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Boned by the Doctor:

College sports star Jake needs a doctor's note, but doesn't have insurance. Fortunately, his buddy Chad knows a physician in town who'll accept a different form of payment - but only from handsome, well-muscled college kids like Jake. With the big game coming up, and Jake's scholarship on the line, he barely hesitates in accepting the handsome doctor's offer. After all, Jake might be the alpha, hot shot jock when he's out in public - but behind closed doors, he's been curious about other men for quite some time.

Open House:

Snide and sarcastic realtor Paul gets a wake-up call when he fires his entire construction crew just days before an open house. Locked outside the property he's hoping to flip, Paul is reduced to having to try and sneak in through the pet-door to unlock the place - and rapidly finds himself stuck in the process. Matters just get worse when the only person to respond to his cries for help is Carlos - the foreman of the construction crew he just fired. "You owe us money, senor," Carlos sneers, looking down at Paul's tight little backside as he wiggles it back and forth, struggling to get free. "And the way I figure it, if you won't pay up, we'll have to take it out of your ass." And so, to Paul's astonishment, he finds himself taken and used by every one of Carlos' construction crew - pumped bareback one by one, until the whole crew has satisfied themselves inside him.

Sissy Goes Black:

Obedient little sissy Ross is in for a treat. His sexy mistress, Miranda, has a surprise in store for him. Blindfolding him, and dressing him in a wig, lingerie and stockings, she's about to let Ross learn what a good little sissy's duties are - obediently offering up his warm, wet, mouth and tight little ass to Miranda's surprise house guest. On his hands and knees, Ross can't even see who Miranda has invited over - but the thick, hard throbbing in his mouth tells him everything he needs to know. Before the afternoon is through, Ross will have satisfied his well-hung, black lover - and be left sticky, dripping and full.


Boned by the Doctor

Chapter One

Jake had an issue.

The Rutgers University star athlete was extremely uncomfortable. As he sat at the back of the big lecture theatre, trying desperately to listen to his boring lecturer drone on, it felt like his entire crotch was crawling with ants.

It had been like that for a few days now – and getting steadily worse all the time.

Eventually, the irritation got too much for him.

Standing up, the muscular athlete shouldered his way past the other students and stumbled into the corridor. He ran to the men’s restroom around the corner and, stumbling into a cubicle, pulled down his pants like they were on fire.

A moment later, he was scratching his inner thighs and balls; and it felt like heaven.

“Oh, God,” he groaned, scratching away the itch. “Oh, that’s the stuff.”

Jake’s relief was interrupted by a knocking on the cubicle door.

“Yo, Jake?”

Jake froze – pants around his ankles, and balls in his hand.

“Jake?” Came the voice again. “Jake, are you in there?” The voice was recognizable – Jake’s friend and fellow team member Chad. “I saw you run out of the lecture. You okay, man?”

Inside the cubicle, Jake struggled to pull his pants up.

“I-I’m fine,” he stammered, “I’m just…”

But even as he pulled his pants up, the itching and irritation began again.

“Aww, man,” unlocking the door, Jake stumbled miserably out. Chad was waiting, looking concerned.

“Yo, Jake,” his friend demanded, “what’s wrong, man? You look like you’ve got ants in your pants.”

“I do,” Jake nodded, scratching his itchy balls through his pants. “I’m really itchy down there. It’s driving me crazy.”

“Woah, dude,” Chad raised his hands. “You ought to go and get that checked out. If coach finds out you’ve got Jock Itch, he’s gonna keep you out of the locker room until it’s cleaned up.” 

“But the big game’s this Saturday.”

“Yeah, even if coach would let you, you can’t play like that,” Chad indicated how Jake was scratching his balls incessantly. “You’d be running around like you’d shit your pants.”

“Aw, jeeze,” Jake moaned. “What do I do?”

“Hey, easy buddy,” Chad stepped closer. “Listen, when I got that jock itch last season, my dermatologist fixed me right up,” he put his arm fraternally around Jake’s shoulders. “I’ll give you his number – see if you can get an appointment today.”

“Oh, right,” Jake groaned. “Like I have insurance for that? You know I’m not on my mom’s plan any more.”

“Well, he could make an arrangement about that,” Chad shuffled his feet awkwardly. “He did with me… But…”

“But what? I’ll do anything if he’ll sign a note and clear me to play on Saturday.”

Chad nodded wryly.

“Yeah,” he smirked. “He’ll make sure you will.” He reached into his pocket for his phone. “Here, copy down his number.”

Jake reluctantly pulled his hand away from his crotch and reached for his own phone.

“Thanks buddy. I owe you.”

“No, you’re gonna owe him.” Chad warned. “And he’ll collect.”


Chapter Two

That afternoon, Jake found himself across town, at New Brunswick Dermatologists.

He climbed up the stairs to the first floor, and a pretty receptionist signed him in. 

“Do you have insurance?” She asked.

Jake shook his head.

“Nah,” he admitted. “But my friend… He told me the doctor might be able to make an arrangement for me anyway.”

The receptionist smiled.

“Handsome guy like you?” She winked. “I’m sure he will. Head down the corridor. First door on the right.”

Jake grinned at the girl and swaggered off down the corridor – wondering if he’d try to get her number on the way out.

The first door on the right led to a sterile-looking examination room with a vinyl chair and table set up, both covered with crinkly paper sheets.

It was cool and antiseptic – kind of creepy, actually. Jake shivered. He never had much liked doctors.

A moment later, there was a knock on the door.

“Yeah?” Jake stammered. “Er… Come in?”

The door opened and handsome older man in a white coat entered.

He was so handsome that Jake was taken aback for a second. A tall, finely-featured man with movie-star good looks and sleek black hair flecked with just a tiny, distinguished amount of grey.

“Hi,” he checked her clipboard, “Jake, is it?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Great.” He looked down and smiled, flashing bright, white teeth. “I’m Doctor Boehner. Pleased to meet you.”

“Doctor B-Boehner?” He pronounced it ‘Boner.’

The doctor laughed – the resonate chuckle of a matinee star.

“No funny comments, I’ve heard them all.” Instead he checked the clipboard again and asked: “What seems to be the issue?”

“I-I’ve got this itch,” Jake stammered, embarrassed. He felt really awkward trying to discuss this with a stranger – especially a tall, handsome, distinguished looking stranger.

You see, while Jake was as resolutely heterosexual as they come – he was only as resolutely heterosexual as athletes come. And the fact way, spending most of his waking hours in the company of other hot, young, well-muscled young men sometimes made him feel a little uncomfortable (or perhaps entirely too comfortable) in the presence of attractive men.

Doctor Boehner snapped him from his thoughts: “Itch? Itch where?”

“D-down there,” Jake pointed towards his crotch.

“Ah,” Doctor Boehner seemed unfazed. “You’re an athlete, right?” He winked. “I can tell by your physique.”

“Football and track, sir.”

“Sounds like you might have a case of tinea cruris – that’s what we call “Jock Itch.” I’d have to examine to make sure.”

Examine? Jake’s cheeks grew hot. He’d have to get undressed? In front of him?

“Coach has a rule that players with jock itch aren’t allowed to play,” Jake explained. “But the big game against Princeton is on Saturday.” He looked up pleadingly; doing his best to charm the handsome older doctor. “Do you think you can clear me?”

Doctor Boehner laughed again.

“Let’s have a look at you first, Jake,” he explained. “Why don’t you take your clothes off and put this on?” He held up a paper gown. “Opening’s at the back.”

“Yeah,” Jake’s cheeks burned again. “Sure.”

He began to pull off his sweater, and then paused.

“Don’t you normally, erm…” Jake blinked. “Leave the room or something?”

Doctor Boehner was staring straight at him.

“Nah,” he said dismissively. “It’s not like it’s anything I haven’t seen before. I’ve got one of my own, of course!”

“O-okay,” a little nervously, Jake began to undress.

He pulled off his sweater, revealing his lean, muscular torso. Then he unbuttoned his jeans, pulled them down and stepped out of them. A moment later, he was standing there in his boxer shorts, shivering.

“Take your shorts off too, please,” Doctor Boehner demanded.

“R-really?”

“You said you had an itch down there,” he shrugged. “So I’m going to have to examine the area.”

“O-okay,” Jake nodded – and cheeks red, he pulled down his boxer shorts.


Chapter Three

A moment later, Jake was standing completely naked in front of the handsome older doctor. He was covering his crotch with his hands; nervous both about being nude, but also how much his cock and balls had shrunk in the cold room.

“Put the gown on,” Doctor Boehner passed him the paper gown, “and sit down in the chair.” As Jake grabbed it, he pulled on latex gloves with a loud ‘snap!’

Jake put on the gown. A moment later, his bare ass was sitting on the cold, crinkly paper covering the vinyl seat.

“Okay,” Doctor Boehner stood in front of him. Jake found himself directly eye-level with his chest. Jake suddenly realized that for an older guy, the doctor was in fantastic shape. For a moment, he wondered what Doctor Boehner’s naked torso might look like. Then she he shook his head, trying to get such thoughts out of his head. 

“Let’s have a look at you,” the doctor murmured.

And then, to Jake’s embarrassment, he got down on her knees in front of him.

Jake cringed. He looked up at the ceiling; trying to think of anything but the awkward reality of a handsome older doctor kneeling down in front of him.

But that became even more difficult when he felt the paper gown lifted from his legs and the cool air suddenly hit his bare crotch.

He was kneeling directly down in front of him, staring directly at his cock and balls.

And then he touched his thigh.

“Ah,” Doctor Boehner said, his face hidden behind the lifted-up paper gown. “Looks a little irritated.” Jake froze as his cool, latex-clad fingertips started stroking his inner thighs. “Doesn’t look like a fungal infection, though. Just dry skin.” 

His fingers slid higher, until they were practically grazing his balls.

Jake nervously looked down.

The lifted-up paper gown covered Doctor Boehner’s face, but he could see the top of his head between his legs. Immediately – he couldn’t help himself – his mind had flashes of the last time he’d seen another man’s head between his legs.

It had been that summer at Bible Camp, and the other kid had sworn to him that what they were doing wasn’t “gay.”

Jake had never been convinced about that – but he’d still cum in the eighteen-year old’s hotly sucking mouth none-the-less. And made him swear to never talk about what had happened.

That memory, combined with the soft and explorative touches of Doctor Boehner’s fingers, would have been difficult enough. But then he felt another sensation: The warm, hot pressure of his breath on his inner thighs.

Jake bit his lip. He could feel the blood rushing to his crotch.

Oh God, he said to himself. Don’t get a boner. Don’t get a boner. 

But even the mention of that word – boner – was enough to make the problem worse; especially since he was being examined by a Doctor “boner.”

“Oh,” came a surprised exclamation from between Jake’s knees. 

Jake looked down, ashamed. The paper gown was sticking up like a tent – and the tent pole was his growing hard-on.


Chapter Four

Cool and classy, Doctor Boehner got up off his knees, and pulled off the rubber gloves with a ‘snap.’

“Don’t worry about that,” he smiled handsomely. “It’s perfectly normal for a young, virile man like you.” he chuckled. “In fact, if I was that way inclined, I might be flattered.”

And he said that almost as if he might be that way inclined.

But almost as quickly as he’d said that, he demanded: “Stand up, please.”

Jake nervously stood up. The crinkly paper sheet covered the chair stuck to his bare ass, and he had to peel it off. That, along with the paper robe sticking out obscenely in front of him, made him feel deeply embarrassed.

But Doctor Boehner didn’t seem to notice.

“Go and stand facing the bed, there,” he indicated. Jake did as he was told. “That’s it,” Doctor Boehner continued. “Put your hands flat on the bed and stick your backside out.”

“My w-what?”

“I just need to check the extent of the irritation,” he was pulling on another pair of latex gloves. “Stick your tush out a little more, please.”

Jake did as he was told, but was acutely embarrassed. And since when did a doctor call it his ‘tush’?

Moments later, that was forgotten. He suddenly felt Doctor Boehner’s cool, latex-clad fingers on his muscular ass-cheeks.

“Let’s have a look, shall we?”

Jake cringed, and his already-hard cock throbbed. As he stood there, this handsome doctor was examining him incredibly intimately. His fingers slid over the curve of his ass to his inner thighs, then checked his taint, and finally actually slid between his cheeks and he felt – just for a second – the doctor’s thumb press against his tightly clenched asshole.

He bit his lip; not sure whether the sensation was exciting or excruciating.

“Okay, looks good,” eventually, Doctor Boehner pulled his exploring fingers away. “It doesn’t look like jock itch – but I will put on some antibacterial moisturiser, just to be sure.”

He gave him a flirty pat on the backside.

“Stay there, okay?”

Jake blinked. Did the doctor just swot his ass?

But he barely had time to process that. Doctor Boehner was already returning with a big tub of white cream. Lifting the lid, he dug four latex-gloved fingers inside and they scooped out a big glob of white gloop.

“Hold still,” one of Doctor Boehner’s hands pressed between Jake’s shoulders, pushing his chest down. That forced his hips out more; sticking his ass out backwards.

And then there was a wet ‘slap’ as Doctor Boehner’s dripping hand hit Jake’s buttocks.

His palm landed right between the cheeks of his ass; so perfectly that two of the doctor’s fingers slid between his cheeks. He cried out, because the cream the doctor’s fingers were lathered in was so cold.

“Sorry, it’s a little chilly,” Doctor Boehner admitted.

He started to rub.

Jake froze. It was an incredible sensation.

Still pressing down between his shoulder blades with one hand, the doctor was slathering up his ass and thighs with the other. His hand spread the slick liquid all over Jake’s buttocks, and then down to massage his thighs. Then Doctor Boehner reached around, and started rubbing the lotion in between the crack where Jake’s cock and balls met his thighs.

“Ooooh,” Jake bit his lip.

“Just relax,” Doctor Boehner leaned forward, and whispered hotly into Jake’s ear. He could feel the doctor’s warm body pressed against his naked back. “Just need to make sure you’re fully moisturized.”

And then his wet, slick hand cupped Jake’s balls.

“Oh, my God,” Jake’s back straightened, but Doctor Boehner soon pushed him back down into position.

“We have to make sure your testicles are fully moisturized too,” he breathed hotly in his ear, as he began to gentle massage his balls in the palm of one hand. “This will prevent the itch returning.”

Jake’s eyes rolled upwards. 

He couldn’t believe it. This handsome, older doctor was massaging his balls. And he was letting him.

God, it was like being back at Bible Camp all over again. Or that night in the hot tub at the fraternity party; the one he made Adam and Brad promise to tell nobody about.

Shit, why was Jake finding this so arousing? He wasn’t gay. 

He wasn’t!

Was he?

And then Doctor Boehner’s hand slipped higher.


Chapter Five

A moment later, the doctor’s slick fingers curled around the shaft of Jake’s throbbing, involuntary erection.

“We’ll want to moisturize this, as well,” Doctor Boehner murmured, and began to stroke up and down Jake’s shaft.

Jake’s knees buckled. He had to grip the side of the bed for support as Doctor Boehner began giving him what was essentially a hand-job, right then and there.

The wet, “schlick, schlick, schlick” noise of the doctor’s hand stroking up and down Jake’s hard-on began to echo across the room.

“D-doctor Boehner,” Jake stammered. “Are you sure this is appropriate?”

