she could review whenever she had time to watch.
Best money she ever spent. It was like her own personalized porno channel.
Even the more mundane parts of Isabel's training were stimulating to her. Like the morning warm-up exercises, where Isabel had to squat right over the floor camera and clench her asshole in rhythm with a metronome. Betty had a close-up view of her wife's wrinkled anus, flexing and relaxing to the beat of the machine.
Suddenly, Isabel's mouth opened in a muted cry, and she squeezed her sphincter tight, which suggested she had just received an electric shock to her collar for clenching offbeat. Betty knew from watching these videos that a computerized voice would be correcting her, "Slower. Listen to the metronome." The whole system for the morning warm-up was impressively automated. Ingenious really. Betty made a mental note to invest in the technology. Her wife's anus began contracting and relaxing more slowly this time, following the metronome more precisely.
Betty pressed a few buttons, scrolling from the video of this morning's warm-ups to other recent recordings.
She saw the one she had watched last night. Predicament bondage. Betty adored these types of sessions. The position in this one trained both Isabel's pelvic muscles and her concentration. Isabel stood with her wrists chained to the ceiling with a heavy weight hanging from another chain connected to her butt plug. A powerful vibrating wand was stuffed up between her legs, pressing firmly into her perineum between her sissy sack and her plug. The stimulation seemed to constantly distract the girl. Her anus would loosen, nearly allowing the weight to pull the plug out before she refocused and squeezed her muscles tight. "Focus, Isabel," the trainer would admonish her, with a strike of the riding crop for emphasis.
Betty scrolled past that video and clicked on the current live feed. Mmmmm, strap-on training. There was something so pure about it. Betty couldn't wait until that was her with the dick strapped to her hips.
The trainer today was a fit young woman, early twenties if Betty had to guess, with muscular thighs and buttocks that were clearly the result of training. Weight training? Or maybe a job that required hours of pelvic thrusts each day was sufficient to develop an ass like that?
The woman humped Isabel with tireless strokes, fucking her ass hard enough to make the fat on her bottom jiggle and her tits bounce and slap together.
Betty bemoaned the fact that she had to keep the video muted since she was in a meeting. Oh well, she could always watch it again with the sound on later. Isabel's mouth was open and her eyes cycled between bulging wide and clenched tight. The pink painted nails on her fingers gripped onto the sheets for dear life as she tried to maintain herself upright on all fours. God, look at her take it...
As the woman kept pounding into her, Isabel's strength gave out, and she slowly collapsed forward onto the mattress. The trainer slapped her ass before grabbing her hair and yanking it back while giving some inaudible command. Isabel quickly lifted her hips back up in to the air, making the muscles in her lower back strain, though her chest and face remained buried in the sheet. Betty felt herself getting wet.
"Don't you agree, Mrs. Stanyon?"
She looked up, flustered at being caught not listening. "I'm sorry, gentlemen. Had to answer a question about my spouse's medical treatment," she placed her phone on the table and made a show of sliding it a few inches away, "Could you please repeat the question?"
***************
The facility employee opened the door to the monitoring room. His colleague didn't even look up as she scrolled random videos on her phone, bored to tears.
"Hey, brought you a coffee."
"Thanks," she said genuinely as she accepted the steaming brew.
"How's number 18 doing today?"
The woman blew an impressed stream of air through pursed lips and gave a little chuckle, "She's a natural. Eight orgasms and counting. Guess she's about due for a size-up. You wanna give me a hand?"
The man's eyes flicked up to the monitors. The femme's expression of tortured pleasure was too good to destroy. "Let's wait another minute or so. See if she can get to lucky number nine!" He smiled, and his colleague smiled back.
"Alright sure. You're not sweet on her, are you Herb?" she teased him.
He didn't mind. The banter was more entertaining than anything he'd done today. "Nah, more like jealous."
She gave him a questioning look.
"I mean, not that I'd actually want to be in her situation. But the looks on these girls' faces, the sounds they make - can't help but wonder what that feels like, you know?"
The woman looked at her colleague in a new light, impressed he was willing to admit such a thing. Of course, they all thought about it. Hard to work at a place like this without the occasional femme fantasy. She wondered if the employees self-selected for the kinkier types or if working here perverted the mind over time. Probably both.
She herself had purchased her own strap-on dildo shortly after she took this job, though she still had yet to try it out on someone off the job. Maybe Herb could be the lucky guy.
"There she goes," Herb grinned and took a sip of his coffee without taking his eyes off the monitor.
Sure enough, number 18 was bucking and writhing with her ninth climax of the day. The pressure sensors on the synthetic penis in her butt captured the rhythmic contractions of her pelvic musculature. The moisture sensors in the saddle detected no change. The femme was empty.
"Lucky girl," the woman commented to her colleague with a smile. "Let's go."
*********
Isabel was only vaguely aware of the entrance of the two employees. How long had she been here, she wondered. She felt every inch of the thick dildo attached to the saddle she was straddling lodged deep inside her rectum.
The machine she was currently strapped to was devious in its design. Although she had enough freedom of movement to fuck herself, she could never quite get to orgasm on her own. It felt like every time she got close, the pleasure overwhelmed her, making her thighs go weak so she couldn't maintain the pace to push herself over the edge. Only when the machine felt her submit, felt her go still and relax her pelvic muscles, only then did the motor actively fuck up into her at a pace that allowed her to cum. It taught her an important lesson: orgasms are given, not taken.
Her tongue felt like sandpaper against the thick cock gag filling her mouth. She tried to suckle on it to generate more saliva.
The uniformed man attached a hose to her gag and gently brushed the hair that was matted to her face with sweat out of her eyes. "Suck, sweetheart. Get yourself a drink. Suck that cock."
Isabel suckled harder on the toy in her mouth and a trickle of water began to drip from its tip. "Good girl," he praised her as he helped her bend forward on the bench, raising her rump up in the air behind her.
The female employee released a knob on the equipment and guided the thick dildo out of the girl's stretched rectum. "Help me get a good shot for the back camera before we size her up," she said to her co-worker. She stepped out of the camera's line-of-sight while the man grabbed a plump buttock in each hand and spread the girl's cheeks wide.
Isabel imagined the camera they referred to zooming in on her gaped orifice. The powerful contractions of her pelvic floor as it searched for her missing dildo felt wonderful. She cringed and let her head fall forward in shame as she felt thick anal lubricant dripping out of her well-fucked anus.
Suddenly, she started imagining who might be viewing this camera feed. Her wife? Dr. Stevens? The company's stockholders? Former rival CEOs? She felt a wave of fresh arousal as her thoughts ran wild.
Her body hoped they would hurry up and fill her bottom again. She knew she didn't really need to cum again, but still, she wanted it. Yes, she thought, I'm a sick bitch. I belong here.
The uniformed woman finished lubricating the next incrementally-larger dildo for the femme. She marveled at the size. She'd never had anything so thick in her own vagina, much less up the ass. These sissy gurls were really something.
Isabel whimpered in fear and resignation as the fat blunt head of the new cock lodged against her anus.
A muffled needy moan came from number 18 as the new toy was stuffed through her puckered asshole. The femme pushed back with her hips even as the dildo was still sliding forward.
The man finished wiping her down with a cool wet cloth, cleaning the sweat from her body. He repositioned the viewing monitor back in front of the girl's eyes and was about to leave the room when the system beeped helpfully at him, reminding him that the next round called for nipple stimulation.
He quickly grabbed one of the hoses with a soft rubber cup at the end and brought it to the girl's breast. He squeezed the soft tit and thumbed the nipple, making it stiffen so he could place the cup precisely...and because he enjoyed it.
When his colleague loudly cleared her throat and gave him a scolding look, he fed the breast into the cup, ensuring that the light suction appropriately pulled the nipple into the tip of the cup where the mechanical stimulators were housed. He hooked up her other breast in a more perfunctory manner, and exited the treatment suite with his coworker.
Numbers appeared on the screen six inches in front of Isabel' face, counting down from ten, announcing the start of yet another training video. RELAX. ACCEPT. SUBMIT. OBEY. BE A GOOD GIRL. She groaned as the dildo in her bottom started to vibrate again, even as an involuntary ditzy smile spread across her gagged face.
*********
Betty stood in front on the full-length mirror in her master bathroom, posing. It had been an exhausting day of meetings. Finally, she had a quiet moment to herself.
As she turned to see her reflection in profile, one hand on her hip and the other stroking her new member, a smile of pure delight spread across her features. Yes, this was the one, she thought. This was HER strap-on.
The clinic had sent her three different models, all state-of-the-art pieces of technology and design. This one wasn't massive, but it was just the starting size, she reminded herself.
"You want to go through a progression with her," the doctor had said, "You want to draw the process out, ideally over years, so that she associates the changes in her body, in her ability to stretch for your ever-larger cock, with the mental transformation into an ever-more submissive devoted pet."
Betty also recognized that a bigger cock meant more risk, more prep time, a more disciplined insertion. With the smaller cock, she would be free to pound her wife without risking injury. And gradually she would learn more about what her girl's body could take and little by little train her to take bigger insertions faster. Still...years? Betty doubted she had that kind of patience, but she could hold off on fisting for a while. There were plenty of other things to do.
She looked back at the toy in her petite, manicured fingers. Oh well, she thought, at least it's bigger than Patrick's ever was.
Her pussy squeezed down in excitement around the internal portion of the strap-on. Just as Blaise Pascal described centuries ago, the incompressible fluid inside the sex toy transmitted the force from her vaginal contraction into her fake cock, making it throb in her hand every time her cunt throbbed around the internal piece.
Beyond that, the surface of the high-quality silicone shaft included pressure sensors, allowing the sensation of her hand sliding down her length to trigger subtle vibrations in the base of the tool covering her vulva.
It was still relatively crude, nothing like one's own body. But the feedback allowed her to feel connected to her strap-on dildo in a way that, she imagined, would feel incredibly empowering when she used it on her wife. She couldn't wait to feel Isabel's tight asshole sliding down her length, squeezing on it rhythmically when she came.
Soon, she thought to herself. Her first visit to the facility was tentatively scheduled for tomorrow.
She'd had a waxing done yesterday afternoon. Her pussy had been professionally denuded so no hair would get in the way of her wife's tongue or the sophisticated base of her strap-on. The rectangle of hair left at the top was precisely trimmed, just enough to hold her musk for when her wife buried her nose there.
For tomorrow, she'd blocked out her entire morning to have her hair done and her face professionally made up. She wanted to be absolutely tantalizing the first time her wife met her new mistress.
The training sessions with Dr. Stevens had been instructive. They'd covered both the theoretical and the practical, even going through some role-playing to help her practice. Betty felt confident she understood the parameters of what her wife needed, when she could be soft and when she had to be firm.
She peered at the mature, sensual woman in the mirror and gave the bitch her most dominant stare. You can do this, she told herself. You're ready.
She called the facility to confirm.
**********
Isabel licked greedily at the spoon full of white yogurt. Her training schedule only allotted another five minutes for breakfast, so she needed to hurry. She was hungry, and her breakfast was small, so she made sure to swallow every drop.
She wondered for the thousandth time if she was somehow being conditioned to desire white slime in her mouth. It seemed ridiculous since she had been the one to order it off the menu. She could chose any of the options on the low-residue diet list.
The dietary restrictions they had her on were designed to teach her which foods would help her keep her pussy clean and easy to care for.
Although she had options, she could not order more than her prescribed calorie limit each day. The dietitians calibrated it to support a trim figure and keep her relatively weak.
A bit of hunger and lightheadedness was thought to be conducive to optimal femme training, according to the experts. Of course, she had access to unlimited water via gentle suction on the wall dildo in her bathroom, so there was no risk of dehydration.
As she enjoyed her meal, her thoughts took a rare departure from the immediate needs of her body. How long have I been here? she wondered. When is Betty - I mean, Mistress - coming? I wonder if they sold the company...
Her hunger quickly refocused her on more important things. Isabel scooped up another spoonful of the white gelatinous substance, eyeing it hungrily before stuffing it into her mouth. Mmmm, it tasted good.
It doesn't taste anything like cum, she reassured herself. She knew this because now she always cleaned up her messes like a good girl, swallowing every drop.
No, she told herself, I just have a yogurt craving. I deserve to splurge and spoil myself a little with all I'm going through. Just let me enjoy this, she practically begged her own mind.
She sucked on the spoon, running her tongue over it to clean off every bit of yogurt. It felt sinful. It felt slutty. Just shut up and enjoy it, one part of her brain told the other. Good girl.
*****************
The trainer lay flat on her back on the floor, idly flipping through the social media feed on her phone while the femme fucked herself on the strap-on.
They had graduated from regular old reverse cowgirl to squatting like a frog, with the sissy balancing all her weight over the balls of her feet, flat against the floor. Her hands were expected to run over her own body, cupping her breasts or sliding up into her hair. She was only permitted to touch the mistress's thighs with her hands if she lost her balance.
The girl was keeping up a good rhythm this morning, bouncing her thick ass on the silicone shaft impaling her. It was a difficult position. Her leg muscles would probably feel like jelly the rest of the day and be so sore tomorrow.
The trainer criticized her periodically "Deeper, drop that fat ass on it," or "Moan needier. I don't believe you need this."
Suddenly, her phone beeped with an alert. Apparently, the girl's mistress was now scheduled to visit tomorrow. No orgasms permitted until then.
"STOP!" she ordered the girl.
Isabel kept bouncing, "Please...I'm so close."
"I SAID STOP BITCH!" A two-handed shove in the back was more than enough to send the girl tumbling forward onto her hands and knees. The dildo slipped out of her aching sissy pussy.


"Nrroohooohoo," the denied femme whimpered miserably.
The trainer stood and smiled at the limp pile of femmy slutiness at her feet,
"Don't worry, sweetie. Good news. Your mistress is visiting tomorrow. Maybe she'll give you an orgasm then."
****************
Betty sat in the comfortable armchair in the private visitation room. She wore her favorite charcoal gray skirt suit, her 'power suit' she called it. The doctor had advised her to wear something Isabel had seen her in before, to be the same Betty her spouse had always known, only now cast in a new light.
She'd only changed a few things. Her hair and make-up hadn't been done this well in years...maybe ever. The cosmetic shades were a bit darker than her usual ones. They gave the sense that she looked fantastic for her own satisfaction rather than to please someone else. Her usual pantyhose had been exchanged for thigh-highs with garters, though no one would be able to tell that looking at her now. Her flats had been replaced with black suede boots with a three-inch heel. And of course the biggest change was strapped between her legs.
She took a deep breath to steady herself. God, she was excited. The multimillion dollar deal she'd closed this week hadn't made her this excited. She couldn't wait to see Isabel.
She shifted her weight uneasily in the chair, trying to get comfortable. This was the first time she'd worn the strap-on for an extended period. Perhaps she should have worn it more yesterday to practice. Oh well.
The external shaft was currently tucked down between her legs, fully hidden in her white satin panties. The tip sat just behind her asshole. She squirmed again, shifting her weight off the shaft and clenching her cunt around the internal portion. Stop thinking about it, she chided herself, get your head in the game.
*Knock knock*
This was it. Showtime.
"Come in," Betty called.
The door opened, and there was her Isabel.
The girl looked positively scrumptious. Everything Betty had wanted and more. Isabel looked like a paragon of feminine defenselessness, a ripe fruit begging to be picked.
Her hair, lengthened quickly by the high-tech extensions, fell in perfect waves over her shoulders.
Pink rhinestone earrings in the shapes of little hearts glimmered in her lobes, the only site Betty had approved for piercing so far. She envisioned adding new ones slowly over time, giving her wife a new piercing each year as an anniversary present.
Isabel's features had softened further, such that by this point no one would believe this face had ever belonged to a man. Her jaw was soft and curved. Her lips were delectably plump - Betty had paid for fillers if needed but the effects of the virus had made that unnecessary.
The femme's body was decidedly less innocent-appearing than her face. The hourglass figure was so pronounced that no one could doubt the purpose of such a body. It was a body built for sin. The white lace hem of her soft pink dress barely covered her bum, leaving her womanly thighs fully on display. Her buttocks were so high and wide that Betty could appreciate them from the front. The points on Isabel's chest that the dress seemed to hang from suggested she was both aroused and not wearing a bra. She was barefoot, with her pink pedicured toes on display.
The look stood at the border between innocently girlishness and sexual womanhood, like a young bride more than ready to lose her virginity. Betty sensed that she would be reviewing the video footage from today's session for years to come.
But her wife was by no means an inanimate doll. Isabel's eyes lit up at the sight of her mistress. Her cheeks blushed pink with excitement. Her tail was practically wagging.
It took considerable self-discipline for Betty to keep herself from diving across the room and tackling the girl to the ground.
Instead, she kept to the plan. Remaining seated, she slid her skirt up a bit, spread her legs lewdly in a power pose, and gently tapped her bare inner thigh. She eyed her sub with a confident sneer, pointedly moving her glance down towards the space in front of her chair, before skewering the girl with eye contact again, practically daring her to defy her mistress.
Isabel came to her and immediately fell to her knees as she'd been trained to do. She was anxious to talk to her wife, to someone who actually knew her, who wasn't a clinically-employed sadist. But at the same time she knew she had to be careful. She couldn't waste this opportunity.
Betty watched with pleasure as her girl knelt at her feet and carefully laid her cheek on her mistress's inner thigh, maintaining eye contact the whole time. Betty could see her emotions plain as day. The nervousness, slight awkwardness, a bit of shame as she accepted the submissive position. Betty wouldn't have it any other way.
Eventually, it would be natural for her girl to nuzzle her knee like a dog, once their roles were firmly ingrained. But for now, Betty savored the performative nature with which Isabel forced herself to perform the ritual.
Isabel's thoughts were crowded by the burning need to cum, having been edged repeatedly yesterday and throughout the night, but she still managed to keep her wits about her. When Betty stroked her hair, Isabel lightly kissed her mistress's leg and humped her ankle softly as they had instructed her. Communicate your need subtly and respectfully. Don't be needy, but don't be cold. Don't speak until spoken to first.
"Hey baby," Betty greeted her pet with a wide smile.
"Mistress, I'm so happy to see you." She allowed herself the luxury of peppering a few more kisses along the soft inner thigh flesh of her custodian.
"You can call me Betty in private, sweetheart. I want us to be close...closer than ever."
The two smiled at each other with their emotions overflowing. Tears formed in their eyes. Betty put a hand to her eyes and looked away before any tears could actually fall and ruin her makeup. "Sorry it took me more than a week to get over here. Things have been crazy with work."
More than a week, Isabel thought in surprise. I've been here more than a week. It felt more like one very long day. She refocused on her mistress's beautiful face, "It's fine. I'm so glad you're here now."
"I'm sure you have a lot to tell me. What would you like to talk about first?"
Isabel hesitated. She was almost sure this was all being recorded, that the facility was listening to them. But even so...
"Betty, any news about my condition? Have you talked to them about how we still don't know how I was infected?"
Betty looked a little hurt. *Sigh* "Honey, like they said at intake, it's a no-judgment facility. And I forgive you. I know you're not a bad person, deep down. I don't even really feel cheated on since it wasn't another woman. You don't have to admit it right now, maybe someday we'll talk about the details, but right now your treatment should be our focus."
Isabel wanted to say she never cheated, but that was a lie and a useless one at that. Suddenly, Isabel thought about confessing the affairs. Tell her, 'yes I cheated, but I never had sex with a man, so something else is going on.' She realized that she actually wanted to unburden herself, to tell her wife for the first time that she had been unfaithful back when she used to be...a man.
But this was Betty's first visit. Isabel was really happy to see her and didn't want to ruin the moment. Who knew how she would react to the news of another woman...other women actually. The timing's still not quite right, she told herself, I'll tell her eventually. Besides, she's right. It doesn't really matter. It's not urgent. So for the moment, she took a different tack.
"I've been doing a lot of thinking, Betty. I...I've been so lucky to have you lead and guide me through this. You're such an amazing wife, and you have an amazing mind. The...the company is better off in your hands, I see that now."
Betty sat a little straighter in her chair. The hand she'd had in her wife's hair moved down and rubbed her thumb along the femme's puffy bottom lip. On instinct, she pushed the fat digit into the girl's mouth.
Isabel promptly and submissively sucked.
"Oh. I'm glad to hear you say that, Isabel." She studied the pretty face stuffed with her thumb and continued, "We reached an agreement with Handon Holdings. We closed just yesterday. It's official. We've been acquired. How does that make you feel?" She pulled her thumb from the girl's mouth. Isabel seemed reluctant to let it go.
Isabel searched her feelings. The news stung, but less than she'd expected. She had bigger problems at the moment. "I...I actually feel fine. I thought I would be upset, but...I mean, it's your company. It's your decision. It's actually kind of...nice."
Betty wondered if she was serious or just telling her what she wanted to hear. Could this virus really have fixed so many problems for her? "You don't have to worry about things like that anymore, Izzy." She tousled the girl's hair patronizingly. "How have you enjoyed your stay here so far?"
Isabel took a deep breath, choosing her words carefully. "I've...I've learned a lot. I think I'm probably almost ready to come home."
"Oh?" Betty looked exaggeratedly contemplative, "What have you learned?"
Isabel thought about detailing how she'd learned to eat a healthy diet, how to keep her pussy clean and stretched, how she'd learned how to follow orders and not get upset. But by the gleam in her mistress's eye, she thought she knew what Betty wanted to hear.
"I've learned I'm a bad girl. I'm a needy slut who needs her strong mistress to tell her what to do. I..." she paused as she realized that she wasn't just reciting a script like she thought she was. No, she believed every word. It was all true.
She looked up at Betty who was watching her closely. Isabel swallowed her saliva and tried again. "I need it. Please Betty, I need to be fucked."
Isabel had practiced this with dozens of trainers, but it was so much more humiliating to beg her wife for it. "I do. I'm terrible. I'm so slutty," the words were spilling out of her now, unplanned, all the things she'd been afraid to say unleashed, "I need it all the time, and I don't know how I'll ever compensate you."
"Isabel, you-"
"It's okay, Betty. You've done so much for me already, so much more than I have any right to. I don't want you to burden yourself with being my...my caretaker...my custodian for the rest of my life." She looked her wife in the eye, feeling more empowered than she had since she'd come here, "Send me to the brothels, Betty. It's ok. Go live your life. I'll be fine. Just do it now before things get too far along."
Isabel tried to be strong, telling herself she could be selfless for once, could treat her wife right for once, the woman deserved that. But she was actually terrified of becoming a set of anonymous holes in a brothel. She failed to keep the tears from running down her cheeks.
Betty's expression was grim. She hadn't expected this, and she didn't like it. She took a fistful of her wife's hair twisted the girl's head back painfully.
"Oh Isabel...where did you ever get the idea that you could still tell me what to do?" she growled into her crying wife's face. "I own you. You're MINE! Why would I give you away?"
"Betty, I didn't-"
"Shut up! I love you, Isabel, god damn it! Maybe you'll never love me the same, but you WILL respect me. Now get down on your hands and knees. Right fucking now! Face the wall. Get!"
Isabel blinked at her wife, unsure she'd heard correctly. She was still hesitating when her wife grabbed her by the shoulders and forced her to spin around on her knees.
She fell forward onto her hands gradually as if in slow motion, fully aware of her hips rising behind her. The short hem ran up, exposing her thong-clad ass. She closed her eyes and winced in resigned acceptance when Betty grabbed her hair and yanked her head back firmly, correcting her posture with a greater arch in her back.
Isabel felt her underwear tighten between her cheeks as her waist sank into the new position, reminding her that she was the sissy bitch here. She realized that part of her selfless speech about sending her off to a brothel was born from a desire to avoid Betty seeing the submissive slut she'd become.
Betty was livid. How dare the bitch try to reject me! Jesus Christ! After all the 'training' she'd been getting in this place, she still thinks she can dismiss me like some secondary character in her life's script?! She doesn't see me as her mistress, doesn't respect me like she respects these young bitches here. She thinks I'm just the sweet, soft, poor little wife she's been pushing around and fucking around on all these years. Well, she's in for a rude awakening!
Betty had come here to perform a ritual. Domination in the bedroom did not yet come naturally to her. She was going to pretend, to 'fake it till she made it.' But now, she couldn't wait to teach her femme wife a lesson. There would be no pretending. This was not an act. She was her mistress, and she would never again let her girl tell her what to do!
She hiked up her wife's dress, fully exposing her rear up to the hips. Jesus, the sissy bitch looked pathetic with pink satin and lace crammed up her ass. Pathetic and sexy.
Betty felt arousal join her anger. She didn't quite manage to keep the tremble out of her fingertips as she ran her hands over her property.
"Betty, I'm sorry. I didn't mean-"
"Honey, shut the FUCK up! If you speak again unprompted, I'll have you whipped."
Isabel shut up. It suddenly dawned on her that her wife was really upset, had all the power in their relationship, and wasn't bluffing.
Betty hoped her wife wouldn't call her bluff. She'd never whipped anyone and doubted she could bring herself to really hurt Isabel. Spank her ass red, maybe. Luckily, the girl went silent.
She tugged her girl's panties down, pleased to see that the slut's asscheeks were now so thick that they completely hid her hole even without panties. Taking a generous handful in each hand, she spread her wife's butt and gazed upon her entrance.
The crinkled ring of delicate flesh was just as hairless as the last time she'd seen it, but the skin had lightened in the interval to a warm rose color, almost precisely between the bright pink of her rectal walls and the pale ivory of her butt cheeks. The very center of her entrance was wet and shiny, clearly lubed in preparation like a good femme always should be. It looked absolutely mouthwatering.
"Your asshole looks so pretty and pink, Isabel. Like a pussy. So cute." Betty spat the words like insults.
Beneath the femme's pussy, her clit and sissy sack appeared to have shrunk even more since the last time Betty had seen them in person. A hot pink ring of plastic neatly encircled the base of what used to be her balls. Betty ran a hand under the girl, pulling her caged clit back between her legs to take a better look.
"Adorable," she praised mockingly before letting the caged sissy clit drop back between her girl's legs.
Isabel cringed internally. She'd never known Betty to be so...mean. The woman had an acerbic wit, but she never let her emotions run wild. Isabel had always thought the woman was too meek. She lacked the self-confidence to air her true feelings. But now, Isabel wondered if there was more to her wife than she'd ever suspected. Maybe she had just always kept herself in check...and was now making a different decision.
Betty shucked her own skirt and panties off quickly, not bothering to remove her blouse and bra. She slapped her strap-on cock across Isabel's fat ass. "Feel that, girl? You want that up your ass, don't you bitch? Bigger than yours ever was, isn't it?"
That struck a nerve. Isabel looked over her shoulder with an angry look. "Yes, mistress," she barked through gritted teeth.
Betty wasn't having it. *SLAP* *SLAP* *SLAP* The spanks fell with as much force as she could muster. She wrenched her wife's cheeks apart and spit on her asshole.
