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For weeks Tess had been going over the things her boyfriend had said to her that night. They had been playing on her mind endlessly. That night they’d traded fantasies had felt so dangerous; he’d painted her an elaborate picture of her sucking off a stranger in a bar while he watched… It had been obvious to her, even as she heard it, that it seemed suspiciously like he was projecting. Too much thought had gone into it. She had mentioned as much to him at the time, but he just smiled.

Perhaps what had set her thinking most, though, was that night, when they lay across her bed, drunk, as the sun was coming up, when she had asked him directly if would ever consider sucking a dick. She was really just curious, but his answer had clearly shown that he’d given it much more thought than he was letting on. Even now she can’t resist a devious smile as she allows herself to imagine.

‘If you made me, you mean?’ she remembers him asking, trying too hard to be nonchalant.

‘If I made you? Haha! Hot.’

‘I guess one day I would like to try it, y’know try everything before you die and all that. It’s like Melissa was saying other day, “How do you ever know you don’t like something if you never try it?” I’ve thought about that a lot. Maybe I’ll like it. I should probably try it before I die.  I could be missing out, Tess.’

Tess had just answered simply, ‘Well, I think you should try it’.

And that was that. No further comment. That was a long time ago now, but the idea of Neil on his knees was something that Tess just couldn’t shake. Nor did she want to.

Now it was months later. She had been teasing him for the past week, saying that she had something in store for him. He was under instructions to stop asking and just be ready for ‘whatever’ when the time was right. He’d like it, she assured him.

Tonight was the night. She sat him down in the lounge.

‘I want to have a talk with you’.

There was an awkward moment where uncertainty filled the air. Neil had no idea what was coming. He thought that maybe they were going to go to a fancy restaurant or something.  Tess had a reputation for arranging surprises. Although this time it was different.  Something about the way she was acting told him that there would be no dining surprise. He wasn’t wrong.

‘Tonight you are mine.’

There was a tone in her voice that he hadn’t heard from her before. It was very matter of fact, and didn’t leave him feeling able to joke back. He suddenly felt nervous.

‘Do you understand? Tonight you do as I say. No matter what. OK? Got it?’

Neil had butterflies in his stomach immediately. He had no idea what was coming and felt nervous as hell.

‘Uh yeah…Ok’

‘Yes, Theresa,’ she said sternly.

‘Yes Theresa.’ He smirked as he repeated her correction.

‘Good. Now, I have something planned for this evening and it is very important you are ready and willing to go with me.’ She stood staring at me. ‘You’ll like it I promise,’ she added, sensing his hesitancy. ‘At least it think you will. Anyway, it doesn’t matter. From this moment on – and this is important – you have no choice in the matter. I am in charge, and you are mine. Say that back to me. I want to be very sure you understand.’

‘You are in charge and I am yours.’ He smirked a bit to himself, and felt like a disobedient school boy.

‘That’s a good boy.’

Neil raised his eyebrows at that last comment. Jesus... where is this going? he wondered. Then, he smiled to himself. He liked being called a good boy. He was enjoying this a lot more than he remembered enjoying school.

‘Ok, now first up, I want you to put these on.’

She pulled out a pair of her underwear from her pocket.

Immediately, he bristled, ‘Uh…'

Tess, sorry Theresa, hardened, and shot him a direct look. He shrugged and smiled, ok then.

So he did. He took his jeans off in the middle of the lounge and pulled on the scratchy underwear. They were lacy and quite see-through. His dick wasn’t at all adequately housed, and immediately plopped out the side.

She laughed. ‘Good’. She thought dicks were funny.

Neil smiled and was amused, but not especially impressed. Dress-up’s were not part of the wild imaginings – deep, coarse debauchery - that Theresa had conjured with this ‘chat’.

‘How do you feel?’ she asked,

‘Pretty stupid.’

‘Awwww,’ she cooed mockingly. Her face hardened. ‘Good.’

Theresa started pottering around, leaving Neil just standing there with his trousers off in just a T-shirt with his dick dangling out the side of the panties. She stopped paying him any attention and went about her business.

‘Where do you want me?’ He asked, suddenly feeling ignored.

‘Just stay there.’

She continued moving things around and tidying the house, watering plants, even getting a damp cloth to wipe dust off a window sill. This left Neil completely bewildered, and a feeling a little bit neglected.

As Theresa moved about, she began.

