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Book Description for Bisexual
Feminization Erotica: Stories by Kylie Cooper


 


Sissy erotica bad girl Kylie Cooper brings you five of her
favorite stories of husbands, boyfriends and male slaves sissified, feminized
and ordered to suck! The dominant women who pull the strings know just how to
fully emasculate their pansy cuckold sex slave boytoys and set free that inner
slut! These Dommes know that for a submissive sucker like their playthings,
kneeling before a "real man" is a guaranteed path to permanent sissyhood!



 


From a submissive hubby subjected to the exquisite
humiliation of a faceless gangbang encounter at a notorious porn shop's glory
hole and a sissified slave leashed at a sex party and offered to a hot hipster
couple for a strap-on threesome, to a feminized slut's "gangbang
training" at the hands of her Mistress's hot leatherman friends, a
late-night traffic stop that turns into a kinky cuckold threesome, and a
cross-dressing slut's intense encounter when she's whored by her wife and
"pimp" to a stranger for sex in the back seat of his car, these tales
will leave you wet and panting! Be sure you have a change of panties on hand...


 


This collection contains 5 stories and more than 30,000
words of explicit erotic fiction.


 


This is a collection of stories intended only for an adult
audience. Please do not buy, sample or read it if you might find the frank
depiction of bisexuality objectionable. 
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Glory Hole Sissy by Kylie Cooper


 


 


Mack Alley Adult Video is in the
very worst part of town, a block so bad that the cops don't just tell tourists
not to go there...they tell locals not to go there.


 


We took a cab there because Tori
didn't want to risk our car...sorry, her car.


 


I forget sometimes; it isn't my
car.


 


My wife owns
everything...including me.


 


The cab driver picked us up at
home, and he couldn't believe we'd come from our swanky little yuppie
neighborhood to this pigsty of an alley to buy our porn.


 


The driver said in a musical
Indian accent, "It is very unusual for people to come from as far out as
you to purchase pornography. Don't you know about the internet?" he asked.
"It is very easy to purchase porn nowadays."


 


Tori laughed. She opened her coat.
She showed the cab driver how she was dressed.


 


The cab driver's dark eyes
widened.


 


Now he understood. We weren't
going there to buy porn. We were going there to be porn...and for
me to be a sex toy. 


 


He looked back at me and
understood. Maybe where he came from, guys dressed different. Maybe he didn't
realize what a little faggot sissy I was dressed like.


 


After years of subjugation under
my wife, it feels natural to me.


 


I was dressed in skintight shiny
black rubber pants. Underneath them, I had on a see-through pair of black lace
panties, so skimpy and thin that I could feel the contour of the zipper of my
pants, rubbing against my glans and making it get half-hard. I was
already leaking pre-cum. For shoes, I wore a pair of silver high heels --
six-inch stilettos, which made me almost six feet.


 


My top half was dressed as queer
as my bottom; I wore a tight red rubber tube top, into which my little tits had
been forced. My pierced nipples were very, very hard, and both the rings and
the hard nips showed through the skintight rubber tube top. Sweat dribbled down
between my tits, and down my belly and underarms. Needless to say, I was
smooth. I had been shaved in the few places that I hadn't yet had 


 


My tits are not much to speak of,
because it hasn't yet amused Tori to fully feminize me. Instead, she forces me
occupy this "amusing" middle-ground between male and female, with my
face and my shoulders and my chest made smooth by laser hair removal, but with
her straight razor required to keep my legs and my balls and my
"pussy" -- meaning my asshole -- smooth and hairless. She shaves me
weekly, so I can feel the prickles of fresh hair growing each week as the
weekend gets closer. So I can feel in my balls and my legs and my pussy as my
"sissy days" approach.


 


"Sissy days," between
Tori and me, means the weekend. That's when Tori strips me of my male identity
and makes me be a slut for her.


 


Tori spreads me wide on Friday
afternoon and then shaves all the parts of me that haven't been
"treated" to be smooth and hairless.


 


As for my tits, like I said,
they're not much to speak of. I've got little B-cups; since I'm very skinny now
-- she controls my diet and prescribes exercise -- my wife took me to a plastic
surgeon and asked him, "How big could we make his implants and still have
him pass as a man during the week?"


 


The surgeon, Dr. Long, eyed Tori's
D-cups as he said that on me, C-cups might be possible, but they'd really be
pushing it. If they made them slightly less firm than usual, he said, I could
still strap them down to go to work.


 


"No," said Tori. "I
want his tits to be really, really firm."


 


"Well, then," Dr. Long
had said, his acquisitive eyes never leaving Tori's D-cup breasts. "You'd
better go with B-cups. If he was heavier..."


 


I was very skinny, now,
from years of being "put through my paces" on a strict diet and daily
exercise. So Tori opted for the B-cups just to be safe, even though she really
wanted to put a pair of nice firm C's on me. That way, I can strap them down in
a tight rubber tube top under my white dress shirt and still go to my
stockbroker job during the week and make money for her. My long, lustrous
bleach blonde hair drew a few disapproving looks from the other stockbrokers.
But times had changed. Even the most conservative businesses were used to men
who wore their hair long.


 


And I wore it very long.
Once she had me go blonde, Tori never looked back. She made me wear my hair
long and grow it and show it off whenever I wasn't at work or at a work
function or with my extended family. Sometimes even then, just to remind me
who's in charge.


 


During the week, it was only at
work that I could pull my lustrous, pale blonde hair into a tight pony tail.
With my tits shoved into a tight tube top, I could just barely wear a white
dress shirt and a tie and a suit and not advertise the fact that I had a nice
firm pair of breasts that most of the women I'd dated would kill for.


 


In fact, overall I had a body
most of my old girlfriends would kill for. But then again, I worked at it. I
ate only what my wife allowed me to eat. I worked out religiously, based on a
regimen that Tori required me to follow that gave me optimum toning and
slimming. Of course, that required me to go to a gym where I wouldn't encounter
any of my co-workers...but once I had "changed" for the evening, I
supposed my fellow stockbrokers might not even recognize me.


 


As soon as I got home each night,
the shirt and the tie and the suit came off. My blonde hair came out of its
pony tail. Every evening, and all through the night, I wore girl clothes or
went nude. When I worked out, I wore a low-cut sports bra that showed off my
"work" -- that is, my tits. And I tucked my dick into tight satin gym
shorts that showed off my "camel toe" -- in reality, the swelling
"lips" of my scrotum, forced around my tightly-trapped
"cock," which was in reality not much bigger than a clitoris. 


 


And on the weekend, my wife kept
me dressed like this -- not like a woman, but like a sissy. 


 


And she took me to the porn store,
the sleaze shop, the sex toy store. Where I was going to be some kind of a
pocket pussy, right? A jerk-off aid for any hard cock that would use it. My
mouth was going to be a receptacle for sperm.


 


Just the way my wife liked it.


 


The cab driver pulled up in front
of Mack Alley Adult Video.


 


Tori opened her coat some more and
gave him another sweet look at her body in the tight rubber turquoise dress. It
was the one with the black stripes down the sides and the sculpted nipples with
rough insides so that her own nipples stay hard under the firm rubber buds. She
liked that. I liked it, too. I felt my little "clit," as Tori likes
to call it, stirring in my panties, getting hard as my wife showed herself off
to a stranger.


 


Under her rubber dress there were
garters, hooking to black fishnets and lace tops and red bows on front and
back. The line of Tori's panties was actually visible through the dress,
because the rubber was so thin and translucent.


 


The driver looked about to blow
his load.


 


He was Indian, dark, probably from
the southern part of India. I know because Tori shows me cock-pictures from
other countries and tells me about all the guys she's gonna have me suck. 


 


Tori gave the cab driver a wink,
as if to invite him to come back and use me later.


 


I gulped.


 


He looked at me, deciding if I was
pretty enough. He seemed to like the idea, but he wasn't sure if he should feel
guilty about it.


 


"Want to drop by the store
later?" Tori asked. "Just visit the preview booths."


 


"Oh," said the cab
driver, glancing at me again. "I'm not like that."


 


"Not like that?" she
laughed cruelly. She glanced at me, too, then said: "Not like what? By any
definition, she's a girl, not a boy." She laughed more playfully, cupped
her hand at her mouth and said, "Trust me. With what she's got in those
tight pants...it's really just a clit, not a penis." She looked at me and
asked, "Isn't that right, Kylie?"


 


I bristled at that name. My legal
name is Kyle, but my wife decided -- shortly after this whole thing started --
that I needed more of a girl name.


 


She hadn't called me
"Kyle" since." I was Kyle at work, and to my family. But to my
wife, I was "Kylie."


 


Tori snapped peevishly,
"Isn't that right, Kylie!"


 


I whimpered, "Yes, Mistress.
Of course. I'm more girl than boy." I blushed, my face hot, as I spoke in
the girliest voice I could manage. I said what I knew she wanted. "What
I've got in my pants isn't anything like a real cock. Not like the ones I like
to suck, Sir. Would you like me to suck yours?"


 


The driver looked at me, obviously
thinking it over.


 


"Come on," said Kylie.
"Trust me. That's not a penis in her pants. You can do anything you want
to her, and you'll still be straight as an arrow."


 


Tori opened her coat more fully,
showing him her body.


 


"And if you do," she
purred, "I'm sure I'll be inclined to thank you."


 


My face reddened. The cab driver
may have not spoken English as his first language, but he knew what Tori was
saying. If he stuck his dick in my mouth -- just to humiliate me -- she'd let
him fuck her. And I knew Tori would make good on her promise if the cab driver
took her up on it. Because that's the kind of wife Tori was.


 


The cab driver looked at me, then
at my wife, who was hanging out of her dress. 


 


I could tell he was very, very
tempted.


 


"Well," he said
nervously. "Maybe. Maybe I will visit the store later."


 


"Trust me," Tori sighed,
looking at me. "If you do, you won't be disappointed. She's a very
good cocksucker."


 


The driver handed her his card. "My
cell number is on the back," he said. "When you're done here,
call...I'll come get you right away."


 


"Hmmmm," Tori purred.
"Maybe you want a private show, huh? I'll let Kylie ride in the front on
the way back home. But she might smell kinda used..."


 


I shivered. There she went
again...referring to me as "she." 


 


Tori loved to do that in front of people.
Especially when I was "dressed," as I was now.


 


Tori looked from me to the cab
driver; she saw my face reddening at the salacious look the driver gave her.


 


I could tell my wife wanted to
fuck the cab driver in front of me, just to torture me -- I can always tell
when she's glommed on to a guy whose dick would humiliate the hell out of me if
it was in my mouth and then up my wife's snatch.


 


This cab driver apparently fit the
bill. Seeing my wife fuck him right there in his cab while I was forced to watch
would certainly humiliate and degrade me the way that Tori loved to do.


 


But she had got far more degrading
things in mind for her slutty little fucktoy that night.


 


Making me watch her fuck just one
guy? That was strictly weekday stuff.


 


And it was the weekend...a long
weekend.


 


All the cocks she could find were
going to get worked over, all right. But they'd be worked over by me.


 


I was the slut for the weekend. It
was my turn to learn how to give pleasure to cocks. Stranger's cocks.


 


We got out of the car.


 


#


 


Mack Alley Adult Video isn't the
place you go if you want to buy porn.


 


Their DVDs are $19.95 and up, and
who the hell buys DVDs anymore?


 


There are a few things you go to
Mack Alley to do.


 


You can get stuff there
bongs, pipes, inhalants, herbal smokes, pills that haven't been legalized but
haven't yet been un-legalized.


 


You'll never really know what
they'll do to you, but then, if you're dim enough to start chowing tablets you
copped at Mack Alley Adult Video, when you turn into a giant blueberry you have
only yourself to blame.


 


Or you can get
"toys" there -- cheapest toys in the City.


 


I don't mean your high-quality
shit, like what you'll get at Give Her A Hand or Positively Plowed,
where you sip Napa Pinot and nibble single-origin brioche while tomboy grad
students come by your table and inform you on the merits of shoving this
silicone butt plug up your ass rather than this other silicone butt plug or
maybe just using a dildo, and discussing whether the grapefruit extract in Slide
It! brand lube might cause a fit of sneezing in your
environmental-sensitivity-afflicted Chihuahua.


 


This ain't that.


 


If you're buying toys at Mack
Alley Adult Video, you want the cheapest fucking dildo you can get.


 


You want to spend $7 and get
something huge, huge enough to tickle someone's tonsils when you're
doing 'em in the butt, and if you're looking for that cheap a toy you're and
either you're a disgusting pig of a man getting ready for a date with a woman
who's far too good for you, or a Goddess ready to show a sissy like me just
what a little fuckhole she is...


 


...again.


 


Because the most important reason
anyone goes to Mack Alley is for the preview booths. That's what they
call them, but no one ever previews anything there...it's all the main event.


 


Every booth has a glory hole; some
have several. One of them, I understand, has five. They're never
segregated for gender, and the sixty channels show an unpredictable mix of
Lolita-old guy gangbangs, piss porn, little-person ass-eating, snot-porn,
ball-kicking, play piercing, mustache-fag porn from the '70s, milk-enemas...you
name it. You have to buy twenty dollars in tokens to go down that hallway. The
hallway says:


 


VIDEO
ARCADE PREVIEW ARCADE


 


TOKEN
PURCHASE REQUIRED


 


EVERY
TIME YOU ENTER


 


ONE
HOUR LIMIT


 


I knew I'd be spending way more
than one hour down that hallway. No question about it; I'd be on my knees all
night.


 


#


 


It was a weekend night and Mack
Alley was doing a brisk business.


 


Tori said, "I'm going to walk
around and make you some new friends. Stand here in front of the gay enema porn
and tell everyone who walks by how much you love it."


 


I reddened.


 


I said: "Yes, Mistress."


 


Tori was more revealed than
concealed by her practically see-through turquoise and tan rubber dress. Her
tits showed through plainly; needless to say, she wasn't wearing a bra. She did
wear a thong, for what it was worth, of the same latex material her dress was;
it was so skimpy, though, that it molded to the contours of her pussy, so no
one spotting it would wonder for an instant whether the curtains matched the
drapes -- my hot blonde wife was shaved smooth. I was shaved smooth, too.
Tucked into my shiny black skintight PVC pants, not to mention my panties, was
a set of undersized male genitalia that was as smooth as my face. My little
balls and tiny cock were shaved, freshly shorn for this evening's fun by my
wife's straight razor while I lay there spread out in front of her, trying not
to tremble in fear to have her blade so close to what was left of my manhood.


 


As Tori had ordered me, I stood in
front of the gay enema porn. I watched as she walked around drawing gape-mouth
stares from horny old men who looked her up and down. She went up to each and
every one of them. She put her lips to their ears. I knew what she was saying:


 


"My husband is a little
sissy cocksucker...she loves to suck cock..."


 


"If you'd like a blowjob,
she'll give you one..."


 


"...just pop down the
hallway in about ten minutes and you can dump your load in her hungry little
mouth. She'll swallow."


 


I saw a few of them making a grab
for her, or looking her up and down and asking her questions. She dodged their
hands and told them:


 


"No, I won't be sucking...I'm
a lesbian. I only do girls."


 


That wasn't true, of course...but
it was true enough.


 


I knew as she whispered in their
ears, she was saying something like:


 


"...But I'll promise I'll
make sure my sissy husband sucks you real good. She's a really great
cocksucker. I trained her myself...with my strap-on."


 


There were a lot of old men.