"This isn't a game. We're not pretending. This isn't because of some law, or some rule, or some damn virus. You really ARE my BITCH, ISABEL!"
She stuffed her thumb up the girl's ass in a single motion, getting a good grip while she brought her strap-on to bear.
The silicone cock slid into Isabel's anus easily. The girl whimpered and moaned as she was skewered. Hot tears of shame fell down her cheeks, shedding dignity she didn't realize she still had.
"Unghhh. Ohhhhh."
When Betty was fully hilted, she cupped her girl's butt cheek with a possessive hand.
"Your ass belongs to me now. Your ass and everything else. Forever. Got that, sweetie?"
A shudder ran through Isabel at the truth of her mistress's words. "Yes Mistress," she whimpered as more tears fell. She shouted, telling herself she didn't believe what she was saying but not sure, "Thank you Mistress! Thank you for owning me!"
Betty started to move slowly. She savored every sound her wife made, every quiver of her body. "You were made to take it in the ass. I should have done this years ago. How does that feel, baby?" she asked as she eased her greased pole deeper in the girl's rectum.
Isabel bit her lip. "It feels good," she admitted.
"Tell me!" Betty slammed her hips forward.
"Oooohh it feels reallly goooodd, Mistress!"
"You love having my cock deep in your ass, don't you pet?"
"Yes," Isabel whispered.
*Spank!*
"Yes Mistress!" Isabel corrected herself. Her emotions were blending with the sensations of being fucked and overwhelming her mind.
"Good girl. I'll give you what you need. Fucking take it!" Betty bared her teeth as she started to bugger her wife faster. She could feel the girl's anal walls clenching, triggering the buzz and throb of the base piece inside her vagina. She took in the sight of her wife's poor stretched rim slipping and sliding along her shaft, trying and failing to halt her egress.
Isabel's mouth hung open, breathing hard with want. Her eyes could barely focus on the shape of her mistress over her shoulder.
"Harder please!" she risked the impertinence. It felt too good. She had to ask. She raised her hips higher, offering every inch of herself to her superior.
Betty loved how much her wife was enjoying this, the sick bitch. She pumped her hips faster, ignoring the burn in her butt muscles. She definitely needed to get in better shape for this.
"Betty! Please may I-"
"CUM! SLUT!!!"
Isabel came quickly. She shrieked and screamed as the orgasm ignited inside her. Her body spasmed and trembled, but Betty held her fast. Isabel's watery issue leaked out of her cage and onto the floor as her mistress fucked her deep and hard.
Betty wasn't done. She flipped the girl onto her back, pushed her thighs up, and kept going, pounding those soft, pillowy cheeks.
Isabel didn't think she'd be able to manage a second orgasm, but she was still deeply enjoying being fucked by her mistress. She lay on her back with her legs lewdly spread in the air, looking up with wonder at the woman working the strap-on up her bottom.
Betty bit her lip as she approached her own climax. No. Take your time. You're the mistress. You have all the time in the world. Suddenly she stopped thrusting.
She slowly pulled out and enjoyed the sight of her wife's gaping asshole. An unladylike guttural sound came from her throat as she hawked up a loogie and spat into her wife's ass. It pleased her to watch the liquid dribble along the wrinkled folds of her ring before dripping inside.
She stood up, making eye contact with the conquered girl on the floor as she unbuckled her cock and let it fall to the floor with a soft thud. She took her time, carefully straddling her wife's face before slowly lowering herself down.


Isabel had never known Betty's pussy to be so wet. The scent of her cunt impregnated Isabel's nostrils and frazzled her mind. There was so much fluid, she felt she could drown.
"Eat me!" Betty demanded, failing to keep the need out of her growl.
Isabel eagerly complied, licking for all she was worth, savoring her wife's juices.
"Mmmm, that's it. Show me how thankful you are for me taking care of your nasty little needs. Show me you know your place now."
As her tongue slid inside her wife's tight soaked cunt, the only thought that seemed clear in Isabel's blurry mind was how lucky she was to have such a powerful, sexy mistress. Her empty asshole twitched with arousal.
When she sucked her owner's clit into her mouth, the woman screamed. Wet squirt splashed over her chin as her mistress came on her face. Betty desperately steadied herself with a hand on the chair to keep from falling over. It was the most powerful orgasm of her life. It was in a new class of orgasm, like it needed a different word.
Through the post-orgasmic haze, she peered between her legs to find her wife's eyes staring up at her obediently. The girl's tongue was still ensconced in her twat. Her eyes were more than loving, they were reverent.
Isabel had never before brought her such pleasure, and she wagered the reverse was also true. It seemed clear to Betty in that moment. This was how their relationship was always meant to be.
Betty grinned in true happiness. She let her legs splay further apart, smothering her wife's face. She felt like what she was: a queen sitting victorious on her throne.
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**************************
Isabel grimaced and grunted as the doctor attempted to thrust even more strap-on cock into her butt. "Rrrrrghrr! Ohhhh."
Despite the femme's protesting moans, she was accepting the penetration quite well. Dr. Stevens felt pride at the success of her training program. The sissy girl had really improved since her arrival at the facility. She knew how to take a butt-fucking now.
The doctor wrapped the girl's leash around her hand a few times, yanked it taught, and pulled back.
"C'mon, arch your back. That's it, Isabel. Take it like a good girl. Your mistress wants you filled. Let that cock inside you, let me fill you for her," the doctor coached the femme with an open-handed spank for emphasis.
Dr. Stevens pulled out and pushed back in, repeating the act several times, demonstrating how easily she could penetrate the girl's now well-stretched asshole.
Isabel received the message clearly. Her body was vulnerable, defenseless, and conquered. It was humiliating to her mind and pleasurable to her body. She let her mind go fuzzy and whimpered as the doctor stopped toying with her and thrust back inside, probing for unreached depths.
"So big..." Isabel managed to breathe out as she was stuffed full. She closed her eyes, putting all her focus into keeping her hips up and her hole as relaxed as she could.
"What if this was a real man's cock, Isabel? Would you pleasure a man's dick if your mistress wanted it?"
Isabel's eyes shot open. She quickly looked back at the doctor over her shoulder. "What?! Did she say she wants that?!"
The doctor silenced her with a particularly vigorous thrust.
"Haven't you wanted that? You're a natural, Isabel. The way you swivel your hips, the way you squeeze all your pelvic muscles in synchrony - you should be proud. I can feel your hole clenching on my tool, but I can't truly appreciate you, not the way a man could. Aren't you curious to feel a big throbbing cock in your sissy pussy?"
Isabel shook her head. "No! Urghhh. No, I would never betray Betty that way. Mistress is all I need."
"Oh I know you're a good girl, Isabel. But what if Betty asked you to...What if she wanted you to open your tight little ass for a big hairy dick, maybe her boyfriend's?"
Isabel moaned, as much to dodge the question as to deal with the wicked sensations coming from her bottom.
She didn't realize she was bouncing her ass back and forth on the doctor's cock until she caught sight of motion to her right. She turned her head and realized it was her own reflection in the wall mirror.
That was her. The big-tittied slut throwing her butt back on a strap-on cock, wearing naught but thigh-high stockings and a collar around her neck. The image made her feel a drop of shame and a flood of arousal. 'Stop! You can stop,' she told herself, but her heart wasn't in it. Her hips didn't even slow a little. Instead, she started clenching her anus on every outstroke to maximize the debauched sensations of sodomy.
The doctor grinned and widened her stance a little to hold her tool steady. She prodded the femme again, "Tell me, Isabel. If she wanted that, would you obey her like a good girl? Surrender yourself to a man? Let him use your little butthole like the perfect cocksleeve it is?"
Suddenly, the imminent orgasm alarm went off, triggered by the sensors in Isabel's collar. The doctor sighed and pulled out of the girl's quivering asshole. The femme whimpered with need and shame at her own arousal.
"Alright, that's enough for today. Go to your room."
Isabel caught herself just as she was about to beg for orgasm. She knew better than that. Besides, maybe she could finish herself off on her own. The way she felt now - it seemed like she could pull it off.
The horniness clouded her thoughts, leaving her just slightly more rational than a mindless fuck doll. The femme's fingers wandered between her cheeks even as she tried to stand up and get herself together.
"And Isabel, no cumming until tomorrow."
Seeing the girl's jaw drop open in a shocked, angry pout, the doctor added, "You heard me! This is your punishment. For not immediately answering that your mistress's desires are all that matter. Now go to your room and think about what a selfish girl you are."
*******
Dr. Stevens reviewed the video for the third time. The camera angle captured the act perfectly.
As expected, Isabel had run straight to her room to tend to her needs. The video captured the intense concentration in her eyes as she pushed her dildo past her sphincter. She closed her eyes and bit her lip as she carefully worked herself loose.
The doctor fast-forwarded to the crucial moment. Isabel held a vibrator to her cage, her tongue hanging out of her mouth as she rode the dildo in her ass. Pale white sissy milk began leaking from her imprisoned clitty as she moaned like the slut she was.
The doctor knew the femme wasn't stupid. Isabel knew she was disobeying. She knew it would be captured on video. She knew she'd be caught. And yet, she did it anyway, as if she couldn't help herself. The girl's guilt appeared on her face almost as soon as the first wave of her orgasmic contractions began.
An inexperienced observer might have thought the girl really had no choice, that her body's cravings overwhelmed her free will. But the doctor knew from experience that all femmes could learn to resist this level of temptation. No, this girl chose pleasure over obedience. Predictable for a girl this early in her training, too inexperienced with the carnal desires of her new body, desires that far outclassed anything she'd experienced as a man. She would learn, but for today her capitulation served the doctor's purposes perfectly.
The doctor picked up her phone.
"Betty? It's Dr. Stevens. It's time. The moment we've been waiting for has arrived. Isabel was a very naughty girl this morning."
"That's great news, doctor! I can't wait to bring her home. All the equipment has been delivered and installed, including the door locks and cameras. I splurged on the Tormentress package."
"Money well spent, I assure you. But let's not get ahead of ourselves. We still need to have you administer a severe punishment. She needs to know she'll receive the same level of discipline at home as she has here before we'll be ready to transition to the outpatient program. We've talked about this a lot, Betty, but I can't overemphasize: the home discipline has got to be up to standard or all the lessons learned in our facility could unravel."
Betty knew all this of course. They had discussed it at length. Still, Betty felt a pang of nervousness now that the moment was here.
"How soon are you thinking?"
"Like I said, she's been very naughty this morning. She disobeyed a direct order and made herself cum. Can you come in tomorrow?"
"Tomorrow? So soon..." Betty was nervous. As much as the severe punishment videos turned her on, she wasn't sure she could perform them herself.
Her last few sessions with Isabel had been wonderful, the perfect combination of raunchy and romantic. The girl seemed to have fully accepted her mistress's dominance. Isabel seemed to savor submitting completely to Betty's every whim.
Betty was enjoying herself so much that she had begun to feel a little guilty about the path she'd unilaterally chosen for her former husband. She had no regrets, but there was enough guilt there that she worried it would be hard for her to hurt her sweet little subby, even in the context of a well-deserved punishment.
The doctor heard the hesitation in Betty's voice. "You're ready, Betty. Isabel's training has been exemplary. She WANTS to surrender to your will. You just need to show her that it's immovable, something she can count on, something she can push against from time to time to know she's still on firm ground. And for that, every now and again, she will need a severe punishment. Tomorrow is such a day, Betty."
"Ok. Okay, sure you're right. Tomorrow. I can come in the morning."
**************
Isabel lay awake in her bed. She tossed and turned between the pink silk sheets.
Part of her uneasiness came from the hunger of her sultry body. She had, of course, been denied orgasm since the climax she'd stolen this morning. The need was already eating away at her again.
It was so unfair. She'd been edged and sent to bed without an orgasm last night too. How long was she supposed to suffer?! Her body knew what it needed. She needed to be fucked! Right now! That fucking doctor...
Dr. Stevens was clearly a sadist. Isabel hated the woman but also held a grudging respect for her. She reminded her of a sadistic coach she'd had in high school who enjoyed making the students run laps in the heat until someone eventually threw up. Both were cruel authority figures who had made her stronger against her will.
Her anxiety tonight, however, went well beyond the needs of her horny asshole. Her mind worried about her impending punishment. Her mistress was coming. How would Betty handle her first severe punishment?
Would Betty be too weak to administer her punishment to the standards of the facility? Or would she overcompensate, punishing her beyond what she could bear just to show that she could?
Isabel thought back to how she'd seen Betty treat her subordinates at work. A particular memory came to her of an underperforming employee that Betty needed to fire. She knew it needed to happen - she herself had been the one to document the deficiencies and recommend termination - but she lacked the killer instinct to follow through. Isabel could remember her wife's conflicted report, "I've placed her on a performance improvement plan with clearly outlined milestones. It's possible that with additional coaching she may be able to meet them."
"Just fire the bitch and move on," Isabel recalled saying, embarrassed at the time by her wife's weakness.
A voice in her head answered: She's not the Betty you thought she was, not anymore.
Since her wife's first visit to the facility, the first time her rear had tasted Betty's strap-on cock, Isabel's mental image of her wife had irrevocably changed. New words defined the woman in her mind: powerful, possessive, commanding...dangerous.
She never would have used any of these words to describe her wife...before. But now they seemed undeniable. Isabel couldn't decide whether these qualities had laid dormant within the woman for years, or whether being thrust into the role of mistress had somehow changed her.
Whatever the case, Isabel saw a new woman when she looked at her wife. And as much as it scared her, that woman was fucking hot. A thrill shot down her spine, right into her asshole, when her wife gave her an order. The more perverse the better.
She recalled her wife's last visit, when she'd sucked on the woman's toes for the first time. Or the time before that, when Betty had cradled her head in her lap like a babe and had her suckle on her nipples like a breast-feeding infant.
As she reminisced, Isabel didn't even notice her hand straying behind her until her finger was pushing into the seat of her panties, tapping urgently on her backdoor.
She just needed a little stimulation, she decided, just enough to take the edge off her anxiety. She sucked two fingers into her mouth to wet them before sliding her hand down the back of her underwear. Her well-trained hole accepted both fingers gratefully.
Just the thought of her wife's strap-on made her so hot. The woman knew how to make a femme cum, that was for damn sure.
So while she worried about how her wife would handle tomorrow's punishment, there was also a genuine curiosity and...anticipation. God, it could be so hot if everything went right. She imagined herself at the end of tomorrow's punishment, mascara running and buttocks inflamed, but all forgiven with her mistress stroking her hair consolingly before taking her away from the place forever. Taking her HOME.
She pushed two fingers on her other hand into her mouth and pumped herself from both ends, fantasizing about her mistress's visit until she fell asleep.
***********
"This is how you repay me?! You ungrateful fucking cunt!"
Isabel dripped tears onto Betty's lap, bent over her mistress's knees with her dress hiked up and her panties pulled down.
She hadn't expected to be crying, not this early in her punishment at least. Her tears were not from pain. She'd only received a few light bare-handed spankings so far, just enough to bring a light pink tinge to her cheeks. No, her tears were from the shame of disappointing her mistress. Betty seemed to be truly angry. And she was right. It was Isabel's own fault. Her stupid, insatiable asshole!
"I was a bad girl. I'm truly sorry, mistress."
Betty's hot palm lingered on her girl's butt cheeks, idly rubbing and spreading, like it was planning its next move in no hurry at all.
"You will be, sweetheart. That's what I'm here for, to teach you to control your weak slutty body. That's why we're all here. To help you. Because you lack self control. Honestly, I expected more from you, Isabel. But you have made some progress. If you do a good job receiving your punishment today, show me you're really sorry you chose to disobey, and the doctor says you can probably come home soon."
At this, Isabel sniffled and looked over at Dr. Stevens who stood in the corner silently observing and supervising. The doctor gave her an encouraging smile.
Betty stroked her girl's hair with an insidious tenderness, "Now, how do you think I should punish you?"
Isabel racked her brains, trying to make any last-minute calibrations to the punishment she would propose. She knew if her suggestion was deemed too mild it would only increase her punishment. But she didn't want to go too far the other way either.
"Maybe twenty, no, thirty more spankings...and then you could deny me, mistress. You could deny me orgasm for..." Isabel shuddered involuntarily but finally forced the words out, "...two more days?"
"Isabel..." her mistress's tone told her she'd badly miscalculated, "You know this is more serious than that. Now get that dress off. Bra too. I want your tits hanging free when I bind you to the X-frame."
As she stripped off her dress and brassiere, Isabel tried to make eye contact with her mistress, hoping for some reassurance that she wasn't really THAT angry, that everything would be alright. But Betty stared at the floor, tapping her foot impatiently as if she could barely control her rage or was annoyed at how long Isabel was taking to undress. Maybe both.
Standing before her fully clothed mistress in just thigh highs, G-string, heels, and collar, Isabel felt vulnerable. She wrapped her arms around her soft bosoms in a defensive posture. Betty finally met her eyes with a steadiness that told her begging for mercy was futile.
"Arms up," Betty commanded, wrapping the fur-lined leather cuffs tightly around her girl's wrists.
After she was fastened to the X-frame, Betty took a moment to feel her up. She cupped the girl's boobs, squeezing the soft flesh tightly before gently taking the nipples between her fingers and giving a few little tugs.
Her hands slipped down the femme's waist to her ample derriere. The petite inverted triangle of hot pink fabric at the top of her cleft pointed down to a string that disappeared between her globes.
Betty squeezed her wife's butt and slowly spread her cheeks. The string didn't fully cover her asshole. As Betty spread the pillowy flesh apart, she watched the hole flare open, revealing the bright pink of the femme's insides. Just as quickly, it contracted closed, the embarrassed little pucker trying to hide its treasures from her view. God, it was cute and pathetic, and the sight of it was making Betty wet.
Betty reached between the slut's legs where her caged genitals remained concealed in the front panel of her G-string. She gave the femme's balls a little squeeze through her panties before stepping away to retrieve something from a table.
When a bright red rubber ball gag was pressed to Isabel's lips, she looked back at Betty in surprise.
"Open up, Izzy. You can scream as loud as you want today, scream all that naughty disobedience out of you."
Isabel felt a submissive thrill as the soft rubber forced her tongue down and filled her oral cavity. The straps tugged at the corners of her mouth as her mistress fastened it around her head.
The clack of her mistress's heels on the floor was the only sound in the room as she walked over the the toy rack on the wall. Isabel turned her head to watch her wife's fully clothed form peruse the instruments. She wished those clothes weren't in the way, though the woman did look great in that pants and vest set, feminine yet powerful. What she felt for her mistress in that moment went beyond love. It was admiration. It was devotion. She wanted to be owned by her completely. She wanted to use every inch of her body to please her. She wanted to smell her cunt and taste her ass. She wanted to be punished by her.
At least until she saw her select the enormous spanking paddle that resembled a cricket bat. Isabel swallowed the saliva in her mouth that wasn't drooling down her chin and steeled herself for what was to come.
Betty rubbed the cold polished wood lovingly over her wife's pale white buttocks. "Pay attention, pet. This is your punishment. I want you to remember it." She aimed carefully before pulling back.
Twack!
"Uhmmphhh," Isabel groaned into her gag, shocked at the force of the broad paddle connecting across both her cheeks.
Twack! Twack! Twack!
Betty kept her strikes slow, rhythmic, giving her wife ample opportunity to experience each blow before the next one landed.
As the spanks reverberated through her thick buttocks and fresh tears came to her eyes, Isabel considered her situation. Part of her railed against the injustice. She wasn't stupid. She knew she'd been set up. The doctor had edged her endlessly before sending her away forbidding orgasm. Of course, she was going to diddle her butthole as soon as she got back to her room! Isabel wondered if she was even capable of resisting that temptation.
On the other hand, she had clearly heard the command not to cum and had clearly disobeyed. If she couldn't control her urges any better than that, she was likely destined for lifelong institutionalization. So maybe the brutal ass-beating was a good thing. Maybe the memory could keep her treacherous body from stealing orgasm again.
But there was something that had nothing to do with logic that made the blows to her backside easier to take. She was aroused. The pain, the bondage, the humiliation - it all made it so much easier to sink into the submissive role that she found increasingly comfortable. Subspace was like coming home to a warm bed after trudging through the cold.
She found herself spreading her legs and bending her knees a bit more, thrusting her bottom out behind her, hoping her whipped ass looked appealing to her mistress. She desperately hoped her wife would sodomize her soon. God, she wished she had at least a plug in her ass.
Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!
Isabel sagged in her bonds, whimpering and screaming behind her gag.
The bright pink color that practically glowed on Isabel's gleaming buttocks, combined with her muffled screams and sobs, made Betty hesitate. She lowered the paddle and ran her hand gently over her wife's freshly-spanked bottom. The girl flinched even at the light touch, and Betty could feel the heat radiating off her clapped skin.
She looked over at the doctor with a scared questioning expression. A little girl's expression. Not a mistress's.


The doctor just slowly shook her head.
Betty hardened her eyes with determination and looked back at her wife upturned bottom.
She raised the paddle again.
She bit her lip to try and steel herself, but she'd lost her nerve. She looked back at the doctor again who exhaled in a loud sigh.
"Betty, this is a severe punishment. She needs this. She's quite far from any permanent damage. Her custodian has to be able to provide the required discipline."
"I...I know," Betty failed to keep a quiver out of her voice, "I just...she's crying...I can't..."
The doctor came over and put her hands consolingly on Betty's shoulders. "Listen, we can try again another day. But some people just aren't cut out for this. There's no shame in that. Maybe we should discuss other options, ways Isabel could remain in your life while someone else has custody..."
Isabel couldn't believe her ears. This could NOT be happening. She had fantasized about returning home with her mistress, pictured her future life at her wife's feet, touched herself envisioning her role as her wife's loyal fuck toy. She couldn't let anything jeopardize that.
"Mrmrmrrmrmr! MmMMRRMRRMRM!" She yelled and made her eyes wide, pulling against the frame to get their attention.
Betty arched an eyebrow in annoyance, directed both at herself and her femme, but she stepped over and removed the gag from the girl's mouth. "What is it?"
"Mistress wait! I need to tell you something. You need to hear this before you...finish my punishment."
While Betty released her cuffs from the frame so she could turn around and speak with them properly, Isabel took a few quick breaths, desperately trying to calculate the odds of this being a good versus terrible idea. She wanted Betty to be angry, but not too angry. Just enough to be able to finish her spanking to the doctor's satisfaction. But there was also the risk she'd break down emotionally or abandon her altogether. But the risk of abandonment was already here. Fuck it.
"I...I cheated on you."
Betty took a slow, deep breath. She hadn't expected a confession, not now, maybe not ever. But she had no time to psychoanalyze her sub. For the moment, she focused on staying in character as the entirely clueless betrayed wife.
"Isabel..."
"With other women. Multiple women."
Betty slowly but dramatically hardened her expression.
Isabel saw her wife began to glare. Good, I think.
"When?" Betty asked in a flat voice that seemed to be steadied with effort.
"For a long time. Almost the last two years."
Betty felt a twinge in her chest. She hadn't realized the cheating had been going on for that long.
"How many women?"
Isabel looked away. She was truly ashamed by this, far beyond anything she'd experienced in the facility.
"Betty, it didn't mean anything. None of them did. It was just sex."
"How....many?!" Betty voice was practically a growl.
Isabel briefly considered lying or pretending she hadn't counted them, but the time for that had passed.
"Fourteen."
"Jesus, you fucking snake!"
"I'm sorry, Betty!"
Her cheeks flushed, and her nostrils flared. "How many men?"
"None. I wasn't lying about that." Isabel forced herself to look her wife in the eye, "I'm so sorry, Betty. They weren't relationships, just...things I used for sex. So much of the time I was just so stressed, with the company...and with you. You're just so....I think I always knew you were better than me. I could barely make love to you, much less ask you to degrade yourself sexually for me. Sometimes I just wanted sex, nasty sex, things that I would NEVER ask you to do. Sometimes I just wanted to order someone to do exactly what I wanted, you know?"
"I've recently begun to see the appeal, yes," Betty spat back bitterly. "Did you ever love me?"
Isabel tried to weakly defend herself. "Betty, please, I've always loved you. I never loved anyone else. This was just sex. I swear."
Seeing she was unmoved, Isabel added, "I always used condoms with them and got tested regularly. I never wanted to put you at any risk."
"What a gentleman," Betty scoffed. A silence drew out in the room. Isabel stared down at the floor as if her eyeballs were forcibly held there by twin tractor beams.
At last, Betty straightened up and cleared her throat. "I see. So you were already a helpless slut before you were infected, no self control, completely dominated by the momentary desires of your body. This virus just helped bring your true disease to the surface then."
Isabel could think of nothing to say so she just kept looking down.
Betty took a long, slow breath and then looked back at her wife. "C'mere," she grabbed her bitch by her hair and roughly dragged her across the room.
Isabel squeaked and stumbled but offered no resistance as she let herself be led over to the triangular sawhorse. She'd never experienced this piece of equipment and felt a current of fear travel down her spine. The leather padding did little to assuage her fears about the pointed edge of the sawhorse. Her asshole clenched in anticipation.
The sawhorse was inclined downward with much shorter legs on one end. Isabel quickly found herself bent over with her collar and wrist cuffs both tied down at the low end base. Her G-string was ripped off, leaving her bare ass was raised towards the ceiling at an uncomfortable angle.
"Maybe we should take a break..." the doctor suggested nervously.
Betty shook her head with a grim, determined look in her eyes. "No. I'm okay," she paused, "In fact, why don't you wait outside, doctor."
Dr. Stevens hesitated for a moment before nodding and exiting the room to watch on the surveillance cameras.
Betty turned back to her cheating spouse, "Thank you for telling me, Isabel. I forgive you for Patrick's mistakes. Or I will have by the end of this session. You've made me realize I'm being too emotional about all this. The fact of the matter is that you're just a slut who lacks discipline. You need me to provide it." She raised her paddle back into the air. "And that's something I can do."
Twack!
The blow landed with more force than any of the previous strikes.
"Oh fuck!"
Twack! Twack! Twack!Twack!Twack!
"Ahhhh, I'm sorrrryyy, Missstressss," Isabel wailed as the spankings fell upon her.
After an unknown number of swats had turned her plush tushy bright red, her mistress paused. Isabel sobbed uncontrollably, her make-up ruined with a mess of tears and snot, fully experiencing the pain in her battered butt. It felt like it might swell up and fall off.
The silence was broken by the loud clang of the heavy wooden paddle being dropped on the floor. Am I done? Isabel hoped. Oh God, please let me be done!
Her hopes were dashed when she heard Betty's voice snarl above her, "You will remember this punishment every time you try to sit down for days. Not just from your bruised butt cheeks, but because your fuckhole will be so sore that you can't bear the stretch when you sit."
With that, Betty slid two lubed fingers right up her bitch's sissy pussy. The well-trained hole accepted the digits easily, only clenching around them when she was fully hilted. She played with her girls caged ball sack with her other hand, squeezing and twisting. Isabel for once felt grateful for cage on her genitals. At the moment, it felt more like it was protecting her clit than restraining it.