“Sssh,” he breathed hotly into Jake’s ear. “It’s fine.” Then he paused. “Or do you want me to stop?”

Jake didn’t know what to say.

The logical part of his brain was screaming out in protest. But then the side of his brain he was trying desperately to suppress – which was larger and more dominant at this moment – couldn’t ignore the fact that he was getting a hand-job from a handsome, charming – dammit, sexy, even – doctor.

“N-no,” he stammered. “Don’t stop.”

And just like that, Doctor Boehner stopped.

“Stay there,” Doctor Boehner ordered, and he crossed the room and locked the door of the examination room shut with a ‘click.’ 

“Wouldn’t want anybody disturbing us,” he explained.

And then he returned to stand behind Jake. With a “riiip”, the doctor tore off the paper gown Jake was wearing; leaving the muscular young jock totally naked and exposed.

And then, glooping more lotion into both latex-gloved hands, Doctor Boehner got back to work.

With one hand, dripping with lotion, he reached around and started jerking off Jake’s throbbing hard-on again. With the other, he started massaging Jake’s ass.

“So, you need a doctor’s note to be cleared to play this Saturday,” Doctor Boehner leaned forward, and whispered hotly into Jake’s ear. “Is that right?”

“Y-yes,” Jake stammered, his knees growing weak.

“And you don’t have insurance. Is that right?”

“Y-yeah,” Jake’s eyes widened, as he felt Doctor Boehner’s fingers slip between the cheeks of his ass. “My friend said you might be willing to make an arrangement for me.”

“Oh, I can make an arrangement, alright,” Doctor Boehner nodded – and then Jake’s hands gripped the table hard, as the doctor’s slick and dripping thumb pressed against the tightly clenched knot of Jake’s asshole and ‘popped’ inside.

“Oh, fuuuuck,” the young jock groaned, knees buckling.

He was getting a handjob from the front, while Doctor Boehner was fucking him from behind with his thumb. 

It was a totally fucking weird experience for Jake, and was freaking him out. He’d never let anybody near his ass before – that was gay, right? But there was something about this hot, handsome doctor – and because he was stoking his cock, and making him feel incredible – it somehow seemed okay.

“So I have an ‘arrangement’ with your friend Chad,” Doctor Boehner purred, and he pulled his thumb from Jake’s ass, and pressed the tips of two fingers against it instead. “I imagine it was Chad who recommended me to you, right?”

Jake whimpered, as Doctor Boehner’s fingers slid slickly into his rear end; filling and stretching him.

“You like that?” His breath was hot on Jake’s neck. “That’s your prostate I’m massaging.” Jake whimpered, as he felt the doctor’s fingers move inside of him. “I could make you cum right now, just by massaging that.”

But as he said that, the doctor continued to stroke his cock.

“But where would be the fun in that?”

And then, in a single, smooth motion, Doctor Boehner pulled his fingers from Jake’s ass and span him around; until Jake’s bare ass was pressed against the bed and his throbbing, glistening erection was pointing directly at Doctor Boehner’s crotch.

“So, Jake,” he peered up at Jake; his steely blue eyes wide and his handsome mouth turned up into a sneer. “Here’s the arrangement I have with Chad.”

And with that, he gripped one of Jake’s wrists and pulled his hand down. Doctor Boehner pressed it against his own crotch, covered by the soft fabric of his suit pants.


Chapter Six

“W-what?” Jacks eyes widened.

Jake felt a thick, hard, throbbing cylinder crammed tightly inside.

Doctor Boehner peered down into Jake’s eyes. Then, on tip-toes, he leaned down and kissed him on the lips.

Jake’s nostrils were filled with the scent of the doctor’s cologne. His lips were surprisingly soft. And… oh, fuck. He was kissing another guy. This was gay, right?

Jake swore he wasn’t gay.

Chuckling, Doctor Boehner pulled his mouth away.

“Jake,” he said seductively, “It’s okay. I understand.” And with that, he used his grip on Jake’s wrist to move his hand up and down his crotch. “I played sports at school too. And I remember… Well, I had some special friendships with the other players.”

“W-what do you mean?” Jake asked nervously.

“C’mon. Chad told me about the time you and he shared that hotel room down in Atlanta for the playoffs.” The doctor smiled charmingly. “I used to have experiences like that, too. I doesn’t make you gay.” He winked. “I swear. I’m married with two kids.”

Jake felt woozy.

“W-what arrangement do you have with Chad?”

“Get on your knees,” the Doctor purred, “and I’ll show you.”

And with that, Doctor Boehner put his hand on top of Jake’s head and pushed.

Jake didn’t know what to do. His head swam. Like a robot, he found himself sinking down until his bare knees hit the linoleum and he was staring directly at the bulging front of Doctor Boehner’s suit pants.

“Open them up,” he ordered.

Hands trembling, Jake reached for the belt of the doctor’s pants. 

He unbuckled it, and pulled open Doctor Boehner’s pants.  

And then Jake gasped.

Underneath, wrapped tightly behind white cotton underpants, was a long, throbbing, cylinder of flesh.

“Pull them down, Jake,” Doctor Boehner ordered, running his messy, lotion-soaked hands through Jake’s hair.

Shaking, Jake gripped the waistband of Doctor Boehner’s boxers and pulled them down. 

You see, Jake,” Doctor Boehner explained, stroking the handsome jock’s cheek as Jake knelt in front of him, “I’m not gay – just like you’re not. I’m happily married and have a beautiful wife. But we all have urges, right? Don’t you have urges?”

Jake nodded. He certainly did, and they’d been chasing him his entire life.

Biting his lip, Jake pulled down the doctor’s pants and underpants, until they bundled around his muscular, hairy legs. Pulling them down just an inch released the doctor’s enormous, bulging cock - which bounced out and slapped Jake right across the cheek.

Jake’s nostrils were suddenly filled with a warm, musky smell. Heat emanated from Doctor Boehner’s crotch.

“Oh my God,” Jake lurched backwards; landing on his bare ass on the cold linoleum floors.

Gazing up at Doctor Boehner, his head swam.

Doctor Boehner had the biggest, hardest, most beautiful cock Jake had ever seen in his life – and, he was ashamed to admit, he’d seen a few.

“My eyes are up here, Jake,” Doctor Boehner purred. Jake looked upwards, at this handsome older man towering over him. He smiled sexily, and stroked Jake’s cheek.

“Ssssh,” he held one finger from his other hand to his lips. “This has to be a secret. None of the other doctors can know about it.” She shrugged. “I’d lose my license.”

Then, Doctor Boehner knelt down, until he was face-to-face with Jake.

“In fact,” he purred, “that’s why I was willing to make an arrangement with you and Chad. You see, day to day, it’s pretty easy to keep my little secret a secret. But when the urges hit - it can be a bit of a challenge to keep them under wraps.”

Jake cringed. He knew exactly what the doctor meant. When he’d felt that urge to touch another guy, he’d struggled to know how to satisfy his cravings without letting the team and the whole school think that he was gay.

Which, of course, he wasn’t. Not at all.

Just sometimes, he liked to fool around with guys.


Chapter Seven

Doctor Boehner leaned forward, and kissed Jake lightly on the lips.

“We guys have needs, right?” He stroked Jake’s muscular arm with one hand, leaving a smear of lotion on it. “When I see a big, strong boy like you…” 

His eyes dropped. Jake followed where he was looking; and saw that the doctor was focusing on how each of them was sporting a massive erection, both angrily pointing towards each other.

“So, my precious Jake,” Doctor Boehner purred, standing back up, “I’m more than willing to sign a doctor’s note clearing you to play on Saturday, and waive the bill for today’s visit… if…”

“If what?” Jake was still on his knees – staring directly level with Doctor Boehner’s impressive cock.

“If I fulfil your needs,” he purred, “you have to fulfil mine.”

Jake gulped. He looked upwards at the handsome doctor.

“Your needs?”

Doctor Boehner smiled, and ran a hand through Jake’s hair – and then tightened his grip.

“Aaah,” Jake twisted his head, trying to wriggle out of the grip the doctor had on a fistful of his hair. 

“I’m sure you’ve had countless cheerleaders and sluts kneeling where you are now, Jake,” Doctor Boehner purred. “Perhaps even a few other jocks.”

Jake’s cheeks burned. That part was true enough. In fact, Chad had been in a similar spot just a few weeks ago.

“What did you expect them to do?”

The doctor released his grip a little, so Jake could turn his head and once-again stare at the intimidatingly huge cock bobbing up and down in front of him.

“Y-you want me to?” His face went white. “I’ve never… I mean, I have… But I’m not gay…”

The grip tightened. Jake whimpered.

“I saw how you were looking at me the moment I walked into this examination room,” Doctor Boehner purred. “And you didn’t seem to mind when I was jerking off that big, pretty cock of yours earlier.”

“But… I mean…”

“Come on, Jake,” Doctor Boehner hissed. “Chad told me everything.” He pulled Jake’s head forward. “You know you want this as badly as I do. Now be good and open your mouth.”

Jake’s head was spinning.

It wasn’t just the weirdness of the situation – of being at the mercy of this handsome, older doctor and his big, beautiful dick. It was the fact that he was struggling to say no.

He really did want it. 

He was staring at her big, thick cock and his mouth was watering. He wanted to know how it tasted; how much he could fit into his mouth.

Jake had been so turned on while Doctor Boehner was jerking him off.

Would it make him gay if it did it?

It wouldn’t be the first time.

And if this handsome doctor was the one clearing him to play in Saturday’s game, could he afford not to?

And with that in mind, Jake opened his mouth and engulfed the head of Doctor Boehner’s straining cock.

“Oh, fuuuuck,” the handsome doctor purred, as he felt the warm, soft wetness of Jake’s mouth on the swollen tip of his cock. “That’s it.”

Now Jake had this mysterious man’s dick in his mouth, all his concerns disappeared. Whatever this was, it was happening right now; and he instinctively knew what to do.

Lifting his hands from his sides, he gripped Doctor Boehner’s hips, and then slid his hands around to cup the doctor’s taut, firm ass.

That gave him the support he needed to concentrate on pleasuring him.

As the owner of a dick, and as a jock who’d got more than his fair share of blowjobs in high school and college, Jake knew what would feel good.

He swirled his tongue around Doctor Boehner’s swollen cock head, and gently bobbed his head, letting the doctor’s shaft sink deeply in and out of his warm, wet, sucking mouth.

Between his legs, he felt his own cock throb and swell. He couldn’t believe it – his body was betraying him. He was definitely, undeniably, irrefutably straight – but for some reason he was getting turned on sucking another man’s cock.

Doctor Boehner’s musky, masculine scent that filled his nostrils, and the firm, smooth flesh of his muscular backside filled Jake’s hands. He was a handsome, sexy, older man – but surely doing this didn’t make Jake gay.

Did it?


Chapter Eight

“Mmmmm,” tightening his grip on Jake’s hair, Doctor Boehner pulled Jake’s mouth from his cock. It bounced out from between his lips; glistening with his saliva.

“You suck cock like a champ,” he purred. “You and Chad have been practicing on each other in the locker room, haven’t you?”

Jake’s cheeks burned. It was true.

“Now stand up and turn around – hands on the bed again.”

“Wha-?” Jake protested.

“You heard me, precious.”

Jake nervously stood up, and turned around.

A moment later, he was where he’d been just moments earlier – standing against the bed, bare ass stuck out.

And that’s when Doctor Boehner touched him again.

His hands still dripping with lotion, the doctor repeated his moves from earlier – reaching around to stroke Jake’s straining cock and jerk him off in soft, fluid movements.

His other hand slipped between the cheeks of Jake’s ass.

“What are you…. Ahhhhhhh.” Jake groaned as two of Doctor Boehner’s latex-glove clad fingers slid effortlessly into his already-lubricated backside.

“Ohhh, you’re tight,” Doctor Boehner groaned, leaning into Jake and breathing hotly into his ear. “I wonder if you’re tighter than Chad.”

And then his fingers left Jake’s ass – and a hard, hot, smooth object threatened to replace them.

Jake turned his head. He could barely see over his shoulder, but did get a glimpse of Doctor Boehner slathering his enormous cock with lotion, and then aiming the swollen head between the cheeks of Jake’s ass.

“Uggh,” Jake’s eyes rolled upwards as he felt the inexorable pressure of Doctor Boehner’s cock against his own, tightly clenched asshole. The Doctor’s fingers and the lotion had done their trick, though – and with the slightest pressure, his ass opened and the doctor’s cock ‘popped’ in through the ring of resistance.

“Oh, fuuuuck,” Jake lifted a fist and sunk his teeth into it, as he felt his ass stretched wide by inch after inch of Doctor Boehner’s massive cock.

“Oh, yeah,” the doctor purred seductively into Jake’s ear, as he continued forcing his smooth cock into Jake’s well-lubricated ass. “You are tighter than Chad.” He nibbled on Jake’s earlobe. “In fact, if I didn’t know better, I’d swear you were a virgin.”

He gave one of Jake’s muscular ass-cheeks a pat.

“An anal virgin, at least.”

Jake was incapable of saying anything. He just groaned, as he felt himself filled in ways he’d never even imagined before.

And the worst part? As Doctor Boehner’s hips pressed against his ass, and the doctor buried himself to the hilt inside him, Jake realized that he liked it.

Like the doctor’s fingers earlier, the pressure of his cock was stimulating Jake’s prostate – making his cock thicker and harder in between his stroking fingers.

“Oh, shiiiit,” he finally breathed, as Doctor Boehner began to fuck him.

“Oh, yeah,” the doctor purred into Jake’s ear. “You have a tight little ass.” He kissed Jake’s neck, and continued to reach around and jerk Jake off with one hand. “It’s been such a long time since I’ve done this.” His teeth sunk onto his shoulder. “I don’t know how long I can hold out.”

“I…. Um….” Jake’s knees buckled. “Oh, God…”

Doctor Boehner fucked Jake harder – his thrusts making the bed rattle and bang against the wall. The doctor was jerking him off fluidly now; the movements making a wet ‘schlick, schlick, schlick’ sound that echoed with the ‘slap, slap, slap’ of his hips against Jake’s ass.

“Here it comes, precious,” the doctor breathed into Jake’s ear. “You like my cock in your ass?”

Jake said nothing. Doctor Boehner reached up and twisted one of Jake’s nipples until the young athlete cried, and then Boehner asked again: “You like my cock in your ass?”

“Y-yes,” Jake nodded. “Oh, shit, I do.”

“Good,” the doctor purred – and then he sunk his teeth into Jake’s shoulder again.

Jake’s eyes widened. He could feel the doctor’s cock swelling and growing inside his tightly-stretched ass, opening him up obscenely.

“Tell me you want me to cum in your ass, you precious little slut,” Doctor Boehner purred. “Tell me.”

Jake’s eyes rolled up into his head. He was close to detonating himself; only he didn’t know from where, or how. The firm, insistent thrusting of Doctor Boehner’s enormous cock was teasing a center of pleasure deep inside his ass he didn’t even know existed.

“Tell me!” Doctor Boehner hissed one last time, and Jake sobbed:

“Yes! Cum in me! Cum inside me!”

And he did.