 


After Tori talked to some of them,
they'd waddle up to the counter and whisper something to the clerk, who'd palm
their money and slip them a cellophane bag of pills, then give them one Styrofoam
cup of quarters and one Styrofoam cup of water.


 


They'd look at me furtively and
waddle to the hallway, gulping Viagra, then Dixie of water, discarding them on
the floor and rushing down the hallway to find booths and pump quarters into
slots.


 


I watched ten old guys do it, but
they weren't the only ones doing it. In addition to the old guys, there were
some young, tall black guys, built and ripped, browsing the straight anal porn
right near me. There were also a few white guys who I clocked as queer. Tori
let them feel her boobs, even thumb her nipples.


 


I overheard her bragging about my
skills as a dicksucker.


 


She said, "I've had gay
guys just like you say my sissy sucks dick better than any man they've had. Can
you believe it? And she's not even really a man...I mean, she never was, she
was always a sissy inside...you know, I think it's genetic...


 


The gay guys liked that.


 


But they weren't the only people
there. Tori also found a few women to use me. I saw one pair of dykes, both
tomboys, both young, both hot but kinda angry-looking. When Tori whispered into
their ears, they got evil looks on their faces. They grinned.


 


I overheard something about
"Hijacking queer agency" and "invading queer sex spaces"
and "sometimes all male privilege needs is a hundred good dicks down its
throat." Tori nodded furiously, laughed, hugged them, sighed out a half a
dozen political buzzwords.


 


They were sold on the concept. The
lesbos high-fived her.


 


They looked at me and smacked
their palms with their fists and grabbed their crotches. They migrated over to
the toys section and started looking at strap-ons.


 


But Tori wasn't done yet. I saw
four straight couples, two with the guys looking worried, two with the guys
looking grotesquely self-satisfied. They had girlfriends who loved porn, what
more could they want?


 


They could want a blow from the
horniest sluttiest sissy in town, Tori told them.


 


She detailed to each of the
couples what I was about to do in the back. The guys liked it. What's more, the
girls liked it even more than the guys. The girlfriends started rubbing
up against the men, all over them, groping their crotches. Believe it or not,
girls love to make their boyfriends get head from another guy. I guess
it's something about making us access our "feminine side."


 


And yeah, I might be a sissy...my
wife might call me "she"...but I wasn't going to fool anyone any time
soon. I occupied that middle ground between male and female, where I could be a
cocksucking faggot or a girl or a sissy slut -- it didn't really matter, unless
it mattered to the guy whose dick was in my mouth.


 


A few of the straight guys argued with
their girlfriends at first, but between Tori and the girlfriends, they all got
talked into it. More dicks for me, I guess. 


 


There were other guys, too.


 


There were truckers.


 


There were bikers.


 


There were gangbangers.


 


There were more old men...there
were lots of old men.


 


My throat felt thick; my dick was
hard.


 


It stretched through my very tight
black rubber pants, rubbing my dickhead against the contour of the zipper
through my thin lace panties.


 


Tori looked at me and nodded.
"Almost done, baby."


 


I knew what she meant. She was
almost done "making friends" for me.


 


I said, "Yes, Mistress."


 


Tottering on my six-inch stiletto
heels, I went to the counter and bought twenty dollars in tokens.


 


#


 


Tori got me nice and settled in a
tiny booth at the far end.


 


I told her, "Thank you,
Mistress."


 


She liked this booth because it
had multiple glory holes. Two faced each other, at exactly the right level for
a guy of about my size to kneel and take dick-in-ass doggy style while sucking dick
from the opposite hole.


 


I whined: "Please, Mistress,
you're not going to make me suck all of them, are you? I can't possibly
handle all those dicks..."


 


Tori smiled and shrugged. "Do
you love me?" she asked.


 


I said miserably, "Yes,
Mistress."


 


She smiled just as sweet as pie. "Then
maybe you'll beg me for it. If you love me. If not, then...well, you
know what happens when I feel like you don't love me."


 


I gulped. "Yes, Mistress.
P--p--please make me suck all their dicks?"


 


Tori winked.


 


"I don't think I have to make
you do it at all, sissy. You're going to suck them on your own, aren't
you?"


 


I said, "Yes, Mistress."


 


Tori caressed my smooth face.
"But thanks for asking. Now get that porno started... and do what you're
here to do."


 


I started pumping tokens into the
machine. It took a long time to get all $20 in.


 


Tori flicked through the channels.
She found a twink-bang she liked -- a young, smooth, blonde and skinny gay man
getting fucked by a huge gang of thugs, some black, some white. They really roughed
him up. The effect on Tori was instant; she got very excited. She loves
gay porn. My dick throbbed ever harder. Tori grabbed my hair and shoved my face
toward the glory hole. 


 


She forced me down to my knees. I
felt something squishy under my knees, slippery under my rubber pants. 


 


I realized I was kneeling on a
sticky floor with visible pools of unidentified white liquid. I didn't have to
be a cocksucker to know what that was. Before I met my wife, I jerked off in
booths just like this, watching porn of guys doing things just like what I was
about to do, while brutal women like my wife caned their balls from behind.


 


I guess it comes full circle,
doesn’t it?


 


The first dick slithered through
the glory hole. 


 


Tori guided it into my mouth.


 


#


 


 My first dick of the night was
huge and had a faint dusting of hair on it.


 


The cock tasted and smelled like
axel grease.


 


A trucker or a biker.


 


I sucked him, opening wide and
taking a breath and deep-throating.


 


I slid my mouth down until my lips
were wrapped around the base of his cock.


 


I started gulping down the biker's
cock.


 


He was really huge...but then, no
man's as big as the strap-ons my wife feeds me regularly.


 


I reached out and started jacking
cocks through the nearby holes.


 


There were five total, lined up in
a semicircle around me.


 


I started sucking and jacking.


 


My wife towered over me, purring.


 


"Good little fuckboy,"
she said.


 


I sucked and jacked, tasting cock
and smelling cum.


 


#


 


I finished the biker quickly.


 


He was horny.


 


His cock surged and spurted,
flooding my mouth with seed.


 


I swallowed.


 


I barely dripped at all, except
for all the drool I'd already dripped down onto his balls and onto the floor.


 


I reached out and stroked the next
cock and traded off sucking the one on the right and then on the left as
another cock was shoved through the hole.


 


Tori helped me by fluffing the one
or two of them with her hand as she growled at me to suck faster.


 


"There's an awful lot of hard
cock out there," she said.


 


I worshipped the next cock -- a big,
hefty black one with a wiry covering of pubic hair up the lower part of it.


 


I brought that guy off equally
fast, but Tori still growled, "Faster! If I have to send any guys home
with blue balls, I'll send you home with 'em..."


 


As I sucked the black guy's dick,
I kept stroking the others expertly with my hands.


 


and managed to plant my mouth
right around the glans of one of the dicks I'd been beating before it spurted a
huge load, just barely heading off at the pass another chance of displeasing my
wife.


 


She hated it when I was a
sloppy gulper.


 


Then came a surprise.


 


It wasn't a dick that came through
the glory hole next.


 


It was a huge dildo -- huger than
the cocks, even...almost as big as the strap-ons my wife violates my ass with
regularly.


 


The big dildo slid through the
glory hole and pushed into my face.


 


One of the lesbians? Or one of the
straight girls with her boyfriend? They must have bought a strap-on from the
toy section.


 


I know from experience that Tori
does not find it amusing when a cocksucking little dick-loving fuckboy
like me fails to serve strap-on dick with the same enthusiasm he serves real
dick.


 


She finds it sexist.


 


She finds it "Contemptuous of
queer agency." Tori answers such social ills with a whipping and her fist
up my ass.


 


So I gave that strap-on all
my love.


 


I heard feminine moans from
beyond.


 


It sounded like one of the hot
tomboys...and her girlfriend was crowded up against her, I guessed, since I
could see another feminine hand guiding the dick up and down, reaching through
the glory hole to feel my wet mouth working up and down on the silicone cock.


 


Tori reached down and held hands
with her for a while, and to my surprise and a little bit to my dismay, I saw
her slipping her business card into the girl's hand.


 


Tori always carries business
cards. She loves nothing more than expanding her circle of play partners.


 


It had been a while since she got
any new pussy...I had the distinct sense that this strap-on would be returning
to our house to torment me and pleasure my wife.


 


Tori loves cock...but she's
also extremely bisexual, and as for women who love to hurt men? She's
attracted to them most of all.


 


The strap-on didn't taste like it
was fresh out of the package, though.


 


Quite the contrary; it felt tasted
like it had been used; it was slick, and not with lube.


 


It had pussy juices on it.


 


Apparently one of the lesbians had
fucked the other.


 


But there was a musky taste,
too...


 


Pussy? Yes.


 


Ass? Probably.


 


Some lucky dyke had gotten plowed
in both holes before her girlfriend shoved her dick through my glory hole for a
blowjob. But that didn't mean that the lesbian in question didn't have her own
strap-on. A second strap-on was shoved through the glory hole well before I'd
finished serving the first one. I could feel both strap-on dildos buzzing as I
traded off sucking and stroking them; it was obvious that they'd sprung for the
models with vibrators in the base.


 


Tori swears by these models.


 


If they're properly fitted to the
wearer, they can keep steady stimulation on a girl's clit while she's fucking
ass or face or pussy. What's even better is that with some models, the harder
they fuck, the more stimulation the girl gets because the base of the dildo
presses harder on her clit.


 


These girls were fucking my face hard,
and my throat was taking the punishment only with great difficulty. What's
more, the rigidity and stability of these two hot dykes' dildos told me these
weren't just one-sided tools.


 


It seemed like both of them had
second dildos not just fitted into the harnesses, but actually as integral
parts of the assemblies. They had big curved plugs shoved up in their
pussies...that's what it meant. That meant there wasn't going to be any chance
to satisfy them just by showing my submissions. These girls were just like
guys. They wanted me to suck them off.


 


It took almost ten minutes,
trading off sucking and stroking and sometimes having both dicks crammed into
my mouth as I bobbed up and down. I lost two cumloads on either side of me,
unable to catch them in time, before I could finish off the two women. Tori
punished me by forcing my hand down and making me smear it in the cumloads and
then wipe it all over my face. 


 


It was hugely humiliating.


 


But there was more hard cock where
those had come from, and when I finally felt the hard thrust of the strap-on
dildos that told me the two lesbians were cumming, my mouth was slick and
dripping with cum I'd just sucked from a pair of cocks -- one on each side,
which I'd traded off to just in time to catch their squirts.


 


It gave me a thrill to taste
strangers' cum while I served lesbian strap-on.


 


Tori doesn't usually let me serve
women. She is the jealous type, and since I am straight, she knows that serving
women is far easier for me than serving men. She wants me to work to
show her my love. It's only here, on my knees in puddles of cum, dressed like a
prison sissy and eating cumload after cumload from strangers' cocks that I
truly show my submission to her.


 


But once the strap-on girls had
finished with me, there was more flesh and blood cock for me to serve...and
serve it I did, with eagerness. It smelled and tasted like some of these cocks
were pretty dirty...like they'd been recently used.


 


Maybe some of the guys had gotten
tired of waiting for me and had popped out into Mack Alley to bend a
streetwalker over a garbage can for $20...and just come back to feed me their
second cumload of the evening.


 


They might have been having an
orgy out there on the street for all I knew.


 


I definitely tasted pussy on some
of these cocks...and I swear, I think I tasted ass as well, and not just from
the lesbians. There were a lot of cocks, and I'm betting some of those
straight girls didn't feel like making everyone wait. I bet a couple of those
lucky boyfriends got to bend their girlfriends over the filthy sink in the
men's room...and may be some of their girlfriends' didn't mind getting shared,
either.


 


The more the merrier, right?
Especially when they knew they were gonna crowd into a porn booth and face-fuck
a little sissy husband like me with their strap-ons. That makes some girls
pretty horny.


 


Mostly I just tasted unwashed male
crotch, and so help me my cock pulsed and throbbed, and not just because my
wife was there pulling my hair and slapping my face when I tried to catch my
breath, and telling me nonstop, unpredictably, that either I was a good little
cocksucking whore or I was a pathetic faggot cum-guzzler and she was going to
sell me for parts.


 


"Or maybe I'll just get you a
sex change and see if you can make any money walking the street. You wanna get
buttfucked by these very cocks out there where everyone can see? You fucking
cockwhore dicksucking faggot sissy, I know you'd love it."


 


My dick was hard even when
she wasn't berating me or punishing my balls.


 


I was serving for my wife's
amusement...proving my love.


 


Nothing makes me happier.


 


Nothing makes me hornier.


 


Nothing makes me want to show her
I'm a cocksucker than the pleasure of knowing I'm a cocksucker.


 


A hundred times I said,
"Thank you, Mistress. Thank you for fucking my face and making me a cumdump
for strangers because it entertains you."


 


She snarled, "Shut the fuck
up, sissy. Shut up and suck more cock. Faster!"


 


Tori spit on me whenever she felt
like it, laughed at me when I cringed and trembled. She'd sometimes grab my
balls and squeeze. Every now and then she'd leave to pee, and she'd come
back smelling like male sweat and maybe even a little bit of cum. Oh, fuck, was
my wife spreading her legs out there? Was some of this pussy I was tasting on
strangers' cocks from my wife? I could never know. If I asked, Tori
would just berate me and laugh, and my dick would get even harder.


 


I was many cocks into the evening
-- thirty? Fifty? I hadn't counted...I couldn't count -- when my wife
bent down and said to me:


 


"Unzip your pants,
sissy."


 


I did, easing the zipper down over
the long firm hardness of my cock, which had been drizzling pre-cum into the skintight,
shiny black rubber. I was barely wearing underwear -- just the really thin
mesh-lace panties -- so a little wet spot had slimed up the inside of the
rubber. My face and tube top and hands and forearms were completely covered in
jizz by then. And I didn't have a belly full of it, sitting warm and
humiliating in my stomach. My knees were soaked through from kneeling in
jizz...some of it, no doubt...hours old.


 


Tori snarled at me, "Faster!
I said take out your dick!"


 


Obediently, I finished getting my
cock out. I was rock hard, and I didn't dare beat it...I didn't dare stroke or
even hold it. I just took it out and let my hand slide easily back to serving
the cock in my face.


 


Tori purred to me: "You get
to decide, Eric. I beat you off..."...she caressed my dick, her slim
fingers working their magic on my dickhead and shaft. "I beat you
off...and you have to do this next weekend. And the weekend after that, and the
weekend after that. Or you can beat yourself off...and I won't make you
do it for a month."


 


My head reeled. My wife was so
sadistic. How was I supposed to decide? I knew which one she wanted. I knew
which choice would please her. I also knew that not making it might be
hazardous to my balls. But more importantly, I wanted more than anything to
make the choice that would satisfy my wife.


 


It was only right that I wanted to
please my lover. She is everything to me. 


 


My Mistress owns me, and she
whores me out to strangers' cocks because she knows this is all I
deserve.


 


And it's what I want. I want it
because she is amused by it. But she is amused by it because I want it. Tori's
will is my will.


 


If I don't like something...Tori
must show me the error of my ways, as she'd done when I first whined and
whimpered when she made me suck off her boyfriends.


 


But none of that mattered right
now. I wanted to please my wife, yes. But it wasn't even a question. Next weekend
there would be hard cocks to be served. I am a cumdump. I am a cumslut. I am a
sissy. I exist to jack off cocks and squirt them on my face and suck them off
and gobble their cum and bathe in their jizz and beg for more and be verbally
abused and kneel in pools of cum and be strap-on fucked by strange lesbians and
be pissed on and spat on and eat asshole if it amuses my wife.