Betty walked over to the dildo rack and selected a thick jet-black rubber penis, girthier than anything Isabel had ever taken.
The doctor's jaw dropped open as she watched on the security monitor. She thought about going back in to protest but caught herself. Betty needed to do this. She could always intervene if things got too out of hand.
Isabel struggled to keep her head raised high enough to watch Betty strap the oversized phallus to her crotch. The image made her pulse quicken in fear. She racked her brain for something to say, something that might earn her mercy.
Betty finished buckling her harness and met Isabel's eyes, silently daring her to say anything in her own defense.
Isabel held Betty's gaze with an anxious look on her face, breathing quickly through her nose but offering not a word of protest. She had decided she would do her best to be a good, obedient girl, starting now and forever.
The lack of protest seemed to please Betty.
Her mistress gave her either a loving smile or a maniacal sneer, Isabel couldn't decide, before walking around to address her other end. Betty slathered thick lubricant along her length before slapping the wet tool between her bitch's cheeks.
The femme grimaced as the massive dong began to dig into her starfish.
"I know. It's bigger than you're used to, darling. This is a punishment after all. Though I wouldn't put it past a whore like you to find some enjoyment in it. Now weaken your bum. Let it surrender and fail against my force."
Betty bit her lip in concentration as she leaned all her weight into her cock. She kept her fingers wrapped around the tip in a makeshift tunnel so that the tip couldn't slip out of the girl's crack. All that force had only one way to go: forward.
Isabel went silent with dread as she felt her body yielding to the overwhelming force. As her asshole was forced to spread around the invader, a low groan began in her throat that quickly transformed into a high-pitched shriek when her anus swallowed the glans. Her body clutched tightly around the tool parting her cheeks.
"That's it, that's a good girl, Izzy. Spread for me baby, let me push your walls apart. Take it deep!"
Betty exercised considerable restraint, taking her time to slow work her fat cock into the mewling femme's bottom.
When she felt her mistress's body press into her soft cheeks, Isabel shuddered. She had never felt so full, so stretched. Her arousal had all but disappeared. Instead, she felt more like she was undergoing a medical procedure or a grueling stretching session in the gym.
And then Betty started to move.
"Ohh! Mistress, please! It's so BIG! Slower please!"
Betty's hips kept moving at the same slow pace, like an unstoppable metronome, like a powerful engine starting to turn. "Hush girl. Take your punishment. Stop your complaining and show me how sorry you are."
Isabel did her best to comply, converting her protests into raw animalistic moans. "Rrrrrrr! Mmmmmrmrgghgh! Ooooohhh! Unghhhh!" The thick shaft slid through her back door, pushing her inner walls apart as her wife butt-fucked her.
Soon the slapping sound of pelvis against ass filled the room as Betty fucked her with a force and speed that shocked her poor impaled wife.
Isabel felt the muscles in Becky's forearm flex as it snaked around her neck, trapping her in a headlock as she took it from behind. Sweat poured from Betty's brow as she jackhammered her phallus in and out of her bitch's anus with everything she had.
The poor ruined hole couldn't keep up with the vigorous pounding, trying to find a still moment at either end of the stroke to contract a little. Under the onslaught of the piston up her rear, her pelvic muscles surrendered as one. A splash of liquid slapped against the floor as Isabel lost control of her bladder. Her anus went slack, letting itself be fucked as deep as possible.
"YESSS! YOU FUCKING LITTLE WHORE!"
Betty pounded her for another minute or two before pulling out of her rear.
Isabel had not cum. She was not even close to orgasm. But she was as deep in subspace as she had ever been. She felt a profound, deeply sexual connection to her mistress, a need to be defiled, broken, and owned.
Betty walked around her bound wife and reached down, gently lifting her wife's chin. The girl looked up at her in complete defeat and submission. Betty bent over and took her wife's lips in a deep kiss, tenderly tonguing her mouth, enjoying the way the beaten girl gently moaned as she sucked submissively.
Betty removed her wife's restraints, but the girl was so exhausted she made no move to get up. Betty let her strap-on harness drop to the floor, followed by her pants and underwear.
"Come here, princess. One last apology for you to perform and then all will be forgiven."
Betty moved onto the sofa, kneeling up on her haunches and stretching like a cat, now wearing only her vest and heels.
Isabel looked on at her wife's upturned bare bottom. Betty rested her face on her hands and looked over her shoulder. "Come Isabel, my sweet, loving, loyal wife, come show me just how sorry you are."
Isabel moved in slow motion until she was on her knees on the floor. Her visual field filled with her wife's beautiful rear. Tentatively, she took a buttock in each hand.
"No hands. Just your mouth."
Isabel dropped her hands back to her thighs and leaned forward, planting a gentle kiss at the top of her wife's crack. She licked along her wife's cleft, up one side of the valley wall, avoiding the puckered opening, moving lower in hopes of tasting the tang of the juices leaking from her mistress's cunt.
"Stop stalling. You know what I want."
Isabel steeled herself. She realized it wasn't revulsion holding her back. It was pride. She still had pride that hadn't been surrendered to her mistress. Amazing. She had no use for such pride personally; she couldn't wait to degrade herself for her mistress. But she worried that she needed it. That the more thresholds she crossed, the deeper she fell, maybe her wife would lose all respect for her and then lose all attraction.
But then she remembered such decisions weren't her problem anymore. Mistress had decided. She needed only to obey.
With a tentative lick, she dragged her tongue over the grayish, crinkled opening. She expected a moan from her mistress at the indecent act but received no such reward. Her tongue ventured out again and again. Her wife was clean, but still she felt more debased with every passing second she spent kneeling behind her wife, pleasuring her forbidden opening.
"You're not trying."
Isabel felt fresh tears come to her eyes, a confusing mix of humiliation and dismay at the thought of disappointing her mistress any further. She stiffened her muscle into a spear and attacked the center of her wife's bullseye. The balloon knot was tight and unyielding. Isabel was forced to acknowledge that her own opening had once been closed off like this, what felt like a lifetime ago.
She kept at it, determined to please her mistress or die trying. Her stiff wet muscle knocked insistently on her wife's backdoor, trying to find a way to worm its way inside. Finally, the pucker began to relax and give way. Isabel's tongue slipped past the edges of her wife's crater. She felt the hot ring of muscle squeezing around her tongue.
"Mmmm, good...fucking...girl. Your tongue....mmm...your tongue is the only part of you that belongs in me."
Betty rested her weight against the couch in her neck and shoulders while sending a hand between her legs to touch herself as her wife ate out her butthole. Her other hand reached behind her and pulled her bitch's skull tightly into her crack.
"That's it, Izzy baby. Show me how sorry you are. I know you know your place, Isabel. You just forget sometimes. I promise I'll always be here to remind you."
*****
Today was the day. Her wife was finally coming home.
Betty sighed contentedly and smiled to herself. How had she ever gotten by without strap-on ass-fucking? There was something so singular about it, so unique. With all her varied and exciting life experiences, she'd never felt as powerful as when she was humping her wife's rear, skewering the submissive femme right up her ass.
Betty checked everything was prepared for the third time today. Dr. Stevens had reassured her she was ready. "You have nothing to worry about, Betty. Isabel is an exemplary femme. Your last several sessions together have been perfect. And we'll still have sessions together at the facility twice a week for now. Just keep to the rules and you'll be fine."
"I know, I know. I just worry. I know I'm being irrational, but I have this fear that I suddenly won't be able to make her cum."
"Hey, that's never been an issue for you two, but to ease your mind, remember that you have the phone number for the 24/7 domme service. In an emergency, a professional dominatrix can be at your house within an hour. But you won't need that, I'm sure of it."
"Thank you, doctor. Thanks for everything."
******
Isabel looked at herself in the mirror, wanting to look her best when her mistress came to pick her up, to take her away from all this.
She could just barely see her old self there. The woman in the mirror looked like a relative, maybe Patrick's slutty younger sister, if he'd had a sister.
Her make-up was heavy without being garish, glossy pink lips and dark mascara. The diamond studs in her ears sparkled. The collar around her neck could be mistaken for jewelry like a choker rather than state-mandated equipment. Either way it made anyone who saw it think about a sexually submissive woman. Her voluptuous body was well-showcased in a tight low-cut yellow sundress.
She liked the way she looked. This was the most mentally stable she'd felt in months. Isabel had more than accepted her new reality; she relished it. She couldn't help but feel a little twinge of excitement, making her asshole clench around the jeweled plug in her panties.
She hoped she would be a better femme than she had been a man. She had thought about it a lot, about what Dr. Stevens had said. There was no request she would deny her mistress.
*****
The door opened, and her wife was shown in.
"There's my girl." Betty gave her a big smile before taking Isabel in her arms.
"Oh Betty, it feels like I'm dreaming. Are we really going home today?"
"Ready for the next step in this adventure?" Betty hugged her tightly again, and then they set out.
In the foyer, her mistress had to sign some more documents. Isabel checked her reflection in the shiny polished marble.
The two of them exited the building hand in hand. The driver opened the limousine door for them. "Ma'am," he greeted her with a smile and a little nod.
Isabel wondered if the man's grin was deriding her fall from CEO to feminized sex pet. It would make sense. She had never treated him with much respect. But then she noticed his eyes running down her body, lingering on her chest, and she breathed out a contented sigh. "Thank you," she said politely, taking the hand he offered to guide her inside the vehicle.
The soft black leather seats felt great on her bare thighs. She frowned a bit as she lamented having never experienced it before her transition, always wearing pants.
Betty settled in next to her. Before the driver even put the car in gear, Betty pounced on her wife. She was hers now. Hers and no one else's. Soft lips gave way to hot mouths with wet tongues. Isabel instinctually spread her legs, and Betty pressed herself between them.
By the time they arrived home, Isabel had just finished retouching the make-up that had been smeared by her wife's vaginal secretions.
***********
Even more than the limo and the driver, the house brought back all sorts of memories. It had been relatively easy to adopt a new role in the facility. But back here in the real world, Isabel felt more conflicted than she had in weeks.
In all of her memories here, she had been Patrick. Did Isabel belong here?
As if hearing the question in her wife's mind, Betty spoke up.
"Come on, let me show you your room" Betty said with an excited smile, tugging her wife behind her by the hand.
My room? Isabel thought. She had always pictured returning to the master bedroom.
As her wife led her down the stairs to the basement, she noticed that considerable renovations had been performed since she'd last been here.


Betty keyed a code into the keypad on the door. After a beep, the door opened to reveal what looked like a very feminine young woman's bedroom. The walls were painted pink. The scene was worthy of a feature in an interior decorating magazine, though there were some things that stood out. The four restraints at the corners of the bed, for instance. Or the saddle in the corner with the motorized dildo protruding from the seat.
Isabel tentatively stepped inside and surveyed her new quarters. When she turned back around, her wife could see that she wasn't altogether pleased.
"What's wrong, darling? Don't you like it?"
"No, I mean yes, it's very nice. I just...I don't know, for some reason I thought I'd be sleeping with you."
Betty cupped her wife's cheek tenderly. "Hey, it's okay. Oh baby, come here." She kissed her emotional femme and gave her a squeeze.
"Listen, this is going to be a process that we both explore together. We're no longer wife and husband; we're mistress and femme now. This is a completely new relationship. We'll have to figure out what works and what doesn't. To be honest, I'd like to have you sleep in my bed sometimes too. I've missed you so much. But I've done a lot of reading and discussed with Dr. Stevens, and we both agree that this setup is best for now. We'll keep things pretty close to how they were in the facility to start."
"No, that makes sense. Thank you, Betty. I know you've gone to so much trouble. I won't let you down...mistress." The word felt heavy on her lips, using it outside the facility for the first time.
"I know you won't," Betty smiled, tousling her girl's hair playfully. "Hey, I bet I know something that will make you feel better." She nodded her head purposefully towards the bed. "Shall we christen your new bed?"
Isabel looked at her wife in surprise. She'd rarely been the one to initiate sex in the past.
Betty noticed her wife's expression. "Unless you're not in the mood right now. We have plenty of time."
Isabel tried to choose the least whorish words she could find, "No, you're right. I think that would make me feel better."
And so Isabel found herself bent over her new bed with her dress rucked up over her hips and her thong pulled to the side. She sucked nervously on the metal butt plug her mistress had transferred to her mouth.
As she felt her wife's strap-on nudge against her greased, puckered opening and begin to slide in, Isabel wondered if she would always experience shame and discomfort at being taken this way.
A shudder passed through her entire body. Isabel moaned as her wife's fat tool glided into her soft folds. Naughty pleasure overwhelmed the ache of her body being entered unnaturally.
And then Betty started to fuck her.
Betty plucked the plug from her lips. "Mmm, how's that feel, baby? You like mama's cock in your ass?"
Even as Isabel experienced the pain and humiliation, her eyes rolled back in her head from the depraved pleasure blooming in her bottom. "Yeeeeassstttthhhhh."
"Yeah, you do, Izzy. This is home. I'm going to make love to this tight little asshole everyday."
"I LOVVVEEE YOOUUUUU, BETTTTYYY!"
********
That night, Betty slept contentedly, knowing her wife was safe and sound under her own roof. As she dreamt, her subconscious explored her desires.
In her dream, Betty sat on her armchair, butt naked with her soles on the seat and her knees near her head. Her fingers danced on her clit as she watched the sordid scene before her.
Isabel was on all fours on the bed, struggling and squealing to accept the man's fat cock in her bottom.
The man's face was a bit of a blur in her dream, but it was clear he was ugly, rugged. He was a big man, at least a hundred pounds heavier than Isabel. His tanned skin and tattoos, combined with the less than intelligent look on his face, suggested he was working class. He was muscular but a bit overweight. His hairy belly bounced against Isabel's pale asscheeks as he fucked her.
He seemed more beast than man when he grabbed her under her arms and lifted her torso into the air. His powerful hands kept her suspended and flailing, one wrapped around her throat and the other compressing a breast. The femme squeaked and sputtered as she was brutally sodomized, her limp little clitty flying around wildly with each thrust.
Suddenly the man looked over at Betty pointedly, an unspoken question on his lips.
"Cum in her ass," Betty commanded.
And then she woke up.
She was sweating in her sheets but that didn't explain the dampness in her panties. She sent a hand down to finish herself when she remembered she had better options. "Women like you don't jill themselves off. What is a sex slave for if not for this?"
She quickly padded down the stairs in her underwear, punching in the keycode and letting herself into Isabel's room.
The girl looked so innocent, sleeping soundly with her pink and white polka dot comforter covering her up to the chest.
Betty peeled off her panties and scrambled up onto the bed. Isabel awoke just as her mistress's wet cunt was pressed down to her lips. "Lick me, baby. Mommy needs your tongue."
"Mmmmmm," Betty moaned as her wife obeyed.
The dream had both excited and scared her. Bringing someone else into their relationship was risky, so many variables, so many unknowns.
Betty wasn't sure she could ever risk such a thing, but she knew one thing: In any love triangle she might entertain, she belonged at the apex.
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**************************
Three months later.
Betty and Isabel had settled into their new lives as mistress and femme, but the grind was starting to take its toll on Betty.
It was after 9 PM when she returned home from the office. Her key turned in the lock, and she stumbled in and closed the front door behind her. She let her head fall back against the solid wood and closed her eyes. She was utterly exhausted.
Balancing her high-powered corporate career with the full-time needs of a femme was challenging to say the least. She had carved time out of her work schedule so that everyday at noon she came home for two hours to tend to Isabel's cravings before returning to the office. And of course, every night, without fail, she fucked the girl's brains out.
She kept Isabel on a tightly regimented schedule. Each day her submissive wife's alarm went off two hours before Betty's. Her femme completed her extensive beauty routine, prepared breakfast, and delivered it to her mistress in bed. Betty had become accustomed to waking up with her wife's tongue gently lapping between her legs while the aroma of freshly brewed coffee wafted off the breakfast tray on her bedside table.
Occasionally Betty fucked her girl up the ass in the mornings, but usually she was too rushed to reciprocate before work. So Isabel usually received her first orgasm of the day by riding her dildo while Betty watched on video chat as she commuted to the office. Performing cunnilingus usually brought Isabel close enough that she was able to climax on her toy as long as Betty gave her the command to cum. Sometimes Betty would arrive at work and have to go to another meeting before Isabel was ready to peak. On those days Isabel was denied until the afternoon session. She always hoped the traffic was bad.
While Betty was at the office, Isabel completed videoed exercise routines and sexual training sessions, just as she had in the facility. These were followed by her chores. Betty had reassigned their maid so that Isabel could take over those duties. In addition to having her wife keep the house tidy, Betty had begun to add some clerical tasks to see what kind of cognitive load the girl could handle on her own. She hoped that eventually she might be able to bring the femme to work with her so she wouldn't have to come home during the day to take care of her needs.
In the afternoon, Betty returned for a typically vigorous afternoon fuck. Both of them found it therapeutic - Isabel derived deep satisfaction from her afternoon anal orgasm, allowing her mind to clear enough to focus on her PM chores, while Betty was able to exorcise the frustrations of office politics using Isabel's asshole as a healthy outlet.
In the evening before her mistress came home for the night, Isabel completed additional chores and training sessions, followed by her shower and second enema. By the time Betty returned, Isabel always had her dinner waiting at the table and her strap-on lubricated and ready in her harness.
Tonight was no different.
"Welcome home, Betty. Let me take your coat." Isabel smiled at her mistress, looking ten years younger than her weary wife. Her make-up and hair were perfectly coiffed. Betty felt a pang of jealousy at how well her wife seemed to be doing in their current arrangement.
"Hey you," she answered returning the girl's smile, "aren't you a sight for sore eyes."
Isabel seemed to swoon with the compliment and had an extra spring in her step as she moved to the closet to put Betty's coat away. She seemed to bend forward unnecessarily as she placed the garment on a hanger, exposing the frilly white ruffles of the petticoat under her short dress. Isabel had picked out the outfit herself, and Betty wholeheartedly approved.
"What's for dinner?" she asked while continuing to stare unashamedly at her wife's tush.
"Fish."
"Hmmm, we haven't had steak in a while..."
"I'm sorry, dear. Your doctor did warn us about your cholesterol and blood pressure. But I think you'll really like the Miso glaze I made tonight!"
"Hmmm."
Isabel massaged her feet under the table as she ate her salmon. Betty DID like the miso glaze.
As was their custom, Betty regaled her wife with stories from the office. Isabel had become a great listener, and more than once she'd offered advice that had helped Betty navigate professional confrontations.
"Phillips is getting petty again. I keep hearing that he's bitching behind my back about not giving the scope he deserves. He's not even doing a good job with the scope I'm giving him!"
Isabel chuckled knowingly as she worked the tension out of her wife's sole with her thumbs. "Can't say I miss having to deal with that douchebag. But his sales contacts are valuable...at least they used to be. Maybe nudge Halloway to stroke the man's ego? Talk up the scope you've given him as a unique opportunity?"
"Hmmm, maybe. Mmmm." Betty sighed in satisfaction, trying to decide whether the massage or the cooking pleased her more at the moment. She made a mental note to take her wife's advice.
As she finished the last bite, she gave her compliments to the chef. "Izzy darling, that was delicious. Now I'm ready for dessert."
Moving from the dining table to the sofa with a glass of pinot noir in hand, she let her skirt drop to the floor before relaxing into the Italian leather and spreading her legs.
Isabel seemed to get better at eating cunt every day. The girl took her time kissing along her mistress's inner thighs and nuzzling the satin gusset of her panties before pulling them off to taste her directly.
Betty took a swallow of wine before leaning her head back on the couch and closing her eyes to savor the feeling of her wife's tongue on her sex. "Mmmmmm. Fuck Yes." It was moments like this that made her regret nothing.
Before her sub could make her boil over, she placed a stockinged sole against her chest and gently pushed her away. "Oooooh, bad girl. You almost made me cum there. Then I'd fall asleep and where would you be? You'd be left without anyone to take care of your naughty little bum tonight, wouldn't you?"
Isabel blushed guiltily. "Sorry Betty. You just taste so good. I could lick you all night."
Betty was aware. She had tested that claim multiple times.
"Come. Bring my cock. I'm tired, so you'll ride me here tonight."
Isabel slid the harness up her mistress's legs and buckled it tight. She looked up at her wife with devotion, awaiting instruction.
"Go ahead, pet. Suck it."
Isabel accepted the tip between her lips, keeping her eyes submissively on her mistress's.
Betty had learned a few tricks since Isabel had returned home to make her routine more efficient. For instance, the doctor had advised her she didn't need to confirm Isabel's prep routine every time. "Isabel is a grown femme. She's well-trained. You don't need to be bothered with all her femme issues. Just make sure she sucks your strap-on clean before and after you use her, every time, and she'll make the adjustments she's been trained to do." More than just utilitarian, they both enjoyed following this advice. Both of them got an erotic jolt every time Isabel's mouth accepted her wife's cock straight from her ass.
"Alright that's enough. Now strip. Everything but your heels and stockings."
Isabel dropped her clothes in a pile and climbed onto her mistress. Steadying herself with her hands on her wife's shoulders, she reached behind her to guide the strap-on phallus between her butt cheeks.
Betty reached between the girl's legs and cupped her limp, shrunken clitty. The doctor had approved the removal of her cage over a month ago, but it was still novel to play with her there. She gently squeezed the soft, sensitive flesh while keeping her eyes fixed on her wife's. She loved watching Isabel's facial expressions at the moment of penetration. She tried never to miss it.
"Ohhhhh," Isabel moaned as she impaled herself. A deep carnal contentment bloomed in her belly and calmed her mind.
It was much more than just the raw sexual pleasure of being penetrated. The gentle ache of her bottom being forced open and filled, of her inner walls being spread apart to accept her lover, brought sense to her life. See? This is what you were made for. Look at how submissive you are. Look at how you love being dominated. You're right where you belong.
Betty grinned at the blossoming of her wife's micro-expressions. "Does that feel good, baby?"
Isabel bit her lip, "Mmmm hmmm."
"You're such a good femme, Izzy. You make me very happy."
Betty cupped one of her wife's massive tits and lifted it to her mouth. The girl's nipple was stiff with arousal. She whipped it back and forth with her tongue before sucking it in and biting it gently.
Isabel squealed and shrieked as her wife tortured her titties.
Betty finally released her with a cackle. "Hehehe, alright. Ride me, cowgirl. Make these fat jugs dance for me!"
Isabel obeyed with delight. "Yes mistress!" She began to bounce her butt in her wife's lap, sliding her asshole up and down the silicone length, making her boobs slap together rhythmically.
"Do you love it? Tell me!"
"Ohhh, I love it so much!! I love your cock in my asshole!!!"
The girl was so obviously in ecstasy, smiling with her eyes rolled back her head, innocent and feminine and submissive without another care in the world - Betty felt an unexpected sting of jealousy. Not so very long ago, she had bounced herself on a cock like that.
Her relationship with Isabel was passionate. She had never felt so close to Isabel, or really to any person, as she did now, but increasingly Betty felt like something was missing. Their connection was special, but the girl was more like her pet than her partner. Part of her increasingly longed for a strong mate with whom she could share responsibility. And maybe sometimes, for whom she could submit, just a little, just in the bedroom, perhaps.
She had been meaning to talk to Isabel about it for weeks, but the timing never seemed right...
The thought entered her mind. No! Not when they were in the middle of making love! What a terrible idea. But then again...Isabel was so happy and easy to talk to right now....
"Isabel, there's something I've been wanting to talk to you about."
The femme was understandably distracted with the thick cock up her ass. With her eyes closed, she continued to raise and lower herself on her wife's shaft. "Uh huh."
She was so lost in her pleasure - Betty found it adorable. She smiled and pushed two fingers into her slut's mouth, where they were immediately sucked.
"My slutty-wutty wifey likes my big fat dick inside her, doesn't she?" Betty teased.
Isabel smiled dreamily around the fingers stuffed between her lips. "Uhrrm hrrrmhh."
"Well that's what I wanted to talk to you about." She pulled her fingers out, returning them to her wife's chest. "Sometimes I want a big fat dick inside me too."
Isabel looked confused as she continued slowly humping her wife's strap-on. "You want me to use the strap-on on you??" Her expression said she knew that wasn't right, but her brain couldn't quite solve the equation.
"No. No silly, not you. I was thinking about...a man."
Isabel's naughty hips finally stopped moving. She wasn't sure what her mistress was suggesting, but she knew it was serious. She clenched her fully-impaled hole around her wife's cock to soothe her worries.
"A...a man?" her mouth felt dry.
Betty stroked her hair lovingly.
"We haven't really talked much about...our relationship through this whole transition," Betty searched her girl's face and found nothing but patient obedience, "...and I enjoy our time together immensely...but...well I'm still a heterosexual woman. Or bisexual, I guess. You're the only non-male I've ever been attracted to..." She checked Isabel's face again to see if she understood where she was going with this, but the girl just looked a little confused.
"I want to start dating again," Betty spat it out. "I want to find a man. For us. Who can help with both of our needs."
Isabel looked a little scared, maybe a little sad.
Betty rocked her hips a bit, and it was enough to reboot the girl's instinct for pleasure. Isabel began fucking herself again.
"I love you, Isabel, baby. This doesn't change that, nothing ever will. But I want to try this. Okay?"
Isabel nodded. "Of course, Betty. Of course you should. You deserve it. I...I sort of figured this would happen eventually. I just want you to be happy."
Betty wrapped her hand behind her wife's neck and pulled her into a deep kiss. She spun the both of them to the left so that Isabel was on her back with Betty on top of her. Remarkably they accomplished the position change without dislodging her prick from Isabel's butthole.
"I want you to be happy too. I was thinking maybe we'd take you together someday, some man and me spit-roasting you, wouldn't that be hot?!"
"Ohhh!" Isabel threw her forearm over her eyes to hide her humiliation at finding the idea just as erotic as her wife did.
Betty's hips went to work, giving her wife the reassuring power fuck the girl needed to know that her mistress had a plan.
"Could you cum on this if it was a man's cock? If it was my boyfriend's cock?"
"OH MISTRESS! OHHHH! CAN I-"
"DO IT, BITCH! COME FOR US!"
Becky squealed with delight as she felt her wife's little squirt on her belly. Betty was very close to climax herself. She'd been close ever since she'd pushed Isabel's talented tongue away from her cunt. Isabel's acceptance of the idea of bringing a man into their bed was like a weight off her shoulders. Now the girl's shrieks of pleasure combined with the waves of her contracting anus transmitted through to the internal portion of her wife's strap-on were enough to drive Betty over the edge.
"Ohhhh yeahhhh babyyy! Take mommy's cock DEEP!" She kept her hips pumping until her strength gave out and she collapsed on top of her wife.
*************
Two weeks later.
Isabel paced the room anxiously in her silk negligee.