Chapter Nine

“Ooooh, fuuuck,” pushing Jake’s head down, until he was bent over and his face was crushed against the crinkly paper, Doctor Boehner fucked Jake’s ass. Then the doctor thrust his hips forward, burying himself inside Jake’s ass as deeply as he could – until Jake moaned in an exquisite mixture pleasure and pain. 

And then the doctor exploded.

His cock swelled inside of Jake’s ass, and the skewered athlete felt each throb and pulse as the handsome doctor spurted hotness deep inside of him.

“Ohh, God,” Jake closed his eyes, and felt his own cock swell, and throb; and he spurted hot cum onto the cold linoleum floor, as Doctor Boehner stroked Jake’s cock and milked his load from Jake’s straining balls.

For several moments, they were both lost in ecstasy… And then cold reality came rushing back.

Jake flopped onto the vinyl bed, panting and exhausted.

Doctor Boehner pulled his now-softening cock from Jake’s tight little ass, and it emerged with an audible “pop” and a deluge of hot, wet cum that rolled down Jake’s thighs like a river.

“Wow,” Doctor Boehner was pulling paper towels from a dispenser on the wall, and wiping off his hands and flaccid, but still impressive dick. “I needed that.” 

He pulled up his pants, tucking his cock back inside them and letting the elastic waistband of his boxers snap back into place with a ‘crack’ that echoed through the room.

“Oh, my precious Jake,” Doctor Boehner purred, brushing down the front of his suit pants. “That was just what the doctor ordered. 

In seconds, he’d managed to put herself back together; until it was impossible to imagine that he’d been fucking somebody just seconds earlier.

Jake, on the other hand, was a mess.

Ass aching deliciously, and the taste of the doctor’s musky cock still in Jake’s mouth, the athlete tried to straighten up. He gratefully accepted the paper towels Doctor Boehner offered him; mopping up the lotion slathered over his body, and the hot, wet trail of cum rolling down his thighs.

“All that lotion should make sure the itching doesn’t come back,” Doctor Boehner purred, as he wrote on a clipboard. Tearing off the top sheet, he handed it to Jake. It was a note clearing him to play in Saturday’s game.

“Even so, you’d better come back and see me next week,” the handsome doctor winked. “I’ll get the receptionist to set you up an appointment.” He leaned closer, and squeezed Jake’s bare ass. “Wear something slutty.”

And with that, the handsome doctor left the office – calling out over his shoulder: “Get dressed. I’ve got another appointment in here in five minutes.”

Naked, bemused, but satisfied, Jake scrabbled for his clothes.

The End


Open House

Chapter One

Paul Smith was having a bad day.

It had started off when the good-looking real estate investor had turned up to his latest project – a beautiful McMansion located a few miles outside of town – only to find his entire construction crew slouching about, drinking beer.

“What the fuck is going on?” Paul screamed, as he threw open the door to his Porsche Carrera and clip-clopped across the driveway in his gleaming Gucci loafers. “I don’t pay you guys to sit around and scratch your balls.”

But it looked like the ten-man renovation crew was doing exactly that. The guys were sitting out on the tailgate of their trucks, drinking Coronas and smoking cigarettes.

“Jesus Christ!” Paul screamed, putting his hands on his narrow hips. “I heard you goddamn wetbacks were lazy, but this is ridiculous!”

Carlos, the foreman of the construction crew, picked himself up from where he was lying on the grass, and sauntered over to the screaming businessman.

Dark eyes narrow, he gave the polished-looking young man a menacing look up and down before he spoke; sneering at Paul’s slim, fitted suit pants and flashy, designer shirt. Paul was a classic pretty boy – the kind of metrosexual kid you might mistake for being gay by his outfits and mannerisms.

“Yo!” Paul was barking, as he saw Carlos approach. “What’s the hold-up, Juan? Why aren’t you guys working? I have an open house on Saturday.”

Carlos threw his half-smoked cigarette onto the driveway and stubbed it out with the heel of his shoe.

“Hey, Mr. Smith,” he shrugged. “We turned up at 7am like you asked, but – like – the house was locked.”

Paul pulled off his Bahama Jim sunglasses and narrowed his icy blue eyes.

“Locked? Locked?” His lips tightened. “What do you mean locked?”

“You said the keys would be in the back door,” he shrugged. “They weren’t there.” The Mexican foreman held up his hands. “If the house isn’t open, Man, we can’t fix nothing.”

This did not seem to placate Paul.

“And you’re telling me this now?” Paul started tapping the toes of his shoe. “It’s nearly eleven o’clock. Are you telling me that you and your wetback friends have been sitting on your asses for the four hours because you couldn’t open the back door?” 

Carlos cocked his head on one side.

“Like, yeah.”

“And you’ve been on the clock this whole time?” Paul’s face was turning red. “Jesus Christ!” He turned the knocked a beer can off the tailgate of the nearest truck. It went clattering down the driveway, sending a spray of foam across the asphalt. “You assholes are useless.”

Stomping past Carlos, Paul walked around to the back door of the beautiful house. He climbed up the three steps and peered in through the window.

“There!” He called, assuming Carlos was still listening. “The fucking keys are right there! On the window sill.” He rattled the back door. It was locked.

So that explained why the work crew hadn’t opened up and started the project. Sandra, his realtor, had left the keys exactly where he said he would; but let the door latch snap shut on the way out.

“Stupid bitch,” Paul rolled his eyes. “She’s next on the shit list.”

But first thing was first.

Storming back round to the front of the house, Paul put his hands on his hips and roared at the assembled crew of carpenters and floorers.

“Yo!”

Disinterestedly, the all looked up at his. Some of them even put down their beers.

“I don’t know which door you wetbacks crossed the Rio Grande on,” he spat, “or whose fake green card it is you’re using. Nobody sits on their ass while they’re working on my dime.”

He spat on the floor.

“You’re all fired!”

Some of the construction workers started mumbling angrily. They exchanged glances; asking each other questions in Spanish. Then they turned to Carlos.

“Hey, hey, relax man,” the foreman remained calm, holding up his palms and addressing Paul. “We have a contract, Mr. Smith. And, besides, you still owe us twenty grand from that last rebuild down in the valley.”

Paul rolled his eyes.

“You’re fired,” he repeated. “All of you! Now get the fuck off my property, before I call the police.” And then his icy blue eyes narrowed. “Or, looking at half of you, maybe I’d be better off calling the immigration department.”

There were some angry grumblings from the assembled crowd of carpenters and builders, but once again Carlos managed to keep them calm.

“Dude, you owe us,” he told his. “You can fire us from this project if you like, but we ain’t leaving until you’ve paid us for that last job, at least – and the four hours we spent waiting for your ass to show up this morning.”

Paul scowled.

“Get yourself a lawyer,” he hissed, and then span on his heel and started walking back around to the rear of the house. “If you want your money, you can take it out of my ass.”

And as far as he was concerned, that was the end of the conversation. The last thing he expected Carlos and his crew to see of his was his ass – tight and toned in his fitted Armani pants.

But, as it happened, that wasn’t quite how things worked out.


Chapter Two

“Shit,” Paul scowled, as he climbed up the steps to the rear of the house a second time and tried the handle again.

Locked.

And the only keys were sitting on the window sill; not five inches away from his fingers – separated from him by just two sheets of double-glazed glass.

“Shit,” he repeated.

He needed to keys for a multitude of reasons – not least of which was the need to hire a new crew and get them inside to tear up the carpets and reframe the bathroom before Saturday’s Open House. 

Right now, he presumed Carlos and his crew were slinking away in their piece-of-shit Ford trucks, and it would be quite the scramble trying to find a crew to replace them this late in the project.

So what could he do?

Then he looked down at the door and had an idea.

The previous owners of the luxurious house had owned a gorgeous German Shepherd; and installed an over-sized doggy door in the back so the pooch could come and go into the large yard as and when he pleased.

Paul actually hated the doggy door. Replacing the back door had been one of the first things on his to-do list for the home renovation. But in this instance? Perhaps it was going to save his ass.

With a quick look over his shoulder, to confirm that Carlos and his lazy buddies weren’t loitering in the back yard, Paul got down on his knees and tried the doggy door.

It swung too and fro easily. While the realtor had been overly diligent about locking the back door, the silly bitch had clearly forgotten to lock the doggy door.

Which, in this instance, suited Paul just fine.

He gave the width of the door a quick appraisal. Could he fit through it?

Sure, he could. He didn’t run fifteen miles every week for nothing.

Slipping off his jacket, Paul got back onto his hands and knees and crawled up to the doggy door. This wasn’t going to be dignified – but five minutes on his knees and hopefully all his problems would be behind his.

With one last glance over his shoulder, he pushed the door. It swung inward.

He poked his head through.

So far, so good. He suddenly found himself staring into the empty kitchen.

Turning his head, he looked up – to see if he could reach the keys, sitting on the window sill.

If he could just get his arm through…

Struggling, Paul reversed out of the doggy door, and slipped both his hands through it first. Then he aimed his head inside and struggled to get through.

His shoulders jammed against the edge of the doggy door.

“Nnnnnnghh!” Paul stretched his arm up, inside the door. “Nnnnngh!”

The window sill – and the keys – were frustratingly just out of reach.

Biting his bottom lip, Paul stretched. He still couldn’t reach.

If only he could get his shoulders through the door. That would give his just enough extra reach. For the first time in his life, he regretted the hours he spent weightlifting in the gym to make his shoulders broader and stronger.

He hunched those well-defined shoulders together to create a narrower profile, and wriggled against the doorframe. Slowly – painfully – his shoulders slipped into place. A moment later, with a ‘pop’, they slipped through the doggy door and Paul lurched inside a full six inches.

“Yes!” With the door frame tightly around his ribcage, Paul found himself half-in and half-out of the doggy door; and that meant he could swivel painfully around, stretch up and…

Yes! He grabbed the keys!

Triumphantly, Paul tried to reverse out of the doggy door the same way he’d come. His shoulders met resistance at the doorframe; and he found he couldn’t pull himself out.

Not to worry, the handsome real estate developer figured. He’d gotten in. It was only logical that he’d be able to pull himself out again. Right?

He struggled to pull himself out. The doorframe blocked his shoulders. After three or four painful attempts, Paul accepted surrender.

It wasn’t that he was too wide – after all, he had fit through the door originally. It was just he had the traction to push himself through; but there was nothing he could push himself to reverse the process.

He struggled again – until he was sweating, and his shoulders were aching. For the first time, a spurt of panic hit his. Was he… stuck?

Then he laughed. Of course not. He got in there, right? Surely if he couldn’t pull himself out, he could just push himself fully through the doggy door and then turn around and unlock the door to let himself out.

Feeling slightly more relieved, Paul dug his toes into the porch and pushed.

There was a clank! 

Paul struggled, but felt a tugging around his waist. He realized his belt buckle – the $400 silver belt buckle he’d bought last time he was on Rodeo Drive – had got snarled up on the edge of the doggy door. He wasn’t going anywhere; not without taking his pants off (and he couldn’t do that, with his hands stuck on the other side of the door.)

With a barely-stifled sob, Paul tried to back out of the door again. He ignored the pain in his shoulders as he tried to slip back out; but after five minutes of struggling, wriggling and writhing, it became apparent he really was stuck.

Paul slumped, defeated.

He was panting and out of breath. Sweat was pouring down his face. And he was still stuck head-first in the doggy door of this luxurious house.

Tears swelled in his eyes as he thought about the humiliation of this current predicament. If anybody came walking into the back yard, all they’d see would be his tight, taut ass, sticking out of the doggy door.

But the only thing more terrifying than the thought of being found in that predicament was not being found in that predicament.

What if nobody came?


Chapter Three

The more Paul thought about it, the more he realized nobody was scheduled to come that day. Or the day after. Most of this week was focused on the work crew stripping and reframing the house; and he’d just sent those itinerant wetbacks off with their tails between their legs.

Holy shit, Paul thought to himself. He might be stuck out here for days.

Then a more rational instinct took over.

He wasn’t out in the middle of the woods. This was suburban California. The house might be big and imposing, but the nearest neighbors weren’t that far away. If he could just attract their attention…

Ignoring his humiliation, Paul swiveled his head around and cried out: “Help!”

His voice was muffled by the door. This would have been so much easier, he realized, if it had been his head stuck out of the doggy door, not his ass.

But nevertheless, this was the best plan he had.

“Help!” Paul cried again. “Help! Is anybody there? I’m stuck!”

After a few minutes of yelling, panic set in. He started screaming, instead.

“Help! Please, God, help me! I’m stuck! Help!”

Soon sweat was beading on his brow, and he was wailing in pure panic. “Heeeeelp!”

And then he heard a creak on the stairs.

He stopped mid-yell, and listened to the wood groaning as somebody stepped up behind his.

Confirming it, a shadow blocked the window of the door he was stuck half-way in and out of.

“Hello?” Paul struggled to turn around, but he couldn’t. “Hello? Is somebody there?” He sobbed openly. “Oh, thank fuck. You’ve got to get me out of here!”

And then that sob of gratitude got trapped in his throat.

“Mr. Smith?”

The voice was muffled through the door, but unmistakable. A Spanish accent, deepened by years of smoking cigarettes. 

“Mr. Smith?” The voice repeated. “Is that you?”

It was Carlos.

A chill went through every inch of Paul’s trapped body. Of all the people he could have had discover his in this predicament, the last person he’d wanted it to be was the itinerant foreman he’d just reamed out and fired.

“Mr. Smith?” Carlos was asking again. “Is that you?”

Paul wanted to remain silent – to let the dirty construction worker walk off and leave his. But he realized that was hardly practical. Help had arrived; even if it wasn’t the help he wanted.

“Yeah,” Paul called through the door. “I’m stuck.”

There was a laugh that Paul could barely hear through the door.

“I’ll say,” Carlos was joking. “What the heck happened, Mr. Smith?”

“I was just trying to get the keys,” Paul snarled. “I thought I could reach them through this doggy door.” He rolled his eyes. “That’s hardly important, anyway. Are you going to help me, or what?”

There was a pause.

“Well, me and the boys… We were just about to leave. Then I figured I’d walk back around one last time and try to talk some sense into you.”

Paul narrowed his eyes – although obviously Carlos wouldn’t be able to appreciate the scowl.

“If you want to talk,” he growled, “get me out of here.” Not that it would make much difference, he figured.

The stairs creaked again, and suddenly Paul felt something brush against his backside – sticking out of the doggy door. He couldn’t be sure, but he figured Carlos must be standing on the top step, directly behind him.

“Tell you what, Mr. Smith,” Carlos said cheerfully – his voice much clearly now he was standing directly behind his. “How about we talk now, and we’ll consider getting you out afterward.”

Paul felt chills.

“I’m hardly in a position to negotiate like this,” he spat back.

“No,” Carlos purred. “No, you’re not.”

And then, to Paul’s horror, he suddenly felt his hand on the small of his back – through his clothes.

“Dude!” Paul screeched. “And get your hands off of me, man!”

Carlos laughed, and the hand on his back slid up and down, rubbing his back affectionately. 

“I can get my hands off you,” Carlos laughed, “or I can get you out of there.” He paused. “I can’t do both.”

Paul’s cheeks burned red. He realized he was right.

“Jesus, well quit touching me like that. It’s weird.”

Carlos continued to rub his back.