‘You have spent a lot of time talking to me about how you want to live out some your fantasies, your little “sexual revolution”. About being ready to actually do the dirty things that have been in your mind for so long. And we haven’t really done much more that had a couple of chats.’

She was right. They hadn’t.

‘So I've decided to change all of that. You have spoken to me about all kinds of things. There are things you’ve said that turn you on, that you’d like to try, some things that you are clearly interested in that you haven’t mentioned. There are also some things that I would like to try.’

She pauses here, wiping the cloth across the large, glossy leaves of her climbing house plant. Neil had given that to her. It was a lovely plant.

‘So, it is going to be a very big night for you, Neil. If you are feeling nervous, you should be. But you have to remember our little agreement. In fact, why don’t you say it for me again?’

‘You are the boss and I do what you say?’ he said with a mocking lightness, watching her hands move across the leaves, taking them from dull and dusty to a dull gloss. It was beautiful.

‘That’s right, and that you no longer have any say in the matter.’

‘And I have no say anymore.’ He met her eyes.

‘Good boy,’ she almost purred.

‘Now come over here to the kitchen bench. I want to show you something.’

She opened her laptop and as showed him a page on the screen. It was a personals ad on Craigslist. His heart beat faster.

‘Sit down and have a read of this,’ she instructed, calmly, straight-faced.

Wanted. Men to Receive Blowjobs.
My ‘straight’ boyfriend has said he wanted to try sucking dick, and I have decided that tonight is going to be the night that he does it. He doesn’t know this yet, but don’t worry, his mouth will be ready for you when you arrive.

What I need from you:
No names,
Your dick,
Your willingness to get your dick sucked by my little trainee cock-sucker while I instruct him. 
An understanding that he is just learning. If he gags on your dick, it’s just because he’s trying to do a good job.
A maximum $10 fee, (I want him to feel like a cheap whore.)

If you are interested, message me for the address. 8.30 pm onwards. x

Neil could hardly breathe. He was shaking. He shot a look at the clock. 8.25. He felt sheer panic rising.

‘No fucking way,' he managed to say. It sounded like a whimper.

‘You should be careful what you wish for, Neil. Now you better get yourself ready, we have a guest about to arrive.’

Despite it being the least of his concerns, he quickly began pulling the panties down.

‘What do you think you’re doing?’ Theresa asked.

‘Oh no way! Really?’

‘You leave my fucking underwear on!’

Neil just about had complete bodily and mental meltdown; he just stood there, limp and staring into the middle distance, a testicle hanging out the side of the tiny thong.

There was a knock on the door.

‘Ok, get yourself together. I want you over here and on your knees.’ She pointed to a rug on the floor in front of the heater. Arthur, her cat, emerged from the hallway to investigate the commotion. ‘Fuck off Arthur.’ The cat made a bee-line for the heater, but was soon shooed out.

Neil took a deep breath, stared at Theresa out of the corner of his eye, and did exactly as he was told. Before he knew it, the door was open and a man, he looked about 30, walked in. He was pretty nondescript – not too big, not too small, not too ugly, not too fat. Just Mr Average. His eyes darted from Tess to Neil in a pair of women’s underwear on his knees.

‘Hi there. Welcome,’ said Theresa, smiling broadly as if she was starting a business meeting. ‘This is our student. Say hello, boy.’

‘Hello,’ Neil said sheepishly. He was shy.

The man grunted a greeting uncertainly in response.

‘Excuse us for one moment. You’re his first.’ She directed this at the guest. ‘I just need to quickly brief him about something.’ She crouched next to Neil. ‘Now, I don’t want you internalising any of this. At all times I want you present and completely in touch with the nature of what is going on. There won’t be any drifting off and thinking about what’s for breakfast. I want the nature of your task to always be at the tip of your tongue... so to speak. Let’s have a practice. What are you about to do?’

Neil turned bright red.

‘Uh,’ he hesitated, ‘I… uh…’

‘You are about to suck a dick,’ she coaxed. ‘Go on, what are you about to do?’

‘I’m, uh, going to suck a dick,’ he muttered. 


‘That’s right, and who is he?’

‘I don’t know,’ he answered.

‘That’s right. He’s a stranger,’ she said, ‘so, what are you about to do?’

‘I am about to suck a stranger’s dick’, Neil muttered sheepishly.

‘That’s right. Good boy. Now unzip his pants, he’s waiting. We don’t have all day.’