 


I exist to serve cock, because a
Tori has decided that is why I exist.


 


So there was no question...I knew
I had to be back here next weekend, doing what is expected of me.


 


Otherwise...who would do it?


 


Tori said, "One whimper for I
beat you off. Two whimpers for you beat yourself off."


 


I let out one little whimper. I
never stopped sucking cock.


 


Tori laughed. She said, "I
knew you loved this."


 


She reached down and caressed my
dick gently, taking her time. She stroked me slowly. She made me wait. She
tormented me, having to contort her body to avoid kneeling down in the jizz but
to get a good hold on my prick. She reached in and squeezed my balls -- which
were still sore from the daily beating she'd given them just that morning.


 


My balls ached. Tori almost
never lets me cum. It had been weeks at this point, and the feeling of blue
balls was comfortable and familiar. What's more, it was delicious to me. Not as
delicious, however, as my wife's hand kneading my balls, or stroking my dick. Not
as delicious as her fingernails digging into my flesh and scraping my
cock-skin. Not as delicious as the feeling of another hard cock in my mouth,
one in each hand, a cumload on my arm, another in my mouth and down my throat,
one in my hair, then one on my face, squirts of jizz on my thigh, getting my
black rubber pants all slippery. Then two more hard cocks came through the glory
hole....all while she teased and tortured me, keeping me right on the brink.


 


When I couldn't stand it anymore,
she seemed to sense that it was time for my reward. She punched my balls until
I was moaning in pain. Then she jacked me once, twice, three times--And I blew
my load.


 


Mind you, Tori, my wife, is an
expert at this sort of thing. She doesn't believe in giving me what I want --
ever. She knew exactly how to twist and pinch and squeeze and jiggle my dick so
that at the last minute, my prick spent, blasting explosively all over the wall
and the floor...but the pleasure was minimal.


 


I felt no relief from the orgasm. And
my balls still ached from being punched so hard. All I could feel was pain, and
the expulsion of my jizz.


 


No pleasure at all, really. This
is what's known as a ruined orgasm, and Tori, my wife, is an expert at
it.


 


Tori laughed hysterically.


 


Though I knew my dick would
drizzle and stay soft for a time, I felt no relief of pressure or need in my
balls. I felt nothing good from my pulsating arousal...just the deep,
sob-inducing sensation of great disappointment.


 


What more, my sexual arousal wasn't
lessened by my having been allowed to squirt. If anything, I only got hornier. 


 


My cock softened, leaking weak streams
of leftover jizz on the floor. My heart fell. I'd been duped by my cruel wife
again into wanting -- even expecting -- an orgasm. But this is how it should
be. My climax was over. She'd given me what she'd promised...a handjob for a
cocksucker.


 


And now I was obligated to come
back the next week and serve this many cocks and more...all for another
unsatisfying orgasm, so disappointing it will bring me to tears.


 


Tori laughed happily.


 


She purred: "Happy birthday,
darling."


 


I moaned uncontrollably,
"Thank you, Mistress. Thank you. Thank you, thank you..."


 


She slapped my face and punched my
balls six times in rapid succession.


 


She snarled, "Did I say you
could thank me? Get back to sucking dick!"


 


I squealed in pain and threw
myself into a fresh round of cocks...two through one glory hole, one through
another, a strap-on through a third...


 


There was more dick to be served,
so I served it, while Tori laughed and berated me for thinking a little
fuckface cumdump horny faggot sissy would ever be allowed to really cum.


 


"You think I would let you
really cum without ruining your orgasm because it's your birthday?" she
laughed. "As if!" She cackled savagely. "You want a present?
Maybe I won't smear hot sauce on my strap-on when I buttfuck the living holy
hell out of you tonight when you're finally finished serving every dick here..."


 


Hearing her cruel words made me
want dick even more, and feel even more humiliated by my deep and hungry need.
Of course she'd never let me really cum. Why would she? I didn't deserve
it. I was nothing but a panty-wearing sissy faggot cocksucker. I wasn't even
really a husband. I didn't deserve to be her wife. I was a sissy. 


 


I quivered and bobbed my head up
and down, worshipping dick. I knelt and served. I smelled cum all over me. I
gave my mouth and my throat and my face and my soul to cock...all because it
did not displease my Mistress.


 


Did it please her? Enough
to make me do it on my birthday, I supposed. So, yes, this little sissy
cocksucking faggot had been of some value, I hoped.


 


This is my place: on my knees.


 


Doing what amuses her.


 


Serving other men because that
makes her wet.


 


#


 


It was well into the morning when I
realized there was no more dick in my face.


 


I had served them all. The
"rush" was over. There was no more cock for me to suck. I felt a
strange sense of melancholy.


 


How many had I sucked? Twenty,
forty, a hundred? I had no idea.


 


All I knew is that I was covered
in cum; the smell choked me. It ran down my pink bikini top and onto my
slippery rubber pants.


 


I was covered with jizz. My throat
hurt. My eyes were clogged with men's cum. My long blonde hair was matted with
the stuff. My clothes were soaked.


 


I had never been happier.


 


Tori, still laughing, tucked my
cock back into my see-through black lace panties and then into my shiny,
cum-covered black rubber pants. She zipped up for me, careful not to catch my
dick through the barely-there mesh of the panties.


 


Tori said, "Let's call that
cab driver, shall we? I want to spend a few minutes in the dungeon with you
when we get home..."


 


I shivered in fear. Tori's
"few minutes" in the dungeon could turn into days.


 


But then, that was the way I liked
it.


 


As she dialed with her cell phone
in her left hand, my wife ran the fingers of her right hand through my
cum-slick hair. Cum ran down her wrist.


 


She made me lick her hand clean.


 


"He's waiting outside,"
she said. "Let's go home, baby. Time for your birthday beating."


 


I said, "Yes, Mistress,"
and walked the Walk of Shame out across the sales floor of Mack Alley Adult
Video -- leaving footprints of cum as I did.


 


 












Hipster Boy, Hipster Girl, and the sissy by Kylie
Cooper


 


 


Brandi keeps her eyes down as
Katrina walks her on a leash around the sex party. This certainly isn't
Brandi's first -- and she knows it won't be her last. But it's the first one
since she grew tits. It's also her first sex party since Katrina made her
really start sucking cock in earnest. Now Brandi sucks cock whenever Katrina
demands it.


 


Just a few months ago, she was
Brad, and real flesh-and-blood cocks had never passed her lips.


 


Now, there have been six cocks in
Brandi's mouth and three of them went down her throat, and five of them filled
her mouth with cream and she swallowed every drop, and the other one shot on
her face and that was even hotter. 


 


Brandi is learning to be a little
whore. Katrina is making sure she learns fast.


 


There was a time when Brad tried
to argue. Katrina convinced him with her whip and her paddle and her fist and
her strap-on. Brad learned what happened if he refused to suck cock, said he
didn't want to wear panties to work, whined when Katrina told him to wear shiny
black stiletto heels or a tiny little hot pink fishnet fuck-me dress. He
learned what happened when he referred to himself as a "he," instead
of a "she," or if he prefers, an "it." Calling himself
"it" was option Katrina gave him to let him understand something very
important: He could be her feminized sissy slave, or he could be nothing at
all.


 


"Encouraged" by his
Mistress's whip and her hard-driving strap-on and the hot slashes of agony she
left across his ass with her cane, Brad slowly disintegrated. Katrina
mercilessly destroyed what was left of him...then gently built up Brandi.


 


In the process, Brandi learned to
love Her for it.


 


Now, Brandi knows Katrina is only
making her do what she really wants to do.


 


She believes that she must have always
wanted to be like this -- a submissive little cocksucker who needs dick in her
holes to feel right.


 


She believes, as Katrina has told
her, that she successfully hid this from herself. For most of her life, Brad
thought he was happy being Brad.


 


Katrina taught Brad just how
unhappy a man could be.


 


Brandi, on the other hand, is
happy...so very, very happy. When she pleases her Mistress, she pleases
herself.


 


And Katrina "makes" her
do things Brad could never have done. Things, Brandi believes, that Brad always
wanted to do, but could never have admitted...even to himself.


 


And what Brandi really wants -- always
wanted -- is to be a cocksucking cum dump suck whore.


 


Mistress Katrina has pushed the
little slut well on her way -- but there's a lots more to come.


 


Brandi knows that the six cocks
she's sucked are really just a start. Katrina plans to make her a kneeling
little cocksucking suck-slave if it's the last thing she does.


 


And Brandi knows that it's not
just her mouth that Mistress Katrina plans to whore out. As Katrina is fond of
saying, her little whore has a perfectly good sissy cunt that's never known how
good it feels to have a flesh-and-blood cock up in it, "pumping cum in you
till it squirts out your ears." Brandi's naughty little clitty gets stiff
when Mistress Katrina talks to her like that. Even when Brandi tries to make it
stay soft.


 


The new hormones have really made
a difference.


 


Even just a few weeks ago, there
was still a hint of reluctance in Brandi; there was something left of Brad
inside her.


 


Then Mistress Katrina and Doctor
Stevens started Brandi on a new, higher dose of hormones, for which Brandi
rendered partial payment by giving him a long, sloppy blowjob while he prepared
the syringe.


 


It took about a week. Then the new
hormones kicked in with raw power that Brandi never knew could exist in her
body. She began craving sex all the time, after months of having her sex drive
diminish. She's horny as hell lately. She wants it all the time. She wants
dicks in her face and cum all over her. She can't stop thinking about it. She's
becoming exactly the whore that her Mistress always told Brad he would be one
day. Brandi doesn't know if she's proud or ashamed. It doesn't really matter, because
she doesn't think much at all. She can't keep her head straight; everything
confuses her, because all she ever thinks about is dick, and how much she needs
it.


 


That's why Katrina decided to take
her to the sex party tonight -- to "whore you out, you little slut,"
to "relieve a little tension before you go crazy." 


 


"And maybe teach you some
valuable lessons about sluttery in the process," Katrina added.
"There will be lots of cute boys with lots of big dicks. Maybe you can
even suck some gay dick for a change, Brandi."


 


Brandi blushed; Katrina lusted
openly after many of her gay male friends. She'd already decided that Brandi
might be an appropriate way to demonstrate to them that a girl could suck dick
just as good as a boy could.


 


"After all," Katrina had
told her. "You used to have one, didn't you? You know what it feels like.
No wonder you're such a good cocksucker. Not that you ever got blowjobs, I bet.
Did you ever get laid?"


 


Katrina often tormented Brandi by
teasing her about how unsuccessful she had been in the dating world when she
had been Brad. Otherwise, why would he have had to seek out cruel women like
Katrina to torment him? In fact, Brad had had his fair share of girlfriends. It
wasn't until Katrina came along that he started to realize -- under the steady
assault of Katrina's whips and canes and gentle, chiding insults -- that he'd
always wanted to be the one doing the sucking. Or, at least, that's what
Katrina always told him...and now that Brad had become Brandi...she believed
it.


 


In theory, Brandi knows, the
hormones should make her erections less frequent and noticeable. The lower dose
did that at first. But as Brandi was "forced" by Mistress Katrina to
present herself to men in skimpier and skimpier outfits, she found her constant
arousal mounting. She found herself attracted to men without being ordered to
find them attractive. Then she began to realize that men were looking at her
out on the street, around the office, in the supermarket. Men gazed on her
Brandi with open lust everywhere she went.


 


She found herself hornier than
ever. 


 


Now she pops boners at the most
painful and humiliating times. Even with the minor shrinkage of her penis and
testicles that the hormones caused, Brandi's hard-ons are deeply humiliating.
There isn't a tuck in the world that can keep her from squirming in horny,
hungry pain when her erection starts to push against the bottom of her tight
panties. She tries to be good -- to keep her mind off sex, to maintain the
feminine softness of her "clitty."


 


But at a sex party like this --
with so many hot people hanging around in states of partial or total undress,
some of them sweaty from just having fucked in the play spaces downstairs,
Brandi knows she's about to get a humiliating erection. She loves being a girl;
having her sissy stick get hard out there in front of everyone will just be too
humiliating! But she knows it's almost guaranteed, with how horny she is
lately.


 


It isn't easy for Brandi to stay
soft lately, at the best of times. And it's really hard here at the sex party,
with Katrina leading her around, showing her off to everyone. She doesn't
bother introducing her, and no one asks her name. They all seem to know that
Brandi is just a pretty ornament to be exhibited. It's as if Mistress Katrina
were showing off a new pair of high-heeled shoes.


 


"She's my pet," she
tells the strangers. "She used to be my boyfriend. She really never
satisfied me -- under-endowed, you see -- so I decided to feminize her and make
her a slut who'll fuck anything that moves. So far she's learning very
quickly...I think she always really wanted it. What do you think of my
pet?"


 


They all tell Katrina that Brandi
is very, very pretty. Very hot. Very sexy. Very fuckable. Some of them touch
her. Katrina invites them to touch more openly. Brandi trembles in excitement
and a little bit of fear. She has no control over what cocks she gets fucked by
tonight. It's all up to Katrina. As one particular guy, a hot, muscled black
man, grabs her ass and feels up her cleft, almost rubbing her asshole, Brandi
feels a wave of arousal that threatens to give her a full-on clitty-stiffie.
Her eyes remain lowered, but she can't ignore the bulging hugeness of the black
man's dick. He's wearing nothing but a jock strap, and his cock is much, much bigger,
even, than the enormous strap-ons that Katrina has trained Brandi on. If
Katrina gives her to this man, he'll probably rip her in two.


 


That both frightens and excites
Brandi, not just because Katrina is cruel enough to do it -- but because part
of Brandi's hormone-addled brain wants Katrina to pimp her to the black
man. It excites Brandi fiercely not to be able to say no.


 


But the black man just feels her
up, gives Katrina a kiss on the lips, and then leaves to play with another man.


 


There's a lot of gay dick at
this party, Brandi thinks.


 


As Katrina leads her around from
group to group, Brandi keeps her eyes down, obediently. She aims them at
people's feet when she can.


 


That's why she sees the hipster
girl's pink hi-top sneakers first.


 


The hipster girl's boyfriend is hot.
He's wearing wearing big motorcycle boots that are so sexy and heavy that they
threaten to make Brandi's little girl-dick humiliatingly hard. Brandi never
thought guys in those big boots were sexy -- not until recently. Now, she gets
all flustered if a motorcyclist parks nearby while she's walking down the
street. She always has to fight not to pop a tiny boner under her skirt when
she passes the biker bar.


 


Hipster boy's heavy boots are the
sexiest ones Brandi has ever seen. That, or she's just so fucking horny she thinks
they are.


 


Brandi dares a glance up at the
hipster couple, making brief eye contact with them. It's obviously their first
sex party. They're both wearing tight shorts and tank tops. Hipster boy is
broad and tan and Latino, ripped and cut and hot. Hipster girl is
cropped-blonde and pierced. They've both got very good bodies, though the
girl's a little skinny.


 


"This is Brandi," says
Katrina cheerfully. "She's my pet. I'm Katrina."


 


"Hi Brandi," says
hipster girl. "Hi, Katrina. We're--"






 


Katrina stops them with an upheld
hand.


 


"What?" asks hipster
girl.


 


"It's very nice to meet
you," says Katrina, her voice friendly. "But I'd rather not know your
names."