“O-okay,” Paul stammered. “But shit, man. I’m not going to discuss business with you like this,” he hissed. “Get me out of here.”

“Why not?” Carlos stroked his back. “I figure you do most of your talking out your ass anyway.”

“Fuck you, bro!” Paul’s cheeks burned red.

“Well, listen, dude,” Carlos said soothingly. “Why don’t we quickly discuss your business obligations; and when we’ve reached a mutually-beneficial agreement, I’ll work on getting you out of here.” 

He rattled the door. “It’s lucky you wanted to replace this thing. We may have to cut you out of it.”

Paul squeezed shut his eyes. He couldn’t believe this was happening to him.

“Fuck,” he swore. “Okay. Fine. What did you want to say?”

Carlos started stroking Paul’s back again. It continued making Paul extremely uncomfortable.

“So, bro,” Carlos continued. “Me and the boys are still here. I know you told us to get outta here, but I had a feeling we’d be able to change your mind.” 

His hand slipped lower down Paul’s back, until it was resting on the very top of his ass.

“Dude!” Paul protested. Carlos ignored him. 

“So how about it?” The foreman demanded. “You hire us back to finish the job, and we get you right out of there?”

Paul grumbled. 

He hated this.  He hated the thought of acquiescing to this dirtbag – but circumstances were making his realize he had very little choice.

It wasn’t just the fact that he was stuck. I mean, surely Carlos would have had to let his out anyway. It was the fact that even when he did get out, and got the sleazy foreman on his way, he’d have to bust his ass finding a replacement crew.

Perhaps it was better just to swallow his pride and let him take back the job.

“O-okay,” he nodded (again, not that Carlos would be able to see it.) “Okay, you guys can do the job.” He tried to force himself to laugh. “I mean, you’re already here, after all.”

There was a moment’s silence; one that made Paul even more uncomfortable than the hot and heavy weight of Carlos’s hand on his ass. 

“Deal,” Carlos eventually agreed.

Paul breathed a sigh of relief.

Then he had to go and spoil it all. 

“But…”

Paul froze when he heard that hated word.

“But,” Carlos repeated. “I have a couple of conditions.”


Chapter Four

Paul said nothing. 

“First off, you write me a check for the twenty grand you owe us. Today.”

Paul nodded. And when he realized Carlos wouldn’t be able to see that, he confirmed with a sharp: “Okay.”

But he didn’t stop there. 

“Next,” Carlos continued.

“Next?” Paul cried out. “What the fuck do you mean ‘next’?”

“Next,” Carlos explained, “we need to renegotiate the terms of this job.”

Paul said nothing.

“We can start,” the smooth-talking contractor continued, “by adding another 30% to the material costs. I’m barely breaking even on those as it is.” 

His big hand started to rub up and down Paul’s back.

“And then you can double the labor costs.”

That was enough to snap Paul out of his fugue.

“What?”

“You heard me, bro,” Carlos purred.

“Double your costs?” Paul was already doing the math inside his head. “Do you know what that would do to my profit margin?”

He couldn’t see it, but he knew Carlos had just shrugged his shoulders.

“Ain’t my problem.”

“No,” Paul hissed. “No!” He wriggled and writhed and tried to pull himself free. “You just crossed the line, buddy.” His shoulders screamed as tried to pull them free. “Get me the fuck out of here, and then you can go and fuck yourself!”  

Carlos laughed.

“Aww, muerdealmohadas,” he purred, rubbing his ass. “Sure you don’t want to reconsider?”

“Get your filthy hands off me,” Paul wiggled his taut ass from side to side, trying to dislodge his hand. “I said stop touching me, you dirty Mexican!”

Carlos pulled his hand away.

“About time,” Paul spat.

But there was no apology. Instead – Carlos coldly corrected his: “Actually, I’m from El Salvador.”

And then he swung his palm down hard on Paul’s ass – giving him a sharp, painful spank that echoed across the garden.

“Jesus Christ!” 

The impact would have been enough to launch Paul straight through the doggy door he was trapped in, if it wasn’t for his snarled belt buckle.

“How dare you!” He screamed. “Get me out of here, you fucking wetback! So I can kick your ass!”

Carlos howled with laughter; and this did not please Paul.

“What the fuck are you laughing about?” He screamed. “When I get out of here, I’m kicking your ass! And then I’m calling the cops! Immigration! I’m suing your ass!” He struggled to get free, to no avail. “I’m going to make sure they send you back to Mexico on that fucking door you floated in on!”

Slap! Carlos’s palm impacted with Paul’s ass a second time. Harder.

“I told you, you fucking mamaverga,” he snapped. “I’m from El Salvador.” 

“Like I give a fuck?” Paul kicked his legs out, trying to strike him with the heel of his Gucci loafers. “El Salvador? Mexico? Who gives a crap?” He kicked his legs again. “You’re just a fucking greaseball, and if you think you’re getting a fucking penny out of me, you’ve got another think coming.”

When he heard that, Carlos started laughing again.

“Aww, parchita,” his big hand rubbed Paul’s ass menacingly. “You may be a rich, good-looking dude – but you sure ain’t smart.” And then his hand slid down, until Carlos was cupping one of Paul’s muscular ass-cheeks through his Armani pants. “I’m gonna get my money’s worth one way or another.”

Carlos asked his one last time: “Do we have a deal, or not?”

“Go fuck yourself,” Paul spat.

And then Carlos started laughing again.

But this time, it was a deep and menacing laugh. The laugh of a guy who was going to do something truly despicable.

“Hey, boys!”

His voice echoed through the garden. Paul could hear it clearly, even through the wood of the door he was stuck inside.

“Hey, boys! Ven aca!” Carlos was repeating. And then Paul heard some muffled cat calls and voices as Carlos’s work crew came around to the back of the house.

His cheeks burned.

Those dirty Mexican scumbags would be discovering his ass, sticking out of the doggy door – like a moose head mounted on the wall. It was humiliating.

“Hey, boys,” Carlos called out to what he only assumed was a semi-circled group of itinerant workers. “Remember what Mr. Smith here told us earlier?”

Paul whimpered as he heard some grunting and comments he couldn’t quite understand through the door.

This was killing him. How many people were out there? And were they all staring at his ass? Sticking out of the doggy door. Jesus, this was humiliating.

Carlos continued:

“Earlier today, this stuck up maricon told us if we wanted our money, we’d have to take it out of his ass.” And the Carlos slapped Paul’s backside again with the palm of his hand. Smack!

“Fuuck!” Paul screamed.

Carlos rubbed Paul’s stinging cheeks lovingly.

“Well, conveniently for us,” the foreman purred, in a menacingly deep voice, “his ass is right here, waiting for us.”


Chapter Five

On the other side of the door, Paul’s eyes widened.

Had he just heard what he thought he’d heard?

There was a loud cheer from the assembled crowd – the crowd Paul couldn’t even see.

Oh, shit, he thought. What was happening?

And then he felt it.

Carlos’s hand slid up his backside, over the material of his pants, until the foreman’s fingers curled around his belt and the waistband of his pants. And then Carlos started to pull.

“What the fuck?”

Paul felt his pants yanked down, over the curve of his tight ass.

“No!” He screamed. “Stop! Stop that!”

But Carlos didn’t.

Carlos kept yanking down Paul’s pants, until the real estate investor felt the cool air on his bare backside. Carlos had yanked down his pants and boxer shorts, until they were half-way down his thighs.

There was a loud cheer from behind Paul, muffled through the door.

The young businessman’s cheeks burned red.

Ten dirty construction workers were staring at his bare, white ass, stuck there in the doggy door.

“Wooo!” Carlos whooped, and slapped Paul’s muscular cheeks. “Check it out! Maricon’s got an ass tighter and whiter than two boiled eggs.” And then there was another slap! 

Carlos’s spanks impacted against the bare skin of Paul’s exposed ass.

Tears started rolling down his cheeks.

“No!” He sobbed. “No, please! No!”

But Carlos wasn’t listening.

He started rubbing his hands on the pale, taut flesh of Paul’s ass. 

“Check it out, boys!” He roared to the assembled crowd. “This stuck up maricon got caught with his pants down!”

And the assembled group whooped and cat-called and hollered.

Paul’s cheeks were burning with shame – so hot, he thought the fat tears rolling down them would sizzle into steam. 

God, it was so humiliating. All those dirty fucking bastards, staring at his bare ass.

But it was going to get a lot worse than that, he feared.

“Whoooo!” Carlos’s calloused fingers slipped between Paul’s bare thighs, and found his cock and balls nestled between them. “I found his polla and pelotas!” Spreading Paul’s thighs, Carlos wrestled his cock and balls out, until the assembled crowd could see them.

Paul squeezed shut his eyes. He’d never felt more helpless or humiliated in his life. And then it got worse.

Carlos’s fingers curled around the shaft of Paul’s limp little dick, and started rubbing up and down. 

Oh, fuuuck, Paul groaned. Despite the humiliation of the situation – and the fact that it was this arrogant bastard violating him – he couldn’t stop his body responding to Carlos’s touch. His cock started to swell with blood.

And it didn’t go unnoticed.

“Ooooh, boys,” Carlos called out. “Maricon’s getting hard.” And to Paul’s shame, he realized his cock was straining at Carlos’s touch; growing thick and hard as Carlos roughly stroked him. “I think he likes this.”

Paul wished that nothing could be further from the truth – but while he was terrified and ashamed, Paul was also getting breathless at the touch of this strange man on his body. 

Just for the record, Paul wasn’t gay. I mean, aside from that time at Bible Camp. And that hot tub incident with those two rugby players, when he was on spring break. But aside from this experiments, he was straight.

Honest.

But he hung his head in shame, and moaned as he tried to stop his body responding to Carlos’s rough fingers.

“You do you like this,” Carlos’s voice was directed at Paul this time; soft and menacing. “You like me stroking your little pepino, don’t you, maricon?”

“Y-you’re a fucking pig,” Paul shouted through the door. “You’re a fucking filthy pig.”

Carlos laughed, and started caressing Paul’s ass with one hand, while he rubbed the handsome young man’s cock and balls with the other. 

“You’re such a pretty bitch, maricon,” he purred, as he stroked Paul obscenely. “But why you gotta act like a bitch all the time?” It seemed like a genuine question; and Paul’s cheeks burned as he realized he didn’t know the answer.

“Maybe if you’d be nicer to people,” Carlos continued, “they’d be nicer to you.” 

Here was a click, followed by a schlurp noise from the other side of the door. 

Paul didn’t know it, but Carlos had reached into the pocket of his work coat and pulled out a little tub of Vaseline he carried around to rub on his calloused hands.

Although this time, he was scooping out a glob to rub over the tips of his fingers.

Paul didn’t see any of this – but he did then suddenly feel Carlos press his Vaseline-smothered thumb against the puckered pink starfish of Paul’s asshole. 


Chapter Six

Paul moaned as he felt his ass threaten to open up at the pressure.

“You know what I figure, maricon?” Carlos growled hungrily, as he teased Paul’s swollen dick with his other hand. “I reckon the reason you act like such a bitch is because you want to be a little cundango bitch?”

Again, he pressed his thumb against Paul’s asshole, and thanks to the slick Vaseline, it started to open.

“I reckon you’re craving a big, bad bugarrón to fuck you like a little bitch,” he sneered. “You pretend to be a badass straight boy, but I saw straight through you – the moment you came strutting over in your little Gucci shoes and your too-tight pants. You’re a fucking faggot just playing straight.” 

Then Carlos pressed the tip of a second finger against Paul’s puckered pink asshole, and Paul moaned in shame as his ass almost opened up to accept it.

“Tell you what, maricon,” he purred. “Me and the boys here? We like a little maricon ass every now and then – and we’re going to take what you owe me exactly like you said – out of your ass.”

Paul sobbed.

“But first? First I’m going to make you beg for it.”

Tears rolling down his cheeks, Paul yelled through the door: “That’ll never happen, you pig.”

“Want to bet?” Carlos growled.

Paul groaned. The foreman began to stroke Paul’s swollen cock faster in response, until Paul could no longer control himself. He squirmed his hips in pleasurable discomfort.

Carlos chuckled, and used the movement of Paul’s hips to press his fingers harder against the opening of the handsome businessman’s ass.

“Unnnngh.”

Paul began pressing his hips back against Carlos’s hand. The foreman kept his fingers rigid, so when Paul pushed back against his hand, he suddenly impaled his own ass on Carlos’s fingers.

“Uuuuuungh!” On the other side of the door, Paul grunted as he felt himself filled and stretched by Carlos’s thick, calloused fingers.

“Aww, maricon,” Carlos chuckled. “This isn’t the first time you’ve had something up your ass, is it?” With two fingers buried inside of Paul’s asshole, Carlos continued stroking the younger man’s cock. “I told you I’m going to make you beg for it,” he purred.

“D-do your worst, you bastard,” Paul growled in response.

And so Carlos did.

The foreman’s calloused fingers worked like magic; coaxing Paul’s cock into a throbbing, rock-hard shaft and opening the younger man’s tight, virginal asshole like it was a flower blossoming in the summer sunshine.

“Nnnnnngh,” Paul tried to resist the inexorable pleasure between his legs. He squirmed, making the doggy door rattle. He lifted one hand so he could sink his teeth into his fist.

“Awwww,” Carlos purred, as he fucked Paul’s puckered asshole with his two Vaseline-smeared fingers. “Is this stuck up little blanquito having trouble staying so stern and focused?”

“F-fuck you,” Paul hissed.

“Was that an invitation?”

“N-no,” He spat. “Hell no. You know what I…. oh my God!”

The cry came as Carlos jabbed a third finger into Paul’s tight ass, and the tips of Carlos’s fingers began to put pressure on Paul’s prostate. As the foreman’s other hand stroked his swollen cock, Paul realized the arrogant bastard was forcing him towards orgasm.

Or so he thought.

As Paul felt the pressure begin to build in the tip of his cock, Carlos suddenly stopped.

For a second, there was delicious relief from the humiliation.

And then… a growing frustration. Need.

He started squirming his hips, pressing his ass back against Carlos’s hand. 

Carlos grinned. “Oh, I see, maricon. Not playing so hard to get now are you?”

“Nnnnngh,” Paul ground his hips back against Carlos’s hand. He’d been on the brink of orgasm. How could he stop now, of all times? He hadn’t even wanted to touch him, but now how dare he stop!

“K-keep going,” he stammered.

“What’s that?” Carlos purred, and stroked Paul’s cock again. It almost made the younger man’s head explode. He groaned hotly. 

Carlos began fingering Paul’s ass again – and the combination of the handjob and prostate massage was bringing Paul closer and closer to the brink of orgasm. But once again, just before the younger man surrendered to the explosion of pleasure, Carlos stopped.

“W-why do you keep stopping?” Paul wailed.

“’Cos I want to hear it, maricon,” Carlos purred back. “I want to hear you beg.”

And with that, he began expertly fingering Paul’s ass again – until the real estate investor was once again about to explode in pleasure.

And then Carlos stopped – once again cruelly denying Paul at the last minute. 

“I want to hear you beg, bitch.”

Carlos waited just long enough for the edge to wear off, and then start coaxing Paul towards an unfulfilled climax once again.

It was too much. Paul’s eyes were wide. Pre-cum was drooling from the tip of his cock, as Carlos stroked it.