She wasn't sure which outcome she was hoping for.
On the one hand, it would be ok if her mistress struck out tonight. If her date somehow missed what an amazing woman she was and squandered his opportunity. Isabel would be there to comfort her, to tell her how sexy she was, what a fool that man was, to lick away any distasteful memories.
On the other hand...her asshole was prepped clean and lubed. Betty had told her she almost certainly wouldn't bring a guy back on the first date. "Only a special guy that I know will treat my girl right gets to meet you," Betty had said. But just in case, they had skipped both of her daytime orgasms today so she was hot and bothered and ready for anything.
Isabel wondered if he would have a big dick. It doesn't matter, she told herself, however big he is, I'll ask Betty to fuck me with a bigger cock.
She had resigned herself to giving up her holes for the pleasure of whoever her mistress deemed worthy. She was looking forward to it even. But she resolved she would never submit to anyone besides Betty. Anything she did would be on Betty's orders. Any submission to a guy would be feigned, only submission by proxy to Betty.
Mmmm, Isabel tried to reframe the idea as just another way in which Betty increased her ownership of her femme. She imagined her mistress pushing her ever further, stretching her with ridiculously-sized toys, ruining her asshole. Even though in many ways her mistress already literally owned her, even though she was essentially a sex slave, her fantasies always seemed to involve being further defiled and possessed by her wife. She dreamed of the woman brutally fisting her someday...
That thought was interrupted by the sound of a key in the door lock.
Isabel ran for the door. Her knees had barely hit the floor when the door opened and her mistress entered. Alone.
From where she knelt, Isabel studied her wife for clues as to how her evening had gone.
Her mistress's cheeks were flushed. Her hair was a bit disheveled. Isabel found herself excited by what she saw. If she wasn't mistaken, the woman looked freshly fucked.
"Come, pet." Betty pulled her femme to her feet and tugged her hurriedly to the bedroom. She spun to face Isabel and sat on the edge of her mattress.
"Kneel down," Betty commanded, watching her good girl drop to her knees between mistress's legs.
Betty hiked up her skirt and tugged off her soiled satin thong. She spread her legs, proudly displaying her hairy swollen cunt to her wife. Isabel saw the whitish fluid oozing from her wife's well-used hole. She licked her lips without thinking.
Betty looked her in the eye. "Now you don't have to, Isabel. But I know you femme girls have a thing for semen, and if you want to, it's ok with me if you - Ohhh!"
Isabel couldn't help herself, shoving her entire face into her wife's vulva.
"Ohh! Careful darling, I'm still a bit sore. Yes, just like that, let mommy feel that velvet tongue. You can have as much as you want sweetie, it's all for you, suck it all out."
Betty had already cum twice this evening, but found herself swiftly building towards a third climax - her femme was just that good.
*************
It was almost two months later when Betty announced the next phase of their relationship.
"Ohhh Izzy, that feels SO good. I can never get enough of this."
Her wife's tongue worked diligently in her quim, licking her clean of her lover's cum for the dozenth time. Betty had become accustomed to their routine, returning home with her sex puffy and cream-filled to enjoy a very different but equally powerful orgasm from her girl's mouth. The velvet tongue gently caressed her folds, expertly building pleasure and energy Betty didn't know she was capable of.
She had long since recognized that Isabel now knew how to operate her pussy better than she did. The realization had frightened her a bit the first time it occurred to her. That someone else's knowledge of HER body exceeded her own. She was truly and hopelessly addicted to her wife. But by now, rather than fear, that thought brought her a deep satisfaction.
As good as her sex life was, Betty wanted more. "Isabel darling, these last two months have been amazing, but it's still not quite right. It's almost like I'm cheating on you when I'm with him, and cheating on him when I'm with you."
Isabel didn't like the sound of this. She was enjoying their new equilibrium as much as her wife was. She reluctantly released her wife's clit from between her sucking lips to speak, "Don't be silly, mistress. We take care of different needs for you. We both know what's going on. It's fine."
Betty's hand slid into her wife's soft curls and pulled the girl's skull firmly back into her crotch where it belonged. "I know baby, but I think things could be even better. My dream is that we could all be together, the three of us. I think it could be beautiful. No jealousy. No secrets. Only making love together."
Isabel pushed her tongue further up her wife's love canal as she considered her words. It sounded...risky. Things were good now. She knew almost nothing about her wife's boyfriend. She hadn't asked, and Betty hadn't offered. What if he ruined everything?
"Sweetie, I've been wanting this for a while, just to try it out at least, but he's been reluctant. I'm bringing it up now because I've finally convinced him. To come here for a threesome. Would you like that, baby?"
"I...dunno." She felt uncomfortable when her wife asked for her input on important decisions. Those were for mistress to decide.
"He has some conditions. He wants you blindfolded and tied down. I agree that will make everything less awkward to start, no eye contact or chit-chat, just straight sex, ok?"


"Ok..."
"And he wants you to consent?"
"Consent?"
"I know, I know, I told him that I consent for you, that you'd be much more comfortable being commanded and tied down, but he wouldn't budge. So at least at the beginning, you'll be ungagged and...you'll have to tell him you want it."
*******
The grandfather clock chimed nine times, announcing the evening hour. The household felt charged with nervous tension.
Her mistress stood behind her at the vanity in her boudoir, brushing her hair out. Betty had sent her back to her room twice to redo her make-up. Everything had to be perfect.
"Don't worry, baby. He's going to love you."
Isabel smiled back sweetly but wondered if her mistress was trying to convince her or herself. Betty seemed unusually anxious.
They had selected a white lace lingerie set that included a tight tiny thong to show off her best asset while keeping her bits neatly tucked away.
Mistress seems worried he'll be put off by my clit, Isabel thought. She had to admit it made sense on some level, though she couldn't quite see herself as masculine enough to put off a heterosexual man. Staring at her reflection in the mirror, she looked more feminine than her wife did.
Half an hour later, Isabel found herself expertly bound over their black leather bondage bench. Her blindfold was tight around her head, keeping her immersed in darkness. She absentmindedly stretched her lower back, arching and bowing, while she thought about what was about to happen and tried to get herself into subspace.
She could hear her wife texting somewhere off to her right.
"He's here!"
Long-nailed fingers slid up the nape of her neck into her hair below the blindfold. Soft lips captured hers in a passionate kiss before pulling away.
"Don't worry about a thing, Isabel. Just do what I tell you and try to enjoy yourself. Who do you belong to, baby?"
"I belong to you, Betty."
Another hungry kiss. "Yeah you do, bitch. Be a good girl for me tonight. Oh, this is going to be so hot! Here we go!"
Isabel felt the moist lips of her owner press against her forehead. And then Betty was gone. Isabel heard the muffled noise of her steps up the stairs towards the front door.
********
Deep breaths. Isabel tried to calm herself down. She had so many worries. Would she slip up and do something to embarrass her mistress? Would he like her? Him. The man who had been fucking her wife. Whose cum she'd been tasting for months. Would he be rough with her? Would she hate it? But even to her, it was obvious which worry outpaced all others: That she would like it. That she would like it a LOT. That she would like it more than sex with her mistress. She shuddered with disgust at the vile thoughts.
Her breath caught in her throat when she heard movement on the stairs again. This was it. Nothing left to do but submit. She heard the door open, and she froze.
"...be the best night of your life. Here she is! Feast your eyes on Mrs. Isabel Stanyon. My gorgeous wife."
The obvious pride in Betty's voice made Isabel lift her shoulders and hips a bit higher.
She could almost feel the man's eyes roving over her exposed ass cheeks.
"Go ahead, honey. Touch her. Explore her body. She belongs to me, and I want to share every inch of her with you."
A large palm gently gripped her bare butt cheek. It squeezed and kneaded and spread.
Isabel shivered and moaned like the slut she was.
A thumb ran over the fine ivory fabric covering her anus before a decision was made. Her panties were roughly tugged off her hips down to her thighs.
When his hand moved down between her legs, fondling her atrophied testicles in their smooth sac and rolling her shrunken member between his fingers, she felt even softer in comparison with the rough calloused hand.
"She's-" a masculine voice was quickly silenced.
"Shhhh" her wife spoke, "Remember? I don't want you to speak until after you've taken her. Yes, yes, she's incredibly soft, I know. Just wait till you feel her pussy. She's really hot for it right now, even more than usual, and her cunt does this sucking thing when she's like this. Stick a finger in her and see what I mean."
Isabel felt a large fingertip at her entrance and quickly accepted it into her rectum. "Mmmm" she moaned involuntarily as her anus and rectal walls contracted rhythmically in gratitude for the penetration.
"Feel that? Like she's trying to suck you in, right? I REALLY love that."
Isabel heard her mistress giggle. Such a carefree, girlish sound. In that moment, Isabel felt a surge of affection towards her wife. She clenched happily around the man's finger in her bottom. She suddenly felt a kinship with the stranger: they were teammates with a common goal, both serving at the pleasure of her mistress. The thought relaxed her.
"Alright, let's get to it. Come over here." The finger left her rear, followed by the sounds of a belt being quickly unbuckled and pants being shucked down. Betty's long-nailed fingers soothingly ran through her wife's hair.
Then a silence. It felt like hesitation.
"You know I'd love to, honey, but SHE needs to suck you right now. Anything that goes up her ass goes in her mouth, before and after, that's our rule in this house."
She felt her mistress's hand in her hair again. "Ok Isabel. Be polite. What does a good girl say?"
Isabel took a deep breath to still her thoughts and spoke the words as her wife had instructed, "Please sir, may I please suck your cock?"
As soon as the words left her throat, her hair was taken in a strong grip. She gasped as her head was jerked back. And then a slab of hot, throbbing flesh was laid over her mouth.
A surge of conflicted thoughts flashed across her consciousness. Really, sissy? You're really going to suck the cock of the man who's been fucking your wife? Who's going to be fucking you soon? Whose face you've never seen and whose name you don't even know?! The other side shouted back. Fuck yes, you are! This is the man your mistress has selected. She's decided. You know that's all that matters. And don't pretend like this will be a difficult order for you to follow. You want that dick inside you, don't you girl? You've wanted it for a long time...
Isabel whimpered and gave in, slipping just the tip of her tongue between her pouty lips to wet their surfaces. A single tear wetted the inside of the blindfold and her inner dialogue went silent as she pressed an emotionally-charged kiss to the underside of the stranger's cock.
The man allowed her to kiss and lick his shaft a few times before the column was redirected and pushed between her lips.
The warm meat filled her mouth. It felt good, pushing her tongue down, swelling and throbbing in appreciation.
She was still a novice at measuring with her mouth, but he felt huge. Was I ever this big? she wondered idly as she sucked, knowing the answer was of course not. She'd seen big cocks in porn of course, but always figured those guys were statistical aberrations. Where did she find this guy? Isabel wondered.
A wide hand palmed her skull, gently but firmly encouraging her to take it deeper. As she accepted more of his length between her lips, another similarly large hand slid down her back, caressing her soft skin down her spine. It greedily seized and squeezed her ass cheeks, fondling and kneading them like fresh dough.
A finger was pushed down the crevice at the top of her cheeks, exploring every inch of her. Isabel didn't resist the moan that escaped from her cock-stuffed mouth when the pad of the digit found the delicate, wrinkled flesh of her entrance and rubbed her there.
"Mmmmm," she purred with a combination of pleasure, submission, and gratitude at being pleasured from both ends. She hoped the vibrations of her throat felt good on his dick. She slurped her tongue along the underside of the throbbing cock and applied gentle suction as she lightly bobbed her head, dragging her plump lips along his length.
He pulled out sooner than she wanted. Her blindfolded face kept its mouth open, more than offering, silently pleading to be refilled. But instead, she sensed him step around behind her.
"Raise your hips, Isabel. Wink your hole for him. Show him how ready you are."
She felt strong hands on her hips. Then the thumbs dipping into her crack and prying her cheeks apart. Isabel whimpered with need, overwhelmed with lust and shame as she pictured the unknown man, her wife's lover, staring at her defenseless asshole.
"Isn't it just perfect? That's my wife's ass. Why don't you taste it before you defile it?"
Isabel felt the stubble on the man's face brush against her smooth inner butt cheeks.
"Hooahhhh" she moaned as his tongue pleasured her pucker.
"I'll gag you in just a moment, pet, so you can scream as loud as you like. But remember what we talked about. First our man needs to hear it from you. Tell him what you want. Beg him."
"Please sir. Please fuck me up my ass."
"Good enough for you?" Her mistress must have been talking to him.
He must have nodded because the next thing she felt was her mistress sliding her ball gag between her teeth and buckling it around her head.
Then she felt it. The hot swollen knob of a real cock between her cheeks, tapping politely at her swollen rim. The shock of the new sensation made her tuck her hips forward slightly, but Betty would have none of it.
"Keep your hips up, missy! Deny him nothing. He's your master tonight."
Isabel silently cursed herself as she corrected her posture, arching her back obediently, making sure to keep her hips as high as possible.
"Good girl. Now relax your hole. Let him in."
Isabel had pictured this moment for months, and the reality was exceeding all her fantasies.
She fought hard against the impulse to push back on him, to hilt herself on his dick. But no, a good girl waits to be taken, passive, docile, obedient.
The grip on her waist tightened, and the hot rod between her cheeks began to push forward.
"Mrrrrgggh" Isabel groaned into her gag as the penis punctured her anus and forced the walls of her rectum apart. It paused after her puckered orifice swallowed and closed tightly over the glans.
The man stifled a groan. It felt SO GOOD. 'Her asshole is well-trained, her insides hot and soft and tight all at once. It will be like nothing you've ever felt,' Betty had said when she'd persuaded him to take this step. Of course, he had only fucked exactly one other asshole before Isabel. A girl in college who hadn't particularly liked it, if he recalled correctly. But now he had to admit, Betty was right. It was like nothing he had ever felt.
He was nervous and didn't want to hurt the beautiful creature wrapped around his Johnson. But when a cute, pathetic little squeal came from the soft weak body he was penetrating, an instinctual dominance awoke within him.
"Fucking take it," he growled with an iron grip on her waist as he forced himself deeper in her depths.
Betty chuckled. "Look at you. I daresay you love fucking that tight little asshole as much as I do."
He ignored her taunts. He didn't care about anything but the hot wet hole wrapped around his shaft. It felt TOO good.
When Isabel felt a tuft of wiry pubic hair press into her soft ass cheeks, she almost squealed with delight, wriggling her hips to help him bury every inch inside her bottom.
"Yeaaheeahhh! That's so fucking hot," Betty's voice sounded half-crazed with arousal, "I think you can look in him the eye now, babygirl, you earned it."
Suddenly light flooded Isabel's retinas as her blindfold was ripped away.
Her eyes adjusted to the light before spinning around to look behind her at the man buried to the hilt in her intestines.
They looked. Then they looked again. Looking the man in the eye, her lids separated further, baring the whites of her eyes all around. As her eyes went wide with shock and recognition, her asshole made the opposite move, squeezing down around the thick prick in her butt.
She hadn't expected him. She knew her wife had taste, but she'd expected a younger man for this, a handsome face twisted into a victorious sneer, gloating at his conquest, adding her mouth and her asshole to her wife's pussy on his list of conquered territories. She'd imagined him unleashing a deep maniacal laugh as he took the last of her virginities.
Instead, Lawrence stared back at her with his hands firmly gripped around her waist. Lawrence, her longtime friend, mentor, and former employee. There was no sneer on his face. Instead, he looked vulnerable as if waiting for some sign of her acceptance.
She had never seen him naked, of course, but found herself pleasantly surprised by his muscular torso. She felt grateful to be gagged since she couldn't think of a thing to say.
He held her tightly in his hands, not moving inside her.
Studying his face, she saw he looked tortured now, a battle warring within him. He wanted her, she was certain, but something was keeping him from taking what he wanted. The poor man. She had to help him, she needed to be fucked, she had to serve her mistress. Still holding his gaze, Isabel pushed into her hands and forced her bottom backwards as hard as she could, penetrating herself a centimeter deeper.
The significance of accepting him further inside overwhelmed her. Her eyes rolled back in her head, and she made a sound that could never be construed as anything but pleasurable.
Lawrence looked over at Betty, who smiled big and gave him a wink. Lawrence felt the smile spread to his own face. How had he ever gotten so lucky?
Isabel was the hottest girl he'd ever fucked. Betty had shown him pictures of her in lingerie to convince him this was something he'd enjoy. But the pictures hadn't done her justice. The womanly voluptuous body he was sliding into was a work of art. The girl's skin was so soft, her pale doughy cheeks spreading to reveal a pretty pink hole stretched tightly around his cock.
Lawrence let himself grunt and moan along with the girl as he began to fuck in and out of her asshole with strokes that lengthened with each thrust. Fuck, he felt good. More guilt than he had realized he'd been carrying was being swatted away by the pillowy cheeks slapping against his hips.
The news of Patrick's infection had shocked and saddened him. It had taken considerable argument and seduction for Betty to convince him that entering into a relationship with her wasn't a betrayal of his friend. Perhaps his dick had been more convinced than his head...
It wasn't until he saw that look in Isabel's eyes, until she pushed her fat ass back, further impaling herself on his penis, that he felt sure he had done the right thing. Her little pucker clung to him whenever he slid back. Her hole seemed paradoxically softer and tighter than a pussy. As sweat began to accumulate on his brow and his leg muscles began to burn, he knew he was going to do keep doing the right thing again and again and again.
Isabel's gagged breaths were coming in erotic gasps and starts. Lawrence held her still for a moment to unbuckle and discard her gag.
He turned her jaw toward him and took her lips in a deep kiss. Pulling away, she looked poleaxed and joyful. Before she had a chance to think of something to say, he thrust himself deeper in her rectum.
"Ohhhhh! YESSSSSSS!" she moaned like a slut.
Her eyes closed leaving her mouth open, her thoughts consumed by the more powerful being inside her.
Lawrence could feel his orgasm rapidly approaching. Her velvety insides felt amazing, but what made this the most erotic experience of his life was how much she was enjoying it. The desperation in her hips as she threw them back. The look of abject submission and gratitude when they made eye contact. And her noises...
"Hoahhhhh!" The moans she made as she was fucked were some of the most erotic sounds Lawrence and Betty had ever heard. Porn stars should take lessons from her.
Betty forgot to blink, keeping her eyes recording every detail of the scene as she pressed her bare soles into the seat of her chair, spreading her legs lewdly and playing with her pussy.
"Damn, she really loves this, doesn't she?" he said in awe.
Isabel pretended she didn't hear and kept humping, chasing her pleasure and fleeing her shame. The pillar of flesh drilling her insides eclipsed all other possible sources of meaning. This was her purpose.
Betty spoke up for her, "She adores it. You know, the first time I fucked her properly at the facility, she told me to send her to the brothels."
Lawrence looked up at her surprised, though his hips didn't lose their rhythm.
"Her reasons were complex, I think, but I've always suspected part of it was that she wanted to feel a real man's cock spurting inside her little bottom. Isn't that right, Isabel?"
"Hunhhhhhh!" Isabel cried out, keeping her eyes closed to dodge the question, slamming her hips back to meet every thrust.
Lawrence snarled uncharacteristically as he pumped his hips with everything he had. "Hrrrrghghh. Here it comes!"
Isabel realized that he was about to breed her. Her inner walls were about to be painted white with sperm.
"Look at me baby!" Betty demanded desperately, her hand a blur over her clit.
Isabel forced her eyes open to see her wife's face red and contorted on the verge of climax. A loving smile added itself on top of Betty's features and tears came to her eyes.
"Cum for me, Isabel! CUM FORR USSS!"
Isabel added her squeals to her mistress's and squeezed hard around Lawrence's cock, embracing the pain, taking in every detail of the sordid situation, every sensation her body could appreciate.
Tears of joy came to her eyes as she crossed the threshold. She felt her little asshole began to spasm rhythmically around the beast holding her open just before Lawrence hilted himself inside and began to fill her with his seed. She didn't even register the unimportant watery dribble from her clitty.
The three of them were silent for a long time.
Besides recovering from the physiologic strain of orgasm, they were all in awe at what had just happened. None of them had expected this to go nearly so well. It was remarkable. They each had the eerie feeling that they could almost feel the supernatural hand of fate that must have carried them to this outcome.
Betty was the first to move.
The few neurons in Isabel's brain that had finished rebooting detected the sound of her mistress moving towards them. She felt a long-nailed hand palm her scalp and heard Lawrence and Betty kissing above her.
Betty pulled back and grinned, raising a single eyebrow. "So? Not bad?"
Lawrence wrapped a hand around his girlfriend's neck and pulled her to him, crushing her lips against his. Betty let herself swoon in his grasp. The experience had clearly brought out a dominance in him that she hadn't seen before. She would have to keep it in check, but for now she was happy to see him taking charge of his two women.
When he released her, she pushed her phone into his hand. "Get a picture for me, babe. I want to memorialize her first creampie." She bent over, pulled her wife's cheeks apart, and smiled.
Lawrence pulled up the camera app and slowly pulled out. He snapped the picture just as the first drop of his thick milky issue emerged from Isabel's gaping asshole. Even with that beautiful sight, the prettiest thing in the photograph was Betty's smiling face, which practically radiated joy as she spread her femme's buttocks wide.
Betty released her wife and stood back up, crooking a finger at her boyfriend to call him over to her end of the bench. Both of his eyebrows rose as if to say 'Really?!' She just nodded in response.
Isabel felt her wife's finger under her chin and looked up to see her mistress and master standing there expectantly.


Isabel weakly accepted the soiled cock into her mouth. "Good girl. Suck it clean, Izzy. That's my good girl." Betty pressed gently on the back of her girl's head as she continued making out with her boyfriend. The soft wet sounds of her femme obediently licking, sucking, and gagging on her boyfriend's spent erection were incredibly erotic to her.
Lawrence reached around and took a meaty handful of asscheek in his grip. "I love how soft she is. Just look at this ass...It's unreal."
Betty elbowed him playfully. "Don't like it too much, mister."
Lawrence took Betty in his arms. "Hey honey, you know I love your body too..."
Betty ignored him, instead looking down at her wife's stuffed mouth.
"Do you like that, Isabel? Do you like my boyfriend's cock?"
Lawrence reluctantly backed his dick out of the girl's mouth so she could answer.
She looked up at the two of them, batting her eyelashes, submissive and doting. "Yes mistress. I...I love it."
"Good, 'cause he's OUR boyfriend now."
**********
After what was, without a doubt, the most pleasurable shower of his life, with two soft, soapy bodies pressing against him, making him feel hard and powerful by comparison, Lawrence carried Isabel back to her room. They tucked her in together, and she was already fast asleep by the time her bedroom door locked behind them with a beep.
Now, he lay in Betty's bed, stroking her hair and feeling her head rise and fall on his chest with his breathing.
The silence between them was pleasant and charged. Both their minds were going over their new experience in detail, picking out pieces to preserve for posterity, identifying aspects for further investigation. There were so many new adventures ahead of them.
It was he who broke the silence first. "You were right. This was the best night of my life," he chuckled as he realized no other experience had even come close to this.
Betty smiled against him. "So far!" She kissed him before settling back on his chest and closing her eyes. "I know. I was never this sexual before. Isabel just brings it out of me. I'm so happy with the way she turned out."
Lawrence was still smiling happily up at the ceiling when his smile faltered.
The words were innocent enough...something about the way she said them. A thought entered his mind, and he looked down at the beautiful long hair he was petting. She wouldn't...would she? He knew Betty pretty well from all of their business dealings. He knew she was bold. Decisive. Strong-willed. But dangerous?
He was shocked to find that his reaction to the idea was not disgust or fear. It made him want to fuck her even more.
He felt so relaxed that the words left his mouth without thinking. "You know, there are stories, urban legends or whatever, about women injecting HFV-infected semen into men for revenge or for control..."
Betty rolled her head off his chest and onto his belly to look up at him.
She held his eye contact for a long moment. When at last she spoke, her words were slow and deliberate.
"Those cold, cruel bitches..."
*********
Thanks for reading! Hope you enjoyed! Could Isabel return to work as a personal assistant to Betty and Lawrence? Maybe one day Isabel launches a company to help high-functioning femmes return to the workforce? I think I'm probably done with Isabel and Betty for now, but who knows? Maybe someday after I finish the other 42 story ideas I have in draft, I'll check in on them.
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Note to reader:
This world is composed of families from cultures that are fiercely judgmental of each other: matriarchal families and patriarchal families. Diametrically opposed worldviews, each viewing the other as abhorrent and perverse.
Every so often, love ensnares two people from different worlds. What follows will be a romance prominently featuring femdom and strap-on anal sex (pegging). Beware.
This chapter will be mostly world-building and femdom romance, so if you're looking for a quick orgasm, try elsewhere.
***********************
Tonight was our 17th date (yes, I count them). It had been a very pleasant evening. And it was already coming to an end, much too quickly for my liking.
Time passed fluidly like it always did when I was with her, like we were in our own movie with a script we both knew by heart while everyone else was just an extra. Most of the time, it felt like I was hanging out with an old friend, but every so often I'd catch a look in her eyes, a flicker of intensity that made my pulse quicken. As the evening drew to a close, her eyes got like that more frequently.
Walking up the steps to her place, both of us got quiet, anticipating. My gaze landed on her hands - beautiful, delicate, yet strong. I knew what they were capable of. My body yearned to feel them on me again. I stopped outside her door and looked down at my feet.
"Well, um, good night," I said, barely keeping a quiver out of my voice. I was nervous, even after sixteen prior goodnight farewells.
Seeing a man like me look at his shoes with an 'aw-shucks' expression on his face outside a young woman's apartment door, you might think it was sweet. You might think I was just bashful, maybe a little socially awkward, or maybe just steeped in puppy love.
But you'd be wrong. I was nervous with good reason. I had experience with this particular young woman. I knew what was coming, and I still hadn't decided quite how to handle it.
I looked up just as she pounced.
"Mmmm," I moaned into her mouth as she kissed me. Every time felt like the first time with Romie. First kisses have always been electric in my experience, but with her every kiss was supercharged. It was like her tongue pushed into my mouth and unleashed a power that melted my brain, shot down my spine, and inflated my cock.
Her arms locked around my neck and through some sort of kung fu magic she pivoted us in a tight circle, slamming me up against her door, sucking my bottom lip back before pushing her head forward again to ravage my mouth.
When we first started going out, Romie had been absolutely frigid with me. By the standards of our time, the progress of our sexual relationship was positively glacial. I'm not even sure 'sexual' is the right word for it.
At the conclusion of each date, which had all gone well, she would just say goodnight politely and quickly disappear inside her apartment, leaving me standing alone in the hallway wondering if I'd been friend-zoned. After the twelfth awkward goodnight, I had just about given up hope of things getting physical between us.