 


"Why not?"


 


Katrina toys with Brandi's hair.
"Just in case you want to fuck my pet. She feels so much more humiliated
when I make her have anonymous sex."


 


The hipster couple laughs
awkwardly. Brandi dares another glance up at them. They seem both surprised and
titillated.


 


"All right," says
hipster girl. They laugh some more, awkwardly.


 


"Do you like her new
tits?" asks Katrina, knowing how much it will humiliate Brandi to hear
herself talked about.


 


Both of them compliment Brandi's
tits. The hipster couple starts asking Katrina questions about them. "Did
she get them just from the hormones? Or are they implants?"


 


"Please," laughs
Katrina. "If I got my little plaything implants, don't you think I'd make
them bigger?"


 


"Oh, they're great the size
that they are," the hipster boy blurts out. Grinning and clutching his girlfriend
to him, he asks, "Are the nipples as sensitive as a girl's nipples?"
Hipster girl giggles and blushes at that question; from the look that passes
between her and her boyfriend, it appears that she has very sensitive
nipples. 


 


"Yes, they're very
sensitive," smiles Katrina. "Perhaps you should find out
firsthand?"


 


Hipster boy nervously ignores the
question. Brandi's heart falls. Maybe he doesn't want to touch her after
all. Suddenly hipster girl blurts out, "You should have them
pierced!"


 


Katrina invites the couple to
touch Brandi. Not just her tits, but everything.


 


"Wow, is that really
okay?" asks hipster boy.


 


"If it's all right with your
girlfriend," laughs Katrina. She's very fond of enforcing female supremacy
wherever she can -- even when she's pimping out her feminized little sissy
slave.


 


Hipster boy grins and pouts at
hipster girl playfully. Hipster girl shoots him a look; it's obvious that
they're struggling with a little bit of jealousy in their relationship, and
hipster girl is not all that happy that her boyfriend is jumping at the chance
to feel up an on-display sissy like Brandi.


 


Then some kind of eye contact
passes between the couple; everything suddenly seems cool. They both relax.
They smile at each other. 


 


They turn to Brandi and give her
an up-down look as if they were a single organism. Brandi feels the heat of
their gaze. The hipster couple is hot.


 


Unlike the other guests, who are
mostly wearing underwear or fetish clothing, Brandi is wearing standard-issue
slutwear. It would probably even be decent on the street, although anyone who
saw her would think she was a whore....but at least she wouldn't get arrested
for indecent exposure. Shoved into the back seat of a squad car to give a few
cops blowjobs, maybe, but she wouldn't get arrested, exactly. That
thought makes Brandi hot.


 


What Brandi is wearing is a tight
little black dress that buttons down the front. She's got black fishnet
lace-top stockings, a garter belt and a collar affixed to a leash held by
Katrina.


 


Underneath the dress there's a
push-up bra and the panties into which her swelling little half-boner is
painfully tucked. It's tucked so it will get a hell of a lot more
painful if she gets full hard -- even if Katrina doesn't spank, whip, paddle or
anally fist-fuck Brandi as punishment for placing her sissy stick on display.


 


The hipster couple look Brandi
over and then at each other, laughing. Brandi reddens deeply. The hipster
couple has decided they do want to touch her, and the hipster girl seems
fine with it. Brandi imagines they're just a little nervous because it's their
first sex party. Maybe hipster girl is afraid with all these hot women around,
her boyfriend won't find her hot anymore.


 


Brandi thinks that'd be crazy.
The hipster girl is fucking amazing. Brandi's not even a lesbian,
really, and she'd eat this girl's pussy like a champ. Ever since the new dose
of hormones started, Brandi usually wants dick, not pussy, but of course her
duties to Katrina are something entirely different. Now, though, Brandi feels
as hot for hipster girl as she ever did for a woman when she was Brad.


 


"It's really okay if we touch
her?" the hipster couple asks Katrina.


 


Katrina laughs softly. "Of
course it is. She loves being touched. Open your dress for the nice people,
Brandi."


 


Brandi's dress buttons down the
front. She unfastens the buttons, her fingers trembling. She's got shortish
fingernails with bright red polish on them. Back when Brandi was still Brad and
used to have to go to work in an office, he would remove the fingernail polish
early on Monday morning, knowing that the nails would be slightly long for a
man's, but that with polish they would definitely draw attention. Now
that she's Brandi, Katrina keeps her nails the same moderate length because one
of Brandi's many tasks is to kneel before her Mistress and fingerfuck Katrina
to orgasm whenever Mistress feels like it. That's why her fingernails are so
short for a bimbo slut -- which she makes up for by painting them a garish red.


 


Blushing and fighting the growing
threat of an erection, Brandi opens her dress for the hipster couple.


 


When the front of her dress is
wide, Katrina says, "Take your titties out of your bra, Brandi. Show your
new friends what a nice pair of boobies you have."


 


Brandi obeys, taking her small
tits out of her push-up bra. The nipples feel agonizingly sensitive -- another
effect of the hormones.


 


Katrina invites the hipster
couple: "Would you like to feel them?"


 


Yes, the hipsters would like to
feel them.


 


The hipster girl, in particular,
seems utterly fascinated by Brandi's little B-cup swells. She comments that the
push-up bra made them look so much bigger than they really are. She apologizes
for thinking they might be fake earlier. She says this as she feels Brandi up
and asks if she can pinch Brandi's nipples to see how sensitive they are.


 


Brandi reddens at the comment
about how big her tits are, and thinks that the hipster girl doesn't have much
more than she does. The skinny little thing is packing B-cups at best -- she's
a sporty, slim little firebrand, Brandi thinks, wanting very badly to eat the
girl's snatch. Then all Brandi's thoughts are lost in a white-hot blast of
pain, tangled up with pleasure, because the hipster girl pinches them hard,
twisting and grinding them between her fingers. She laughs at the way Brandi
squirms and coaxes her boyfriend into feeling them. He does. He's got big
masculine hands and mocha-colored skin and it makes Brandi's little dick stir
in her panties to feel his big, aggressive fingers all over her. The couple is
getting more aggressive.


 


And Brandi is afraid it's going to
make her hard.


 


Brandi thinks about how just a few
months ago she didn't even want to have sex with guys at all. She protested
every time Katrina would make her do something with a guy at a sex party.


 


That was back when Brandi was
Brad...or thought he was. Then, sucking cock meant Brad was bisexual,
something he claimed he wasn't. Now, it's just natural. Proper. It's what
Brandi wants to do. 


 


The promise of sucking cock feels
more natural tonight than it ever did on any other day. It's been feeling more right
every day. Brandi knows it's not the hormones...or not just the
hormones.


 


No, it's month after month of
Katrina's "training," changing Brad into Brandi by making Brad do the
things that only Brandi can want.


 


And it's worked.


 


Brandi's dick stirs and pokes down
hard against the tight fabric of her panties. 


 


It hurts like hell to have it
tucked like that and get hard.


 


It makes Brandi squirm as if she's
got ants in her pants.


 


Brandi tries to breathe through
the pain in her clitty, but the hipster boy is caressing her tits with a
tenderness that the hipster girl doesn't show. 


 


It makes Brandi hot; it makes her
feel like if she had a pussy, it would be getting wet.


 


As she thinks that, she feels it,
almost as if she had a real pussy. Anatomically, it may be an asshole, but it feels
like a pussy. It may be tight despite months of being hammerfucked nightly
by Katrina's cruel strap-on -- which Brad only started to like so much as he
transformed into Brandi. But however tight and unyielding Brad's asshole was,
it's been turned into Brandi's "pussy," a tight little hole that is
open for business whenever Katrina commands it.


 


Hipster guy's big, sexy hands are
making her want his cock in her pussy, in fact. The guys sexy. He's got
a tender, gentle strength to his touch, a sensuous quality that his hipster
girlfriend can't approach, no matter how sexy she looks. The hipster girl
tortures and twists Brandi's tits; she slaps them, squeezes them.


 


The hipster boy knows just how to
touch them in the perfect seductive way to make Brandi feel like she would do anything
for him. Anything.


 


Brandi looks up into his big, dark
eyes; she practically melts.


 


He's so fucking hot; she's so
fucking horny. She wants his cock.


 


Brandi's dick finally stiffens all
the way. It escapes its tuck and pushes against the front of her panties. She
feels the erotic wave of arousal and humiliation that Katrina has trained her
to feel whenever her sissy stick pops free.


 


If Katrina or the hipster couple
notice Brandi's hard-on, no one says anything. 


 


But Brandi blushes deeper red and
gets even more turned on to know they can see bulging the front of her skirt.


 


Katrina asks: "Would you like
to make out with her?"


 


Brandi's heart stops. She thinks,
at first, Katrina is only asking the girl, and Brandi thinks what a bitch the
girl is for how she treated her titties, even if she is fucking gorgeous.
Brandi doesn't want to make out with the hipster girl at all -- though she
knows she will, because Brandi doesn't say "no" to Katrina. 


 


But it's the hipster boy who comes
in for a kiss, his big strong hands tipping Brandi's face up toward him. 


 


His lips part hers; his tongue
enters her mouth.


 


A shiver goes through Brandi. Her
clitty throbs. Katrina reaches up her skirt and fingers her asshole. Brandi
squeals a little. Hipster boy never stops kissing her, feeling her tits. He
comes in closer, and Brandi suddenly feels his cock pressing against her,
sheathed in his tight cotton shorts.


 


Katrina is whispering to the
hipster girl, Brandi is vaguely aware. But mostly Brandi is lost in the yummy,
perfect kiss from the hot, buff hipster Latino boy. Her clit has bounced free
from her panties and is throbbing up against the inside of her skirt. Her face
reddens to feel it. She wants to reach down and tuck it back into place, but
she knows -- from experience -- that would be even more humiliating.


 


The hipster boy's really getting
into it now; he's feeling Brandi's tits up eagerly and gently pinching her
nipples. 


 


What hipster boy does to her tits
is not anything like what the girl did -- that was awkward, angry, confused.
Hipster girl seemed so fucking hot, but now all Brandi wants is hipster guy, up
against her, naked, maybe kissing her and teasing her tits like this -- or
maybe bending her over, pulling her hair and fucking her hard.


 


This guy has already teased
Brandi's tits into full sensitivity. It feels incredible to have him making out
with her and pinching her nipples. Surges of pleasure ripple down her body.
What's more, hipster guy's cock is getting hard, too, swelling those cotton
shorts. It gets harder...harder...harder. It just keeps growing.


 


She realizes it's huge. It presses
against Brandi's stomach, and Brandi very badly wants to reach down and grab
it. Stroke it. Suck it. She wants to take it out of those cotton shorts and rub
it all over her face and her titties till it spurts on her....





 


Now Katrina is on their other side
of the couple. Brandi realizes she's not holding the leash anymore. Now Katrina
is whispering to the hipster boy. Maybe she thinks Brandi can't hear. It's
awfully faint, but Brandi hears it, all right.


 


"You can be her first,"
Katrina whispers.


 


The hipster boy knows exactly what
she means. He stops kissing Brandi, pulls back and grins. He looks at his
girlfriend, who's obviously already okayed Katrina's offer. The hipster girl
nods, reaching in to tweak Brandi's nipples. Brandi flinches.


 


Hipster boy slides his hand up
into Brandi's hair and kisses her deeply once more.


 


Then he pulls back, turns to
Katrina, and flashes a cocky grin.


 


"You got it," he says.
"Let's go find a bed."


 


His girlfriend's already holding
the leash. Katrina blows Brandi a kiss, waves good-bye, and goes off to
socialize while the hipster couple leads the bewildered, softly frightened
Brandi down the hallway to the play spaces.


 


#


 


The sex club has a hallway with
doors to little rooms with "beds" on them -- although the beds are
made of vinyl and only covered with sheets for the sake of cleanliness. There
are ten of them, total, down two different hallways. It's relatively early in
the evening, so the hipster couple doesn't have a problem finding a room in
which to deflower Brandi.


 


The rule, which Brandi knows all
too well, is if you want other people to come in and watch, you leave the door
open. If you want some privacy, close it. People could still watch through the
big plastic windows. There was no privacy either way, but with the door open,
the spectators could come in and get a much closer look.


 


The hipsters leave the door open.
That way, people can watch.


 


They still don't tell Brandi their
names. Brandi's pretty sure Katrina told them not to. They don't use names when
talking to each other; in fact, they mostly whisper. Every time the hipster
girl touches her, Brandi cringes. Her touch is harsh, unpracticed. Brandi's
pretty sure she's a straight girl; she just doesn’t know how to touch a woman.


 


Brandi's mind reels as she thinks
that. Her dick is tenting the front of her dress. The hipster girl grabs that
and strokes it -- and handles it expertly. She kisses Brandi, and Brandi melts
into her arms. 


 


The hipster girl makes out with
Brandi, fingering her tits, pulling on her cock. Her fingers work far more
comfortably on Brandi's junk than on Brandi's tits. But then, Brandi's tits are
highly sensitive. Brandi thinks maybe she shouldn’t blame the hipster girl.


 


And besides, as it turns out,
she's a hell of a kisser.


 


While the hipster girl strokes
Brandi's little cock and makes out with her, the hipster boy gets behind Brandi
and starts undoing her dress. It's already half-unbuttoned. His arms go around
her and he undoes the dress the rest of the way. He works it over Brandi's
shoulders. He smoothly takes it down over the swelling hips that, just months
ago, weren't curvy at all. Now, it excites Brandi to feel her dress reaching
that swell and going down her thighs.


 


The dress falls to her ankles and
Brandi steps out of it. Politely, hipster boy picks it up and folds it.


 


Hipster girl has Brandi's cock out
of her panties. She drops to her knees, and Brandi feels a wave of panic. She
hasn't had her dick sucked since back when she was Brad.


 


The hipster girl's mouth molds to
Brandi's cock, and Brandi lets out a soft moan of frightened pleasure.


 


The hipster boy is there, behind
her, holding her tight in his arms. He starts playing with her tits while his
girlfriend sucks Brandi's cock. Brandi's mind swirls with pleasure. Hipster boy
eases the string of Brandi's thong out of the way. He licks his finger and
starts playing with Brandi's butthole. Brandi shivers gently into his arms. His
girlfriend has pulled Brandi's panties down to the tops of her stockings. She's
licking Brandi's balls.


 


The couple guides Brandi to her
knees.


 


Brandi lowers hipster boy's shorts
and reveals his cock; it's even bigger than she thought.


 


She takes it in her hand, feeling
intensely aroused by its weight, its texture, its length, its girth, its scent.


 


She wants to suck it more than
she's ever wanted anything in her life.


 


Brandi wraps her lips around
hipster boy's huge sepia-colored cock. She starts sucking with eager pleasure.
She opens wide and thrusts herself down onto it, opening her throat. Brandi's
cock feels moist from the hipster girl's spit.


 


Brando realizes hipster girl is
climbing into a strap-on.


 


Brandi's heart pounds. She's about
to get fucked from both ends. The only question is, who will get her ass?


 


Brandi undoes her garters while
she's sucking. The stockings are stay-ups, so the garters are really just for
show, anyway. Brandi's black panties hit the floor. Hipster girl grabs Brandi's
hair and guides Brandi's red-painted sissy mouth onto her huge strap-on. Brandi
begins sucking.