“D-don’t stop,” Paul moaned, as he ground his ass back against Carlos’s hand, driving the Hispanic contractor’s fingers in and out of his ass. “For fuck’s sake, don’t stop.”

So Carlos abruptly stopped.

“I said d-don’t stop,” Paul wailed. “Don’t stop.”


Chapter Seven

Carlos laughed.

“I knew it,” he growled. “I knew you were just a stuck up boy-slut. All you need is good fucking, you faggot” He began fingering Paul’s ass again, and stroking his cock – just enough to balance him on the knife-edge of orgasm, and then leave his hanging. “You want me to fuck you, bitch?”

“Uuuungh,” Paul was humping his ass back onto Carlos’s hand; impaling himself on the older man’s thick fingers. “Please, you fucking sadist. Please.”

Carlos purred: “Please what?”

“Please…” Paul begged.

“You want me to make you cum?” He asked. 

“Please…”

“I can make you cum, blanquito,” Carlos promised. “If I stick my big, fat dick into that faggot ass of yours, you’re going to cum like you’ve never cum before.”

“Uuuuungh,” Paul groaned.

“But if you want me to make you cum, bitch,” Carlos insisted, stroking Paul’s straining cock with his fingers just enough to keep the pressure on. “You’re gonna have to beg.”

“W-what do you mean?” Paul rolled his head back and forth in frustration. 

“Beg me to fuck you,” Carlos purred, and then he rubbed the young man’s dick until he was right on the brink of cumming again. “Beg me to fuck you, and then beg me to let the rest of my hermana fuck your slutty ass like a common puta.” 

Just a second before Paul exploded, Carlos stopped stroking the handsome man’s straining cock, and repeated: “Beg me, bitch.”

“O-okay,” Paul groaned. “Oh, God. Whatever. Please. Just let me cum.”

Carlos left him hanging. “That’s not good enough.”

“Nnnnnnngh,” Paul moaned.

“I want you to beg, bitch,” he insisted, fingers sliding in and out of Paul’s ass – teasing his prostate and keeping him on the brink of climax. “Go on – beg me.”

“Oh, God,” Paul moaned, surrendering. “Please. I beg you. Make me cum. I beg you.” He couldn’t believe he was saying it – but he needed to cum so badly.  

“Beg me to what, bitch?” 

“Fuck me,” Paul rolled his eyes. “Oh, God – please. Please fuck me.”

And as those degrading words left his mouth, he heard sounds he both dreaded, and absolutely craved.

The jingle of a belt buckle. The zip of flies. The rustle of pants being pulled down.

“Oh, God,” Paul moaned. “Oh, fuuuck.”

Carlos’s voice was soft and menacing.

“Oh, I like to hear you beg,” he hissed. “You told us we’d have to take the money out of your ass? Well, you just begged for each of my crew to take what they’re owed.”

And with that, Paul felt Carlos’s rough hands on his naked hips, and the heat of the foreman’s hairy thighs press against his own.

“Uuuugh!” Paul moaned. 

He felt a hard, smooth object pressed between his ass cheeks. Carlos’s cock. 

Carlos aimed the swollen head of his shaft for the tight little knot of Paul’s asshole – already opened up and lubed with Vaseline by the foreman’s fingers.

Carlos pushed.

“Aiiiiie!” Paul screamed. “Oh, God, no!”

But Carlos was remorseless. Gripping the base of his cock, the foreman forced it against Paul’s ass until the younger man’s tight little tush surrendered; and the head of Carlos’s Vaseline-slick dick ‘popped’ past the tightly clenched ring of Paul’s sphincter.

“Aiiiiiie!” Paul arched his back, and wailed as he felt his ass stretched and filled. 

Inch by inch, Carlos forced his cock inside Paul’s tight backside; and Paul was sure only the thick and slick Vaseline smeared in and out of his ass was preventing Carlos from tearing his ass in two.

It felt impossibly huge and hard inside of him; but Paul’s ass opened obediently as Carlos thrust his hips forward. Inch by inch, Paul’s ass was stretched and filled by the foreman’s thick shaft.

“Unnnngh,” Paul wailed. He bit his bottom lip.

He couldn’t believe this was happening to him. When he’d got up this morning, he’d considered himself a tough and independent businessman. 

Now he was on his knees, with some dirty Mexican – okay, an El Salvadorian – fucking his ass like he was his prison bitch.

“Ooooh, maricon,” Carlos groaned, as he bottomed out inside Paul’s ass, and the foreman’s pubic hair tickled the smooth skin of Paul’s butt. “Your ass is tight.” He slapped Paul’s ass, hard. “You a virgin back there, bitch?”

Paul didn’t answer. He felt impossibly full. Too full to think.

“I’m gonna fucking enjoy this, maricon,” Carlos began to thrust; his calloused hands gripping the smooth skin of Paul’s hips. He began fucking his ass in earnest.

“Oh, God,” Paul groaned, as he was jostled backwards and forwards, making the doggy door rattle. The big, hard cock buried in his asshole pistoned in and out. On its deepest thrust – when Carlos sunk balls-deep inside of him – Paul could feel the swollen head of Carlos’s shaft press directly against his prostate. It felt amazing.

And that felt disgusting. Fat tears of shame rolled down Paul’s cheeks. What was happening to him?

“Awww, baby,” Carlos’s rough hands yanked down Paul’s pants even further. “Let’s get you out of this.” And then there was a riiiip! as Carlos tore Paul’s Armani pants clean off. 


Chapter Eight

Paul wailed – both at the humiliation, and the expense.

Now he was naked from the waist down. He’d never felt so exposed, or violated in his entire life; and yet the remorseless in-out, in-out of Carlos’s big cock was making his cock swell and throb.

“Oh, yeah, maricon,” Carlos groaned, and Paul felt the foreman’s big cock swell and throb inside of his ass. “That’s it. You’re getting close, aren’t you, bitch?”

“Uunnngh,” Paul bit his bottom lip, and let his head hand limply. Carlos was right.

Each thrust was making the foreman’s big, fat cock press against Paul’s prostate; and each time it did so, it drove the younger man closer to orgasm.

“Ooooh, yeah,” Carlos continued fucking his, driving his orgasm longer and harder. “That’s it, blanquito. Cum for me, you little slut.”

But before Paul could cum, Carlos sunk his cock as deeply into Paul’s plundered asshole as he could, and let out a deep, guttural moan.

Paul’s eyes widened as he felt it – the swelling throb of Carlos’s cock as it spurted cum deep inside of his ass.

Paul wailed.

Each powerful spurt of semen seemed to impact Paul right on his prostate; and that – combined with his body’s involuntary responses – nearly tipped him over the edge into a gut-wrenching climax.

“Oh, fuck, yes,” Paul groaned, and his cheeks burned with shame.

“Wow,” with a cheer, Carlos pulled his softening cock from Paul’s plundered asshole. It was followed by a deluge of hot, wet cum that rolled down Paul’s thighs. “This little maricon’s ass is tight!” 

The stairs creaked as he stood up and turned to his assembled buddies. There was a roar of approval from all the assembled men that Paul couldn’t see.

“Come on up here, Juan,” Carlos called, and the stairs creaked again. “It’s your turn, hermano!” 

Paul’s eyes widened. 

No. No, he couldn’t be serious. Could he?

But the answer to that question was the sound of another belt buckle being undone, and then more rough, calloused hands on his bare ass.

Rough fingers parted his cheeks and then Paul felt the hard, hot pressure of another cock against his puckered asshole.

“Nooooo,” Paul wailed, as a faceless stranger sunk his dick inside him.

The crowd of itinerant workers roared with approval as ‘Juan’ fucked Paul. The door rattled as the young businessman was jerked back and forth, just like the big stranger’s cock in his ass was sliding in and out of him.

Tears rolled down Paul’s cheeks. He groaned with shame.

“Aww, check it out, man,” Carlos was roaring. “I told you all this maricon needed was a good fucking.” And then the stairs creaked, as he knelt down and pressed his face against the door.

“Yo, blanquito,” Carlos hissed through the door. “You like this?”

“Uuuuughh,” was all Paul could respond with.

“Yeah,” Carlos’s hand slid between Paul’s bare thighs, and he curled his fingers around the businessman’s straining cock. “Yeah, you like it you little slut.”

Carlos stroked Paul’s cock and massaged his balls, while Juan fucked the businessman’s muscular little ass. The door rattled as the force of the Mexican’s thrusts hammered it back and forth on its hinges. 

“Ohhh, estoy por acabar!” Juan suddenly announced, and Paul didn’t need a translation. He could feel Juan’s cock swelling up inside of his tightly stretched ass.

Carlos spanked his buddy on the ass and told Juan: “Cum in the bitch!”

And so Juan did.

Paul moaned as he felt himself filled for a second time with burning hot spurts of cum. He felt like a worthless piece of meat – like a boy-bitch in heat, being bred. 

As Juan pulled his softening cock from Paul’s tormented ass, the younger man could feel the cum dripping down his thighs. Paul had just had two loads of pumped inside his ass in as many minutes.

And then the stairs creaked again, and Paul realized that this was just the beginning.

“Get in there, Hernandez,” Carlos ordered, as another faceless stranger knelt down and unzipped his pants. “Fill this maricon up.” Carlos pinched Paul’s ass. “Get your money’s worth, hermano.”

And whoever Hernando was, he did get his money’s worth.

And so did the guy after that.

And the one after that.


Chapter Nine

By the third time he was fucked, Paul stopped bothering to remember the names. After the fourth time he’d felt his ass filled with a stranger’s cum, he stopped even counting.

He just closed his eyes, and rode the wave of cock after cock. He just braced himself, as one big dick after another stretched and filled his ass; and then pumped him full of burning, sticky seed.

“Damn,” Carlos roared, long after Paul had stopped keeping count. “I think this little faggot is going to cum!”

And to his shame, Paul did. The motion of those cocks sliding in and out of his tight ass, and the constant repetitive pressure on his prostate, sent his wailing into a body-shuddering climax that made his cock swell, throb and finally spit its load uselessly onto the wooden planks beneath him.

Finally, one of the long line of faceless strangers pulled his flaccid cock from Paul’s freshly-fucked asshole, and the exhausted young man felt a deluge of wet cum running down his thighs. 

“Aww, man,” it was yet another voice, and yet another man kneeling down behind Paul’s exposed, bare ass.

“Jesus, man. This cundango’s asshole is all sloppy.” Paul felt fingers sink inside his stretched asshole; filled with God-knows how many loads of cum. “It’s gonna be like fucking a bowl of queso, man!” 

“Well, he told us to take what we owed out of his ass, man,” Carlos growled. “We’re just putting his little hueco to work.”

Like he was scooping up salsa, the man kneeling behind Paul scooped up a fistful of cum and stroked it up and down his straining cock.

“No!” Paul cried, as he felt that same cock pressed between the cheeks of his ass. “Nooo!”

But his cries fell on deaf ears.

“Aww, man,” finally, the stranger was buried balls-deep inside Paul’s virginal ass. “He might be sloppy, but he’s still tight, bro.” And then the faceless construction worker started fucking him. “Man, I haven’t had a piece of ass like this since I fucked that maricon in prison.”

Paul braced himself against the doorframe and tried to endure the brutal ass-fucking.

“Here,” Carlos’s voice was unmistakable. “Let’s see if we can get this little bitch to cum again.” And then, to Paul’s shame, he felt the foreman’s calloused fingers between his thighs, and his fingers curling around his sticky, flaccid cock.

Carlos began to rub.

“Come on, bitch,” Carlos goaded, as he started pleasuring Paul with his fingers. “Let’s get that little white pito big and hard again.” His thumb rubbed faster and faster, until Paul had to bite his lip to stop himself moaning. His cock was struggling to grow hard again.

It was intense. The feeling of being fucked in the ass, all while his dick was being goaded towards another erection.

“There’s nothing liking cumming on a big cock,” Carlos boasted, as he felt Paul’s cock swell. “You get enough practice at it, you can be trained so good, you’ll cum just by sticking having a dick stick in your ass.”

“Unnnnngh,” Paul groaned.

“Yeah,” Carlos heard his grunts and moaning. “Just like that.” And then he tipped the groaning businessman over the edge.

Paul wailed, and he came.

With a stranger’s dick buried in his ass, Paul orgasmed. It was the most intense climax of his life; and he spewed a second sticky load over the wooden floorboards beneath him that was – if it was possible – even bigger than his first.

When the waves of pleasure finally subsided, Paul flopped lifelessly; his legs and body going limp.

“Awwww, fuck,” the man fucking his ass groaned, and his cock swelled. “I’m cumming in the bitch.” And he did. Barely conscious, Paul felt the bulge and throb of his cock inside his tight little ass; as his ass was flooded with yet another load of cum.

“Aww, boys,” Carlos purred, rubbing Paul’s back as the cock was pulled from his ass with a wet-sounding ‘schlurp.’ “I think we broke him, boys.”

Paul lay there limply – barely acknowledging another man spreading his thighs, and another cock pressing against the gaping hole of his freshly-fucked ass. He could barely muster enough energy to moan, as he felt his ass filled and stretched for yet again.

Over the course of the next half hour, three more men fucked Paul in the ass. By the time the final stranger had blown his load inside him, and another river of cum had gone gushing down his sticky thighs, Paul was an incoherent mess.

He just lay there, gasping and groaning; his whole body quivering in post-orgasmic shock.

Finally, it was over.

The last of the construction workers had taken their turn with his previously virginal ass. He’d never be sure, but it felt like some had gone more than once.

Paul felt thoroughly despoiled. A disgusting, cum-filled mess. His thighs were gloopy with the seed of countless strangers. His ass were overflowing.

And he’d cum from it. Twice. As if he’d liked it.

So ashamed at the way his body had betrayed him, Paul barely registered Carlos and his crew struggling with the door, and a ‘crack’ as they bust open the lock.

Gently, they lifted the door off its hinges, and cracked open the frame to the doggy door.

With a sob, the half-naked Paul slithered free.

He landed on his sticky, bare ass on the porch. Wearing nothing but his shirt, the freshly-fucked real estate developer looked around in shame at the assembled crowd of workers.

There must have been a dozen of them. Unshaven, and swarthy, and all looking at him with disgusting self-satisfaction.

Every one of them had seen him naked. Every one of them had fucked his tight little ass; like he was a common prison bitch.

His cheeks burned red.

“Here,” it was Carlos, with a blanket from his truck. He threw it over Paul’s shoulders. “Come on up, maricon. Let’s take you inside.”

And bemused and dazed, Paul allowed himself to be hauled to his unsteady feet, and led into the dark, empty house.


Chapter Ten

Paul had heard the expression ‘fucked his brains out’ before, but after his experience in the doggy door of that luxurious house, he honestly did feel like he’d had his brains fucked out of his head. Everything was fuzzy, and confused.

He didn’t even remember driving home that day. 

He barely remembered taking a long, hot bath that night, and seeing the handprints on his body; and the strings of spent cum floating in the bathtub as he washed himself.

All that he did remember was lying in bed, exhausted, a few minutes later. And his fingers curling around his red, sore cock and stroking it to erection for the third time that day, as he recalled the events of that afternoon.

He stroked himself to a feeble, but satisfying orgasm.

There was one final thing Paul did before he finally fell asleep.