But then...lucky date #13. When I first discovered Romie's electrifying lip and tongue skills with our first kiss. We arrived at her door and she said goodnight politely, but instead of her usual disappearance, this time she seemed to be having some kind of internal debate. She suddenly looked up at me, shot her hand out behind my head, and pulled me to her lips. It was the most passionate kiss of my life. I remember thinking Romie was a spirited kisser. I had no idea at the time that she was still holding herself back.
With each time we went out after that, she seemed to steadily dial up the intensity of our goodnight kiss. Each kiss lasted a little longer than the previous one.
And each time, it was me that pulled away. I couldn't put my finger on what bothered me exactly. I mean, I knew she was matriarchal. I'd known from the beginning. I knew there could be no future in our relationship. It was doomed before it began.
But still. I'd kissed lots of girls I had no intention of pursing a future with. That was kind of the trademark of my gender. I had let myself enjoy kissing those girls without any issue. So why couldn't I just do that with Romie?
We'd start out just fine. I loved the taste of her mouth. I loved the passion in her lips and the way she pressed her tongue hungrily past mine.
But her hands...almost as soon as our lips met, she'd have one hand in my hair and the other on my hip, moving my body just the way she wanted it. The hand on my hip would move around behind me, squeezing me there, hungry, possessive, forceful, dominant. When I tried to reassert myself by pushing my tongue into her mouth, she doubled down, pulling my head back roughly by my hair and biting my lip gently until I submitted in her arms.
I wasn't sure whether she was really stronger than me or not. It seemed ridiculous. I mean, she kept herself in really good shape, her muscles the product of years of discipline and training, but I was still bigger than her. I'd never exactly tried to push her back with all my strength, so I think it was probably just that she was more confident, more willing to push me around. Probably.
My body loved it. To feel desired, wanted, hungered for. I'd never been touched like this by anyone. Her hands seemed to infuse her lust into me without reservation.
Just as I'd start to really relax into her grasp, my mind would catch up. Weak, it said, weaker than a girl. Pathetic, it said. Sissy, it said. You should be the one squeezing not the one being squeezed, it said, little bitch. What would your friends and family think if they saw this?
And then I would awkwardly pull away. We would pant, catching our breath, just looking at each other, trying to figure out what went wrong. Then, I'd say goodnight, and she'd go inside.
The way I grew up, matriarchal boys were about the lowest form of life. Prancing around wearing their collars like dogs, betas, sissies, bitch boys - whatever the term, the concept was simple: matriarchal families represented a disgusting perversion of the natural order and a dangerous mental illness that could very well lead to the end of civilization. Renouncing the natural strength and dominance of biological masculinity, abdicating the responsibility of leadership to women, submitting to them, letting them take control in bed and even...sodomize..., all to sate the twisted carnal perversion of lust those temptress witches tried to instill in their men.
I knew it was mostly bullshit, but still. It was there, inside my head, and I knew it always would be. One can't undo one's upbringing.
So what the hell was I doing messing around with a girl like Romie?!
Hell if I knew. But I couldn't stay away.
Romie was fascinating to talk to, a brilliant wit that felt no need to put on airs, the opposite really - she was used to hiding just how clever she was to avoid making others feel slow. And we seemed ridiculously compatible and entirely addicted to each other. I'd never known anyone who understood me this way, not a friend or family member. No one else, none of my prior girlfriends, even came close.
As I'd gotten to know her better, all the stories about true love no longer seemed like fiction. She was it for me. Parting from her seemed ludicrous.
So I slowly and somewhat subconsciously convinced myself that maybe this matriarchy/patriarchy thing wasn't such a big deal as everyone said. Maybe we could make this work.
I felt great in her arms, and I was feeling better and better each time we did this. Each time, another voice in my head gained a little ground. What's the harm, it said. It's not like there's a 'right way' to kiss. Whether or not you enjoy it (which you clearly do), it's not like anyone will know. It's not like she's gonna get you pregnant or something. It's not like you're betraying your family or even declaring your support for the matriarchy. It's just kissing. Let her have her fun, just for her sake.
Her hands slid into my hair as she ground against me, keeping me flattened up against her apartment door. A firm pull on my scalp tipped my head back, and I gasped as I felt her hot wet lips suck my neck.
She pulled back just long enough for me to glimpse the wildness in her eyes before her tongue thrust back inside my mouth. For the thousandth time, I wondered if all matriarchal girls were like this or if Romie was a freak. I had no idea, but I was absolutely loving it.
Her hands frantically slid down my sides before sliding behind to grope my ass. She kneaded my buttocks, and I started to tense up. And then, for the first time, I shut out the bullshit in my mind, and I just let go and surrendered to pleasure. I relaxed into her touch and moaned a little into her mouth.
She noticed. She cupped and pinched my backside more openly than ever, gratuitously. When I didn't pull away, she dared to go further. I felt her fingertip pushing into the seat of my pants. I arched my back and pushed back on the pressure while sucking on her tongue in my mouth.
A smile rose up in me. It felt so good to just experience her without worrying what it might mean. For a glorious thirty seconds, we just tasted and savored each other. We got out of our own way and just let our bodies move together the way they were meant to. Our natures were different but perfectly matched.
And then for the first time, she was the one who pulled back first. She looked absolutely beautiful. Aroused and conflicted and...sad, but beautiful.
"I'm sorry," she looked like she wasn't quite sure what she was sorry about. Then it came to her, "I can't do this anymore, Julian." I could tell it hurt her to say the words.
"What?! What do you mean?" I asked all innocent as if I had no idea about the elephant in the room.
That to have a future one of us would have to reject their family's culture and be forever ostracized for joining the other's. We had never really had a serious discussion about it. Agreeing to 'keep things casual' and 'just have fun.' It seemed that time had passed now.
"I want you, I want you bad, and it will only get worse." She looked away, down at the floor. "We have to break this off before I get any more attached to you."
My mind raced for a response, but only panicked static filled my thoughts.
When she looked back up, there were tears in her eyes. She forced herself to give me a smile despite the tears. "It's okay. I'm...I'm just glad I got to know you. I...I'll never forget you, Julian. This has meant more to me than I can say."
What?! It's over?! Right now?!! I tried to think of something to say to let her know how I felt about her, but all the words that occurred to me seemed woefully inadequate.
She gave me a little nod like she understood and then pushed forward quickly and gave me a little peck on the lips. "Goodbye," she said as she turned to leave.
My hand shot out and grabbed her by the wrist.
She stopped. Her eyes looked down at where my hand was restraining her before following up my arm to meet my eyes with a bewildered questioning expression.
Suddenly, I knew the words I wanted to say. I realized I'd been forming them for a long time. But now I was sure.
"Don't go! I'll do it. I'll...wear one of those collars for you."
I expected the music to come up, for her to smile and take me in her arms. But Romie's beautiful face screwed up in an angry scowl. She tried to pull her arm back.
I didn't let go.
"Don't tease me, Julian! Damn you! Don't you dare say something like that on a whim!"
"It's not...on a whim. I've thought about it a lot. I'm sure now. I can't lose you. I...I love you, Romie."
She stared at me hard with those intelligent, glistening eyes. The feeling behind them cycled rapidly from anger to skepticism to fear. I'd never seen her look afraid before. She looked at me like I had the power to break her into a thousand pieces.
"Are you...is it...do you really mean it?" her voice cracked as she choked out the words.
I nodded, trying to project more certainty than I had any right to.
She stepped close to me again, her eyes searching mine for any hint of insincerity. "Oh Julian..." She took me in a kiss. This one somehow surpassed the record-breaking, award-winning kiss from a moment ago. Our lips pressed urgently together while our tongues danced. Our souls connected through our mouths.
When her lips left mine, she pulled me into a tight embrace with our chins over each other's shoulders. "Oh Julian! It will be hard. This will be hard for us. Harder for you than for me, I know...I know what a big sacrifice this is for you. I just...I could never join a patriarchal family. It's not who I am. And you-"
"I know," I reassured her, hugging her back even tighter, "This is the only way we could be together. This is the right way." I felt so wise speaking about these weighty ideas like a self-assured philosopher. I could almost completely ignore the little voice in my head that skeptically hoped I wasn't making a huge mistake.
When she pulled back this time, her face bore a huge, silly smile. Her eyes glistened with joy. "Oh Julian!" She pulled me back, and we made out for a long time.
Finally, she stopped. "You won't regret this, Julian. I swear it."
I believed her. I fully believed the gorgeous woman beaming at me. I felt so lucky.
"Well...shit!" she exclaimed grinning as big as I'd ever seen her do, "This is fantastic! I'll call my mother tonight. Maybe we can get you collared this weekend!"
I gave her a smile and a nod. Her excitement was a joy to witness.
"Oh baby!" she pulled me close, embracing me tightly. Her breasts felt fantastic flattening out against my chest. She spoke more softly now into my ear, "We have a lot of details to discuss, don't we, but let's do that tomorrow. Right now, do you know you've made me so wet?! I almost don't trust myself around you at the moment. I'm going straight to bed to jill off thinking about you. Heeheehee!"
I felt my cheeks warm with a blush. Did normal girls say things like that? None that I'd ever met. She really was something else, the things she said, the looks she gave me. A proud smile came to my lips.
She pulled back and looked at me like I was a god. "Come over for dinner tomorrow night, and we'll talk more then, okay?"
I nodded like a good puppy.
"Goodnight Julian...my love." She kissed me again and then she was gone.
With my hands stuffed in my pockets, I strolled back down the stairs with an unshakable grin on my face. A beautiful, confident woman was touching her pussy right now, thinking about ME! I felt like I was on top of the world, like I'd won the lottery.
But in the very back of my mind, worry spoke up. You sure you know what you're doing? Romie seemed to think this is a really big deal, a 'big sacrifice' she'd said, and it is, I know, my friends and family will all think I've lost my mind and become a pussy-whipped little bitch, but I can handle that...right? What's the worst that could happen?
***************
A hundred years ago, our country had been almost exclusively patriarchal. Our neighbors to the east were the backward people who practiced matriarchy. There, the women were raised to rule, while the boys were raised to support the family under a wife's leadership. But over time, shifting economic and political pressures had led to immigration in both directions. Today, matriarchal families comprised almost 20% of the population. I never thought I would date a matriarchal girl, much less fall in love with one.
I met Romie at work.
It was my first job. I had been there six months, while she had started a few years before me. She was in a different department, business operations, but I frequently saw her in the staff lounge.
Of course, I knew she was matriarchal. I hadn't grown up around any of them. I mean, they had their own neighborhoods, their own schools, but you saw them around and picked up little things.
The traditional sort of pant suits she wore, for example. The knee-high high-heeled boots that looked like they had a hundred laces, combined with the characteristic style in which she wore her hair, tied up in a tight bun - it was all as good as a sign on her chest that read 'MATRIARCH.' So I knew she wasn't a potential girlfriend. I tried not to even look at matriarchal girls, but still I was smitten right from the start.
The first time I saw her she seemed to be helping another female colleague, maybe giving advice, maybe just consoling. She stood a few inches taller than the other woman, who seemed to be a normal patriarchal girl. She looked down into the other woman's eyes, giving her all her considerable attention and focus, speaking to her deliberately and carefully. When Romie put a hand on the woman's shoulder, I saw the woman's body language visibly relax. Romie's lips curved into a thin smile, and then she looked up suddenly, noticing my spying eyes. I looked away quickly and exited the lounge.
A week later, I saw a posting with her photograph for a lunchtime presentation open to all employees. Apparently, a Ms. Ramona Shrader would be speaking on some inane-sounding business topic like the importance of teamwork and leadership, something that a technical accountant like me would never attend voluntarily.
But I went. It was the first time I ever heard her speak. She was an amazing speaker. My infatuation consolidated with each passing minute of her talk. I left feeling more optimistic about life and humanity in general, not just because of what she'd said but also just from the reminder that high quality people like that existed.
She was beautiful. I mean, most of my friends would probably only have rated a picture of her as 6-7/10, but that's largely because of how she dressed. She wore no makeup, no dresses or skirts, no bright colors even. Her eyes were intelligent and fierce, but not bubbly like the girls we fantasized about as boys. The clothes she wore hid her figure, but one could tell that her chest wasn't small.
The way she carried herself and the way she spoke might have dropped her score for some guys, but for me it made her a 10/10. Her posture was impeccable. Her gaze was steady but kind.
I still had no intention of ever speaking to her, but it was exciting and pleasurable to have a little fantasy crush at work.
The next time I saw her in the lounge, I tried to steal sideways glances at her like I had before. To my surprise, she looked right back at me, unabashedly returning my stare with that knowing smirk of hers. My pulse accelerated as she approached me, crossing the room without breaking eye contact. She knew she had me before we ever even spoke.
"I've noticed you staring at me." Oh shit, I'm about to get told off for being a creep.
But then she smiled. "Julian, isn't it?" she offered me her hand along with these first words.
Believe it or not, this was the most direct interaction I'd ever had with a matriarchal girl. I knew the matriarchal boys did some kind of prissy little curtsy to formally greet a woman while kissing the back of her hand. I knew I wasn't going to attempt that, but I also panicked, wondering if going for a normal hand shake would offend her.
"Uh yeah, that's me. It's nice to meet you, Ms. Shrader. I really enjoyed your lunch talk the other day," I said while taking her hand in mine in a kind of non-committal, gentle shake.
She smiled, gripped my hand firmly, and shook, proving I'd been worrying over nothing. "Call me Romie."
"Romie...I like that." Wait, how did she know my name? "Um how did you know my name?"
"I make it a point to know the names of our cutest accountants."
My cheeks flushed a bright pink as I guffawed, trying to think of something clever to say in response that wouldn't end up with me in the Human Resources office discussing sexual harassment policies. Nothing brilliant came to mind, so I just went with that.


"Careful. Saying things like that could get you in trouble with HR." As soon as the words left my mouth, I cursed myself. Stupid, stupid, stupid! You threatened her! Best way to tell her you like her too. Great job Julian, just swell.
Thankfully, Romie just smiled like I'd said something perfect. "Nah. Patriarchal company like this? Accusing a big bad woman of preying on a poor defenseless man? Seems unlikely."
I smiled back, eternally grateful for being saved from my own stupidity.
She continued, "But maybe I'm wrong. Only one way to find out." She pulled out a business card and scribbled her number on the back. "Call me sometime if you'd like to have dinner."
"Th....thank you," I managed to babble as I accepted the card, and she glided out of the room.
I'd never been asked out before! This was so exciting! That's definitely what just happened, right?
I waited five hours and twenty-five minutes to call her.
"Hi, Romie? It's Julian. Um, I'd love to get dinner with you sometime."
"Julian, I was hoping you'd call. Hey, one thing I forgot to clarify. You know I'm matriarchal, right?"
"Uhhh...yeah, I know." I said, trying to sound confident and strong, like I dated matriarchal girls all the time, but almost certainly sounding unsure.
"Alright, good," she sounded a little unsure herself, "After work on Friday good for you?"
And so began our fateful relationship...
************
I stood outside her apartment door the night after my romantic proposal to let her collar me.
I hadn't knocked yet.
Instead, I took some deep breaths and focused on tracing the wood grains in the door to calm my thoughts. I shifted my weight from leg to leg, swaying like an old tree in the breeze, waiting for reassurance that I was doing the right thing.
I knew I wanted to be with her. The idea of never seeing Romie again seemed like anathema.
But wearing a collar...announcing it all so blatantly to the world...it scared me.
Not that Romie had it completely easy herself. She had explained, and I had confirmed with internet research, that as much as patriarchal society looked down on the matriarchy, the resentment was much stronger in the other direction.
In her culture, there was some stigma to dating a collared man who was raised patriarchal, but dating an uncollared man was positively shameful. She'd be seen as a fallen woman, a woman who had no respect for herself. Certainly not a woman who could ever hope to hold public office, or run a business, or be a role model for children. Even if Romie had been willing, I'd never do that to her. I would take her collar like I had said. I think.
Sensing that pausing here longer was increasing rather than decreasing my stress, I hurried up and knocked on her door.
It swung open to reveal Romie with an apron on over her dress and a spatula in her hand. She looked adorably out of place in such a traditional outfit.
"Hey you!" she exclaimed with a huge smile that made me instantly happy. She threw her arms around my neck, spatula and all, and gave me a big kiss. A squeezed her in a hug, a bit more stiffly than I would have liked. I think she noticed because she quickly pulled back and cupped my cheek in her free hand with a concerned look on her face.
"Hey, you okay? Here, come on in." She closed the door behind us and put her hand on my shoulder. The sight of her body in the form-fitting dress reminded me how much I enjoyed her touch and how much I wanted more.
"Listen," she said, "It was really sweet what you said last night. That took a lot of bravery. But I know it was kind of a spur of the moment thing. So tonight, let's just talk it out, okay? You're the first patriarchal guy I've ever dated, and I know the reverse is true for you too, so there's probably a lot of stuff we will need to explain to each other. And it's ok to change your mind. Let me finish up in the kitchen, and we can talk over dinner, ok? Just have a seat at the dining table."
I took a moment to look around her place. It was cleaner than mine. The art on the walls was more sophisticated than the posters I had up in my apartment. I frowned at the work-out equipment neatly stacked next to the television. Why didn't I own any work-out equipment?
I was looking through the books on her shelf when she emerged from the kitchen with two steaming plates of pasta. "All done!"
She set the plates on the table and seemed to decide in that moment that the seating needed to be adjusted. She moved my chair so that I'd be sitting just to her right with both of us clustered around a table corner rather than facing each other across the table like negotiating adversaries.
Romie smiled at me and patted the seat cushion, silently commanding me to sit as she poured the wine. "This stuff is similar to that pinot we tried at Angelo's last month. I think you'll like it."
"This looks great!" I said honestly.
"So..." she began as she seated herself and gave my thigh a little squeeze under the table, "where should we begin?"
I had to recognize that I really didn't know that much about what life in a matriarchal family looked like, beyond what I'd seen in movies and books and online. I'd heard many bizarre stories. Their boys were sissies. Their girls were cold-hearted bitches. They only had sex using dildos.
I decided not to open with questions about strap-on anal sex. "Well, how about you tell me more about the collaring?"
She sipped her wine and appraised me, like she was trying to decide how much I already knew and how much to tell me.
"Sure. Well, after puberty, all matriarchal boys wear collars around their necks. Just soft ornamental cloths covering their Adam's apples. A collar signifies that a boy has come of age. They mean that now a girl can ask the boys' parents for permission to court them."
I raised my eyebrows with a little smirk. "Court them?"
Romie took another sip of wine and shrugged her shoulders. "Originally. That was more common for my parent's generation, just like yours probably, right? Or maybe your grandparents?" She looked away as she continued, "Anyway, they're not just symbolic. Practically, a collar communicates that an important procedure has been performed. A collar around the neck means the boy is also wearing a collar around the base of his penis."
I choked on my wine, quickly reaching for a napkin to wipe what had overflowed onto my chin. I coughed a few times to clear my throat and shake it off. When I recovered, I looked over to find Romie wearing an awkward grin. "Wine too strong?" she asked innocently.
"Uh huh," I grumbled, forcing myself to take another sip. A collar around the base of his penis...Images from the matriarchal fetish porn I'd briefly perused since we'd started dating came rushing back to me. I remembered the metallic bands wrapped around the base of the cock and balls of the porn stars, but I hadn't connected them with the neck collars. I'd just thought they were part of some other matriarchal fetish.
"I take it you didn't know about the...lower collar?" Romie asked with a slight wince.
"Well...no...not exactly." I felt embarrassed that I hadn't looked into this better. I think maybe I hadn't really wanted to know before. I sighed. "Tell me."
Romie sat back in her chair. "It's pretty simple. There are three basic types of collar. The most common type are type 1 collars. These prevent erections entirely. A boy's cock hangs free and limp in this type of collar, available for him or his lover to play with, but unable to stiffen and ejaculate. Besides removing any concerns about unplanned pregnancies, this collar also encourages the boy to explore and enjoy anal masturbation."
I hissed quietly, an involuntary expulsion through my gritted teeth. "Jesus..."
Romie pressed on. "When a girl comes to ask for permission to court a boy, or today more commonly to ask permission to...take their relationship to the next level, if granted, then the boy's mother would exchange his collar for one that allows erections, but only allows sterile ejaculation. A type 2 collar. This allows sexual exploration while still preventing any pregnancy worries."
Romie looked at me as if waiting for me to nod at the very reasonable logic of the whole system, but I just blinked back at her in shock.
"The third type of collar is essentially just ceremonial, preventing neither erections nor ejaculations. This type is typically placed on a man's wedding day. Though wives frequently exchange their husbands' collars for one of the other types, depending on their whims."
I wanted to joke, to say 'lovely' with a thick layer of sarcasm, but I couldn't make a sound. Too shocked.
"So in rare cases like ours, where a patriarchal boy like you wants to be courted by a matriarchal girl like me, the boy first needs to be collared. Typically...by the girl's mother who retains control of the lock on the collar until either the courtship ends or the couple is married."
I narrowed my eyes at her and gave a slow nod. "By your mother..." This just keeps getting better and better.
Romie looked uncomfortable. At least she seemed to have some idea of how crazy this sounded to me. "Yeah. I mean, if my mother was dead or we had a terrible relationship or something, we could get a temple official to place your collar, but it would be a major insult to my mom if we went that route."
We ate in silence for the next few minutes. She peeked over a me every few seconds to see how I was doing, but mostly gave me time to process.
Finally, I shook my head to clear my thoughts and sighed. "And I can have the collar removed at any time? It's completely reversible?" I said at last.
She looked relieved that I finally said something. "Yes, absolutely, of course." She nodded a ridiculous number of times.
"But we'd have to get your mother to remove it?"
"Yeah..."
I moved some pasta around my plate, trying to wrap my mind around all of it.
"Which type of collar?"
"Oh! A type 2, of course!" She reached out and took my hand in both of hers. "Julian, look, I know how weird this must all seem to you. I want to make this as easy as possible," she paused and looked a little embarrassed, "And honestly, I can't wait to have sex with you! Any type of sex we want! Definitely a type 2!"
She smiled, and I joined her, grateful for the break in the tension. This was crazy, but at least I hadn't heard any absolute deal-breakers yet.
"Okay," I said with a widening smile on my face.
She got up and stepped around to hug me. My dick stiffened when she crushed my head into her clothed breasts. "Oh Julian," her voice was breathy, low, and sexy, "I'm going to make you feel so good. You have no idea how much pleasure is in your future."
That sounded very good to me. "Hehe," I chuckled, "and to think, I'd heard that matriarchal girls only sodomized their guys with strap-ons!"
Romie slowly pulled back and looked me in the eyes. She bit her lower lip, and I felt my stomach falling again.
"Those are just bigoted rumors spread by hateful patriarchal extremists. I mean, I enjoy a nice stiff cock in my cunt almost as much as the guys I've dated have loved my link in their asses!" She gave me a sheepish smile, like she was hoping against hope I would just chuckle along with her and move on.
Her link...I knew this term from my internet research. Links were the term the matriarchs used to refer to their strap-on dildos. Some said it was because the technology that allowed the women to feel their dildos like extensions of their own bodies was originally called 'neural linking' when it was originally developed over a hundred years ago. The development of these neural-linked dildos was considered by many anthropologists to be the spark that ignited the matriarchal movement. But in the modern lore of the matriarchs, it was said that their tools were called links because they linked two lovers together in the deepest way possible.
I'd always assumed that anal sex would be the biggest barrier separating a patriarchal guy like me and a matriarchal girl like her.
I'd never played with my ass before I met Romie. But the night after I first saw her at work, before I'd ever even talked to her, I had wondered. I had to know. I watched some femdom porn and managed to work my finger up my bum while jerking off. It wasn't terrible. I'd told myself that maybe I could have the type of sex a girl like Romie would require.
"So...you like doing that too, huh? Using a link on a guy?" I prompted uncertainly.
Romie looked uncharacteristically uncomfortable like she was walking on eggshells. "Well, yeah, I mean, linking is what most couples do most of the time...but everyone is different." She seemed to realize she was talking around the issue, took a deep breath, and started again. "It's really just...amazing, Julian! There's nothing like it. You're going to love it!"
I had to snicker a little at her obvious enthusiasm for the activity.
"And I'm really good at it! You'll see!" she rushed to add.
"Yeah, that's what they all say," I teased her just to feel more normal.
Her eyes moved back and forth like she was searching for a way to convince me.
"Hey!" she suddenly called out, "You...you wanna see it? My link, I mean." Her eyes glinted with excitement.
I laughed out loud. "Yeah, sure."
She gave me another kiss on the lips. "Cool. Give me a second to put these dishes in the washer, and I'll show it to you. It's in the bedroom."
She must have seen my eyes react to the word 'bedroom' because she hurried to add, "I see that look, mister! We're just going to LOOK. I'm a progressive woman, but I don't have sex with uncollared guys, okay?"
My nodding must not have been convincing.
"Julian, I'm serious. I'm really trusting you here. Promise me you won't give me a hard time or try to seduce me if I let you in?"
"I didn't realize my seductive powers were so potent..."
"JULIAN!"
"Fine, fine, I promise. I was just kidding."
She mock-scowled at me as she cleared our dishes away to the kitchen.
I stood up and stretched, took another glance around, and then laughed myself silly. My kinky matriarchal girlfriend is about to show me her strap-on dildo but doesn't want me to think she's immodest. This was a situation I had never foreseen. You never know where life will take you.
A few minutes later, she returned smiling and led me by the hand to her bedroom.
The room was tastefully decorated in an antique, classic style that seemed like it belonged in a mansion rather than an apartment. The first four-poster bed I'd ever seen in person took up most of the room. At the foot of the bed lay a heavy-looking black chest, the kind of thing you'd expect pirates to bury their treasure in.
Romie opened the heavy leather-lined chest and lifted out a polished rosewood box. With an amount of reverence and pride that seemed wholly out of place for what I expected for a sex toy, she turned it toward me and lifted the lid.
It was and wasn't what I expected. Sure, it was a strap-on dildo, that was clear, but it would have been completely incongruous in a sex shop. There was nothing crude or cheap or sleazy about it. It looked more like a religious artifact.
"You can touch it. Go ahead. Take it out. I hope you two will be getting very close to each other," Romie joked, but it was clear how vulnerable she felt sharing this part of herself with me.
The harness itself was made of soft, high-quality well-oiled black leather, tooled with intricate designs and symbols. There were turquoise and silver beads imbedded at the hips. The base and internal piece that would sit inside her vagina was covered in little metallic contacts, presumably to transmit electrical signals. The phallus itself had a geologic marble-like appearance, white mottled with grays and a bit of purple. Yet it was nothing like stone. The synthetic silicone had a soft outer layer of skin that slid in my grip.
Holy crap, I'm stroking her dick!
I put the toy back in it's box, feeling more embarrassed than I could account for. I tried to decide what I didn't like about the thing. Was it that it was intended to be shoved up my butt or was it that it was bigger than my own dick?
Romie closed the clasp on the box and carefully put it away. "C'mon, let's talk more in the living room."