 


Despite liking hipster boy more
than hipster girl -- and being far more attractive to him -- Brandi finds it
far more comfortable to suck hipster girl's strap-on than hipster boy's cock.
It's less erotic; it's less exciting. But it is a far more comfortable
experience because she's much more familiar with sucking Katrina's strap-on
than she is with sucking real dick. Brandi used to suck strap-on dick even back
when Brandi was Brad.


 


But hipster girl tells her
boyfriend, "I want you to fuck her."


 


Neither of them consults Brandi;
why should they? They've already been given free rein to do as they wish with
Brandi. 


 


Brandi feels herself helped to her
feet and pushed onto the high platform that serves as a "bed" in the
sex space. Her legs are eased out into a spread position by the hipster couple.
The waist-height beds of the club are made for exactly this purpose -- to put a
receptive partner in the right position to get fucked by a standing guy.


 


With her ass at the edge of the
bed, Brandi's perfectly positioned for hipster boy to lift his lift her legs up
onto his shoulders.


 


He tucks Brandi's legs up high
while hipster girl climbs onto the bed and sits on Brandi's face. She strap-on
harness out of the way and settles her pussy down onto Brandi's mouth.


 


Brandi feels suddenly angry; she
wants to look into hipster boy's gorgeous brown eyes as he possesses her
asshole. But that's not for Brandi to decide, and she knows it. She obediently
begins sucking the hipster girl's pussy, while hipster boy lubes up his cock.


 


Brandi feels hipster boy's
bareback dickhead rubbing up against her asshole. The lube is slick and cool.
His cock feels huge and thick -- terrifyingly huge.


 


Brandi feels his cock stretching
her as he pushes in to penetrate her.


 


Brandi's asshole doesn't want to
open at first. She moans as hipster boy reaches down to stroke her dick as he
pushes his cockhead more firmly against her unyielding opening.


 


Then, with a shove, he enters her.


 


Brandi moans crazily as hipster
boy works his cock deep into her. He plays with Brandi's cock and drives his
own dick deep into her. He and hipster girl face each other over her, leaning
forward to kiss each other as they ride Brandi from both ends. Brandi laps at
hipster girl's clit, her nose forced up against hipster girl's asshole. The
heavy, spit-wet weight of hipster girl's strap-on bounces against Brandi's tits
as Brandi awkwardly holds the strap out of the way so she can properly service
the girl's pussy and clit. The girl's very wet, and her pussy juices smell
sharp. Her asshole is musky and ripe. Brandi hears the hipster couple kissing
noisily and moaning as hipster boy fucks her faster. Hipster girl reaches down
and plays with Brandi's sissy stick, caressing it gently -- maybe not realizing
how close Brandi is to squirting on her hand.


 


Brandi knows if she cums without
permission, she'll get a flogging from Mistress Katrina. But she won't have
much of a choice; she can't make a sound, with her face crushed by hipster
girl's cunt and her nose stuffed up in her crack.


 


So she just keeps licking, utterly
at the mercy of the couple.


 


Hipster girl cums first. She rides
Brandi's face to a screaming orgasm, while hipster boy slides his cock faster
faster into Brandi's tight asshole.


 


She hears hipster girl and hipster
boy talking as hipster boy's breathing quickens.


 


"No," says hipster girl,
laughing. "Pull out. Cum on her face!"


 


Hipster boy does as his girlfriend
says. He pulls out of Brandi's ass, moaning. Hipster girl drags Brandi off the
bed and pushes her down to her knees.


 


Hipster girl jacks her boyfriend's
huge cock, aiming it at Brandi's face.


 


Brandi opens her eyes wide as
hipster boy looks down into her face. Brandi feels a swirling mix of affection,
intimacy and submission as his gorgeous brown eyes open wide for hers.


 


Jacked off by his girlfriend,
hipster boy shoots hot streams of cum all over her Brandi's face, covering her
in blast after blast of jism until it soaks Brandi's hair and drips down all
over her new titties.


 


The couple kisses affectionately,
laughing at what a pretty cumslut she makes. Neither of them offer to finish
Brandi -- not even with their hands. They don't even offer to let her jack off
before they take her upstairs. 


 


They just seize her leash and lead
her upstairs to the main room, as if she were a whore and their time had run
out. They don't even say goodbye.


 


Brandi feels the warmth of deep
submission as the couple, having achieved their orgasms -- and the thrill of
dominating her -- all but forget she's a person. 


 


They return her to Katrina.


 


They find Brandi's Mistress
upstairs on a loveseat in the lounge area, cuddling up in a friendly way with
two of her male friends. They're so big and muscular that Mistress barely fits
in between them, but she doesn't look like she minds getting cozy. The men are
both older, built, and have big grey mustaches. Their chests are bare except
for leather harnesses. They wear tight leather pants. Their pant legs are
tucked into huge heavy motorcycle boots that very badly need a polish.


 


But what really need
polishing are their cocks, Brandi thinks. Mistress is caressing both men's
crotches with her hands while she sits there and squirms between them. Their
leather-clad crotches bulge. 


 


Mistress looks at Brandi with a
certain amount of pride.


 


She recognizes the look instantly,
and knows she's going to be sucking more dick tonight.


 


Mistress wants me to learn how to
suck gay dick too, thinks Brandi excitedly.


 


The hipster couple bends down at
once and each gives Mistress Katrina a kiss. One of the gay men grabs hipster
girl's ass; she squeals playfully.


 


The hipster couple goes away,
handing Brandi off to Katrina.


 


Mistress Katrina's look turns from
pride to fury.


 


"Well?" she hisses at
Brandi.


 


Brandi drops to her knees and
reaches for the zipper of the closest man's tight leather pants.


 


She takes his dick out and starts
to suck.


 


 


 


 











The Next Lesson by Kylie Cooper 


 


 


Sabrina said, "It's time for your next lesson, Kylie.
Would you like to guess what it's going to be?"


 


I gulped nervously. I said, "I don't know, Mistress. I
can't fathom a guess. Anything you wish to teach me, I'll try to learn,
Mistress."


 


Sabrina laughed softly. "Stop being a kiss ass."


 


I smirked. "I already had that lesson, Mistress."


 


"Now you're being a smart-ass," said
Sabrina with a frown.


 


"I'm sorry, Mistress," I told her. "I don't
mean to be."


 


"Then tell me, little slut. What do you think your next
lesson will be?"


 


I gazed up at Sabrina with love in my eyes, and fear in my
heart.


 


Sabrina sat in her "throne," which was really just
an elaborately decorated armchair. I was on my knees before her, dressed like a
whore as my Mistress had taught me to dress. I wore a very short dress that
barely hid the bulge in my panties. I had red fishnet stockings clipped to my
garter belt. My little boytits were shoved into a halter with stiff boning on
the underside, so tight and so full that it almost gave me cleavage. And around
my throat, there was a dog collar, to which was clipped the other end of the
leash that Sabrina held loosely in her hand. 


 


I looked up at Sabrina with obedient love in my eyes, craving
whatever it was that she wished to teach me. Sabrina was gorgeous; a Dominant
woman with short bleached-blonde hair and a tight, muscular body. She wore high
boots, tight leather pants, and a skintight white wife beater. Her small, firm
tits jutted out braless, the nipples erect. She was very aroused; I would have
been able to tell that much just from her nips. But the fire in her eyes told
me that Sabrina was more than just aroused; she was intensely excited about
what she planned to do to me.


 


Sabrina wore a certain amount of makeup, but she was not a
girly-girl. In particular, she liked to keep her lips bright red--as they were
right now, full and ripe and kissable, glistening with blinding red. She liked
her eyes painted with heavy black mascara but no eyeliner at all. The result
was an imposing look that was at once feminine and tomboyish. Her lips were
irresistibly kissable, but her eyes looked angry and haunted. 


 


But despite the makeup, she did not look girly, or even
feminine. She did not wear dresses and she didn't believe in tarting herself up
for her playmates. Rather, she wore what she was comfortable with, and she did
not wear dresses like a tarted-up whore; she remained entirely herself, and she
was a tomboy.


 


How was it, then, that she'd done such a perfect job turning
me into a grotesquely feminine slut? How was it that every time I visited her,
I became more feminine, more female, more slutty? How was it that this
breathtaking tomboy had done me up right? I'd never seen her in a skirt or high
heels, but she'd taught me to wear them and walk in them and wiggle my ass in
that special way that looked so cute in the mirror that my little cock would
always begin to tingle and swell in my panties.


 


I shivered all over. My cock was stirring in my panties. I
crossed my legs as I knelt before her. I breathed deeply and slowly, trying not
to let my boner tent my tight skirt.


 


"W-w-will I need to go down on a man, Mistress?" I
stammered. 


 


I saw Sabrina's eyes narrow. A true slut did not use
euphemisms. I knew I had displeased her.


 


I corrected myself, "I mean, Mistress, will I...will I
be taught to suck cock?"


 


The doorbell rang. Sabrina saw the surprise on my face. She
laughed happily. 


 


"You'd better get that," she said.


 


"But Mistress," I said, wriggling. "My wrists
are bound." A few minutes before, she'd tied my wrists and my forearms up
high in my back, all but immobilizing me. I was all but helpless.


 


Sabrina smiled. "You're a smart girl. You can figure it
out."


 


No other part of me was bound, so I was able to struggle to
my feet. I wore six-inch heels, so it wasn't easy to keep my balance as I
walked down the hallway to the front door. The doorbell rang again, half a
dozen times, as I racked my brains to figure out how to get the door open. It
took me five tries, and the doorbell as going crazy by the time I turned the
knob.


 


What I finally did was to turn my back to the door and
crouch down, spreading my knees very wide to remain stable. Then I worked the
doorknob open and waddled myself just a little bit forward, tottering on the
very high heels.


 


Then I hauled myself to my feet, sweaty and panting. I
nudged the door open with my toe, and, as it came open, I gasped.


 


There was a small crowd of men out there on Mistress
Sabrina's porch--all of them wearing leather chaps and jock straps--and not
much else.


 


"What took you so long, slut?" growled the one in
front as he pushed his way inside. He was a big, burly man with broad shoulders
and a naked chest. He was covered in sweat, and his flesh looked a little warm
and sunburned. He was probably in his fifties, but he had an amazing body. He
was also very handsome. And I can't help but mention that his jockstrap bulged
noticeably.


 


"She was obviously indisposed," grinned the next
one, a smaller and younger man with dark sepia skin and an equally big bulge in
his jock strap. Because he was smaller, his dick looked even bigger. He could
not have been older than thirty; he was less bulky than the first, but was also
very muscular. He had a swimmer's body, I guess.


 


Beyond him, four more men--for a total of six!--stood
clamoring for entry on the porch. They were all sweaty, and had obviously been
out in the sun. I smelled alcohol. It was late afternoon, and I knew where
these men had been: out cruising the street fair that had made Sabrina's
neighborhood a zoo for the last few days. I'd been mercifully free of it
because I'm not gay.


 


I was quickly realizing that this state of affairs wouldn't
last if my Mistress had anything to say about it, and, needless to say, she had
everything to say about it.


 


The six men pushed past me and entered the apartment. I saw
Sabrina coming out to greet them, hugging each man and kissing him on the lips.


 


The six men were all dressed almost identically in standard
gay street-fair garb, but they ranged in age from what must have been
twenty-five or so--for a tightly-built, hot little Latino with multiple
piercings--to what I guessed was fifty-ish, for the handsome man who had led
the pack.


 


Sabrina introduced us. The older man was named Jack; the hot
Latino was named Manuel. The second, thirty-ish swimmer type was named Mark.
The three other men were named Jason, Rob, and Adam.


 


She introduced me as Kylie, which gave me a little ripple of
both pride and erotic humiliation. My name is Kyle, but Mistress Sabrina had
started calling me Kylie when she started to feminize me. She knew that it
always excited me to hear myself referred to in that way.


 


"It is a zoo out there," said Jack. "We
almost didn't make it. If I hadn't promised you..."


 


"Well, I'm glad you did," said Sabrina, taking
Jack in her arms and kissing him on the lips, more intimately this time; I
actually saw some tongue. I stared in surprise, stewing a little bit in
jealousy. Were these guys gay or not? "I've got someone here who really
needs you."


 


"That's right," said Jack. "Where's that hot
guy you need us to gangbang?"


 


The word hit me like a bolt of lightning. I trembled and
quivered. I gulped. Sabrina gave me a passionate look and began to laugh. She
gestured at me.


 


"Meet Kyle," she said. "But I'd rather you
call her Kylie."


 


Every last one of the six men stared at me in disbelief,
while I stood there blushing.


 


Then, with no ceremony at all, the guy named Rob--a big,
burly black man--reached out and lifted my skirt.


 


I blushed even deeper, my heart pounding in my ears. The six
men stared at my cock in disbelief as Sabrina laughed merrily. She loved to
humiliate me like this. But it wasn't just that I was standing there exposed.
It was made that much worse by the fact that my hard little cock had escaped my
panties. The tip of it jutted out over the waistband, while the length of it
showed plainly through the form-fitting satin material.


 


It was humiliating to have to show it off in front of a room
full of burly men. I've known since a very young age that I don't have much
cock to work with. But Mistress Sabrina doesn't let me wear much in the way of
panties, and so my little thing was sticking out over the top of my low-slung
girly underwear.


 


"I don't know about this," said the guy named
Adam--a long, lean thirty-ish guy with Marine Corps tattoos on his shoulders.
"She may have a cock, but it isn't much of one. And she sure as hell looks
like a girl to me."


 


Sabrina laughed, teasing them. "And yet every last one
of you's fucked me," she said. "How do you explain that?"


 


"That's different," Rob stammered. "You're
a...tomboy."


 


"Just pretend she's a boy," Sabrina reasoned.
"She's still shaped like one...once you rip that dress off, you won't be
able to tell."


 


Rob still wasn't convinced. "I don't know," he
said, looking me up and down disapprovingly.


 


Sabrina cuddled up to Rob and cradled his bulging jockstrap
with her slender hand. His dick began to swell as she kissed him.


 


"I'll make you a promise," she sighed. "If
you guys work my slut over, I'll spend some private time with each and every
one of you." Then her voice got rich and dirty. "And I'll let you put
it anywhere." She spanked her own ass playfully.


 


A ripple seemed to go through the small crowd as they
considered her offer.


 


Through this whole exchange, I was standing there helpless.
After my dress had been lifted and my little cock exposed, several of the men
had come in to feel and grope it--as if to see if it was real. They'd slapped
stroked and pinched my cock, so that I had started whimpering and shying away
from them. But Sabrina does not have a large apartment--and there wasn't much
room for me to back away. I found myself pinned against a couple of burly men
who were feeling up my ass, with three more moving in to pull both my panties
and my dress down. They groped my crotch and pinched my boytits while one of
the two men behind me spit on his finger and slid it up and down in my crack.


 


I squealed as he forced his finger into me.


 


"I don't know," said the one Madame Sabrina had
introduced as Carl. "Does she suck cock?"


 


Sabrina uttered a girly peal of laughter. It was
uncharacteristic of her, but it was made less girly by the fact that she chose
that moment to clip the leash back onto my collar and shove me to my knees.


 


"What do you think?" she asked as she handed my
leash to someone--I have no idea who.


 


I heard a collective murmur that amounted to a sentiment of,
"What the hell?"


 


All at once, three or four of the men crowded in, pulled
their jockstraps down and shoved their dicks in my face.


 


I whimpered and shuddered as the man holding my leash
tightened up his grip. He pulled me in close to a nearby crotch while someone's
thumb worked its way between my red-painted lips and forced my mouth open.
Before I knew it, a cock was shoved into my mouth and I had no choice but to
suck.