He reached with a trembling hand for his mobile phone, and sent Carlos a text message.

“Thought it over. Accept your terms. 30% increase in materials. Double the labor. Be on time tomorrow to begin work.”

And before he clicked ‘send’ he added: “Expect repeat of today once the job’s done.”

His exhausted cock throbbed at the thought; and Paul fell into a deep, satisfied sleep.

The End


Sissy Goes Black

Chapter One

Ross knew he was in trouble the moment she used his real name.

Normally, his mistress, Miranda, would talk to Ross using affectionate terms – “my little Piggy” being the cutest, and “Pet” being the term that would automatically make his cock stiffen and swell.

But today, Mistress Miranda snapped sharply down the phone: “Ross.”

Standing at home, clinging to the receiver, Ross felt butterflies in the pit of his stomach when he heard her call him that – suddenly feeling like he did all those years ago in High School, when he was about to get sent to the Principal’s office.

“Ross,” Miranda growled again, her crisp, upper-class British accent menacingly cold. “I thought I gave you very explicit instructions today.” She tutted, and the sound of disapproval stabbed Ross in the heart like a shard of ice. “I’m very disappointed in you.”

Ross felt his heart sink. The thought of disappointing Mistress Miranda was like a punch in the guts.

He knew what he’d done, of course. It had been the Facebook posts. The Instagram pictures. The text messages.

He’d been too needy. He’d practically been crying out for the attention of his mistress. He’d been messaging Miranda all day, or trying to make her respond through public, passive-aggressive posts in places he knew she’d see them.

And, when Miranda hadn’t returned his messages, Ross had craved her attention even more; and bugged her even further.

“I’ve told you a thousand times, Pet,” Miranda purred down the phone – soothing Ross’s heart a little to hear her call him “Pet” again. “Acting needy like that? Even for me? It’s beneath you.”

And Ross felt chills, because he knew that what Miranda said was true.

But it was tough. He was working from home this morning, and that just made his drab, and dreary life so much more intolerable. It was his ex-wife’s week with the kids, and aside from the sound of the TV and the washing machine, there was nothing to keep Ross from focusing on his crushing, soul-destroying loneliness.

Nothing except Mistress Miranda – the woman he’d met online who’d turned his life around. 

Ross needed her. Perhaps more today than ever before.

He’d felt a burning need for her today – and when that need started smoldering, he couldn’t help but try to get Miranda’s attention.

But even as Ross considered his actions of that morning, Mistress Miranda continued talking down the phone: “You’re better than that.”

Ross shivered, listening to her delicious voice.

He’d always thought it weird – to hear this woman who cared for him, and dominated him, and owned him, try to teach Ross not to be submissive; at least not to anybody who wasn’t her.

But that was what was so intoxicating about their relationship. 

Ross submitted himself body and soul to his mistress – but instead of tearing him apart, she worked to build Ross back up instead. 

In recent months, what with the divorce and all, when Ross had tried to stand tall and be tough in the real world, life quickly knocked him on his ass again. But in Miranda’s world, as Ross submitted to his mistress’ every whim, he found a strength and peace and love within himself again. She made him whole.

And that was what had made him act so needy this morning.

“Now Pet,” Miranda barked, snapping Ross out of his thoughts. “I need to see you. We need to get to the bottom of this troubling behavior.” She paused, clearly looking at her phone. “I’ll be over there in an hour.”

Ross felt a thrill when he heard those words. So all those text messages and Facebook posts had been worth it after all. She was coming over.

“I’ll text you instructions for my arrival.” And then there was a click as Miranda hung up.

Ross stood there in the living room of his big, empty house. Butterflies churned in his stomach. He felt his cock throb at the same time he felt the phone vibrate in his hand.

Glancing down, Ross read the text that Miranda had just sent him:

Naked. On your knees.

Ross shuddered at the delicious thought.

From that moment on, his day got easier. Ross knew exactly what to do. He quickly finished the project he’d been struggling with, and emailed it off to his boss. Then he hurried around the house, wiping down the surfaces and getting it ready for company.

Soon the place was looking as neat as it could be, and Ross checked the time on his mobile phone just to be sure.

Miranda would be there any minute.


Chapter Two

Ross did the calculations in his head. By the time Miranda arrived, he’d have just a couple of hours before the big conference call he had to be on. The one that even Mistress Miranda would respectfully not disturb (after all, if Ross’s professional life got disrupted, he wouldn’t have the income he needed to spoil his mistress so thoroughly.)

Ross was both disappointed and excited. He wished he’d have longer with his Mistress – but also knew she carefully timed things to make sure every second of their time together would count.

With just seconds to spare, Ross unlocked the front door, and started peeling off his clothes.

That part was easy. Working from home left him in pajama pants and an old Batman t-shirt.

Ross barely had enough time to throw his dirty clothes in the hamper before he heard the familiar “dug-dug-dug” of a powerful V8 engine in the street outside; and knew that Miranda had arrived.

Naked, Ross knelt down on the hardwood floor, and put his hands behind his head – the agreed-upon position of submission that Miranda always expected – and demanded – her Pet be in when she arrived.

The door swung open.

Framed in the doorway, Ross saw Miranda’s silhouette – and then she stepped inside and shut the door behind her.

Ross gasped.

She looked gorgeous, as usual – tall and curvy, in a perfectly fitted pencil skirt and crisp white blouse open at the neck – exposing her cavernous cleavage. With dark, brown curls and bright red lipstick, she looked like a pinup girl brought vividly to life.

And Mistress Miranda returned Ross’s appreciation.

Peering down the hallway, she whistled appreciatively at her naked plaything. In addition to their more sordid adventures together, Miranda was pleased to see the diet and exercise plan she’d put Ross on was working out. Her little piggy was looking – for want of a better term – kind of buff.

“My, my, Pet,” she said in her crisp British accent. “You’re more mouth-watering every time I see you.”

Ross felt his cheeks burn when he heard that.

Miranda’s stilettos clip-clopped on the hardwood floors as she paced down the hallway towards her pet. Then, towering above him, she looked down at her naked subject with a hungry look in her cool, grey eyes.

“So what’s gotten into you, Pet?” Miranda asked, kneeling down beside him. “Why have you been acting so needy today?”

Ross said nothing, but he sighed as Miranda reached up and stroked his stubbly cheek.

“It’s not like you to be like this,” she purred into his ear – breath hot against Ross’s skin. “What’s the problem?”

And as she spoke, her hands ran up and down Ross’s naked body. She stroked his muscular shoulders and Ross shuddered in pleasure at her touch. Then Miranda ran a hand down Ross’s naked back and he arched his spine in response. His cock hardened at her touch, jutting out from between his muscular thighs like a throbbing tree branch,

Miranda’s breath grew deep as she saw it.

“Ooooh,” Miranda tutted. “You seem extremely sensitive today.” Her hand slid further down Ross’s back, across his hip to stroke the taut cheeks of his muscular ass. “Is that something to do with it?”

Ross said nothing. He just shivered in delicious anticipation.

“Lean forward,” Miranda suddenly purred into his ear. “On your elbows. Ass in the air.”

Ross bit his lip and obeyed – leaning forward and over, until his face was inches from the hardwood floor, and his ass was raised up high into the air.

Miranda shifted around, so she was staring right at Ross’s upturned ass.

Ross blushed in self-consciousness – realising Miranda was studying his dangling cock and balls, his muscular ass cheeks, and – of course – the tight little knot of his asshole nestling between them.

“You know, I was looking in my calendar,” Miranda purred, suddenly running her fingers up Ross’s thighs. Ross shuddered at the sensation. “It’s nearly a full moon, and that can have a strange effect on my little pets.” Ross’s face burned with jealousy, remembering that he wasn’t the only submissive man to share a relationship with Mistress Miranda.

But his jealousy was forgotten the moment her fingers slid all the way up Ross’s thigh, and touched his dangling balls. Ross moaned in need.

“Have you been feeling especially antsy recently?” Miranda purred, as her fingertips traced a path around and around Ross’s balls, and then slid up to tease the shaft of his hard, throbbing cock. “I remember this time last month, the only way I could settle you down was by reaming this tight little ass out with my strap-on all night.”

Ross groaned. He remembered that night vividly.

“Well, I think this needy behaviour of yours has something to do with that,” Miranda cooed, and as she said that, her fingertips slithered up and down the length of Ross’s cock, and she started to stroke him sensuously.

Ross gasped.

“That’s it,” Miranda purred, as she took the thumb of her other hand and pressed it against the wrinkled, pink knot of Ross’s tightly clenched ass. “I thought so.” Miranda took a moment to lick her thumb, and then pressed it back against the entrance to Ross’s ass. 

“You’re in season, aren’t you?”

“I-in season?” Ross was confused. He’d never heard that expression before.

“In season,” Miranda nodded, stroking his cock with one hand, while rubbing circles around his asshole with the thumb of her other. “It’s like being in heat. When a woman is ovulating. Similar things occur with properly-trained little slave pets, like you.”

Ross suddenly moaned, loudly, as Miranda pressed her thumb against his asshole, and it suddenly sunk inside.

“Fuuuck,” Ross arched his back, feeling his tight ass stretched and filled by Miranda’s thumb.

“That’s it,” Miranda purred, stroking Ross’s throbbing cock with one hand, as she started to finger-fuck his ass with the other. “It’s like how when a woman’s at her most fertile time of the month she’s desperate to get impregnated. I know I get super horny when I’m ovulating. You just have the sissy, submissive equivalent of that. You need to get fucked.” 

Ross tried to dig his fingernails into the hardwood floor, as Miranda replaced the thumb in his ass with two, spit-slick fingers. They slid deep inside him, even as she continued to stroke his throbbing, rock-hard cock.

Ross groaned. His cock dripped pre-cum onto the floorboards.

“It’s my own fault, actually,” Miranda purred, as she continued to pleasure her pet with her hands. “I should have remembered last month, after watching you beg for my strap-on like a little sissy slut.”

Ross groaned, remembering it happening. He hadn’t thought much of it at the time – he’d just been fucked almost to unconsciousness by Miranda and her strap-on, but hadn’t considered it anything more than just sex.

Was there more to it than that?

“Sex can change your body chemistry if you do it right,” Miranda explained, as she finger-fucked Ross’s tight little ass. “When it’s done right, sex can trigger a gush of hormones, and those can turn you into a completely different man.”

Ross’s eyes widened.

Was that what had happened? Ever since he’d met Miranda, he had felt like a different man. In turns both more submissive, and yet stronger.

And the aftermath of being dominated and fucked by this beautiful woman and her massive strap-on?

In the intervening weeks, he’d been happier and more confident. He’d been losing weight, feeling sexier… And now this.

“The reason you’re so needy today?” Miranda grinned, as Ross groaned hotly and started to hump his hips back into her hand. “It’s because you’re in season. Your slutty, sissy body is craving sex.” She bent down, and murmured hotly in Ross’s ear: “You’re in heat, you little slut.”

“Huuuungh,” Ross moaned, the moment he heard her call her a slut. 

“Well, you’re in luck,” Miranda purred, fingering Ross’s ass and stroking his cock until he was on the brink of spurting onto the floorboards. “I know exactly how to take care of a horny little boy-slut when he’s in season.”

And then, with a mewl of disappointment, Ross felt Miranda pull her fingers from his ass, and release her divine grip on his throbbing cock.


Chapter Three

Ross nearly wailed in anguish.

“Oooooh,” he groaned – he’d been just seconds away from orgasm. “P-please, Mistress…”

“No,” Miranda snapped, and she brought two elegantly manicured fingers around and held them in front of Ross’s face. “You don’t get to cum quite yet.”

Ross looked at the two fingers he held up – the ones that, until recently, had been buried in his ass. They were glistening with her wetness, but clean and fresh. The morning enemas that Mistress insisted upon always ensured his ass was scrupulously clean.

“Suck them,” Miranda ordered.

Cock throbbing with need, Ross couldn’t refuse her.

Ross opened his mouth and sucked her fingers inside – tasting the tart, spicy flavour of his own ass on them as he did so. Sweat, and musk – nothing icky.

Once her fingers were clean, Miranda pulled them from his mouth with a smile.

“Come on, Pet,” she ordered. “I know exactly how to fix your condition.”

And then she stood up, and offered Ross her hand.

Ross took her elegantly-manicured fingers, and she helped the buff, naked man into a standing position. Suddenly, he was towering over his mistress – even though she always felt larger than life to him.

Ross stood there in anticipation, not knowing what was going to happen next. He wanted Miranda to kiss him desperately, and then to let him fuck her – to crawl on top of him on the couch and skewer herself on his big dick until he could fuck her to a half-dozen orgasms; and experience the blissful relief of cumming himself.

But he knew whatever she had planned, it would be better. So, instead, he followed her as she started leading him upstairs.

“W-what are you doing?” Ross demanded.

“Sssh,” Miranda grinned, as she led him into the en-suite bathroom.

Miranda rolled up the sleeves of her crisp white blouse, and then opened up the shower door.

“Get in,” she ordered.

A little bemused, Ross did as he was told. Immediately, Miranda started the water rushing.

“Aiiiie!” It was ice-cold at first. Then, just as it started to warm up, Miranda reached in and grabbed the shower-head off the wall.

For the next few minutes, she doused Ross’s naked, muscular body in warm water, and then gently began to wash him.

Taking a sponge and his expensive body wash, she soaped up every inch of Ross’s lean body, from his feet and fingers, right down to his tight, muscular ass. Then, as he was covered in bubbles, Miranda rinsed him clean – the bubbles running around the plug in circles, until they were eventually sucked into oblivion.

“Now shave,” Miranda smiled, handing Ross his waterproof electric razor. “Everything.”

And she watched and nodded as Ross shaved his stubbly chin and jawline clean. And then she handed him the clipper attachment and demanded: “Do the same for your chest.”

Next came his hairy stomach. Then his legs. Finally she ordered: “Shave your crotch.”

It took ten whole minutes, but Ross clumsily cropped almost all the hair from his body, and then shaved it down to the soft, smooth skin.

Miranda smiled as she saw it.

“Smoother than a stripper’s pussy,” she purred.

Next she soaped his short hair – running her fingers through it gently.

Ross was in heaven. Miranda’s hands were gentle, but firm. She caressed his body with obvious enjoyment, but cool detachment. She never once touched her sexually – ignoring the raging hard-on Ross had throughout the experience.

Eventually, he was washed and rinsed. Miranda helped Ross from the shower, and wrapped him in a fluffy white towel.

“Sit down,” she ordered, pointing to the stool in front of the mirror.

Next, Miranda reached under the bed for something Ross got excited about seeing. It was a trunk of clothes and costumes she’d secreted there the last time she’d come to visit.

From inside, she pulled a long, sleek, luxurious black wig. Carrying it over to the dressing table, she arranged it on Ross’s head, getting the fit just right, until his new head of long, feminine hair was as shiny as a racehorse’s, and not a hair of it was out of place.

Ross looked in the mirror. His square jaw and muscular body betrayed his gender – but he was suddenly transformed into an approximation of a beautiful young woman.

“What a pretty little sissy,” Miranda purred.