******************
We were seated on her couch. I knew we still had topics to cover that required dispassionate, objective discussion, but we seemed to get continually distracted by the desire to make out.
Her tongue pushed into my mouth again, and I answered by running my tongue alongside hers. She pulled away and giggled.
"What?" I asked with a self-conscious little smile on my face.
"Nothing."
"C'mon, what is it?"
"Well, you kiss funny."
"What do you mean?"
"Well, you don't have to prove yourself by trying to stick your tongue in my mouth every time I stick mine in yours. I'm not some patriarchal girl waiting for you to take me. Here, try keeping your lips soft and receptive. When I kiss you, don't even think about your tongue, ok? Let's try again."
She kissed me again, confident and unhurried. Her plump wet lips lightly captured mine, slowly increasing the pressure before slipping me her tongue. I sucked on it, and she purred into me in response. Then she pulled away.
"Well?"
"Sure, that was nice. I can kiss like that if that's what you like," I hedged.
"I mean, you can kiss me anyway you like, I don't mind the other way. I just kind of like it this way a little more." She was also being diplomatic. I grinned at her. It was cute.
"Here, let's try the extreme form of it, just for you to see. Your only job is to suck. Don't even think about your tongue. I'm going to kind of fuck your mouth with my tongue, okay? Let's try!"
Before I had a chance to respond or even really process what she was talking about, her tongue was extended and thrusting between my lips. She held my face still with both hands and bobbed her head rapidly. I did my best to suck as her tongue slid in and out of my lips.
"Mmmm yeah, that's how a good boy gets kissed by a woman. What did you think of that?" she asked with a grin.
I giggled self-consciously. "That was kind of weird."
She seemed a little embarrassed. "Yeah, it's not for everyday, but when you're in the right mood, it can be quite nice. I also like it sometimes when I guy sucks on my lower lip and kind of pulls away."
We stared at each other, enjoying the warm emotions bubbling in our chests.
"So, a type 2 collar, right?" I asked, bringing us back to our discussion.
"That's right. Nothing crazy. We'll take it nice and slow," she eyed me warily, "I talked to my mom last night. If you're still game, we can get your collar placed on Sunday."
I nodded my head slowly, too many times, letting the concept continue to sink in. She reached out and stroked my hair.
"Hey, you sure you want to do this? It's not too late to back out," Romie asked, feeling guilty but clearly hoping I would still say yes.
"Yeah. What's the worst that could happen? I can always decide it's not for me and stop, right?"
"True," she smiled wickedly and draped her arms around my neck, "But that's not the biggest risk for you."
My own smile faltered a little. "What's the biggest risk?"
"That you'll decide it IS for you. That you'll experience more pleasure than you ever dreamed of." She took my chin in the grip of her hands and looked right in my eyes. "I fully intend to ruin you for patriarchal women."
"Ruin me?" This didn't sound so good.
Romie nodded innocently. "You're a submissive boy, Julian. You'll be happiest with a matriarch. But you could still be happy with a nice patriarchal girl. It would be suboptimal, sure, you'd try to use other outlets to get what you need: masturbatory fantasies, erotica, porn, toys. But the sex with your patriarchal wife would still be okay. You wouldn't be miserable."


Romie paused and let her head slowly tilt to one side. "But that's now. While you're still mostly ignorant of the pleasures of submitting to a powerful woman. After I collar you and take you to bed, nothing will ever be the same for you. You'll crave it. You'll never be satisfied with 'regular' sex again. If you can't live with that, don't do this."
"Pretty sure of yourself, aren't you?" I teased her, hoping she would laugh or at least smirk and admit her bluff. But she just tilted her head and gave me a little shrug. Her confidence was so fucking attractive.
She bent forward and kissed my forehead before looking deep into my eyes once more. "While you're contemplating all that, I think you deserve a little reward. After all, you've touched my dick, but I haven't touched yours."
She stood up and started unbuttoning her blouse.
Seeing my surprised expression, she said, "I told you I don't mess around with uncollared boys. And that's true." She smiled as the buttons continued coming undone. "I'm not offering sex tonight. But I'm really touched that you're doing this, Julian. I never thought a patriarchal boy would take the collar for me. It's like...really rare. So tonight, I'm going to give you just a little taste of how good your life could be with my collar around your neck."
She gave me a serious smolder and pulled her blouse open.
"Holy shit," I gasped involuntarily. I knew she was beautiful. But her relatively modest clothing had obscured the true magnificence of her figure. She was a goddess. Her stomach was smooth and flat, curving slightly inwards despite a feminine set of well-defined abs. Her breasts were just the right size and shape, cradled in her bra to create a line of cleavage that magnetically pulled me towards her.
"How am I supposed to think clearly now?" I complained.
Romie smiled, clearly pleased with my response, as she turned around and reached for the zipper on her skirt.
"You can think clearly when you get home tonight. For now, just...enjoy."
The zipper was lowered, splitting the top of her skirt like a flower blooming open. I felt short of breath as she revealed her perfect smooth cheeks, split by a splash of lustrous deep purple satin. Her ass was toned with the perfect combination of sculpted muscle and cushioned fat.
As her skirt fell about her ankles, she reached up with both hands and let her hair down. The soft waves cascaded over her shoulders, and she turned her head to look back at me. Big eyes, pupils dilated, spelling her want clearer than words. Her tongue came out and slowly ran over her lips.
Steam escaped my nostrils in a huff as I struggled to keep my grip on reality. I knew she was attractive, but I hadn't expected...this. She was like a secret porn star, an undercover lingerie model hiding out at my company, a professional escort seducing me with her charm before blasting me with her body.
She was clearly one of those people who just deeply understood sex and attraction. It wasn't fair. I felt like I'd been checkmated. I'd been in love before, but now I was besotted. How could I ever leave this woman without questioning my sanity?
She moved to straddle me on the couch. Her hand went to my shoulder for balance as she slid her bare thighs around me. Once she was settled with her soft undercarriage pressed against the hardness straining my pants, she grabbed my chin in a pincer grasp and kissed me hard.
"Mmmmmrrrmrmr," I moaned into her mouth. Our tongues rubbed against each other before she pulled me back by my hair. I looked up at her with a slightly miserable, dazed, defeated expression, which seemed to please her since she responded by crushing my head into her cleavage.
I peppered kisses over her the inner aspect of her breasts, bemoaning that her nipples remained hidden by the brassiere. My hands moved of their own accord, up from her hips to the clasp of her bra at the rear.
"No." She spoke sharp and solid. My hands immediately moved away in surrender. To my chagrin, she got off me, standing back up.
"Take off your shirt," she commanded while quickly leaving the room.
I peeled off my shirt uncertainly on her sofa, hoping I hadn't just ruined everything.
Thankfully, she returned almost instantly, holding up a pair of soft, fur-lined black leather handcuffs.
"These will let us both relax since we won't have to worry about those naughty hands of yours trying to strip off my underwear." She smiled. "Stand up. C'mon, stand up and turn around."
I warily got to my feet and did as she said. No one had ever tied me up before. A kinky thrill went through me as she pulled my wrists behind me and bound them with the high-quality cuffs.
"There we go," she pushed her body into my back and kissed my neck. "Now there's nothing to worry about," she whispered as her hands slid over my body, caressing my pecs and my ribs and my abs before sliding to the front of my pants.
I was surprised when she unbuttoned them, lowered my zipper and tugged my pants and underwear down to my thighs in a single motion.
"Hey!" I mock protested as she palmed my bare ass. "I thought the naughty hands weren't supposed to take the underwear off." Even as I said the words, I hoped she would ignore them. I would be cursing myself for a long time if she pulled my pants right back up and sent me home.
"Those were YOUR naughty hands I was referring to," she clarified without acknowledging even a hint of hypocrisy, "MY hands are under control." She gave me a little spank to punish my protest.
Romie stepped close behind me, pressing her bra into my back and grinding her panties against my buttocks, slowly humping me. Her hand slid around my hips and traveled through my pubic hair, spreading into a Vulcan V to catch my erection and push it down between my legs.
I wondered what her 'no sex with the uncollared' policy said about handjobs. Fuck, I wanted her to jerk me off.
Instead, she released me and helped me step out of my pants and sit naked on the sofa with my hands still cuffed behind me. My dick pointed straight up at her like a salute.
Romie practically pounced on me, jumping into my lap and capturing my lips with hers. Her hands found and squeezed my nipples while her hips gyrated against me, pinning my bare erection between my stomach and her panties. Her crotch dragged the silky fabric over my length. The gusset of her underwear was clearly damp, which made me proud.
I suddenly thought the handcuffs idea was prudent after all. Had I been unbound, there was a very good chance I would have thrown her down on the couch and ripped those wet panties right off her hips.
She bit my lower lip before pulling back with a gasp. "I can't wait to fuck you, baby, once we get you collared. I've been dreaming about it for weeks." As if to prove her words, she ground her clothed pussy forcefully against my throbbing dick, displaying the control and strength in her hips. Then she reached down and squeezed me, grabbing my cock with her hand for the first time.
She tapped my erection against her rock hard belly as she straddled me, showing me her body was just as hard as mine. As hard as my dick at least. My abs were much softer.
She rocked back and teased my tip against her soft pantied mound for a glorious few seconds before dismounting to stand before me.
I looked up with no expectation. When she dropped to her knees, I wondered if maybe I was about to get a blowjob.
But then she grabbed me under my thighs and lifted with effortless strength, pushing them up towards my chest, instantly changing my position from one of power to one of vulnerability.
I was just about to protest her emasculating me with my feet in the air, when she started stroking my dick.
"Ohhhh," I moaned and let my eyelids flutter. It felt SO good. She squeezed and tugged on my meat like an expert.
"Such a pretty cock. I think it likes me." Her voice was playful, her mouth close enough that I could felt her hot wet exhalation on my shaft.
"One sec." I opened my eyes to see her hurrying back to her bedroom. Her ass bounced and jiggled alluringly.
The momentary absence allowed me to remember I was in a frankly humiliating position. I lowered my legs back down, returning my feet to the floor. My hip flexors had been starting to tire anyway.
When she returned a moment later, she let out a snort and gave me a mock scowl.
"Hey! Legs back up! Sheesh, I leave for one second..." she complained with a smirk, setting what was in her hands down on the sofa next to me before gently guiding my thighs back up to my chest with my feet in the air. She pushed them back further than before so that gravity helped rather than resisted my folded-in-half position. It was embarrassing as hell, but I didn't complain. I didn't want to break the moment. I couldn't wait to see what she'd do next.
At this point, I looked over to see what she had set on the sofa. It was a condom and lube. Oh well, I thought, looks like probably not a blowjob, but a handjob is great too. Better to avoid a mess when I cum, and the lube will prevent chafing from her hand...
But then she opened the condom and rolled it over her middle finger and poured some lube over it. Oh God.
Her other hand grabbed me by the dick and stroked a few times. When I felt her condom-covered finger pad tap against my anus, I hesitated. "Wait!"
She didn't penetrate me but kept rubbing me gently there, teasing my shaft with her other hand. "C'mon baby, don't you want to cum? Let me pleasure you."
I said nothing, managing only to gasp and moan as she kept my arousal on a simmer.
"If I keep going, you're going to feel SOooo good."
I looked down between my legs to see her pretty face hovering just beyond my dick with her mouth open, looking obscenely aroused with her eyes focused on my asshole. She looked up, noticing me look at her, and gave me a sultry grin.
Without breaking eye contact, her finger started to push inside me.
"Ohhh!" I moaned as it slid inside my bum. I looked away to avoid her eyes and focus on the new sensations from my butthole.
Oh God, this is so fucked up. Did my moan sound pathetic? How is a man supposed to sound when he's getting fingered for the first time?
Romie rubbed the underside of my glans with her thumb and gently petted my inner rim. "Yeeeessss!" she hissed happily, "Good boy! Let me inside you. Give it up to me!"
Her middle finger slid all the way into me. I felt her other fingers press against my taint.
"Fuck, Julian, you look so hot! This is just how I imagined this! Just relax, baby. Let me stretch your boy pussy."
Her finger stretched my insides, up, down, left, right. Each movement caused her finger to slide in or out a few millimeters. My hole tensed up with each movement but quickly let go when it realized I wasn't being hurt.
"Ohh," I moaned different this time. What was she doing to me?
"You like that, baby? That's your prostate. The male G-spot. Good boyyy." She sounded like she was having the time of her life.
My dick was as hard as glass in her grip. She stroked me slowly, lazily, cycling between using her whole hand and just two fingers. The finger in my rear began sawing in and out, finger-fucking my virgin asshole. I was putty in her hands.
Soon her finger was pumping in and out of me with a depraved, slick sound. There was no pain. The feeling inside my rectum was getting stronger and stronger.
"Julian, sweetie, do you want to cum?"
I cringed internally. If I said yes, did it make me pathetic? Would it forever alter our relationship, putting her above me? Should I say no and go home to jerk off?
I had never before in my life worried that I might be a slut. That was something for girls to worry about. I wasn't even sure what it meant. But asking someone else to make me cum instead of making myself cum was an altogether new experience.
So I settled on a moan. "Mrrrrmmmmm." About the same time, I realized I was moving my hips a little in time with her finger. Fuck.
"Julian, look at me."
I forced myself to crane my neck and meet those eyes that loomed between my legs.
"I wanna make you feel good, baby, I want you to cum. But you've gotta tell me. Do you want me to make you cum?"
"Yes." The word came out on its own.
"Yes what?"
"Yes, I want it. Make me cum. Please Romie."
As soon as the words left my mouth, the finger in my butt started thrusting harder into my frontal wall. It sped up too. In/out, in/out, in/out. She was fucking me; there was no better way to describe it.
Her other hand seized the inch of territory just below my bell end, bouncing it up and down around my shaft in time with the finger in my ass, while her thumb rubbed the underside of my glans at its own rhythm.
I started to moan uncontrollably, sounds I had no plans on ever making. My thighs spread further apart, and my dick flexed in her grip.
Romie's face lit up with pleasure. "Good boy! Cum for me, Julian! Cum now!"
I squealed like a slut as the orgasm hit me like a truck. My asshole clamped down on her finger, but she shoved it through anyway, stuffing my prostate flat into my rectal wall.
She aimed my throbbing cock expertly, and the first rope of jizz hit me under the chin in a lewd splash that coated my neck in cream. The next wave of my climax hit, contracting all the muscles in my pelvic floor and lower abdomen, spewing the next volley over my chest.
"Oh yeah! Look at all that cream! That's my gooooood boooooy," she encouraged with a wicked smile on her face as she wrung me dry.
Romie finger-banged me through the contractions until I finally went limp and was able to breathe again.
I opened my eyes and stared at her ceiling. It was, without a doubt, the best orgasm of my entire life.
Romie finally released my dick, letting it fall back on my abdomen. She leaned over me and kissed me. I'd never felt so relaxed. Her tongue slid into my mouth with no resistance, and I sucked by instinct like a newborn presented with a nipple.
When she pulled back, she swiped a finger through the cum on my neck and brought it to my lips.
"What?! No!" I jerked my head away.
"What?" she looked genuinely confused as she brought the finger to her own lips and sucked it clean of warm semen, "Patriarchal boys don't eat their cum? Really?! I thought that was just a myth."
**********************
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Rain drops pitter-pattered against the surface before slipping down the window pane. The neon city lights refracted by each droplet danced in a dizzying kaleidoscope against the glass. Sad but peaceful. Almost beautiful.
It rained a lot here. The young woman had watched countless thunderstorms in the Sprawl. Usually they made her feel better. They usually reassured her that there were powerful forces beyond all this, that the things people did to each other were almost inconsequential compared to the vast scope and scale of nature. These storms had been here before people existed, probably they would be here after too.
But tonight, the rain seemed only to reflect her melancholy unchanged.
She ran her fingers through her pink, platinum hair, absently fingering the metal contacts imbedded in the back of her scalp. It was a nervous tick of hers. Her fingers always seemed fascinated by the sharp contrast between soft human tissue and unyielding machinery. The high-priced augs made her the woman she was today...even more than the hormone cocktails had.
Practically everyone had augmentations these days. The basic augs allowed one to interact with computers seamlessly, useful for education, for work, for entertainment. They exponentially increased the potential output of a human mind.
Supposedly they had originally been developed to cure neurologic conditions like paraplegia.
The young woman smiled bitterly at that thought. Wonder what the good people who invented augs for such noble purposes would think of how they'd been used in her...
"Five minutes, Kimmy!" one of the other girls called to her as she made her way towards the front.
"Got it," she answered in a voice devoid of any enthusiasm. Her break was nearly over.
Kimmy forced herself to leave the rainstorm show at the window and check herself over in the bathroom.
The reflection that stared back at her in the mirror didn't ooze femininity, but it certainly looked nothing like the boy who had been kidnapped on his 18th birthday what nine months...ten months ago? Did it matter? It felt like another lifetime.
She was lanky, only a step away from gaunt. Her tits were still only just coming in, the high-dose synthetic hormones starting to fill out her ass and soften her skin. So they were marketing her as a kind of androgynous goth.
Tonight they'd dressed her in a fishnet crop top over a plain jet-black bra, with the straps of her thong rising out of her skinny black jeans to wrap over her hips. Half of her raven hair was pulled up into a high ponytail, with the rest hanging down to frame her sharp features. Too much eye shadow, onyx lipstick, piercings in her nose, her tongue, and her belly button - in Kimmy's opinion, she looked like a confused little girl in need of a good dicking to straighten our her bullshit. She suspected that was exactly what her masters had in mind.
Not seeing any gross hair or make-up errors that needed to be corrected, she decided to give her undercarriage a quick review, to ease her nerves more than anything. She hadn't been working long, having only been released from the syndicate's 'training' facility a few weeks ago. Less than two dozen cocks had been up her ass in that time. She still felt...self-conscious about the whole thing.
Kimmy lowered her zipper and peeled her jeans down to mid-thigh. Inside her lacy black panties, she could see the polished chrome chastity cage locked tightly around her little dicklet. It was purely for show, just a decoration to titillate the fetishists. The augs enforced her chastity much more effectively than any little cage could. Her clit could be engorged or deflated with the simple turn of a dial on some computer somewhere.
Frowning slightly, the fledgling prostitute spun around to look at her backside. Her frown faded. Almost proud.
Her ass looked great in that g-string. A truly exceptionally perfect shape. She had always been scrawny, but even before she was taken and transformed, she had carried most of her fat back there. Some quirk of genetics had placed a soft round cushion under her bony ribs and spine. Just a bit of plumpness there was all it took to switch the image from 'weak pathetic male' to 'breedable.' She wondered if it had been her cushy rear that had doomed her to this fate.
The syndicate had watchers in the schools, identifying early those with the right characteristics: submissive personalities that would break easily and accept a life in bondage without too much fight. Physical characteristics were taken into account as well, with a preference for slight frames and fine feminine features, though with today's technology these mattered much less. Orphans and those from broken families who wouldn't kick up much fuss were preferred, though law enforcement remained understaffed and deeply corrupt. Kimmy had checked every box.
She bent over and fished the strap of fabric out of her ass to take a look at her butthole. Permanently hairless, her tight wrinkled pucker had an attractive pinkish tinge that contrasted with her pale white skin.
Did it look fuckable? Kimmy hoped so. She'd given a blowjob earlier, but so far tonight no one had purchased her ass. It was presumably still as clean and slick as it had been three hours ago when she'd given herself her enemas and pumped a load of thick anal lubricant up there to coat the inner walls of her rectum.
She straightened herself back up and fastened her pants while staring her reflection in the eye.
God, she needed an orgasm. She faked orgasms convincingly by now, but she hadn't actually climaxed since they'd stopped letting her play with her clit at the training facility. Kimmy had learned to accept and then to enjoy anal penetration, but she had never experienced a true sissygasm. From what her more experienced girlfriends told her, even they came from being fucked alone in only maybe 20% of their sexual encounters.
Please let tonight be that lucky night for her. She had to have it soon. It felt like she was starting to lose her mind.
Of course, her orgasm was largely...maybe completely out of her control. The augs implanted in the skulls of Kimmy and the other girls allowed their masters to control them sexually in a way that had never previously been possible in the millenia-long history of pimps and brothels. Through electrical signals applied to the right areas of the cerebral cortex, they controlled local hormone and neurotransmitter production, which in turn controlled things like arousal, erection, and orgasm.
A girl so augmented could be forced to cum on command or denied orgasm completely. She could be made frigid or ravenously slutty with the click of a button. Kimmy had been led to believe her settings had been left somewhere in the middle. Where if she really relaxed and got herself in the right mindset, she'd be able to achieve that elusive sissygasm from being butt-fucked.
Bastards, she thought. Why couldn't they just let her cum every time?
Probably just another way to control her, to motivate her, she figured. She wondered if she was even capable of cumming anally in her current state or if she would have to wait for some rare client to request to have her unlocked for some clit-play. Her augs' current settings allowed her tiny penis to swell painfully in her cage when she was fucked, though whenever they removed her chastity for cleaning, her clit was kept pathetically flaccid.
"KIMMY!"
Shit, she was late. Again.
"Coming!"
****************
The client was not good looking. It would be fair to call him ugly. He was chubby with a bit of a gut, but solid and strong, like a linebacker. Young too, probably not thirty yet.
The madam paraded her out with a few other girls sporting different fashion styles and body types for him to choose from.
He locked onto her immediately and muttered something to the madam.
The woman nodded and snapped at her, "Bend over Kimmy, show him your tight little ass."
Kimmy did her best to smile like this was the most romantic command of her life as she spun around and folded forward from the waist. Her hands were already practiced enough that they automatically unfastened her pants as she turned away and dragged her waistband down to mid-cheek. She had been drilled on this maneuver ad nauseum to make sure she knew how to showcase her best asset. In this position, her buttocks seemed to swell out around her thong, like her waistband strained to hold them.
Credits changed hands. The madam gave her a stern nod, and she took the man by the hand and led him back to the little room where she did her work.
She was still bad at seduction - no skill whatsoever, not yet understanding that seduction was a whore's only control and protection - but that was okay. Lots of clients preferred a reluctant whore.
Kimmy faced him and opened her arms at her sides in a surrendered posture. She looked down and mostly tried to go numb as he slid his hands around her waist. She wasn't completely passive. The madam would have her punished if they got any complaints about her effort, so she put her arms around his neck as she felt his hand wander down to squeeze her ass while the other slid up into her hair.
"You really not recognize me, 'Kimmy'?" he asked.
She hadn't. She looked back up at him, quickly reassessing. Oh shit.
Tommy Boggs. He looked harsher, more severe than the last time she'd seen him, like he'd aged a decade, but it was him. He had been a few years ahead of her in school. Back when she was still a person. A male person. Jake Rendson had been her name, not that it mattered anymore.
"Oh. Sorry, I didn't. Good to see you again...Mr. Boggs."
The man grinned. "Huh hah! Shit, you can still call me Tommy, sweetheart. Fuck! Soon as I saw you, I knew you were the one for tonight. Little bitch like you, figures you'd wind up in a place like this, huh?"
He seemed to think they were old chums just shooting the shit. She tried to remember his story. She thought he'd dropped out, heard he'd fallen in with the roughest in a rough crowd, but those were only rumors.
"Uh yeah...figures," Kimmy said agreeably, realizing that she still had pride to be taken as she blushed in shame.
"Hey relax! I'm not a psycho or anything. Madam Chung told me you like a firm hand, which is the only kind I have, but I won't rough you up or anything, long as you're a good girl. I visit places like this all the time so I know exactly what little girls like you need."
Kimmy forced herself to meet his eyes for a split second, just for the sake of politeness, before looking away again. "Thanks," she muttered, unsure whether she wanted her sarcasm to be detected.
"Here," he said, stepping over to the equipment hanging on the wall. He selected a leather collar and leash. "This'll help get you into subspace." He fastened it around her neck.
He ran a rough thumb over her baby soft lips before pushing the fat digit into her mouth. She sucked like a good girl.
"There. Isn't that better?"
Kimmy nodded around the finger between her lips.
"Here. Try this. Open your mouth."
For an instant, Kimmy thought Tommy was going to kiss her. She HATED kissing. Too personal. She wished her augs would make her go blank and fuzzy for that part, but when she was with clients they always kept her painfully aware, feeling every touch, smelling every odor, tasting every flavor.
Tommy yanked her hair back, "Good. Now stick out your tongue, like that."
Tommy hawked up a loogie and extruded it out of his lips about six inches above her mouth. It oozed down, painfully slowly, to rest on her tongue. It felt slimy and disgusting.
"Swallow that. Good girl! Feeling more submissive now? You must feel like a completely pathetic bitched out sissy gurl, right?" The excitement and mirth in his voice was positively humiliating.
"Yes Tommy." It was true. But it didn't relax her. It made her feel worse. She was surprised to feel tears forming in her eyes for the first time in days.
Tommy saw that she was still not getting into subspace, instead looking pissy and ashamed. She was like an open book - a first in his experience with whores. Was it because they knew each other before?
"Hey don't worry, Kimmy. I booked you for four hours. We're gonna break down all that shit in your head that's making you sad, no doubt." He pulled up on her ponytail to angle her head towards him, but this time she didn't meet his eyes at all.
He jerked on her hair a bit to express his dissatisfaction until she forced herself to look at him again. He raised a single eyebrow that suggested his patience was limited.
"On your knees, Kimmy." She dropped obediently, thankful to be able to look at the floor again. "Take my cock out and get sucking, bitch."
Her petite hands worked quickly, and she had his dick in her mouth in seconds.
"You look good with a cock in your mouth. It really softens that sour expression you had."
She bobbed her head and licked the underside of his penis the way she'd been trained to do. But passively allowing her to blow him is not what Tommy had in mind.
"Keep your eyes on me, Kimmy. Let me see you."
He grabbed a fistful of her hair and took control. He forced his dick to the back of her throat until she gagged and then started manhandling her face back and forth on his length.
Kimmy still remembered the idea of injustice. It came to her now. She and Tommy had been the same once, just a few years ago. They had both been boys, both at the same school. So why was she the one on her knees accepting his fat cock down her throat?!
But of course it wasn't true. They had never been the same. She had never been half as big as he was, and he had never been half as sweet as she was. Her little dicklet, compared to the monster filling her mouth, was like a toy gun next to a bazooka. In a thousand parallel universes, she would have submitted to him every time.
She knew all this, but still she felt bitter.
Finally he pulled her off so roughly that she fell back on her ass on the floor, coughing and struggling for breath.
"Get up," he ordered. As she struggled to her feet, he shoved her over towards the bed. "Bend over. I want you on your hands and knees with your ass in the air. Slide your jeans down."
Kimmy sniffled as she unbuttoned her pants and tugged them down over her rear to bunch around her thighs. She placed her palms flat on the blanket and subtly raised her hips, presenting her g-string to him.