 


I took a huge, hard cock into my mouth and started to bob up
and down on it. I had never had dick in my mouth before, but I'd sucked
Sabrina's strap-on for months. She taught me to suck her just like it was a
real cock, and the lesson held me in good stead. But with multiple cocks being
shoved in my face and my long blonde hair being grabbed to move me from one to
the other, it wasn't long before I was totally overwhelmed. I couldn’t do
anything except open wide and let one man after another fuck my face hard for a
few seconds before passing me on to the next one, around and around till I
couldn't keep track of how many of them I'd tasted.


 


"Tasted" is right, and also "smelled."
They tasted ripe, like they'd been partying all weekend and hadn't bothered to
shower. And the scent was overwhelming. They'd been out in the sun for a very
long time, and their bodies reeked of male sweat. I choked on the smell, but my
little dick--humiliatingly--continued to throb at the scent of it. As their
swollen cockheads pressed against the back of my throat, I desperately tried to
deep-throat. It wasn't easy, as urgently as they were face-fucking me.


 


"She's only got one mouth," someone said bitterly.
"This is going to take all night."


 


"So take care of it yourself," said Sabrina.
"She also gives handjobs."


 


I heard the familiar click of Sabrina's switchblade. She was
behind me. I felt a tug at the bonds that bound my wrists and upper arms
tightly across my back. A moment later, my hands were free--and being guided by
far more powerful hands onto huge hard cocks.


 


Obediently, I began to stroke dick, working two cocks up and
down as I opened my mouth wide and relaxed my throat to get fucked by the one
in my face. Even that wasn't enough to serve all of them at once, of
course. The men crowded in, each impatiently waiting his chance. They'd been
out cruising all day long, and desperately needed some satisfaction--that much
was true. I guess they were all sort of "bi by convenience," if you
consider that I was made up like a girl.


 


"While you've got that knife out," someone
growled. "Can you get this dress off her? She's a little too girly for
me."


 


Sabrina laughed as she fitted the knife under the tight
fabric of my dress. She sliced it off with ease; the shreds came away until I
was wearing nothing but my panties, my stockings, my high heeled shoes--and my
dog collar. The latter was still attached to a chain leash, which someone had
wrapped around his big hand while the small crowd migrated over to the couch. I
realized the one with my leash was Jack, the handsome older man who had come in
first. I guess he was the leader of the pack, so he got the first of my
blowjobs. Adam and Carl sat on either side of them, letting me fluff them with
my hands. When I did it too awkwardly for Carl's taste, he lifted my hand and
spat on my palm, then returned my freshly-lubed hand to his cock. I obediently
took my mouth off Jack's dick for just a moment to repeat the process with my
own spit, hawking and spitting onto the palm of my other hand. Then I started
to stroke Adam's cock while I went back to sucking Jack.


 


"She doesn’t suck cock like a boy," said Jack. He
sounded like he disapproved.


 


"Well," said Adam, "He gives a handjob like
one."


 


"It's all of that jacking off she did," laughed
Sabrina. "She never really got laid that much. Why do you think she wanted
to be feminized?"


 


Sabrina was only teasing me, of course; her voice was rich
with affection. In fact, she was kneeling beside me even as her six friends
tried to crowd into get a crack at me. Two of them were busily feeling up my
ass; they pulled my panties all the way down to my knees and forced my legs
wide until the panties stretched between them. I heard a gurgling sound and
felt wet lube being poured into my crack. I gasped at how cold it felt--then
gasped even louder as someone with very big hands shoved two or three fingers
in me.


 


"Nice and tight," I heard someone say.
"Haven't you trained her little butthole?"


 


"You know me," said Sabrina. "I've never been
much of a size queen."


 


That was enough of a joke to send a wave of laughter
through the crowd. I've seen Sabrina's private toy stash; she's very much
a size queen. From how well-hung every one of these guys was, it was obvious
she selected her male partners at least partially based on size, too. But when
she'd strapped on a cock to fuck me with, Sabrina had always gone relatively
easy.


 


Little did I know it's because she was saving my tight sissy
ass for a real man's cock.


 


Someone knelt down beside me. I shuddered all over as I felt
a smooth, slick cockhead rubbing up against my hole. I tried to look over my
shoulder to see who it was--but Jack had his hands in my hair and was making
sure I didn't lose focus. As a result, I never found out who it was who took my
virginity.


 


Whoever he was, he was hung. My asshole didn't want
to open up for his cock at first. He parted my cheeks with enormous hands and
held me open wide while he worked the huge head of his very big cock around in
circles, pushing in harder with every revolution. My butthole remained snug and
tight, refusing to accept his mammoth member into me. But he reached the point
where he didn't feel like waiting anymore. While someone else held my cheeks open
wide for him, the man put his huge hands on my hips and held me steady. He shoved.


 


My asshole finally gave up its sanctity; I felt my entry
stretching as the stranger forced his cock up deep inside me. I felt a
momentary wave of panic as I realized it was really going in. But I had far too
many tasks to worry about to get distracted worrying about my asshole. Jack was
very close to cumming; his hips worked quickly, lifting him slightly off the
couch as he forced my head up and down so my wet, drooling mouth met each
upward thrust of his cock. I gagged and choked on his cock as his full, swollen
head bounced against the back of my throat. Meanwhile, the man who'd claimed my
ass just kept on sliding deeper. He had a lot of cock to give me...and he made
sure I took it all. I felt his hugeness stretching me deep, filling me well up
into my bowels; I heard him commenting with a grunt that I was so tight he was
going to cum already.


 


"No sloppy seconds!" laughed someone else.
"If you're gonna do it, shove it in deep!"


 


Things were beyond the point of no return for both men
fucking me, but the man in my ass complied with the request. He groaned as he
shoved his cock in me, deep--really deep--and I felt the hot pulse of
wetness that spelled a full load of his jizz. Meanwhile, Jack's cock pulsed and
spewed, exploding with salty cum. I tried to swallow, which seemed to be what
he wanted, but the taste was so unexpected that I gagged, and some of it ran
out of my mouth and down my chin. It dribbled on Jack's leathers just as both
Adam and Carl shot their loads all over my face.


 


There was cum everywhere. 


 


"Very bad slut," he growled. "Lick it
up!" Somebody spank her!"


 


I squealed as someone hit me hard with a big, open hand.
Jack forcefully guided my mouth to the cum I'd scattered on his leather chaps,
on the leather sofa, and even on Adam's boots. I obediently tried to lick up
every drop--but it wasn't easy, because I was being distracted by an escalating
spanking. 


 


More than one hand started working on my ass, sending
painful thuds and stings through me as Jack and Adam and Carl were replaced by
another three men -- I'm not sure who. I didn't have much time to look up
before they shoved their cocks in my mouth and hands, nor could I concentrate
very well, since someone had fetched a paddle and was laying into my
recently-fucked ass. My squeals of pain were muffled by cock in my throat as
the paddling grew in intensity until pain erupted through my body.


 


Next thing I knew, there was someone else mounting me. A
huge cock, maybe even bigger than the first one, started stretching open my
ass. It took less time to enter me, but it still went in so deep that I felt it
throughout my body. Meanwhile, I struggled to keep working on the cock in my
mouth and the two in my hands.


 


As I was fucked from both ends, someone reached under my
body and grabbed my cock. "This little slut sure as hell is enjoying
herself. Time for a handjob, Mistress?"


 


"Not yet," said Sabrina. "Let's make her wait
till she's satisfied us all."


 


Us all. Did that mean Sabrina would fuck me, too?
Serving Mistress directly was always my first desire. If she would give me a
chance to show me what a whore I could be for her strap-on with all these real
men watching....


 


I got my answer soon, after the man with his cock in my ass
had groaned and let himself go deep inside me. Sabrina crouched over me,
guiding her strap-on cock up against my cum-lubed hole. I was filled up and
slick from entrance to depths; Sabrina didn't even have to spit on her cock to
grant it easy passage.


 


What's more, Sabrina was using a dick she'd never fucked me
with before. It was huge. This dick was least as big as the first one
that had fucked me, maybe even bigger than the second. It stretched my ass well
beyond capacity as she drove it into me, laughing in rapturous pleasure.


 


"I think she's really getting the hang of this,"
Sabrina said breathlessly as she fucked my ass. "She's turning into a
regular gangbang slut. I think it's time for that handjob you asked about.


 


"Then let's flip her over," growled one of the
men. "I hear the missionary position is very romantic."


 


That brought a chorus of laughter as I was forcibly hauled
off of my feet and repositioned on a bondage table. They put me down face-up
with my legs in the air and my head hanging off the end of the table.


 


One of the men mounted me, shoving his cock into my ass.
Another took his place at my front, holding my tipped-back head and forcing my
mouth open so he could slide his cock down my throat.


 


It went down nice and easy. Cum flowed everywhere, dripping
off my face. As hard cock slid into my ass, I felt someone's big powerful hand
closing over my own little cock.


 


He started to jerk me off.


 


It didn't take long; I was close already. Powerfully aroused
by the humiliation of being possessed by all these men in front of Sabrina, I
surged toward orgasm and spurted all over my own stomach. Moments later, the
man in my ass pumped faster and faster, groaned, and filled me up. The one in
my face pulled his cock out and started jacking himself off. But before he
could cum, I saw another hand taking over.


 


It was Sabrina. My mistress was jacking the last man off on
my face.


 


His cock exploded, pouring streams of warm cum all over my
face. Undeterred by how filthy I was, my gorgeous tomboy Mistress came in and
pressed her lips to mine. She kissed me deeply.


 


I heard a chorus of, "Awwwwww," sounds as
Sabrina's guests teased her.


 


When we finished our kiss, Sabrina cradled me in her arms
for a bit. Then she stood and told her friends:


 


"If you'd like to stick around, there's beer in the
fridge, boys."


 


Jack was nearby; he put his arms around Sabrina and pulled
her close.


 


"I seem to recall someone promising she would
put out...if we worked her slut over properly."


 


I heard Sabrina's happy laughter. "Did I promise
that?"


 


"I think so," said Jack. "But then again,
your little plaything turned out to be quite a fuck on his own..."


 


"Well," Sabrina said. "Maybe she wants
to make good on her Mistress's promises."


 


Jack chuckled and gave Sabrina a deep kiss. He and Sabrina
stood so close to my table that his cock was almost in my face. It was
half-hard. I inched myself a little closer, hanging off the table. I dripped
cum everywhere. Jack's cock smelled musky, manly, and filthy. I inclined my head
and went after it, opening wide. I took Jack's cock into my mouth and started
sucking.


 


 











One-Hour Parking by Kylie Cooper


 


As the SUV pulled into the parking lot, Alex recognized
Mike's familiar silver sedan. Val parked the SUV just a few spots away from
Mike's car. Alex saw that Mike was just sitting there, playing it cool. He
didn't even look over. He didn't seem to notice that they'd parked next to him.
He didn't give them any sign that he knew the game was on.


 


A sign glowed in the yellow overhead light in front of each
parking space: ONE HOUR PARKING. This time of night, though, there were no
obnoxious little three-wheeled scooters cruising around issuing tickets. In
fact, there was no one there at all. This back lot was hidden from the street.
The only people likely to frequent it were dealers, hookers and the homeless.
Cops might occasionally drop by to check what business was being transacted
here, but it wouldn’t happen often. The chance of getting interrupted by a
police cruiser in any given one-hour period, Alex knew, was minimal.


 


But the cops weren't what scared Alex so much. What scared
him was the guy in that car, and what he was about to do with him. It fell
clearly enough into the "hooker" category that if a cop did
happen by, they'd all have a lot of explaining to do. But what really had
Alex's heart racing was the act he was about to perform.


 


He was now Daddy's whore.


 


Alex felt his heart pounding as his wife looked him over
with a wicked little smile.


 


"Are you ready to earn Daddy some money, baby?"
Val asked him.


 


Alex could barely get the words out, even though he'd
practiced them a million times in his head, usually with his hard cock in his
hand. 


 


"Yes, Daddy," he said. 


 


Val winked at him. Then her dark eyes got cold and her full
lips pressed tight together. She looked mean.


 


She said: "You'd better be ready, bitch. You'd better
be ready, willing and eager. You don't suck that cock good, Daddy's gonna do
things to you that'll make you wish you never been born. Daddy's cock can go
all sorts of nasty places. Places that'll hurt you, bitch." Val grabbed
her bulging jeans. She was wearing her cock, the big one -- the one Alex knew
he couldn't take in his ass because it was way too big. The sight of his wife
grabbing her big cock obscenely through her pants, coupled with her filthy,
nasty threat, made a shiver of pleasure go through Alex's slim body. 


 


Illuminated by the the yellow light from the sodium lamps
overhead, Val looked unnatural, maybe even crueler than usual. The yellow cast
gave a slightly demonic look to everything. But Alex didn't care about color
tonight; tonight, for him, it was all about contour. He knew he looked fucking
hot. From the tips of his white high-heels up his long shaved legs in the sheer
black seamed stockings to the tight hem of the too-high dress with its padding
in the hips and the way it cupped his D-cup foam rubber "tits," he
was all girl. His blonde hair had finally gotten long enough that he could keep
it in a ponytail. He pulled the rubber band off and shakes his hair out.
Without much difficulty, he fluffed it into the messy, freshly-fucked look Val
liked to see on him when he gets all femmed out. How fucking lucky was he to
have a wife who enjoyed it when he dressed like a whore?


 


After just a few strokes of his fingers, Alex's blonde hair
was a slutty-looking mop. His hair was just naturally curly enough to be unruly
-- just like him. 


 


Dressed as a boy, Alex had a nice enough body -- slim and
broad-shouldered. Dressed as a girl, with a little judicious padding in the
right places, he almost passed. He dressed to show it off, maximizing his more
feminine features and compensating for his more masculine ones. His feet were
packed into a pair of white high heels. His long pretty legs had black sheer
stay-up stockings with lace tops just visible beneath the hem of his skirt. His
thighs had a healthy glow; freshly shaved, they had benefited from his hours at
the tanning salon.


 


Under the skirt, Alex was packed into a lacy pair of
panties, with his cock tucked back between his thighs. He wished he could have
a pussy for the night, but that wasn't quite as simple as stuffing his bra.


 


His wife had a pussy, though, nestled beneath the silicone
base of that big, hard cock. Val was wet already, dripping wet, just thinking
about what her husband was going to do. 


 


Val loved the way her husband looked in drag. She loved how
tight the dress was across Alex's smooth belly, hinting at a little swell where
it dipped into his navel, an exquisitely feminine detail. She loved how he had
managed to push the dress to the limit even though his titties were
foam-rubber, not flesh. He was showing plenty of something like cleavage that
might not have passed in the bedroom with the lights on...but it passed beautifully
by candlelight, Val knew from experience. She was pleased to see that it
also passed nicely by buzzing yellow sodium light. She loved how thin the
straps of his dress were -- like they're halfway ready to fall off of his
shoulders. They had fallen off his shoulders several times on the drive.
Whenever he wore a dress like this, whether in the bedroom or a nightclub or
wherever, he was perpetually pushing those spaghetti straps up. Alex found that
girlish gesture incredibly hot. It was so girly, so flirty, so irresistibly
fetching. Val liked it, too. 