Next she took coconut oil, and pulled off Ross’s towel. Naked, Ross stood there as his mistress oiled up every inch of his shaved, hairless body. Her strong hands rubbed the lotion into Ross’s chest and shoulders, and massaged his stomach and thighs. Soon Ross’s ass was gleaming with oil, and he moaned loudly as he felt Miranda finish off her treatment by slathering his rock-hard cock with coconut oil, and then stroking his shaft up and down to coat it fully.

Finally, as he stood there gleaming and oiled, Miranda reached back into her trunk to retrieve some perfume. She spritzed her sissy slave in a wafting cloud of Chanel Chance, and then barked: “Time to put your makeup on.”

Feeling butterflies in his stomach, Ross sat down and struggled to stay will, as Mistress Miranda busied herself putting make-up on him. Not much - just a touch of colour that highlighted the redness of his full lips, and some eye-liner to bring out the bright, icy blue of his eyes.

Ross blinked as he saw himself transformed.

Sure, he’d never make a passable woman – but he was a beautiful approximation of one.

“What a pretty little sissy,” Miranda repeated. “Now let’s get you something to wear.”

Mistress Miranda returned to the trunk – searching inside for something. Eventually she found it – a gorgeous, black lace negligee.

“Put this on,” Miranda ordered, holding it out to him.

Ross stood up and did what he was told – frustrated that Miranda was resolutely ignoring the hard, throbbing erection he’d been sporting ever since the shower.

Why was she denying them both the pleasure they so obviously craved?

But he swallowed his need and did as he was told – and, moments later, he was ready – wearing nothing but the black negligee, which fell to his hips, and barely hid the massive erection that was tenting it out in front. 

He felt humiliated and vulnerable, wearing something so feminine and sheer. His body was totally visible beneath the black lace.

“S-so… Now what?”

“Downstairs, Pet,” Miranda ordered. 

Nervously, Ross led the way, back downstairs, into the living room.


Chapter Four

Miranda ordered Ross to where he’d started off that afternoon – standing in line with the long hallway that led to the front door.

“Turn around,” Miranda ordered, pulling over the sheepskin rug and cushions from the fireplace. She laid them carefully on the floor, and then held Ross’s hand as he dropped onto his knees onto the soft rugs, back to the hallway and front door.

“Adopt the position,” Miranda ordered – and placed her hand between Ross’s muscular shoulder-blades, to help him remember what that position was.

Not that he needed reminding. On his knees and elbows, ass lifted high into the air.

“That’s my pretty sissy,” Miranda purred, stroking Ross’s back.

Ross laid his head on one of the cushions Miranda had arranged, and shivered. He felt so vulnerable and helpless like this – dressed in women’s lingerie, bare ass lifted into the air, on display.

That vulnerability just got worse when Miranda produced a black, silk necktie from her pocket – one she’d purloined from Ross’s wardrobe of office wear.

“Lift up your head.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Lifting his head, Ross gasped as Miranda wrapped the tie around his eyes. The silk was cool against his skin. Within seconds, he was blind.

“There we go,” Miranda lowered his head back onto the cushion. “You’re all ready.” And then she rubbed his back, through the thin lace of her negligee.

“The reason you’re so needy today is because you’re in heat,” Miranda explained again, and her hand travelled lower – until it met the bare skin of Ross’s ass.

Ross shuddered.

“Those hard fuckings with the strap on. The submissive training. Dressing you like a sissy slut. Your body is responding. You’ve got hormones flooding your system. Or, at this time of the month, you could call them ‘whoremones.”

Ross listened, totally blind.

He felt Miranda felt stroke his ass. Then her fingers slipped between his cheeks, and he felt her fingertips stroking his balls.

“Huuungh,” Ross groaned.

“The diet I’ve got you on,” Miranda explained, running her fingers up and down Ross’s straining cock. “And the weight-training and cardio plan? That changes a lot of things. It even changes the kind of man you are.” 

Suddenly, the fingers of her other hand slid between the cheeks of Ross’s upturned ass – and she started rubbing his asshole. There was a ‘click’ and then cold, gloopy liquid slithered between his cheeks. She’d pulled a bottle of lube from her pocketbook, and was slathering him up.

“Uuuungh,” Ross bit his lip.

“Your body is craving getting fucked,” she purred. “I’ve trained you well. Like a bitch in heat, you’re going to want a big, hard cock every time the moon is full.”

Ross listened. She was right.

“But the problem is, my big strap on won’t do the trick,” she explained, slathering Ross’s cock with lube, which made him squirm at the delicious sensation. “You’re craving something more authentic. Something real.”

Suddenly, the fingers of Miranda’s other hand pressed against Ross’s ass. He’d already been opened up once before; and this time, both his asshole and her fingers were slick with lube.

They slid inside him effortlessly.

“Aaaah!” Ross cried out, arching his back.

“What your body craves is a real cock,” Miranda repeated, finger-fucking his ass now, at the same time she stroked his raging, throbbing cock. “You’re like a slutty little bitch in heat. You want to be bred. Your want your tight little boy-pussy knocked up.”

Ross groaned when she said the word “impregnate.” 

It sounded so dirty. So submissive. It made him feel deliciously degraded; a worthless fucktoy for his Mistress’ amusement.

“You need a big, hot load of cum pumped into this tight little ass of yours,” Miranda cooed. “Your body is in turmoil. You’re a horny, needy, cum-hungry little slut and your body is screaming for a big, hard cock, like a bitch in heat.”

“Oh, yes,” Ross moaned. “That’s exactly what I need.”

Miranda continued stroking his cock and finger-fucking his ass – forcing Ross closer and closer to orgasm.

“You’re my little prize Pet,” she purred. “You’re my handsome little gelding. A pedigree little bitch with a premium ass.” 

“Huuungh,” Ross groaned, so close to cumming that he was drooling onto the cushion.

“And what do pet owners do with their pedigree pets, when they’re in heat?” Miranda asked.

“I-I don’t know,” Ross groaned. “Oooooh, fuck…” He squirmed his ass back onto Miranda’s hands. “Oh, God, please me let cum.”

Slap! Miranda’s hand left a painful, stinging imprint on Ross’s ass.

“All in good time, you shameless little slut,” Miranda hissed hotly into his ear. “I was talking.”

“Oh, God,” Ross was practically melting into the rug by now. He was so hard it hurt, and pre-cum was dribbling from the head of his straining cock. 

Miranda was fingering and stroking him with incredible dexterity – keeping Ross balanced on the knife-edge of orgasm, but refusing to let him cum.

“So I asked,” Miranda repeated, “what do pet owners do when their prize-worthy, pedigree little bitches are in heat?”

“I-I don’t know,” Ross moaned again.

“Well? What does a farmer do when his mare’s in heat?”

“I don’t know,” Ross cried. “Oh, God, please let me cum.”

Slap! Another painful spank on his backside – just enough to dial down Ross’s arousal and keep him from orgasm for a few moments more.

“The farmer breeds her,” Miranda answered, frustration apparent in her voice.

“W-what?” Ross moaned, as her humped his hips back into Miranda’s hand.

“I said he breeds her. He gets a big, powerful stallion to come and give that bitch exactly what she craves.” And then she began stroking Ross’s cock a little faster. “And that’s exactly what I’m going to do with you, my little sissy boy-slut.”

And then Ross heard the ‘click’ of Miranda’s fingers, and the creak of the front door opening.

Ross froze, and a chill ran through his body.

Who was that?


Chapter Five

Ross froze.

He realized there was somebody else opening the front door.

He was trapped on his knees – totally blind and helpless. He focused on the noises he could hear, and felt butterflies in his stomach as he heard the ‘clud’ of the front door shutting.

Then footsteps on the hardwood floor.

“I’ve invited over a stallion to do his business, Pet,” Miranda purred. “You need to be bred, you horny little sissy – and I have just the stud to do it.”

“W-what?” Ross mewled.

And then he heard the footsteps on the floor near his head, and his nostrils drank in the scent of manly cologne.

“Dayum,” it was a totally unfamiliar voice – deep, and thick, and rich. “What a pretty little sissy.”

“Yes, he is,” Miranda purred to this stranger. “Now take off your clothes, and I’ll let you touch him.”

“N-no,” Ross cried, and tried to get up. That was when Miranda started fingering his ass again, adding a third finger. Ross fell limply back down onto the floor.

“Stay where you are, Pet,” Miranda ordered. “If you’re a good little boy, I’ll let you take the blindfold off. Let you see what you’re about to have a taste of.”

Ross moaned: “Noooo…”

But he kept humping his hips back into Miranda’s hand, trying desperately to tip himself over the edge into an orgasm. 

Ross couldn’t help himself. Miranda had kept him on the brink of cumming for so long, it was starting to be all he could think about.

“Here,” with a wry chuckle, Miranda pulled the blindfold from Ross’s eyes.

He blinked as the bright light hit him. Slowly, his eyes focused. He gasped, looking up to see a towering African-American man standing by the couch, slowly peeling off an expensive-looking business suit.

“This is Reginald,” Miranda purred, finger-fucking Ross’s ass all the while. “Former NBA player, marathon runner, body-builder and successful business man.” And then the big, black stranger turned around, and Ross’s eyes widened.

He was beautifully muscled, with a chiselled black body like something out of a magazine… But that wasn’t what he was staring at.

Hanging between Reginald’s muscular thighs was the largest cock he’d ever seen.

It swung practically down to his knees – as long and thick as Ross’s muscular forearm. And it was already swelling full of blood – knotted with veins like a length of African hardwood.

“Reginald is here to breed you,” Miranda purred, stroking Ross’s cock. “Are you ready to get bred, my little slut?”

“N-no,” Ross squirmed. “W-who is he?”

“He’s a friend of mine,” Miranda purred. “Successful. Healthy. Clean.” She licked her lips. “Virile.”

“Y-you can’t be serious…”

“Oh, but I am,” Miranda purred. “In a few moments, you’re going to offer up your slutty little ass to this big, beautiful man, and he’s going to fuck you with that big, black cock of his. And you’re going to beg for him to cum in you.”

“N-no,” Ross groaned. “T-that’s too much.” But Miranda stroking his cock, and he thought he was going to explode if she didn’t let him cum soon.

“You’re going to beg,” she repeated.

“Oh, fuuuck,” Ross groaned, biting his lip. Fuck, he was going to go crazy if he didn’t have a release soon.

And the more he looked up at that big, black stranger’s cock, the more he wondered what it would feel like inside him. Anything like Mistress Miranda’s strap-on?

Reggie’s cock was was the biggest Ross had ever seen in his life. It was deliciously thick and throbbing. God, it would feel like heaven…

“Are you ready to get bred, Pet?”

“Huuungh,” Ross squirmed, so close to cumming.

“You want his big cock yet?”

“O-oh fuck,” Ross groaned.

His mind raced. Was Miranda serious? She was going to let this big, black stranger fuck him? With no condom? And cum inside him?

“Oh, he’s clean,” Miranda explained, calming his fears. I’ve had that cock inside me myself. In fact, some time soon I’ll have you eat my out after he’s cum in me.”

Ross groaned at the thought.

“But for now? He’s here for your ass.”

And that was the realization that tipped Ross over the edge. The thought of being fucked by a big, black, powerful man; like some common bitch animal getting knocked up and bred.

“Uuuunnnngh,” he groaned.

His body was responding against his will. His cock throbbed, and oozed pre-cum. His nipples got so hard they ached. His whole, slutty body was begging for it.

“Oh, please,” Ross begged. “Oh, please, just let me cum. I’ll let him fuck me if you let me cum.” He knew the moment he got that sweet release, he’d be able to think rationally… But for the moment? His hungry, greedy little ass was in charge.

“Reggie,” Miranda ordered. “Come over here and give my Pet a closer look at that thing.”

Chuckling, Reggie did as he was told. He stepped over to where Ross was kneeling, and dropped down onto his knees; presenting him with his cock.

Ross nearly swooned.

First off, he was overwhelmed by Reggie’s powerful, masculine scent. It hit him like a tsunami, and his cock throbbed in response.

Next, he felt the heat radiating off Reggie’s cock and balls; burning Ross’s face.

His eyes widened as Ross studied him.

Fuck, it was a thing of beauty. Reggie’s cock was swelling even as he stared at it – this thick, throbbing shaft covered in veins. He tried not to – he wasn’t gay, after all – but he couldn’t help but imagine how it would feel inside him – stretching his ass open.

Ross’s mouth watered.

“You want to suck it, Pet?” Miranda asked. “Do you want to taste it?”

“Y-yes,” Ross mewled.

“Here,” Reggie grabbed the root of his shaft and offered it to him. “Start with the balls.”

And then he shuffled forward, and lifted his cock to present Ross with his big, black, egg-sized balls.

Ross’s cock throbbed. His nostrils were assailed by musky, manly heat.

Stretching out his tongue, he licked.

Oh, fuck! Salty, and smooth, and soft… God, Reggie’s balls tasted amazing.

“I’ve been saving up a big load in them, little sissy,” Reggie stroked Ross’s face. “Three day’s worth.” He groaned as Ross sucked one of his balls into his mouth. “Gonna bust my nut deep inside that tight little white-boy ass of yours. Breed you good.”

“Mmmmmmph,” Ross closed his eyes, trying to hide his body’s response to Reggie’s words.

“Here, suck it,” Reggie pulled his balls from Ross’s mouth, and offered him the head of his enormous cock instead. It was fully hard now – swollen and thick. 

Ross stretched open his mouth, and struggled to wrap his lips around the swollen head of Reggie’s cock. He pulled back his foreskin a little to help; and as he did so, a river of clear, salty pre-cum deluged onto his tongue.

“Mmmmmph.” That, combined with Miranda’s insistent rubbing of his cock, nearly made Ross spurt on the spot.

“Suck it, you little sissy,” Reggie purred. “Get it nice and wet.”

“It’ll make it easier to fuck you if it’s wet,” Miranda purred, continuing to fuck Ross’s ass with three of her fingers. “It’ll slide in like a well-oiled piston.” And, as if to demonstrate that, she added her pinky to Ross’s stretched, slutty ass.

“Oooooh,” Ross moaned, and as he opened his mouth, Reggie pressed his cock against Ross’s lips.

He swallowed three inches of cock before he’d even realized it, and nearly came at the sensation of that thick, black dick lodged in his mouth.

This was the worst thing he’d ever done. He was straight. He’d been married, and had two kids. And now? Now he was on his knees, sucking a stranger’s cock. Not just that, but a black stranger’s cock. 

Not that he wanted to sound racist, but he knew that fact, alone, would blow his ex-wife’s jealous mind almost as much as him suddenly turning “gay” would.

“Get it good and wet,” Reggie groaned, and Ross’s mouth filled with saliva. “Get this big dick dripping…” Soon, drool and saliva was dribbling down his chin, and Reggie’s big cock was gleaming with Ross’s spit.

“That’s it,” Miranda purred, murmuring hotly into Ross’s ears as she stroked his cock and fingered his ass. “Now, are you ready to get fucked?”


Chapter Six

Fucked? 

Jesus, Ross thought. Miranda was really going to make him go through with this, wasn’t she? 

Miranda wanted him to get fucked, bareback, by another man. By a big, black stranger – and for this impossibly-hung stud to blow his load deep into Ross’s hungry, needy ass.

“Are you ready?”

Ross knew he should say no. He knew he should stop this before it got any more out of hand. He wasn’t gay. Getting fucked by another man was a step too far. This was challenging everything he thought he knew about himself.