"You're still resisting it. Still thinking you're in the wrong place." He felt her bare ass up, squeezing and kneading her pillowy cheeks. "And that's just making you tense, baby, that shit'll make you bitter, unhappy. You're never gonna enjoy this until you surrender. Gotta accept it, Kimmy: you're a sissy bitch." A loud spank cracked the air.
Kimmy shuddered and whimpered in pure mortification. In the last year, she'd done things, dirty things, nasty, depraved acts, but somehow she'd never felt as humiliated as Tommy Boggs was making her feel right now.
As his palm connected with her jiggle, again and again, she realized it was worse than she thought. Much worse. She was getting aroused. Her cage felt tighter as her genitals swelled with blood.
"Reach back and spread that ass, Kimmy."
She reached back and did as she was told, pulling her g-string to the side, exposing her anus to him.
"Wink that sissy pussy at me, gurl. Damn, you're a hot little piece. Want some lube, sweetness?"
"Yes please," Kimmy begged weakly, hating that he made her say it.
He squirted a thick dollop into her crack. "Rub that in, bitch. Finger-fuck your butthole."
Kimmy closed her eyes and steeled herself against whatever else Tommy was going to say to her tonight. 'It's just words,' she told herself. She reached back and stuffed a slender finger decorated with black nail polish right up her asshole.
The trans girl bit her lip at the sting. Usually she teased her hole open more gently, but for some reason she wanted it to hurt. Maybe she wanted to show she was tough...
"Gooooood girl. Stretch that fuckhole open. Show me how girls like you pleasure themselves."
She hated to admit it, but the heat in her cheeks wasn't just from humiliation. She was becoming even more aroused. His dominant dirty talk blended with the wet finger up her bum combined with not having had an orgasm in weeks - she couldn't tell if the larger part of her was looking forward to or dreading getting fucked by this cocky douchebag.
Kimmy felt his hand cup her caged clitty and his thumb lightly rubbing over her smooth testicles. A moan escaped her lips.
"You like that, bitch?"
Silence.
Crack! He spanked her hard, a fresh pink handprint appearing on her creamy buttock.
"When I ask you a question, I expect an answer, Kimmy."
"Sorry Tommy. Yes. I like it."
"Pull your finger out and spread for me."
He hawked up another loogie and spit the mucus right on her anus, a perfect shot.
"Rub that in. Two fingers now."
Kimmy shoved her middle and ring fingers right through her puckered ring. A whorish moan rose in her throat, and she forced it back down. Tommy wasn't having it.
"Moan for me, baby. I want to hear it."
Kimmy let it out without resisting. "Ohhhh, mmmmmm, ooooohhh."
"Yes!" Tommy's voice was getting needy. It turned Kimmy on to hear how aroused she was making him. "That's what a naughty girl sounds like when she violates herself, isn't it? Show me what a skanky little bitch you really are."
"Hoahhhh, mmmmm, yessss, mmmmm, I like it, yeahhhh," Kimmy squeezed her eyes closed, unable to face the words that came naturally to her lips. She could hear Tommy beating his meat as he listened and watched her.
"Mmmm, fuck yeah. You're gonna be alright here, Kimmy. Trust me, I can tell. Some gurls can't accept the facts. They keep themselves sour and miserable, complaining that things should be different. But you won't be that way, Kimmy. It doesn't matter what you should or shouldn't be, only what you are. And you...are a natural subby butt slut. A borne bottom bitch."
Kimmy said nothing, still double-fingering her anus, wondering if Tommy was speaking the truth or just trying to fuck with her mind.
"Alright baby, hands back on the bed. I'll show you how a slut like you is supposed to be fucked."
His cock felt hot and stiff and threatening as it slid between her cheeks. Like a powerful, hungry snake. The glans caught in the crater of her wrinkled entrance. He put a steel-gripped hand on her hip and the other hand took a fistful of her hair and pulled back slowly until she was staring up at the ceiling. He was there behind her in her peripheral vision, his fat cock wedged tightly in her anus, threatening to pop inside at any moment.
"Beg me to fuck you up the butt, Kimmy."
"Please..." Kimmy managed, almost convincing herself that she didn't mean it.
He pulled more painfully on her hair, "Please what, you dumb bitch?!"
"Please Tommy, please fuck me up the b-ahhhhhhh!" She grimaced at the pain. Her tight hole was forced open as he filled her rectum with dick. The muscles in her pelvic floor spread apart, painfully stretched until they remembered the other times she'd been fucked and gradually relaxed to accept the penetration.
"Don't fight me, Kimmy. Relax! Just take what I give you. Let your ass spread for me, girl. Take that cock." His voice was breathy, revealing his struggle with the intense sensation of her molten tightness gripping his shaft.


She squealed and whimpered and struggled as he skewered her on his length.
He stuffed more and more cock up her channel without mercy.
When she finally felt his coarse pubic hair against her soft butt cheeks, she moaned in relief and submission.
"That's it, bitch gurl. Feel that cock in you. This is how you're meant to be: bent over with a real man's cock stuck up your shithole."
She whimpered and shivered on the rod that impaled her. Her nipples stiffened and her clitty swelled as much as it could, making her cage feel like it was shrinking down. Her anus clenched and sucked on Tommy's stiff phallus.
She unconsciously arched her back, lifting her hips a bit more to make it easier for him to sodomize her.
Oh god, she actually wanted it! She badly wanted him to fuck her now, to use her roughly for his pleasure, to desecrate her and cum in her, to own her. How could she feel this way? Is this the augs? Did they change her settings? Is this subspace? Her wonderings were cut short as he started to move.
"Ohhhh! Ohhhh! Fuckkk! God! Hahhh! Hahhh! Ahhhh! Ahhhh!"
Tommy made no response to her moans, suddenly not talkative, instead diligently working his prick in and out of her at a steady pace. With each out stroke, the walls of her sissy cunt would suck on his length possessively, trying to prevent his exit until his bell end caught on her inner sphincter. Then he would push back in, spreading her tract apart again. With the predictable rhythm, accelerating ever so slowly, Kimmy didn't even realize she was pushing her hips back to meet every thrust.
Without warning, Tommy pulled out, making her moan both at the sudden pain from his glans squeezing through her sphincter and at the loss of the pleasurable copulation.
"Turn over on your back. C'mon, hurry up." He pulled her jeans off as she rolled over. Her g-string he grabbed and broke with a quick jerk, ripping it off of her, before stuffing it in her mouth. She tasted her own pre-cum. Her panties were soaked with it.
Kimmy looked up at him from her back, her eyes full of submission and lust and...surprise. He seemed like a member of a different species now, a more powerful creature that naturally subjugated lesser beings like her. How could she ever have thought they were the same?
"Spread your legs. C'mon pull your thighs back and apart, really spread for me, bitch. Yeah, show me that hungry ass pussy."
It was true. Everything he said was true. Her ass pussy was hungry. She moaned like a slut when he re-entered her, arching her back and closing her eyes to savor every sensation. As he fucked her, she felt an orgasm starting to build in her prostate. He guided her hands down her thighs to spread her ass wide so he could see right where his cock disappeared into her stretched wet ring.
He plucked the g-string from her lips, and her girlish moans filled the room.
"You like my dick in your ass, Kimmy?!" he bellowed at her, also rapidly approaching his own climax.
"YES!! Fuck yes! Fuck me hard, Tommy!"
He crushed his lips against hers and thrust his tongue into her mouth. Her eyes went wide as saucers but the rhythmic rocking of his hips pounding her quickly made her eyes close in acceptance. She moaned into his mouth and sucked his tongue submissively.
She clenched her anus actively around his cock, savoring the intense sensation of his cock seeming to swell in her bottom each time she did. She wanted that orgasm, and it was right there.
He pulled out.
"No!!!" Kimmy protested like the needy butt slut she had become.
Tommy grinned down at her. "Don't worry, bitch. I'm coming back. Put your arms around my neck."
Kimmy did as she was told. She squealed as he lifted her off the bed, wrapping her legs around him for support as he stood up. She felt his stiff prick rubbing against her butt cheeks as he backed over to the sofa. He sat down.
In his lap, she felt like she was straddling an iron rail. Kimmy had never been fucked in this position, face-to-face with her on top. With her arms around his neck, she stared down at him, searching his face for an answer to what she was feeling.
"Go ahead, babe. Put me back in."
She reached behind her, lifting her hips slightly and nudging the throbbing meat stick back between her soft globes. The head found her crinkled opening, and she dropped her weight, enjoying the way her hole unfurled and stretched around its master.
"Ohhhhhh," she moaned in unmasked pleasure, tipping her head back and arching her back as she slid her tush down his pole.
With a hand on her hip and another supporting her just below her breast, Tommy watched her closely, burning everything into his memory. He had discovered a mythical creature and wasn't about to squander his good fortune. Afraid to break the spell, he said nothing and did nothing, waiting to see what she would do next.
Kimmy opened her eyes again and stared down at her master. Her eyes dripped with lust and surrender. Her hips began to move on pure instinct. She cupped his cheek with her manicured fingers and leaned forward to kiss him.
He kissed her like a lover. His hands ran over her bottom and her back. Squeezing and caressing her with a gentle seriousness that made her feel sacred.
His cock felt like it belonged up her ass.
She moaned into his mouth. Oh God, what was happening to her?! She was coming undone. She had never felt this way, never known pleasure like this. She knew it was her bouncing her butt on him like an animal. No one was forcing her. Fuck, fuck, fuck, yes!
And then it hit her.
Her eyes shot open and she pulled back, her pupils unfocused, her mind trying to peer into her insides, trying to see if the fuse was really lit. Her hips kept moving on autopilot, Tommy's hands squeezing her buttocks in rhythm. Yes, there it was. She couldn't stop it. It was inevitable.
As soon as she felt herself cross the point of no return, she hesitated, suddenly fearful of the explosion waiting at the end of her fuse. She pushed a hand down to her lower abdomen as if she could physically hold the orgasm at bay. She stopped clenching her butt hole, passively feeling his shaft sliding in and out of her stretched, conquered orifice. But she couldn't stop it.
The first wave crashed upon her. She shrieked as every muscle in her body spasmed, barely registering the wet splash of girl cum squirting from her cage onto his belly. He held her quivering form tightly as the orgasm racked her body, fucking up into her, drilling her ass at a constant pace.
She collapsed on top of him, crying and whimpering as the contractions of the most powerful orgasm of her life broke her like ripe fruit pressed into jelly.
When she finally came back to Earth, she pushed back and looked at him in confusion. "Did you cum?"
He smiled up at her, "Not yet." Watching her climax on his shaft had been the hottest thing he'd ever seen, but remarkably her tight little hole clamping down hard on his dick had been painful enough to keep him from crossing his own threshold.
She reached down and grabbed his hair desperately with both hands. "Please cum in me, Tommy. I need it. I can't explain it. I really want your cum inside me. Please!"
"Don't worry, slut. Before the night is over, I promise to fill you from both ends."
They fucked almost every minute of the four hours he'd purchased.
They watched a porno on the couch with her head in his lap, sucking the taste of her ass off his prick while he fingered her stretched-out little hole.
She came for the second time sitting in his lap, facing away this time, supporting her weight with her hands on his knees and sliding her bottom up and down his shaft. The anal contractions of her orgasm earned her a flood of hot man-cum pumped up her sissy cunt.
Then they fucked in the shower. Then in bed again. She sucked his sack and licked his ass. Finally, she drained what little semen was left in his balls into her mouth, swallowing every drop.
She was completely in subspace and never wanted to leave. She wanted him to take her home and lock her in his basement forever. She wanted his name branded on her ass.
She lay in his arms and looked up at him like he was a god. How was this possible?She knew it might offend him, but she had to know. "Tommy, I've...I've never felt like this. Did you...did you pay for this somehow? Did they change my aug settings when you came in tonight?"
Tommy looked down at her. His big lips spread wide in a ridiculous grin like he'd just been crowned champion of the world. A picture of pride and joy. His teeth seemed to glow in the low light. She had just given him the best compliment of his life.
"Haha. This is all me, baby! You liked that shit, huh nasty girl? Fuck, you're the best I've ever had." He took her in a deep kiss. "Maybe I can see you again, regular like. Would you like that, bitch?" His smile seemed to illuminate the room.
Kimmy smiled back at him. Her insides felt warm and fluffy. She couldn't remember the last time she'd felt this good.
And then their time was up.
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Sunday afternoon, I found myself riding shotgun as Romie drove us to her parents' place.
The car was quiet. I stared out the window without seeing the passing scenery.
The air felt thick and heavy around me.
I hadn't told anyone I was doing this. Not my friends, not my family. The next time I saw my parents, I'd be wearing a collar. I knew they'd be furious, especially my father. That's why I hadn't told anyone. That, and I was afraid I would chicken out if I allowed anyone the chance to talk me out of it.
This wasn't like me. This was the least prepared I'd ever been for something. I was a natural worrier. Research was my defense mechanism. Normally, I would have read two books and ten websites before agreeing to something like this. But strangely I still didn't know that much about the matriarchy, and I hadn't really asked Romie that many questions. I just wanted to kind of defer all the worrying to her...I trusted her, and I loved her. I wondered if was a positive sign that we would do well in a matriarchal relationship or a negative sign that I was recklessly abdicating responsibility for my own life.
I thought back to Friday at the office. Romie had come by my desk. "Hey you! I'm so excited about Sunday. Everything still...good with you?"
I knew what she was asking. Whether I wanted to back out or not. I gave her a nervous smile. "Still good."
"Mmmmhehehehehe," she literally tittered with happy excitement, her entire body vibrating with barely constrained energy, "You're a dream! I'll pick you up at noon sharp, okay? Bye baby!"
She had bounced off with an extra spring in her step, looking more girlish than I had ever seen her. I watched her ass sway back and forth until she disappeared around the corner.
"Was that Ramona Shrader?" Jim asked from behind me. Jim had the desk in the cubicle directly in back of mine. We weren't really friends, but we had a good working relationship. Both of us had joined the company at about the same time.
"Yeah," I confirmed, a tinge of pride leaking into my voice.
"Wow! Well done, man. She's hot. I always thought she was matriarchal."
I thought about just leaving it there, letting him think...I wouldn't be 'actively' hiding anything...But no. I had nothing to be ashamed of. Right?
"Uh yeah. Yeah, she is."
An awkward silence filled the air. I forced myself to look up and meet his eyes, trying to project the complete confidence in myself that I wished I felt. Behind his eyes, I could see his estimation of me changing in real-time.
"Oh. Huh."
We had left it there. The next time he'd see me, I'd be wearing a collar...
The thought disturbed me. I shifted in my seat and peered out the window more intently, as if something out there held the key to my dilemma. What did I care what Jim or anyone else thought? I'd always considered myself an independent person. I hated the idea of letting other people's opinions dictate my choices.
And yet...
Hey, it's no big deal, I tried to console myself. It's all reversible. You're just going to try it out. Sowing some wild oats while you're young. Maybe it will be life-changing in a good way or maybe it will just be a phase of your life that you'll look back on and chuckle at in your old age.
Yes, one of the more cynical voices in my head answered, the phase where you announced to the world that you take it up the ass. The phase after which no one ever respected you again. You'll refer to it with a bitter affection as the 'biggest mistake of your life' phase.
I took a deep breath and tried to think more positive thoughts. I looked over at Romie for stability.
Her pretty face was focused on the road. Too focused. Like she was trying not to think about anything else.
"Hey," I said, placing my hand lightly on her thigh, "you okay?"
She gave me a forced smile and then sighed. "Julian...I'm a little worried."
Her too, huh? I rubbed her leg and tried to be the calm one.
"What are you worried about?"
She looked over at me. "Just...it's my mother."
"Yeah?"
"She's kind of a bigot."
I smiled, feeling surprisingly relieved she was having normal 'meet-the-parents' worries.
"Like she hates patriarchal guys. She agreed to do this, but she wasn't happy about it. She might be...mean to you."
I chuckled confidently, and Romie looked back over at me as she drove. She gave me a look like I was insane.
"You know, Romie, that's fine. Nobody gets along with their in-laws."
Romie's lips curled upwards, and her eyes softened like I'd said something sweet. I realized I'd kind of implied we might get married someday.
"You're such a great guy, Julian. I'll stick up for you. Just don't let her get to you. And please don't judge me based on her behavior, okay? I'm not like her."
"Don't worry about a thing...baby." My first time trying to call her by a pet name. It felt a little awkward even though she'd called me baby many times by now. I looked over with a stilted expression on my face to see if she was going to let it fly.
She grinned at me and gave me a wink. "Thanks, babe."
I smiled and looked out the window. Everything was going to be okay.
*********************
We parked, and Romie pulled a gift bag out of the trunk.
"What's that?" I asked her.
She gave me a guilty smile. "It's...your collars." Right, one upper for my neck and one lower for my dick.
Her smile covered her entire face now. "I got you really nice ones." She was clearly ecstatic to be here. With me. It couldn't be a bad thing to make her that happy.
I smiled back nervously as she led me by the hand up the steps. The house was imposing, two stories with an impressive facade, looking a bit like a castle with a thick oak door.
They must be doing well, I thought to myself. Romie had told me her dad was a kindergarten teacher and her mother ran some kind of consulting firm. I looked at the thick cast iron knocker. Without realizing it, I squeezed Romie's hand a little more tightly.
"Hey, I know you're nervous. That's totally natural. But just remember, the prize at the end is the hottest sex of your life. You're here to punch your admission ticket to my body. That doesn't sound so bad, right?" Romie smiled optimistically, like she was hoping my male psyche only cared about sex. In reality, I was so much more complicated than that...probably.
I wanted to tease her for being a cocky bitch, but I was so nervous and she was so confident, that instead I just smirked at her and felt a little better.
She knocked brusquely at the door.
We stood there awkwardly for a few moments, and then Romie knocked again.
"Yeah, yeah, coming," a woman's voice barked from somewhere inside the house.
Romie gave me an uneasy look, and then we heard someone fiddling with the locks and the sound of the deadbolt slamming open.
The door swung inward to reveal a short, squat woman wearing a stained t-shirt and jeans, holding a cup of coffee and looking not quite awake yet despite the afternoon hour.
She looked...severe. Frankly unattractive. I wondered if this person could really be related to Romie or if somehow we'd wound up at the wrong house.
The woman wore no make-up. Her hair was cut short, like many older women from both cultures chose to wear I recognized, but under the circumstances, it made her look even more daunting. Her girth took up the doorway, and she made no move to step aside.
"Hello mother," Romie greeted the hag and moved forward to give her a hug.
The woman accepted the hug with the arm that wasn't occupied with her coffee mug but kept her eyes fixed on mine.
"Been too long, Romie," she grumbled affectionately without breaking eye contact with me, "You should visit more."
She kept her arm wrapped around her daughter as Romie turned back towards me.
"This is my boyfriend, Julian Winters. Julian, this is my mother, Martha Shrader."
"Nice to meet you, ma'am." I stood their awkwardly, debating whether to offer a handshake even though both of her hands were already filled with her mug and her daughter's waist. In the end, I just gave a little half-hearted nod/bow. Great job, Julian, off to a great start.
Her mother didn't smile or return my greeting. She took her time looking me up and down before taking a leisurely pull from her coffee mug while staring me down.
"Well," she drawled in an unenthused tone that said 'it is what it is,' "come on then. We can talk in my office."
She turned around, keeping Romie pinned to her side with a possessive arm and started to walk back down the hall, leaving me standing on the doorstep.
In my mind, a vision appeared, of turning around and running as fast as I could, with no particular destination, just running and running until my legs gave out. It was tempting.
But every knight has to slay a dragon to get his damsel, right?
I stepped inside and closed the front door behind us.
The entryway was classically decorated with dark tones on wood paneling. I was thankful to see there were neither dildos nor weapons mounted on the walls.
I hurried up and caught up with them just as they were turning into a room dominated by a heavy-looking wooden desk and several leather upholstered chairs. Romie's mother sank easily into her office chair, sitting upright with effortlessly perfect posture, clasping both hands around her coffee cup.
Romie and I each took one of the chairs in front of her. I found myself wishing we were seated together on a sofa so we could address her together as a cohesive unit. Isolated in separate seats like this, it felt like everything she approved of was sitting in one of the seats, with me all by myself in the other one. I imagined a hidden button under her desk that would open a trapdoor beneath my chair...
Her mother sighed loudly and forced a smile. She looked annoyed.
"So...did you think about what I said, Romie?"
"Yes, mother. I did. I still want to proceed. Julian's an amazing man, you'll see. We're in love."
Ah ha. So she'd tried to talk Romie out of this. Great...
Her mother frowned at her daughter's mention of 'love.' She narrowed her eyes at the girl with obvious disappointment before turning toward me.
"What about you, boy? Maybe you have more sense. Are you sure you want to do this?"
"Yes ma'am." I tried to sound as masculine and solid as I possibly could.
"Uh huh. Aren't you worried what your people will say?"
I tried to think of a response, but she continued, "Want me to tell you? They'll say you're a sissy. A little bitch, pussy whipped and butt fucked."
"Mother!" Romie protested, shooting to her feet.
Her mother calmly looked back over at her daughter. Another frown and a sigh. "He needs to know what he's getting into, Romie. God knows it's not easy for mixed couples like you."
Romie went quiet before her mother's stare and slowly sat back down. Her mother turned back to me.
"Why do you want to do this, boy? So desperate? Couldn't find a nice submissive patriarchal girl to spread her legs for you?"
I saw Romie bristle in her chair, practically shaking with anger, but she held her tongue.
"I'm in love your daughter, ma'am." I managed to keep my voice even, but truthfully I was terrified.
Romie had said her mother was tough, but I didn't expect this level of hostility. Judging by the daggers Romie was staring at her mother, she hadn't expected this either.
"Love?" her mother raised an eyebrow at me, "Jesus, you kids don't even know what that means. You're too young. Probably just trying to follow your pecker into my daughter's pants. And maybe she's 'progressive' enough to let you."
Romie came to my defense again, back on her feet in an instant. "Mother! How DARE you! Trying to scare off the love of my life by being a bitch?! I'm a grown woman, and he's a grown man. We don't HAVE to be here. We could go get him collared by a matriarch at the temple, at least there we'd be treated with respect!"
Her mother looked like she'd been slapped by this remark. She sat perfectly still and glared at her daughter with enough heat that Romie felt compelled to raise her hands in a placating gesture.
"Of course, we're not going to do that. We're here because we respect you and want your guidance. We want our relationship to work and be a part of this family," she took a breath, "But I will not allow my collared to be treated this way!"
Romie stared back at her mother, meeting every bit of the intensity in her glare. I had never seen anything like this. No one in my sphere spoke so directly, so...grandly. They were both forceful women, such intense individuals. A fistfight breaking out would not have seemed out of place. They reminded me of lionesses circling each other, preparing to settle some high-stakes territorial dispute. In spite of the emotional situation, I felt a twitch between my legs as I watched them.
Her mother looked away first. Her eyes flicked down to her desk, then to me, then back to her daughter. "I apologize," the words seemed difficult for her to enunciate. She looked back at me.
"Of course, you're adults. I'm just trying to look out for you. Make sure you've thought things through. But hey, I'm sure you've researched and discussed and weighed all the pros and cons. Fine." She turned back to her daughter. "Undress him."
Romie's rock-solid confidence faltered for a moment. "Um...here? I...I thought we'd go to the basement-"
Her mother cut her off. "He wants to submit, right? To be collared like a good matriarchal boy? Well let's see it. Undress him!"
No one moved for another moment.
And then Romie stepped over and started unbuttoning my shirt.
I stared down at her fingers for a moment in disbelief before I snapped out of it.
"Whoa! Wait." I grabbed her wrist and leaned away.
"It's okay, baby," she said softly.
I glanced at her mother who was watching us closely, seemingly waiting for me to reveal my true intentions, to spring out of my chair and shout 'long live the patriarchy!' as I ran out of the house.
I looked back down and tried to think of a reason to refuse to undress. I mean, I knew I was coming here to have her mother put a metal collar around my genitals, but...
I pursed my lips and let go of her wrist. I stayed still while Romie slipped my shirt off.
When she went for my shoes and socks next, it occurred to me that it would have been less humiliating if I undressed myself rather than letting Romie do it, but the moment had passed and it seemed an unworthy hill to die on.
When she stood me up and reached for my belt, my heart rate spiked.
Being naked in front of my girlfriend's mother was mortifying enough, but I had a bigger problem. I started focusing all my energy on making my cock go soft. I didn't have a full erection in my pants, but my penis was definitely engorged. What can I say? I guess I'm a kinky pervert.
When she pulled my underwear down, despite my best efforts, my cock clearly bobbed up and down as it was freed. Through my humiliated blush, I couldn't help but glance back at her mother. The woman was smirking. Bitch.
Romie smiled at my dick and then looked at my face and saw the embarrassment there. "Hey, you have NOTHING to be ashamed of. You have a great body, Julian."
That made me feel a little better. Hopefully this was almost over.
Romie stepped back and returned her attention to her mother, now that I was fully nude as ordered.
The woman looked at me, her daughter's chosen boy. She looked a little shocked. I had no way of knowing at the time that it had been years since she'd seen hair on a man's chest and underarms. Or that she deeply disapproved of how I'd let my pubic hair grow wild.
"Not bad," her mother mused aloud, "Pretty cock. A little big for my tastes, but I guess some women go for that sort of thing. It will look better once you get all that hair off."
Romie didn't take the bait, only just managing to hold her tongue. Instead she chose to glare at her mother with a look that actively said 'let's get on with it.'
Her mother nodded in acknowledgment. "Alright, take him down to the basement. Wash him inside and out, and PLEASE remove that hair. I'll be down in a half hour or so."
Romie nodded and took me by the hand, leaving my clothes in a pile on the floor. I looked back at them longingly as she tugged me towards the door.
"And Romie-" my girlfriend looked back at her mother, "send your father in. I need him."
"Sure."
We bolted from the room. She dragged me down the hallway towards the basement stairs, calling out "Pahpah, mother wants you in her office. Now!"
"Okay!" A masculine voice answered from down the corridor, though thankfully we were down the stairs and out of sight before I had to risk meeting her father in the nude.
"Wash me inside and out?" I asked Romie now that we were finally alone again.
She shrugged. "Your prostate has to be compressed when the collar goes on. Something about how it locks to prevent sperm from being expelled. I don't really understand all the technical details of it."
I shook my head, certain that at least one of us in this house had lost their mind. "Fucking hell. And why did I have to strip naked in your mother's office?! Isn't this just like a medical procedure? Shouldn't I get a gown or something to protect my modesty?!"
I could tell from Romie's expression she knew I had a point but didn't like it. "It's not 'just like a medical procedure,'" she made her voice whiny as she quoted me, shrugging her shoulders almost imperceptibly, "I mean...it's also a little about you submitting, respecting her authority, so she's not completely unjustified..."
My eyes got big with indignation. "Not unjustified?! Why should she get to see me naked? I haven't seen HER naked."