 


Alex's face was painted pretty heavily. He was a whore,
after all. What's more, he was a little insecure about what he was supposed to
do; he knew it was important that he "pass," even though Mike was in
on the game. As a result, Alex had overdone it a little trying to look like a
hot little whore, probably more than he would have if they'd just been going to
a play party or even dancing in a club.


 


But from Val's perspective, Alex didn't have to work to look
hot when he was "dressed." She loved boys who were girls, and she
particularly loved it when Alex was a girl. In Val's opinion, all her husband
needed was a little bit of eye shadow, some mascara and a thin coat of
lipstick, and he was the hottest bitch in the world. Hell, she would
have paid $200 for an hour with him, and she got to sleep with him every night
for free.


 


But this was different; tonight Mike was a
"stranger," and Alex needed to look hot enough to entice a stranger
not just to fuck him, but to pay money to fuck him. Val knew that wouldn't be
as tall an order as all that, but Alex didn't. He was still insecure about what
a hot little slut he was.


 


But as Val looked her husband over, she decides she likes
him painted like a whore -- a cheap, dirty whore, about to be pimped in a
parking lot. Alex's lips had their bright shade of lipstick slathered on thick.
His eyeliner, eye shadow and mascara looked like they'd been layered on with a
trowel. His fluffed and messy blonde hair looked like he just stumbled out of a
motel room after spending an hour locked in intimate "conversation"
with six or seven guys he didn't know. What he was about to do was about as
dirty as that, Val supposed. But she still thought Alex looked pretty, in an
innocent way, under all that makeup.


 


Alex gulped. "What are you thinking?"


 


"I'm thinking about what a hot fuck you are," said
Val with a cruel smile. "What a hot kinky fucking sick pervert! And I'm
thinking how it's fucking hot that you wanna be Daddy's whore. And how
fucking hot you look with your tits all hanging out and your fucking nipples
showing through your top..."


 


Alex blushed a little under his makeup. He looked down at
his cleavage.


 


"Do I really look good?"


 


"You look fucking good," she said. "I
asked you if you're ready to earn some money for Daddy."


 


"And I said yes, Daddy."


 


"You don't sound too convinced," growled Val.
"You ready to earn some money for Daddy, bitch?"


 


Alex shivered all over. He was well aware that the sculpted
nips on the dress forms showed firm through the mesh-front bra and the tight,
low-cut dress.


 


Alex made his voice as sexy and as feminine as he could.


 


"Yes, Daddy, I'm ready to make some money for you,
Daddy. Lots of money." He sounded sultry and sexy, all right. He was
getting better at this.


 


"Tell me how, bitch. How you gonna make money for
Daddy?"


 


"Suck cock," said Alex. "I'm gonna suck
cock."


 


"And what else?"


 


Alex gulped. "And, um...I guess...get fucked? If he
wants to?"


 


"That's it," said Val. "All of those tight
little holes of yours belong to me, bitch. Say it."


 


"All my tight holes belong to you, Daddy,"
whimpered Alex, his cock stirring painfully.


 


"Tell Daddy what he owns," she said.


 


"All my holes," said Alex. "All my tight
holes. All my tight fucking holes, Daddy...you own them. You own all of
me."


 


 "Abso-fucking-lutely," grinned Val, and leaned in
to kiss her whore. 


 


Alex met his wife's kiss with his red lips parted. Their
tongues entwined. Val felt the stud through Alex's tongue, taking pleasure in
the vivid memory of how the piercing had been placed there: at a play party,
with her leading Alex over on his leash on his hands and knees to the makeshift
piercing station set up in the basement at Uptown Down. With the help of some
friends, Val had tied Alex to the chair and Master Don had pierced him. Val
also remembered how fucking hot the stud had felt against her clit just
last night; it really was true what they said. There was no tongue like a
pierced tongue.


 


When their kiss broke, Val wedged her hand under Alex's
body. She squeezed his cute ass in that tight skirt.


 


"Keep this ass good and ready," said Val.
"Daddy will be right back. Why don't you get out of the car and enjoy a
cigarette while I'm gone?"


 


"Yes, Daddy," said Alex.


 


He knew what Val was really telling him; she wanted him to
get out and flaunt his wares for the customer. She wanted Alex to lean against
the car with his tits stuck out and his lips working sensuously on a cig just
like she was about to promise the customer they'd work on his cock. She wanted
his red-painted lips to trail smoke the way they'd soon be dribbling cum.


 


Val got out of the SUV and went over to the silver sedan.
Alex got out and fished his pack of cigarettes out of his little sequin-studded
clutch. He lit one up with his cute little silver-and-pink lighter. He drew
deep. He played with the smoke. He teased his lips with his fingers, aware that
Mike was watching from the other car.


 


Mike cranked down the window before Val even rapped her
knuckles on the roof of the car, like he knew what to expect. Val went down in
a crouch. She talked amiably with Mike, as if they didn't know each other. They
passed a jive handshake. Alex rolled his eyes. Could they be more
stereotypical?


 


But Alex had to admit it was making his cock stiffen a
little. In fact, he's getting remarkably turned on as he watched them talking
-- so much so that his swelling erection threatens his tuck-job, threatening to
dislodge his cock from its tightly-secured place in his panties.


 


Alex watched closely, his arousal mounting. His heart
pounded. He wished he could hear what Val was saying. Was she offering him to
Mike for $10? $20? $50? Was she bragging about what a hot, tight wet mouth he
had? Alex's cock throbbed in its panty-tuck as he longed to hear his wife's
musical voice extolling the pleasures of his holes and exhorting Mike to cough
up a little bit of green to "spend some time" with Alex. Alex had
always loved to hear Val talking dirty like that when she was in a seriously
kinky mood. She was the best kinky role-player he'd ever known. He wished he
could listen in, but that's not how it worked. Tonight he was a whore; she was
his pimp. What he got to do was wait in car huffing the stink of his own
perfume to find out if his pimp's sales pitch had been successful...even though
he knew that it had to be. Unless Mike had gotten cold feet...and that was
always a possibility.


 


So he watched, getting more and more turned on as Val
chatted with Mike for a bit. Alex saw Val gesturing toward the SUV. Alex
squirmed, feeling his stiffening cock threaten its tight panty tuck-back more
with every passing instant, every gesture that Val made.


 


 


Mike looked over at Alex, his face expressionless. Alex
smiled at Mike and tried to look sexy as he wiggled his butt to the side
against the car and showed it off. Alex arched his back and stuck his tits out.
He figured Mike probably couldn’t possibly see all that much -- the yellow
light from above was bright, but it shone at a weird angle.


 


After a minute of negotiation, Val waved at Alex. 


 


She said, "Lexi! Get your ass over here, bitch! I got a
friend I want you to meet!"


 


Bitch. Did she have to call him bitch? Alex felt his
inner slut getting kind of turned on, even while his inner female felt
offended. "Bitch" was a word that he'd found setting off alarm bells
in almost every woman he met; when he had his head this much in
"girl-mode," he felt the same nagging sense of being insulted
whenever he heard it. Maybe that was why Val insisted on using it. He realized
that somewhere deep inside, it made him feel that much more submissive. It made
him feel that much more like "Lexi."


 


Fine, he decided. Tonight I'll be Daddy's bitch.
Tonight I'm Lexi, and I guess she's a bitch.


 


Alex acted the part of the petulant whore. He took his time
sucking another drag from his smoke. He caressed the butt of his cigarette with
his lips and tongue and let the white smoke trickle back out with his red mouth
held wide open in an "O" of sensuous suggestion. He hoped it looked
like cum. In French, he was given to understand, half the rude terms for giving
blowjobs referred to smoking. Slang for cum always referred to smoke. He hadn't
the faintest clue if Mike knew French, but he hoped that having smoke drifting
out of his mouth made the guy think about cum the same way a hot girl smoking
cigarettes, Alex was convinced, always made guys think about blowjobs.


 


Alex swung his hips as he walked, tottering on the very high
heels he's wearing. He wiggles his ass in that very tight skirt. Alex rounded
the rump of the silver sedan and came alongside Mike and Val, looking surly. 


 


Val's eyes flickered up and down Alex with a sneer. She
spotted his attitude and she responded in kind. Alex half-expected a
bitch-slap, which would probably make him pop a full-on boner. Nobody knew how
to slap him good and hard like his sweetie.


 


But she didn't slap him; he hadn't earned it yet.


 


"This is Mike," she said. "Show him your
tits."


 


Alex's heart pounded; the words sent a lightning bolt
through him. 


 


He already had that arresting, insistent throb in his crotch
as his cock tries to stiffen. The tight tuck prevented it, and Alex's arousal
channeled itself back into his body, into his female body...into the
sexy curves he only got to have when he's playing...and particularly into his
tits.


 


He stuck the cig between his red lips and puffed it while he
took hold of his tight top and lifted it over his tits. He couldn't stop his
hands from trembling as he did so. It wasn't cold out -- it's just that it was
the first time another guy had seen his new tits.


 


Alex knew if he was a real whore, he wouldn’t be wearing a
bra. Even with the giant and very realistic D-cups that Val had helped him
strap on, he would have been placing them on display for the customer to
evaluate. But as it was, the bra itself made the whole package look realistic.
Alex blushed deep red, feeling his face getting hot, as he showed off the
convincingly flesh-like mounds of his big tits, with their firm, sculpted
nipples poking through the translucent cups of the black mesh-and-lace push-up
bra.


 


"Not bad," said Mike, and Alex felt a soft glow of
pride. "Now let's see that ass."


 


"You heard the man," deadpanned Val. "Show
Daddy's friend your tight little ass." She lifted one finger and made a
circling gesture, indicating that Alex should turn around. Alex did, bent over,
and reached for his the hem of his tight, short skirt. Val got there first,
yanking his skirt up over his ass. Alex felt a hot flush of sexual hunger.


 


Val spanked him, three or four times on each cheek, bringing
out the rosy color of his butt. Alex's breath quickened as he squealed
girlishly. The spanking sound mingled with the hot buzz of the sodium lights
overhead.


 


"All right," said Mike. "She'll do. Let's
talk price." 


 


"Go back to the car," Val Alex, leaving him to
pull down his own skirt and top. 


 


"Yes, Daddy," said Alex breathlessly as he wiggled
away. He swayed across the parking lot toward the SUV.


 


The final negotiation didn't take long, but the ritual of
wiggling his hips as he walked across the parking lot sure as hell worked for
Mike. He was intensely turned on by the time he leaned his ass against the SUV.
He'd just lit another cigarette when Val started across the lot toward the SUV,
flashing a tightly-folded sheaf of twenty-dollar bills in her palm. She blew Alex
a kiss.


 


"Get your ass over there," said Val, spanking Alex
on the ass. "Go earn for Daddy. Be a good whore for me."


 


Alex kissed his wife on the cheek, leaving a faintly red
outline of his girly lips.


 


"Yes, Daddy," said Alex breathlessly. "I'll
be a good little whore for you." Then, more softly, his voice getting
husky, he added: "I'll suck his cock real good. And then I'll suck yours
when I come back."


 


"You do that," said Val with a cruel smile. She
slapped Alex on the ass again as he wiggled back toward the silver sedan.


 


#


 


As Alex approached the silver sedan, he saw that Mike had
already gotten into the back seat. Apparently, Mike wanted room to work. Alex
made contact with Mike, shyly, before he pulled the passenger-side door open.


 


He slid into the car with the sexiest, slinkiest undulation
of his body he could manage. He felt suddenly nervous and shy. He felt, for a
moment, like he didn't look nearly hot enough for Mike to want to fuck. 


 


But then Mike gave Alex a demanding glare of dominance, almost
of anger. He rubbed the front of his loose jeans. Mike was an imposing guy, big
and full of muscle and radiating dominant energy. Alex didn't want to tell a
guy like that "no," especially after he'd paid. Alex wouldn’t want to
say "no" to a guy like this, even if this whole thing hadn't been his
hare-brained idea.


 


Alex felt a surge of pleasure as he surrendered to the
knowledge that he was really going to do this.


 


"Hi there," said Alex in his girliest voice. Alex
held his hand out as if to shake Mike's hand. He realized how masculine a
gesture that could be, and tried to make his hand as limp as he could -- the
way a girl would do it, awkwardly.


 


He issued a somewhat awkwardly-suppressed giggle, deep into
his filthy femme mind-frame now. He was trying to flirt.


 


"Your name's Mike, right?" asked Alex. "I'm
Lexi." 


 


Mike growled, "Skip the romance." He took Alex's
limp and pressed it against his bulging crotch.


 


Mike's cock was already rock-hard -- and fucking huge,
just like Daddy had promised. Alex felt a surge of pleasure as Mike forced him
to rub his hand up and down the long hard shaft through Mike's loose jeans. 


 


"All right," giggled Alex flirtatiously. "I
can do that. I don't mind skipping the romance--uh!"


 


Before Alex even had the sentence all the way out, Mike had
reached out and grabbed Alex's long blonde hair. He pulled hard and forced
Alex's face down to his crotch. Mike began to unbuckle his belt. Doing it
one-handed didn't come nearly as easy as it seemed like it should, especially
with the trembling Alex suddenly placing lipstick kisses all over Mike's
crotch. Alex took over the pants-opening duties, leaning deeply against Mike's
body and kissing his crotch hard, leaving little lipstick marks.


 


As Alex unfastened Mike's pants, Mike put one big arm around
Alex's body and reached down to grab his butt.


 


Alex felt Mike squeezing his buns and pulling his skirt up,
exposing the back of his panties. Alex's little cock started to stiffen in
response to the touch -- and to Mike's big cock in his face.


 


Alex got Mike's jeans unzipped. He put his hands in through
the fly. Mike was wearing cotton boxer briefs. Alex molded his hand around the
shaft through the soft cotton fabric. 


 


Jesus! Mike was huge. Val really hadn't been kidding
about the guy being well hung. She should know; Mike was her ex-boyfriend. Or,
as Alex understood it, "ex-fuckbuddy" would probably be more
accurate. They had slept together for a while some years ago, and Val had
assured Alex he'd like Mike "lots." When Val was talking about Alex-as-Lexi,
that usually meant one thing. Lexi's taste in men boiled down to just a few
male traits; chief among them was a really big cock.


 


But Alex had been pretty skeptical about just how big Mike
could really be. Now he knew better. He should have listened to Val when she
told him it was like John Holmes had been part elephant. That's pretty much
what it felt like.


 


Alex's own much smaller cock stiffened further in his
panties.


 


Alex pulled Mike's boxer briefs down. Mike pulled Alex's
skirt up higher over his ass. Mike dug his fingers in, alternately squeezing
and caressing Alex's shaved butt. 


 


Alex took Mike's enormous, hard cock in his mouth. At first
it felt smooth against his lips, but the more he took it into his mouth, the
more he could feel the ridges and veins. Mike had a prominent head that seemed
huge even in proportion to his already giant cock. The head of it almost choked
Alex when his lips were halfway down on Mike's long shaft.


 


Alex felt a rush of excitement as Mike took firm hold of his
ass and forcibly adjusted Alex's body to give him more leverage. Mike wanted
Alex to take his cock deeper, and he knew how to facilitate it. So did Alex; he
hadn't sucked all that much cock, but he was exceedingly used to servicing
"Daddy" in the bedroom. Val's own taste in cocks ranged toward the
enormous, so both of them were happy with a strap-on that Alex really had to
work to swallow. Even so, Val had never strapped on a dick that even came close
to Mike's monster.