A little bi? Maybe. Willing to be a little hetroflexible if his Mistress demanded it? Sure. In fact, at this point Ross would have willingly let the big, black stranger blow his load in his mouth – the first cock he’d ever sucked – just to have this thing over with.

But to fuck him?

Miranda was still stroking Ross’s cock and fingering his ass. Aww, fuck. This was too much. He’d been balanced on the brink of orgasm for what seemed like hours now. He needed to get some release.

And, squeezing shut his eyes, he admitted to himself he wanted to get fucked.

“J-just a little,” he finally stammered. “J-just fuck me a little.”

“Look at this, you horny little sissy,” Reggie laughed, slapping Ross in the face with his hard, black cock. “Nothin’ about this is little.”

And then, laughing, he shuffled around behind the sissy white man.

Ross suddenly groaned, as he felt Reggie’s hot, calloused hands on his bare ass.

Reggie was spreading Ross’s ass cheeks, and then he felt the big, black man pull Miranda’s fingers from his ass – only to replace them with his own.

“Huuungh!”

They were thick and calloused. They felt so good sliding inside of his butt.

“Damn, this little bitch is tight,” Reggie laughed. “But not too tight for my big dick, ain’t that right, sissy?”

“P-please,” Ross moaned. “Fuck me. I need it.”

“You don’t need to tell me twice.” And then Ross cried as Reggie pulled his fingers from his ass, leaving him feeling hollow and empty.

Pulse racing, Ross heard Reggie wrestle his hard cock into position. Suddenly, he felt the soft skin of Reggie’s hard cock against his inner thigh.

“Oh, fuck,” Ross groaned, letting his head drop down as he felt the thick head of Reggie’s cock nuzzle between the cheeks of his ass. “Oh, Christ…”

“You want me?” Reggie demanded.

“Do you want him?” Miranda repeated, whispering hotly into Ross’s ear. “Do you want to be fucked?”

And the truth? No, of course he didn’t. He didn’t want to be fucked, bareback, by a man. And not a stranger – not on his living room floor! But he couldn’t help himself.

He needed it. Miranda had him on such an erotic knife-edge that he needed it.

“Oh, please,” Ross begged. “Fuck me.”

And so Reggie gripped Ross’s hips, and thrust.

“Oooooh,” Ross’s back arched as he felt his ass stretched and filled. Miranda had prepared his ass for what seemed like hours and he was dripping in lube at that point, so despite it’s impossible size, Reggie’s enormous cock slid inside of him like a well-oiled piston sliding into a perfectly-bored cylinder.

“Wow,” Miranda’s face was inches from Ross’s, and she was staring intently into his eyes – watching them widen and dilate with surprise and pleasure. “Look at you. How does that feel?”

“Mmmuurph,” was all Ross could murmur.

Within seconds, Reggie was buried right up the balls inside of him – his impossibly-thick cock buried all the way inside Ross’s greedy little ass.

“Huuungh,” Ross groaned, as the swollen head of Reggie’s cock was crushed up against his prostate. He could feel every pulse, and throb, and movement of Reggie’s shaft within him. “Ooooh, God.”

Reggie began to thrust.

The big, beautiful cock slithered in and out of Ross’s tight, virginal ass. He felt every inch of it, and it was driving him mad with need.

“Oh, that’s it, Pet,” Miranda cooed, reaching between Ross’s legs to stroke his own, straining cock. “Can you feel it? You’re getting fucked, like a good little bitch.”

“Oh, God, Mistress,” Ross groaned, suddenly reaching out to clutch his mistress’ hand. “Oh, God, it’s so big inside of me.”

“You can take it, Pet,” Miranda cooed. “In fact, get used to it. This won’t be the last time.”

Just the thought of that made Ross swoon.

“Oh, Mistress,” letting his head drop, Ross started thrusting his hips back – making a slapping noise as his taut ass slapped up against Reggie’s muscular hips. “Oh, I’m so close.”

“You’re not going to cum until I tell you to,” Miranda warned, slowing down her stroking motions on his cock. “You’re not going to cum until he does.”

Ross whined. He didn’t want Reggie to cum. He didn’t want him to flood ass with his hot, potent seed.

But as soon as Ross even conjured up that mental image, he realized she was lying to himself.

He could almost imagine it now. That heat. That wetness. Those powerful spurts, throbbing and erupting deep inside of him. The thought of being fucked, and used, and bred by this powerful stranger.

“Ooooooh,” he groaned. “Oh, God, pleeease.”

“Oh, sissy, I’m not even close to being finished with you yet,” Reggie laughed, and began to fuck Ross deeper, and harder, and faster.”


Chapter Seven

Ross was pounded from behind, and the room echoed with the sound of flesh-against-flesh. 

Slap, slap, slap. He was panting now. Moaning. Being driven mad with desire.

“P-please,” Ross begged. “Let me cum.”

Reggie slapped his ass, hard. The feeling of his hard, calloused hands on Ross’s tender flesh made him cry with need.

“You really want it, you slutty little sissy?” Reggie groaned. “You really want me to breed you, like some kind of bitch in heat?”

“Y-yes,” Ross groaned. “Oh, God, please.”

“Beg for it,” Reggie demanded. “Beg me to cum in you.”

“Oh, please,” Ross cried. “Oh, for the love of God, cum in me.”

“Why should I?”

“B-because I’m your little sissy bitch,” Ross begged. “I’m your little pet. I’m in heat. I need to be fucked. I need to be cum in. I need it.”

Reggie grinned.

“Who am I to refuse a needy little sissy like you?” And then he sunk his cock so deeply into Ross’s aching ass that he cried out in discomfort.

“Huuungh!” Ross’s eyes widened, as he felt Reggie’s cock get thicker, and longer, and harder inside of him. “Oh, God!” And then it throbbed, and flooded him with wetness.

“Oh, fuck,” Reggie groaned, as he exploded inside of Ross’s ass. “That’s so fucking good.” 

Each throb of his cock signified a spurt of thick, potent cum pumped deep inside of Ross’s ass. Each time Reggie’s shaft swelled, it nearly split Ross in two. Each spurt of cum left Reggie’s cock with the force of a fire hose – and landed directly on Ross’s prostate; pushing it like a big, red button marked “cum.”

And so he did.

“Oh fuuuuck!” Groaning, Ross spurted into his Mistress’s hand, and then spat more jets of cum onto the rug beneath him. His balls emptied themselves, until Ross went limp, as he finally experienced the release he’d been teased with for so long.

He lost all control of his body. Pleasure washed over him like a tsunami. His eyes rolled upwards into his head, and drool gushed down his chin. His spent cock throbbed. His ass felt like it was going to explode.

“Ooooh, fuck…”

“That’s it, you little sissy slut,” Reggie groaned, as he emptied his balls into Ross’s ass. “I’m filling you up. Gonna breed you like a prize-winning bitch.”

And those words made Ross cum again – his cock throbbed and spat out a pathetic dribble of cum onto the rug. Enough so he practically passed out from the sensation.

Eventually, Reggie’s cock stopped throbbing, and he groaned in satisfaction as he drained the last of his cum into Ross’s ass. Panting, the big, black man finally slumped back – and his softening cock slithered from Ross’s tightness with a slurp.

Immediately, a literal deluge of cum poured down Ross’s thighs. He moaned as he felt it, and reached back to clamp his hand between the cheeks of his plundered ass, to try and stop the flood.

“Three day’s worth,” Reggie groaned, trying to catch his breath back. “Just be thankful you weren’t sucking my cock. I might have drowned you when I bust my nut.”

Hand clamped between his thighs, Ross just lay there, in a daze. He shuddered, as orgasmic aftershocks rocked his body. He barely even registered Reggie clambering to his feet, and slowly putting his clothes back on.

Within minutes the towering black man was fully dressed again – and looked down at the trembling, cum-filled sissy as he zipped up his pants.

“I’ll be back next time,” he told Ross. “You’re my little breeding bitch until your Mistress here tells me otherwise.”

“Y-yes,” Ross moaned.

And then he listened to the sound of Reggie’s footsteps, as the big, black man sauntered away, towards the front door. A moment later, it clunked shut behind him.


Chapter Eight

Ross groaned, and slumped into a heap on the floor.

His whole body was trembling. His spent cock still throbbed. Cum was warm and wet, dribbling through his fingers as he pressed his hand between the cheeks of his ass.

“How do you feel, Pet?” Miranda asked, looking down at him.

“I-I…” Ross was barely able to speak.

“Better?”

And the worst part? He did feel better. Wonderfully relaxed, and sinfully peaceful. He really had needed that – to be fucked, like a bitch in heat. To be bred like a prize-winning animal. To have a big, hard stud cream inside him.

“Well,” Miranda slumped into the armchair, just a foot in front of her Pet. “We’ve only got a few minutes until that conference call – but I’m not done with you yet.”

And, with that, she started to pull up the hem of her pencil skirt and reveal her own, neatly trimmed pussy. She’d been going commando the whole time.

Ross struggled to lift his head. His eyes focused on Miranda’s pink, glistening pussy. She was obviously dripping wet from everything she’d just witnessed.

Instinct made saliva well in Ross’s mouth.

“Watching you get bred was so fucking hot,” Miranda purred. “Now come over here and give me some of what I need.”

Ross struggled up, onto his hands and knees. As he released the hand between his legs, it came away dripping with Reggie’s hot seed.

Still woozy and trembling, the post-orgasmic sissy crawled over to where Miranda was sitting, and hauled himself to his knees.

He looked up into Miranda’s eyes – his pupils dilated, and his cheeks flushed.

And then he bent his head and kissed his mistress’s pussy; devouring it like it was ripe, succulent fruit.

“Oh, fuuuck,” Miranda threw back her head and groaned, as she felt Ross’s warm, wet mouth slurp and suck on her throbbing clitoris. “Oh, Jesus.”

Ross said nothing. He just let his mouth gush with saliva, and began to swirl his tongue around Mistress Miranda’s clitoris.

“Fuck me,” Miranda groaned, running his fingers through the luxurious black hair of Ross’s sissy wig. “Nobody eats pussy like you, Pet. Nobody.” The slurping noise of her pet’s eager mouth echoed through the room. “Oh, fuck yes… That’s it…”

Ross enjoyed eating his mistress out. It allowed him to switch his overwhelmed brain off and concentrate on a task he did with mindless expertise. Ross sucked, and slurped, and worshipped Miranda’s quivering pussy; driving her closer and closer to orgasm.

And, as he did so, Ross reached between his own legs to start jerking off his own, limp and lifeless cock. It wasn’t lifeless for long. As he sucked Miranda’s clitoris into his mouth, Ross stroked his growing cock, using Reggie’s warm, wet cum as lubrication.

“Oh, fuck, you looked so sexy getting bred,” Miranda groaned, as Ross drove her closer and closer to explosion. “Seeing that big, black cock slide in and out of that tight little ass of yours.” Miranda felt her orgasm approaching, like an oncoming storm. “Seeing him flood you with his cum.”

“Mmmph,” Ross groaned, feeling his cock grow to full hardness. He jerked himself off as he devoured Miranda’s pussy – using the dripping mess of Reggie’s cum as frothy lubrication.

“I-I’m going to watch him to do that to you again,” Miranda groaned. “I’m going to bring him around here every full moon, and have him fuck you when you need it most.”

Ross squeezed shut his eyes, jerking off his cock faster and faster.

“I’m going to make sure you’re a good little bitch, and have you fucked to within an inch of your life,” Miranda moaned. “And then I’m going to leave you, dripping with another man’s cum, like a spent little sissy.”

Ross shuddered. He was close… So close.

“That’s it, you precious little slut,” Miranda’s hips jerked upwards. “Oh, fuck. Fuck, yes. That’s it… That’s the spot. I… I…” She couldn’t finish that sentence. “I…”

Suddenly her pussy gushed into Ross’s mouth.

Ross sucked and slurped desperately, drinking his mistress’s juices as she exploded across his tongue.

“Oh, fuuuuck,” Miranda threw her head back and groaned, obliterated by an unstoppable wave of pleasure that crashed over her like a tsunami. Her pussy gushed, and Ross swallowed eagerly – automatically. Like it was the thing he was trained to do (which, in his case, wasn’t far from the truth.)

And, as he licked and sucked and worshipped his mistress’s quivering pussy, he came himself – spurting into his hand like a little bitch.

“Mmmmph!” Cum dribbled down his fingers. “Mmmmmph!” He kept eating Miranda’s cunt with abandon.

“Oh, God,” Miranda pushed his head away. “Stop! Stop, that’s too much.” She flopped back on the seat, struggling to calm her pulsing heart rate.

Ross slumped back, smiling like an expectant puppy. His mistress’ juices glistened on his chin, and his ass and fingers were dripping with cum. He was a very, very messy pet.


Chapter Nine

“W-wow,” Miranda groaned, slumping back in her seat. 

She looked down at her beautiful Pet – Ross’s makeup smeared, his face flushed, and his lips swollen, with saliva dribbling down his chin.

His negligee had fallen down one shoulder, and his nipples throbbed. Below, the negligee had ridden up above Ross’s waist – revealing his red, raw, limp cock and how his thighs glistened with a mixture of Reggie’s cum and his own spurts.

“Well, my little Pet,” Miranda leaned over and kissed Ross’s cheek. “You’re quite the mess – you know that?” She stroked the hair of his long wig lovingly. “But you did good work.”

Ross’s cheeks burned with pride as he heard this.

With a satisfied groan, Miranda clambered to her feet and yanked down the hem of her pencil skirt. She helped Ross to his unsteady feet, and pressed her lips against his – ignoring the taste of her own cunt on Ross’s mouth.

“Now then,” with a smile, Miranda pulled her mouth from his and glanced at her expensive watch. “According to this, your conference call should begin in about three minutes.” 

She leaned forward and kissed him again.

“And I’ve left you in the perfect condition.”

And, with that, she started walking to the door.

Ross froze – reality starting to seep into his sex-flooded brain.

Three minutes? He was standing there in nothing but a negligee and wig, cum dribbling down his thighs, and the company director and senior executives were going to be calling him for a status update in three minutes?

But Miranda had already left, kicking the door shut behind her. 

Ross ran to the window and peered through the curtains just in time to watch his Mistress’s 1970s Cadillac roar off down the street with the dug-dug-dug of that powerful V8 engine.

No sooner had it rounded the corner than the phone rang.

Ross froze.

What was he going to do? What could he possibly do to explain this? Fuck, the whole living room stank of sex…

But then he remembered it was just a call.

The CEO? The directors? None of them would be seeing him.

He could sit there in a sexy woman’s negligee, the cum of a big, black stranger dribbling from his ass, and none of them would know about it.

Fuck, some of them might be doing the same thing themselves.

And with sudden confidence and clarity, Ross stepped over to the table and picked up the phone. With the other hand, he switched on his laptop.

“Good afternoon, Gentlemen,” he announced himself, standing there in his negligee and wig.

There were some grunted greetings down the phone line as the conference call participants acknowledged him.

“Bang on schedule, Ross,” the CEO himself purred. “See, everybody? Punctuality. He’s a real man’s man, is Ross.”

And as he stood there, shivering in his black lace negligee, Ross smiled at how ironic that statement was.

The End
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