The stranger was noticeably excited after that little exchange, and took a step towards Neil so that his hands could reach his fly.

By the time Neil had the stranger’s dick in his hands, it was already half erect.

‘Where are your manners? Good sluts compliment men on their cocks when they are lucky enough to get presented with one.’

‘Oh, I'm sorry,’ said Neil, sounding genuine, just ever so slightly beginning to get into the spirit of things. ‘You have a beautiful dick.’

‘That’s a good whore. Now, start off by gently stroking it,’ said Tess handing him a bottle of lubricant.

Without any contact at all the stranger’s dick had become rock hard. He was clearly loving the show.

Neil was breathless at the sight of an erect penis in his face. He gently grabbed hold of the underside of the shaft and began pouring the lube on it. Slowly he began to pump the cock.

‘You’re doing really well. So, what are you doing there?’

There was no answer.

‘What?’ she pressed.

‘I’m jerking a stranger off.’

‘Yes, you are.’ She smiled approvingly. ‘Why don't you try to give it a lick? All the way up and down.’

He did as we was told.

‘Get as much spit on it as you can. He’ll like that.’

Soon the man’s shaft was glistening with saliva and lube.

‘Ok, you know what to do now. It’s time for you to pop it in your mouth and get down to some proper cock sucking.’

Neil slowly took the bulbous head of the stranger’s dick into his mouth, and began to slowly suck on it. Theresa grabbed the back of his head and caressed his hair for a second before jerking his head back.

‘Look him in the eye. That’s it.’

As Neil bobbed his head slowly up and down on the dick, Theresa put a little bit of pressure on the back of Neil’s head, pushing, encouraging him to take a little more than just the head.


It was such a foreign sensation that he gagged. 

‘That’s ok baby, don’t feel embarrassed. Men like it when you gag a bit.’

After a few minutes and several gags later, Neil had a stream of spit coming out of his mouth, the stringy, juicy kind. The pace of the sucking had increased and the stranger had become vigorous with the thrusts into the wet mouth.

‘Moan for him.’

Dutifully, Neil moaned while staring at the man’s blank face as he fucked his open mouth. A tidal wave of feelings coursed through him like electricity.

‘You know what is coming soon, don’t you?’

He mumbled in agreement with his mouth full. Theresa pulled his mouth off the dick and kissed him deeply, amongst all the spit.

‘So? What’s going to happen?’

‘He’s going to cum…’

‘That’s right, and you know what’s going to happen then, don’t you?’

‘He’s going to do it in my mouth?’

‘Yes, you're going to swallow it. Why don’t you tell him?’

Neil looked at the stranger in the eyes while holding his throbbing dick in his hand. He took a deep breath. ‚I am going to swallow your cum.’

‘Good boy. Now suck on it harder,’ Tess cooed encouragingly.

In a feast of fast-paced thrusts, streams of spit flying, hands on the back of Neil’s head, groans filling the room, the stranger filled Neil’s mouth with spurt after spurt of hot cum. He tried his best to swallow it all, but some still dripped out over his chin and onto his knees.

Aside from deep breathing, there was just silence. A long moment passed.

‘Say, thank you,’ she said, while stroking the back of his head.

‘Thank you.’

And with that, the stranger took out a ten-dollar note from his wallet and handed it to Neil, the man in a thong on his knees in front of him, cum dripping down his face. The stranger zipped himself up, and then was gone.

Theresa leant over the bench and lifted her skirt over her round, juicy buttocks. She spread her legs and presented her pussy.

‘Now come over here, we have a few minutes before the next dick arrives. Come and lick my pussy.’

He crawled over and hungrily buried his face deep into the folds of her arse as she pushed herself against him, the cum on his mouth and chin quickly mixing with her sopping pussy. He slurped hungrily at her like a man starving. Theresa groaned and gyrated her thighs in raptures of ecstasy and she felt the two wets merge and felt Neil’s face smothered beneath her fulsome arse.

And so it was like that that that our hero brought Tess to orgasm from getting her pussy eaten, for the first time. She let out a guttural moan that surprised them both.

It would not be the last time Theresa came that night.

There was a knock at the door. She lowered her dress, grabbed a towel and patted his shining face dry.

‘You’re a mess, clean yourself up. We wouldn’t want him to judge you,’ she laughed as she made her way to the door to let customer number two in. With her hand on the door handle, she turns to Neil and asks, ‘Do you want a glass of water? You’d better. It’s going to be a long night.’
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