"You want to see my mother naked?" she asked with a frown.
"No!!!" I screamed, cringing at the involuntary mental image (still shocked that the woman could have birthed someone as beautiful as Romie). "No, I just...it's not equal."
"Yeah, it's not. Not supposed to be equal. You're here to pay respect and prevent any illegitimate pregnancies. You're here because you want to fuck her daughter. We don't say it out loud that way, but you can't expect her to be happy about...oh god." Romie stopped short. "What am I doing? Oh God, I'm sorry baby. Why am I DEFENDING my MOTHER?!"
Despite being upset, that made me crack a smile. "It's okay..."
"No...no I mean, I think it's excessive. It's rude that she made you strip up there. I think sometimes I just feel like you're attacking me personally, like it IS my culture, and when you said that, I just automatically got defensive. I'm sorry, Julian, please forgive me."
She threw her arms around my naked form, and I hugged her clothed body back. "Hey, nothing to forgive. I really appreciate you sticking up for me in there."
She looked at me with a hint of surprise. "Of course, darling." She cupped my face in her hands, "Nobody messes with my Juli." She pulled me into a kiss, and my penis stiffened against her.
When the kiss ended, I had to ask. "Juli?"
"My new favorite pet name for you. I've been wanting to try it out."
"I dunno..."
"Don't you *kiss* wanna be *kiss* my Juli baby *kiss* *kiss* *kiss*?"
"Alright alright, hahaha," I guffawed.
Her eyes were bright and hopeful when she took my hand again. "Almost there!"
We hurried down to the basement together.
***********
Romie's father knocked on his wife's office door before being called inside.
"Well, don't you look fantastic!" his wife praised from behind her desk.


He wasn't wearing anything special, not dressed to go out, just house clothes. Still, where his wife was unkempt, he was the opposite.
His hair was combed, and his face was freshly shaved. His collar wrapped tight around his neck, of course. A well-fitted polo shirt with khaki shorts that only came down to mid thigh showcased his well-maintained physique. He looked like he'd stepped off the set of an advertisement for yachts or fancy wristwatches intended for matriarchal women.
He wasn't wearing any panties at the moment, his wife's idea, so his butt plug and type 1 cock collar pressed directly against the inside of his shorts. He felt a little naughty going commando, but it's not like he had to worry about popping an erection while wearing a type 1...
He noticed the pile of discarded men's clothing on the floor. "Are those the patriarchal boy's?" he asked suspiciously.
"Romie's prepping him for the collar downstairs right now."
"I don't know about this. I don't trust patriarchal boys. Practically animals. Our Romie deserves better."
"Actually...he may be alright."
Her husband was surprised. Usually his wife was the more judgmental of the pair.
"She can handle him just fine, trust me. He's a little lamb. She's dated matriarchal boys who were less submissive."
"Reeeaaallly?"
She shrugged. "He let her strip him nude right there without a peep. Took a little shit-talking from me without any outbursts. Not bad. But his grooming clearly needs improvement, particularly between his legs. It was slovenly."
Her husband seemed somewhat pacified by her comments but retained a look of distaste of his face. Finally, he took a deep breath to expel the bad thoughts and get back to the reason his wife had called for him.
"So, what did you need me for, darling?" he asked innocently. He knew his wife well enough to guess at her needs by the slight flush in her cheeks and the glint in her eye, but he wanted to hear her say it.
"I've got a leak here that I need you to fix for me, husband."
She pushed back sliding her chair away from the desk, revealing that she had discarded her pants.
"Oh, that sounds serious. Should I get some tools?" He was enjoying the innuendo as he thought of her recently used strap-on link.
"I think a man like you should be able to handle it yourself."
She reached up and ran her fingers through her husband's thick hair, getting a good grip before drawing his face down into her crotch.
Her panties were positively soaked.
**********
In the basement, I eyed the unfamiliar, heavy-duty bondage equipment with a healthy amount of fear.
Romie moved about the room with a practiced, professional air. At the moment, she was filling some kind of rubber bag with warm water.
"What position do you like to take your enemas in?" she asked casually as she pulled on a pair of rubber gloves.
I stared back at her like she was completely insane.
Her serious expression broke into a grin. "Kidding! Kidding! Don't worry, I'll teach you. Gosh, so serious, baby. C'mon, bend over this bench."
"I'll get you back for all this someday. I swear." I grumbled as I did as she asked.
"Ywess uuu welll. My goood booieee," she teased me in a baby voice as her hand came between my shoulder blades and 'helped' me to bend further over.
A lubed finger started spreading thick ointment between my cheeks, and I wondered again if maybe I was hallucinating this whole thing.
"Oooohhh," I breathed out as she stuffed the enema nozzle gently up my anus and opened the water flow. I'd never experienced this sensation. The feeling of liquid flowing inside me was distressing.
"You know what you're doing, right?" I asked anxiously.
Romie rolled her eyes. "Just a little rinse, babe. Most matriarchal guys do this every day. I'll buy you your own douche when we get back."
"Marvelous," I deadpanned. How many new surprises still awaited me, I wondered.
A crampy feeling started to grow in my abdomen. "Uh, Romie, I think...I think I need to use the bathroom."
She unhooked the enema bag from where it was hanging and handed it to me. "You haven't developed much sphincter control yet, so better wait until you're next to the toilet to pull the nozzle out."
I waddled over to the restroom with the empty bag in one hand and the other hand holding the tubing in my bum.
As soon as I pulled the tubing out and sat down, my bowels completely emptied into the toilet outside of my control. "Oh! God!"
I heard Romie giggling on the other side of the door.
"Yeah?! Laugh it up! You psycho!"
More giggling. "Sorry, Juli baby," she called through the door, "You almost done in there? C'mon hurry up! My mother will be down soon, and we've still got to get that hair off."
She had me stand in the shower while she quickly shaved off the bulk of my pubic hair before rubbing a foul-smelling cream all over my dick, my balls, and my butt, paying particular attention to the area around my asshole.
"Why do we have to do this?" I whined, not really giving a shit about the hair itself but needing an outlet for my mortification at having lost so much privacy and control.
"Well, it doesn't really bother me, but the hairs can pull if they get caught around the collar when you move around and stuff. Beside, the clean look is pretty sexy, you'll see."
She sprayed me down with warm water from the shower wand while scrubbing me with a washcloth. I watched the remains of my pubic hair wash away and felt even more naked than before.
Romie had a little smile on her face as she worked. "I think my mother was pretty scandalized though. God knows the last time she saw a guy's untrimmed bush." She chuckled to herself. It was a weird conversation, but I liked it when she shared her unfiltered inner thoughts like this. It made me feel closer to her.
She'd just turned off the water and dried me with a towel, when we heard movement on the stair above us.
I looked at Romie in distress, but she was calm. "Alright, let's get you in position."
****************
'In position' turned out to be on my back with my feet up in stirrups like a woman at the gynecologist. I let my head fall back on the padded headrest and realized there were new levels of humiliation still to come.
"All ready," Romie called out to her mother who finished coming down the stairs. I kept my eyes focused on the ceiling so I didn't see Romie notice her mother's cheeks were a little flushed.
"Soooo," her mother said casually as she put on gloves with the practiced air of a disinterested professional and moved between my legs, "How long have you two been fucking?"
Romie looked offended. "Mother, you know I'd never do that with an uncollared boy."
Her mother hurried to clarify, "No, no, of course not, darling. I meant how long have you been fucking HIM. Obviously."
Romie looked vindicated and then embarrassed. "Oh. Well. That's none of your business."
"You haven't fucked him?"
"Well...well I'd never ask him to do something that I couldn't reciprocate."
"Uh huh." It seemed clear her mother thought she'd misplaced her balls. "You've at least fingered him before, I assume?" she asked Romie.
Romie looked slightly annoyed, "Listen, it's really none of your business-"
Her mother held up her hands in a placating gesture. "Hey, I'm just asking because if he's never had a woman inside him before, I thought it would make more sense for you to be the first, not me." She gave her daughter a questioning stare and held out some gloves to Romie.
Of course, Romie had fingered me the other night, but I guess she didn't want to admit that to her mother. Romie glared at her before swiping the gloves and bottle of lube out of her hands and taking her mother's position between my spread legs.
"Good woman," her mother said with some attitude, eyeballing the back of Romie's head like the girl had lost all sense. "Make sure you loosen him up good before I place the collar. God knows I don't want to have to spend time in there stretching him out myself."
While Romie's hands moved to my buttocks, her mother moved around to the head of the table I was lying on. She took my wrists in her firm hands and brought them over my head, holding them firmly to end of the table as I felt her daughter's lubricated middle finger find my asshole.
"Just relax, boy, let her stretch you. I'll hold you down. Just breathe." She said loudly. Then, she leaned over slightly, letting her large, clothed breasts brush the top of my head.
"Have you fucked my daughter?" she whispered, "Tell me the truth. Yes or no?"
"Psst, Nnh no!" I stammered. She rose back to look me right in the eyes, only inches away, assessing my truthfulness.
Romie looked up between the stirrups. "No what?" she asked suspiciously.
Without taking her eyes off me, her mother smiled guiltlessly. "Nothing dear. He's doing fine. Keep going."
I felt Romie's finger pierce my entrance and slide up inside me. "Owww," I yelped.
Her mother looked at Romie in surprise. "How many was that?"
"Just...just one," Romie's voice sounded a little ashamed for me.
Her mother rolled her eyes and frowned down at me. "Jesus," she muttered and I could tell she thought I was being a little bitch, making such a fuss over just one finger.
Great. All my friends and family are going to think I'm a little bitch when they see me wearing a collar, I knew that, but I thought I'd at least have some respect from the the matriarchal side. Apparently I'm a little bitch by their standards too!
Romie seemed to be enjoying fingering my asshole. And everyone could see that at least part of me was clearly enjoying it. My erection rose up straight in the air.
"Alright, I think he's ready," her mother announced, deciding based on nothing that we'd wasted enough time prepping me. "Why don't you bring me the collar and switch places with me," she said to Romie, "What size did you get?"
"I got a couple actually. A size 6 and a size 7. I wasn't totally sure."
Her mother's gloved hand grabbed my junk roughly. "I think a size 5 would suit him nicely."
Romie stared her mother down calmly. "The size 6 will be fine."
Her fingers slipped out of my rectum, and she took off her gloves as she moved to get the collar from her giftbag.
Her mother lubed up her fingers hastily and pushed two inside me. I groaned.
"Oooh Romie, he's still tight! I can't remember the last time I felt such a tight hole. You may have to buy a new link to start with him, a tiny little thing to train him up."
There it was again. Like I was a wimp for having a tight asshole. Like if I was a proper man I'd just wiggle my hips and take her fist up my butt.
Romie rolled her eyes, "What do you expect? He's a virgin. He's never even masturbated there." She held both of my wrists to the table with one hand and used the other one to stroke my hair to try and take the sting out of her mother's words.
Her mother looked at me from between my legs. "That right, Julian? Never played with your ass?"
I stayed silent and looked up at Romie apologetically. She tilted her head, and her mouth dropped open.
"Ha!" her mother was enjoying the moment. "C'mon Romie, no patriarchal boy is going to agree to this without doing a little research on his own, right Julian?"
I was in no headspace to lie. I nodded with my face as bright as a tomato.
Romie looked shocked, but with a smile, obviously pleased with the news that I had fingered my own asshole before.
"Alright, hand me the collar."
"I um...I got a few types."
"Really? You considering a type 1?"
"No! No, we discussed a type 2, but..." she looked away from her mother and directed herself towards me.
"Julian, I meant to discuss this with you in the car. I also got a type 1.5. Hybrid collars, they're called. They're basically like type 2's, they allow erections and sterile ejaculations, but the difference is they're under the woman's control. So I could toggle those features on and off."
Toggle those features...
"What?! No!"
"It's really nice actually. Think about it. You never have to worry about any performance issues. If we want a stiffy, I can just toggle that on until we're...finished with it. And it can be empowering the other way too. I'd be a new feeling for you, to be completely limp, not having to worry about getting erections at awkward moments, keeping your arousal private like a woman can. Some guys also say they like the feeling of how it swings when they're getting linked from behind..."
"ROMIE!!...I think I'd like to stick with the type 2 like we agreed."
"Ok ok, sure, that's why I bought both kinds, I just wanted to check." Romie conceded.
Her mother, however, was less agreeable.
"C'mon! Try a softy first! It's no big deal," her mother jeered like I was being a big baby.
Romie came right to my defense. "Mother! This is our decision. I'm not going to-"
"Relax Romie! Sheesh, we can place the type 2 in a little while. But at least for a few MINUTES, he should try the 1.5."
Silence pervaded the room, apart from my intermittent grunts as Romie's mom kept fingering and stretching out my anus. I thought about saying something in my own defense, but for some reason I felt extremely passive and compliant. It could have been related to being held down naked and finger-banged in the rear.
"He looks so embarrassed, poor little lamb. Romie, why don't you give him a nipple to suck on?"
I couldn't believe how casually her mother said it. Surreal. I felt like I'd completely lost touch with reality at this point. Even Romie seemed surprised.
"Really?! I mean...he might find that humiliating..." she sounded unsure.
"Nonsense. He wants it, you know how it calms them. Men are not like women, Romie. This is a very stressful experience for him."
Romie paused for a beat, giving me a chance to contradict her mother's theory.
I hated to let her mother be right. Half an hour ago I would have protested. But on the other hand... My brain started weighing the preservation of any remaining pride against the comfort of seeing and suckling on Romie's tits right now for the first time. It concluded no complex calculations were needed. I said nothing.
When I stayed silent, Romie shrugged. "Alright." She stood up straight and pulled one of her jiggling jugs out of her top. Her nipple was perfect. A pointy cone of lust atop a pale pink puffy areola. When she pushed her tit to my lips, I immediately took it in and started suckling. What did you expect me to do? What would you have done?!
"We'll just place the 1.5 to give you a chance to show him how it works for a few minutes, and then if you want, I'll switch it to the type 2. ALRIGHT?" her mother asked in a tone that showed she thought she was bending over backwards to be conciliatory.
"Alright," Romie conceded as I suckled on her.
I didn't even see the thing before they put it on me. I felt her mother push each of my testicles through a cold metallic ring followed by my penis. "You were right, sweetie, we didn't even need the restraints. He really is so submissive. It must have been hell for him growing up patriarchal."
I heard Romie respond from the other side of her massive breast. "Yeah, he told me he was bullied a lot as a kid. Too sensitive they called him. Bastards."
Then I felt her mother's finger slip out of me. A large metal ball started to press against my slick entrance.
I spit my girlfriend's nipple out and tried to sit up to see what was going on. "What's that?"
Romie used her weight to keep my wrists pinned above me. "That's just the positioning bulb, Julian. It's ok. Suck my nipple for me again, there you go."
I squealed into her breast as the hard metal ball slid inside me.
"You're okay," Romie cooed to me, "that piece just helps make sure the collar is aligned with your prostate when she activates it. Don't worry, she'll take it out when she's done."
Oh good.
I could feel her mother adjusting the angle, pushing the metal ring flush against my pelvis, sliding the metal bulb deeper in my anus. It slid into place over my prostate.
"Mmmmmrmrrr," My muffled wail was audible around the stiff nub on my tongue.
"There, that looks perfect," I heard her say. Then, *Beep**Beep*
"Hrhrrhghgh!" I felt a sensation like the ring contracting around my genitals. I felt like I'd been smacked between my legs.
"All done," her mother announced in an off-character sing-song lilt.
Romie pulled her boob out of my mouth and let my wrists go. I sat up on my elbows and looked down between my legs.
A smooth round ring of metal curved over the base of my penis.
I grunted as she pulled the positioning bulb out of my bottom.
The evil woman actually looked happy. It was off-putting.
"I'll leave you alone to try it out. Just come get me when you want me to switch it to the type 2." She gave me a wink as she disappeared up the stairs.
**************
I looked at Romie.
"So? How does it feel?" she asked.
I carefully sat up, pivoting to my side before placing my feet on the floor. I stood up and experimentally shifted my weight side to side. It didn't feel...bad. The ring seemed practically weightless.
"It's okay," I said tentatively.
"Alright good. Now check this out." She knelt down in front of me and gently lifted my ball sack, bringing the ring she wore on her right hand up to lightly touch the back of the collar.
*Beep*
Right after that, my penis quickly began to stiffen into a full erection.
"Whoa," I watched in fascination. Getting a random erection wasn't all that weird; after all, I was used to my dick seeming to have a mind of its own. But I couldn't remember the last time I had been this hard.
My rod swelled as big as it ever had, seeming to strain against its own skin. A truly fearsome prong.
"You just do that with your ring?"
"Uh huh. My matriarch's ring. We all wear them. But the lock is coded to my mother's ring. So I can toggle your settings, but I can't take it off myself."
Romie licked her fingertips and lightly feathered her touch down my rock-hard shaft. I shuddered with pleasure. She grinned. "Doesn't that feel good?"
"Yuuuhyuhhhuyuuhhhhyeaeeaahahh." I was practically shaking with delight.
"And you don't have to worry about not cumming. You can't cum! So you can just focus completely on enjoying it!"
I purred as she ran two fingers along either side of my dick in a light pincer grasp. Maybe this collar wasn't terrible...
"Let's try out the other modes." She touched her ring to it again. Beep beep.
"Okay so now that's erect AND can cum. Should feel the exact same to you. We'll come back to this one."
Another touch of her ring brought three beeps out of it this time. My prick deflated until it was softer than I could ever remember it being. Captivated, I ran my fingers over the soft skin and squeezed the sensitive, squishy tissue.
"Pretty wild, right?" Romie grinned at me. "This one is soft and can't cum."
A perverse fear ran through me, hearing that I was completely impotent at the moment. "Fucking matriarchs," I gasped softly, "What do they call this mode? The Wife's Anger?"
Reassuringly, Romie cackled at my joke. "Hahaha. Haven't heard it referred to by that name."
"What names have you heard?"
She rolled her eyes at me. "Julian, Julian, Julian. So much matriarchal pop culture to teach you. For now, let's just call it 'The Responsible Gentleman.'" She burst out laughing at her own joke.
"Did you just make that one up?" I asked skeptically.
"Yeah," she admitted.
We both grinned for a moment and then she sighed. "Alright, this is the last mode." She brought her ring back to my taint. Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep.
"Alright, so this is just like a regular type 1 collar, softy but can still experience sterile ejaculation with anal."


"Which mode is like a regular type 2?"
"None of them is like a type 2. With a type 2, you control when you get an erection and when you orgasm. A type 2 is a basically like you were without a collar, except that your ejaculate is sterile. It's just birth control really, plus a bit of style I guess."
"Hmmmm," my mind tried to think of extreme scenarios where I might regret choosing one of these types over the other. "Would you ever deny me? Like if I needed an orgasm, I could always ask you to toggle to that mode and you would do it, right?"
Romie smiled. "Orgasm control can be fun and sometimes it can really strengthen a relationship. Being that open, having to communicate your needs, asking me when you want to cum or get hard. Sounds hot, right? Heehee!"
I did not laugh along with her.
"But no, you shouldn't be scared of it. We can have a safeword, like some patriarchal couples have when they play at domination. If you use the safeword, I promise to toggle to whatever setting you want, ok?"
I nodded, trying to think of other stumbling blocks.
"Hey, before we decide, I wanna try something."
"What?"
"Have you ever heard of...Amazon position?"
"Nooooo," I answered in sing-song shaking my head. Whatever it was, it sounded...risky.
Romie's face lit up with mischievousness.
"You're gonna love it. Here, we'll need the first mode for this." Her hand cupped my balls and a single beep later, my dick stiffed back to the thick pillar of flesh worthy of a warrior king.
I looked up from my throbbing weapon to see Romie stripping off her clothes. Finally, a payoff for dealing with all this shit.
I gazed upon her nude form for the first time and grinned like an idiot. This. Everything was worth it.
Her hourglass figure should be the model, the gold standard for femininity. Her breasts stared at me like headlights, her nipples erect. Her belly had visible muscle definition but enough fat to keep her curvaceous rather than angular. A well-trimmed triangle of dark curls covered her sex.
Looking at her made my breath catch. I felt a pang of bitter jealousy that she had so many different gifts. She was perfect.
I took a step towards her, but she held up a hand and smiled at me. "No, let me show you. Lie down on the bed. On your back."
Oh. I guess Amazon is like cowgirl. Fine.
I hurried into a supine position on the basement mattress. My dick stood perfectly upright like a tower, a monument to my resurrected manhood.
But when she grabbed me by the ankles and pushed my knees up to my ears, I knew I had rejoiced prematurely.
She leaned over me, pinning me in half with her inner thighs pressing onto the backs of my thighs. She reached down between us and bent my dick down, so that instead of naturally pointing up towards my head, it was now angled in the other direction, between my legs, towards her cunt.
I looked up at her as realization dawned. She gave me a wink and then impaled herself.
"Mmmmmm, yeah," she groaned with her eyes closed as she took me deep.
Her cunt was tight molten velvet, barely able to accommodate me. It was enjoyable, but a fresh anxiety kept me from relishing it properly. The stretch in my groin muscles and the awkward angle to which she'd bent my dick made me worry something in my body might be about to break at any moment. Still, I dared not stop her.
She smiled with delight and opened her eyes again as she sat herself fully down on me, taking me to the hilt, pressing our upper thighs together, almost ass to ass.
"You ready, baby?" She smiled a conqueror's smile, and then she started to move.
My eyes rolled back in my head as she fucked me with her pussy. Oh jeez! It was SO good!
She swiveled her hips in little circles before rising up and dropping herself on me, pile-driving me. Then she switched to humping, pumping my cock with her tight wet cunt.
We stared into each other's eyes as she had her way with me. She controlled everything: the pace, the angle, the force. I reached up and fondled her breasts, which seemed to please her. Even without any control over our rhythm, I felt my orgasm coming on fast.
"Romie! Ohhh God, you feel so good. I'm...I can't hold it...Oh...I'm gonna cum."
Romie just cackled as she humped me faster. "Julian! No, you're not. We just talked about this!" She laughed again like it was the funniest joke in the world. "Poor Juli, brain not working right, overwhelmed by pleasure, it's a good thing I'm here."
Of course, I remembered her saying the collar wouldn't let me cum...but my body was telling me climax was imminent.
"Romie! Oh god! Mmmmrphh! I..."
I kept being sure I would cum at any moment. I was right there. Any second now...
Romie studied my face closely as she pumped her hips. She was breathing hard now, sweat beading on her brow, a little smirk on those sexy lips while those big intelligent eyes watched me like a predator.
"I...I...Oh my god. I can't cum! Oh my god!"
She laughed at my discovery but said nothing. I think she was out of breath.
Her tits jiggled hypnotically as she entered her terminal sequence. "Oh I'm *Huff* I'm close, Julian! *Gasp* You wanna *Pant* cum *Heave* with me?"
"Yeeessstth! Yesssth make me cum with you!" I was going out of my mind. I'd never been vocal in bed. Never really said anything beyond quiet grunts and moans. I was shocked to hear myself squealing like a bad porn actress.
All of a sudden, Romie's hips froze. Her hand snaked down between our bodies, quick as a cobra. I felt the click as the metal in her ring ticked against my metal collar.
*Beep* *Beep*
Her hand slid out, and her hips resumed their onslaught. "Cum in me, baby. Show me you wanna be my boy! Now! Cum with me! FUCKING GIVE IT TO ME!" She screamed in my face as she went off.
I felt her muscular walls clutch rhythmically on my rod, and I felt myself push past the invisible barrier that had been denying me.
My splooge sprayed into her, painting her insides white, gushing out as her capacity was exceeded. All of my tension spurted from me, and I went limp in her arms as her body sucked out every drop of my seed.
************
Her mother looked up from her tablet when we walked into the living room, arm in arm. Romie was dressed again, but I was still naked apart from the collar around my balls.
"So? What's the verdict?" she asked with undisguised interest.
"We're gonna stay with the 1.5 for now," Romie announced proudly, practically giggling with mirth.
Her mother looked me in the eye. "That's a smart move." She said the words without breaking eye contact. I didn't miss the corners of her mouth curve upwards. It felt like...It felt like she was proud of me.
That's right! I'm not a complete piece of shit, even by your ridiculous standards. Your daughter did good!
She gave Romie a big hug.
"You forgot to place his neck collar," she chided her daughter gently.
Romie pulled back from the hug and looked her mother in the eye. "We wanted you to do it." She lifted an elegant strip of black leather from the gift bag she'd brought. I noticed subtle black thread embroidering an intricate design along the center.
Her mother accepted the collar from her hands with emotion-laden seriousness, appraising it carefully. I knew it was rather plain compared some of the others I'd seen. Some collars had charms on them (hearts, lockets) or prominent D-rings at the front where a leash could be attached. Romie had chosen one of the least conspicuous models for me. The buckle and leash ring were both at the back.
Her mother seemed to resist the urge to comment on it before stepping around behind me and wrapping it around my neck.
"This collar represents our approval of your presence in Romie's life and your acceptance of the matriarchy. As long as you wear the lower collar, you'll wear this collar around your neck with pride, got it? All the time. Meaning anytime you're wearing even a stitch of clothing, this is around your neck. It's the first thing you put on each day. Do you understand?"
"Yes ma'am. Romie told me."
"Of course, she did." She finished fastening it and placed her hands lightly on my shoulders in a very maternal gesture. "There. Now you look like a proper boy."
"Here," she said producing a small frilly gift bag of her own and handing it to Romie, "he can wear these."
"What's this?" Romie accepted the bag without taking her questioning eyes off of her mother. She reached in and pulled out a pair of frilly white panties. Romie felt the fine fabric in her hands and looked at her mother suspiciously.
"Just a little gift to show our support. From your father and I. I know I'm hard on you, Romie, but of course, we wish only the best for the future of your relationship."
Romie looked touched, but maybe she still felt like she had to stick up for me. "Mother...you know patriarchal boys don't wear underwear like this."
"Well, he's not a patriarchal boy anymore, at least not for now." A bit of an edge in her voice, not rising to the level of a shout but approaching it. "He's being courted by my daughter, and he should act accordingly."
Mother and daughter stared back at each other, feeling out their new dynamic. I took the underpants from Romie to defuse the situation.
"Fine. That's fine. Thank you," I said holding them in front of me with both hands and giving them both a placating little nod.
Their looks of expectation told me the moment was not over.
Sigh. This seemed trivial compared to everything else I'd done today. I had no adrenaline left. All my shock had already been spent. Now I just felt calm, like I could handle anything.
Fuck it.
I slid them on quickly. The panties felt amazing gripping my buttocks and caressing my cock. I strongly suspected I would have gotten an erection if not for the collar. Romie had left it in the 'soft but can cum' setting, which allowed my penis to tuck comfortably into the front panel of the panties, more flaccid than it had ever been since puberty.
The two matriarchal women looked on in obvious approval.


        