 


Alex straightened his throat. He stuck out his tongue to
lick the underside of Mike's cock. He took a deep breath and pushed down hard,
trying to swallow. His throat seized up and he gagged. Drool ran out of Alex's
mouth and around Mike's balls, making everything slick as Alex started stroking
the shaft.


 


Truth be told, Alex loved this part. He didn't understand
what was so hot about trying to deep-throat and gagging instead, but he loved
it. Whenever he sucked cock -- Daddy's or someone else's -- he always got so
fuckin turned on at the part where his throat wouldn't open and his gag reflex
went into overtime. He liked it even better if the guy grabbed his head and
pulled his hair and maybe even slapped him a little.


 


But Mike wasn't there quite yet. From what Val said, he
would get there -- but he was giving "Lexi" a little time to come out
and play. Mike was a powerful enough guy and was already topping Alex hard,
just by sheer dint of physical prowess. But he didn't need to choke his little
bitch just yet.


 


He would get around to that.


 


Instead, for now, Mike let Alex choke himself. Alex pushed
himself onto Mike's cock and made audible gagging sounds as drool ran
everywhere. He tried again and again to take it down his throat; it wouldn’t
go. It was just too fucking big. All of those nights deep-throating his wife's
strap-on cock, and he couldn't get this one down? Maybe it wasn't just Mike's
great size. Maybe Alex was too turned on, and all his holes were cinching up
tight to make thing's harder. That's certainly how his asshole felt, as Mike
squeezed and patted his smooth-shaved ass. Maybe Alex just wasn't used to the
intoxicating smell, taste and feel of a real cock in his mouth. Maybe that's
why it wouldn’t go down.


 


But Alex wanted it rough; he wanted Mike to help. His lips
came off of Mike's dick. HE never stopped licking as he whimpered, as girlishly
as possible:


 


"Oooh, it's too big, Daddy. I don't think I can
deep-throat it. Please don't make me. Please don't choke me on your cock."
Alex's voice got deeper and huskier as his arousal mounted. He lapped wetly at
Mike's shaft and moaned, "Please, Daddy, don't get all rough with me and
choke me on your big fuckin' cock..."


 


Mike got the picture pretty quick.


 


He saw Alex looking up at him. Alex's eyes ran with thick
tears laden with black mascara. Mike grinned. He continued to squeeze Mike's
shaved ass.


 


Then he drew back his right hand and spanked Alex, hard.


 


Alex yelped in pain.


 


"Get that cock down your throat," he said.
"Get it down all the way. Take that dick, bitch. Take that dick down your
throat."


 


Alex's face reddened. Mike spanked him harder. Mike's other
hand, his left, came up and took hold of Alex's long blonde hair. Mike grabbed,
getting a firm handhold. He pulled.


 


"No, Daddy," whimpered Alex. "Please don't
make me--"


 


Mike said, "Shut up, bitch. Swallow dick or get me my
money back. I want it all the way down your throat, bitch. I ain't taking no
for an answer."


 


Mike held Alex's hair tightly, pulling with his left hand.
Mike's right hand came off of Alex's butt and moved down to take firm hold of
his own cock. 


 


He slapped Alex in the face with his dick, hard. Alex gasped
as he did it. There was another hard cock-slap, three or four times across each
cheek. Alex whimpered and squirmed. 


 


"Please don't get rough with me, Daddy," moaned
Alex. "I don't know if I can handle it if you get rough..."


 


Mike slapped Alex again in the face with his cock. He pulled
Alex's long blonde hair even harder, slapped him some more, and pushed roughly
down on Alex's head.


 


"I said swallow it!" Mike growled.


 


His hand returned to Alex's ass, and this time he didn't
wait before spanking the shit out of him. Mike whacked Alex's shaved sissy butt
hard with six or eight sharp slaps slaps as Alex whined and whimpered, wiggling
his butt back and forth like he was fruitlessly trying to avoid the blows. 


 


"I said swallow! Swallow that dick, bitch! Swallow it
all!"


 


"Yes, Daddy," whimpered Alex. 


 


Alex surged forward, overcome with a new hunger to suck
Mikes' cock down all the way. He straightened his throat by arching his back
and opened wide. He took a deep breath. He forced himself down onto Mike's
cock, feeling the huge head stretching his throat.


 


Alex finally managed to relax his throat around the giant
head of Mike's cock. After an initial period of getting used to the procedure,
Alex had always found it easy to deep-throat one of Val's strap-ons in bed. But
he'd never even seen a cock as big as Mike's...certainly never up close and
personal like this.


 


Alex shuddered as the as he felt his throat relaxing to
accept Mike's huge organ. 


 


It took almost ten minutes before Mike's big cock finally
slid all the way down Alex's cock. Once it was in him, Alex felt his gag reflex
rebelling again, his throat seizing up around the thrust of Mike's long cock.
But Alex held Mike's cock down his throat, feeling submission flow through him
as he surrendered to the control of the bigger and harder man. He felt a hot
rush of pleasure going through his body as he started working his head back and
forth, sucking Mike's cock in short little strokes, never letting it very far
out of his throat.


 


Mike never let go of Alex's long hair. Alex could feel Mike
pulling his messy blonde locks hard with every wiggle and thrust of his mouth. 


 


With his right hand, Mike spanked Alex again -- this time in
reward.


 


"Good girl," he said "Swallow that dick. You
love dick. You fuckin' love swallowing dick."


 


Alex wiggled his bare, shaved butt, feeling it get warm to
the touch as Mike spanked it more. He arched his back a little more to push his
ass up into Mike's firm grasp. The gesture seemed to invite more spanks, if
Mike wanted to give them. 


 


But Mike had other things in mind.


 


As Alex's mouth worked up and down on his huge shaft, Mike
said, "Good girl. That's a good little cocksucker. You love that big dick,
don't you?"


 


Alex tried to mumble "Mmm-hmmm," around Mike's
cock, but it was fruitless. His mouth was stuffed too full. He just started
bobbing up and down, fucking his face onto Mike's dick as he felt the man's
huge hand on his ass. 


 


Mike wasn't spanking now, though...he was just feeling. Alex
could feel Mike tugging his smooth cheeks apart. Alex felt a rush of fear.


 


Alex's cock was getting hard, the fear having given way to
deep arousal. It was well-tucked into those very tight panties, but even they
weren't tight enough to hold against the building pressure of Alex's stiffening
boner.


 


When Mike pulled the back of Alex's thong out of the way, it
was over.


 


Alex's cock popped free and stiffened all the way, jutting
out of his panties. 


 


Soon his dick was hanging out over the waistband of his
tight black mesh thong. Alex felt the strange and succulent shame he relished
over his own cock when he was forced to show it to a guy with a much bigger
package.


 


Mike grabbed Alex's balls. He squeezed and tugged at them.
His palm worked against Alex's asshole while Alex continued bobbing up and down
on his cock. Mike pulled Alex's hair harder, forcing Alex's face up and down in
his crotch. 


 


Alex felt helpless and deeply submissive despite his growing
fear. What's more, Mike was fully in control of every aspect of the situation.
When Alex's cock popped free, he knew he hand to respond, even if Alex didn't.
Alex didn't want Mike to acknowledge his cock, at first. But when he felt
Mike's big hand wrapping around it, he knew that even his cock was subject to
the transaction Val had concluded earlier.


 


"Your pimp didn't tell me you were a special
girl," said Mike.


 


His face red, Alex didn't respond; he just kept sucking
Mike's dick.


 


"You got an extra little package down here, huh? You
think that makes you special? You think maybe I'm gonna want to give you a
blowjob? Huh? You think that makes me wanna suck your little dick?"


 


Drunk on his growing need, Alex, never stopped licking
Mike's cock, even as he spoke.


 


"No, Daddy," said Alex. "I'd never think
that. I'm your cocksucker, Sir. I'm here to suck your cock and that's all,
Sir."


 


Mike slapped Alex's balls. "Then what's this
about?"


 


"I love sucking cock, Daddy," moaned Alex softly.
"I can't help it. It makes my little dick hard."


 


"Yeah," said Mike. "Cunts like you love to
suck dick, don't you?"


 


"Yes, Sir," Alex breathed hungrily. "Yes,
Daddy." He licked his way down to Mike's balls and began to worship them. 


 


Mike's jeans had migrated down past his thighs. As Mike
started pulling them down over his boots, Alex didn't think twice about it. He
licked down deeper between Mike's legs and really started worshipping Mike's
balls. He kept rubbing Mike's big cock with his hand, letting his spittle slick
it up as he rubbed it periodically all over his face. 


 


Then Alex felt Mike's hand drawing back for another spanking
blow, and a sick feeling went through him. Instinctively, he knew it wasn't
going to be his ass this time. 


 


When the blow came, it was much lighter than the strokes
Mike had given Alex's ass. But it was delivered squarely to Alex's balls. It
sent a cold wave of sickness through his body -- not so much physical pain as a
deep testicular anxiety.


 


Alex choked on Mike's balls and licked his way up his shaft,
desperately trying to swallow Mike's cock before the next blow came.


 


He gulped down Mike's huge organ just as Mike spanked Alex's
balls again. Alex instinctively tried to close his legs, but Mike grabbed
hooked his own legs under Alex's and held them open as he gave him three more
quick blows -- not as hard as the ones on his ass, but hard enough to make Alex
spin desperately in space as he rhythmically swallowed Mike's cock.


 


"I think you like something other than just sucking
dick. Cheap sluts like you always take it in the ass." Mike leaned down
and spat on Alex's smooth, shaved crack. 


 


Alex moaned as Mike shoved two fingers up into his asshole.
Worked up into a frenzy between fear, pain, submission and sexual excitement,
Alex surged onto Mike's fingers, gulping hungrily. When he came up for air,
letting Mike's dick slide from his mouth, drool ran down his chin. Mike's
fingers were buried deep inside him, working up and down, forcing Alex's tight
smooth around in a circle.


 


"D-Daddy said you only wanted a blowjob," gasped
Alex


 


"Maybe I changed my mind," said Mike, pulling
Alex's hair so hard that Alex cried out while he shoved his fingers deeper into
Alex's ass. "Maybe I want some pussy."


 


Alex whimpered, "I can't help you there, Daddy..."


 


Mike drove a third finger in. Alex gasped.


 


"I think you can," he said. "You got a nice,
tight, sweet sissy pussy. You're just what I need."


 


He took his fingers out of Alex's tight ass and spanked each
of his smooth buttocks once.


 


Then Mike said, "Get on your hands and knees, baby. You
and me are gonna get ...intimate."


 


Alex felt Mike grabbing his wrists, repositioning him onto
his hands and knees. Mike pulled Alex's short skirt all the way up to his
waist. He pulled the thong back of Alex's panties as far out of the way as they
would go, fully exposing Alex's crack.


 


Alex's heart raced. Could he even take a dick that
big up his ass? He realized that he wanted to. But he didn't think it was
possible.


 


Alex said, "You'll have to talk to Daddy. He only told
me to give you a blowjob."


 


Mike leaned down to his discarded pants. His hand came back
up holding a wrinkled $20 bill.


 


He unfurled the bill and rubbed it against Alex's messy
face. It came away black with running mascara and red with smeared lipstick.


 


"This is just between us," said Mike. "Daddy
doesn't have to know. You give me the discount price, and you can just consider
it a tip. Besides..." Mike pulled Alex's hair and shoved the $20 bill in
his mouth. "You can't pretend you don't want this. That little pecker of
yours tells me how bad a girl like you needs dick in her ass."


 


Alex moaned softly. His body undulated and heaved under Mike
as the bigger man's cock rubbed up between his smooth-shaved cheeks. Alex could
feel his own much smaller cock surging in hunger.


 


Alex spit out the twenty and put it in his sequined clutch
purse. 


 


His hand came out holding a condom and a little packet of
lube. He handed them over his shoulder to Mike.


 


"Just please grease me up first," he said.
"I’m really tight back there."


 


"Don't I know it!" growled Mike, rubbing his
fingers together. "Had to really shove to get these three in there!"


 


Mike took the lube and the condom and went to work on both
like he'd done this a million times. With one hand, he fitted the condom package
between his teeth and opened it. Then he bit off the tip of the lube packet and
drizzled the cool liquid into Alex's crack as he rolled the condom over his
giant dick.


 


Val had packed Alex's clutch purse, so the condom was a
Mammoth XL, the largest size anyone manufactured. Daddy had clearly known this
moment would come.


 


Alex tried to relax, breathing deeply as Mike took firm hold
of his hips and repositioned him to get fucked. Mike guided his latex-sheathed
cockhead to Alex's hole and began to enter him. 


 


Alex let out a small gasp of surprise as he felt himself
stretching. Mike really was as big as he looked. He could feel his asshole
resisting the intrusion.


 


""Holy fuck," Alex murmured. "Oh, fuck,
Daddy...your dick is so big. Please, go slow..."


 


Mike slapped Alex on the ass again.


 


He growled, "How about if you go fast,
instead?"


 


Alex felt one of Mike's hand in his hair, the other on his
hip. Together, they forced Alex back against Mike. Alex squealed a little as
his entrance stretched. His asshole still didn't give, but he felt it relaxing
with the surging pleasure of deep submission. 


 


Alex wiggled his butt back and forth, trying to force
himself onto Mike. He felt the insistent and building pressure of Mike's
cockhead while Mike tipped Alex's head back so he could look in Alex's eyes.


 


"Open wide, bitch," growled Mike.


 


Alex felt a rippling sense of submission going through him. 


 


"Yes, Sir," Alex whimpered. 


 


Mike shoved again, but it still didn't go. Alex gasped and
moaned, wiggling his butt harder in an attempt to take it.


 


"Beg for it, bitch," Mike said. "That always
helps.


 


Alex gasped as he worked his unyielding butthole against
Mike's huge cock. He moaned, "Put it in me, Sir. Fuck me with your -- oh,
fuck!"


 


As Alex cried out, Mike pulled hard on Alex's hair with one
hand, on his hips with the other. Together, he forced Alex onto his cock. 


 


Alex's whole body felt speared through as Mike's giant dick
pushed into him. He felt a momentary sense of panic as his body attempted to
acclimate to the insertion. It was a lot of cock to accommodate. 


 


But once the initial wave of fear was past, Alex realized it
felt good.


 


He wiggled his butt back and forth, letting Mike pull him
back more firmly to force the huge cock up inside him.


"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck," Alex moaned. His hips
started moving, almost as if of their own accord. He began to pump himself back
onto Mike's cock.


 


"Oh fuck, that's so fucking good," he gasped.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh, motherfuck, Daddy, I love your cock--"


 


As Alex relaxed into the deep thrust of Mike's cock, he
found his body overtaken by a strange and insatiable hunger. He'd been fucked
in the ass so many times, but he'd never wanted it quite as badly as he wanted
it now. He moaned and shuddered as he pushed himself rhythmically back against
Mike, humping himself onto the giant cock. He felt impaled. He fucked himself
onto Mike's dick with deep thrusts in a quickening rhythm.


 


Alex's moans rose in pitch until he was shocked at how
feminine they sounded. He guessed it was pretty easy to sound like a girl when
you were taking cock this deep in your ass.


 


Alex felt Mike's weight against him, bearing him down.
Mike's black T-shirt was off, and he held Alex's shoulders tightly against his
naked chest. Alex felt the hard surface of Mike's muscled body. 


 


Mike put his lips to Alex's ear and growled: "Come on,
baby. You know you wanna jack yourself off for me."


 


Alex didn't have to be asked twice. He reached down and
wrapped his hand around his own cock. It didn't take long. He was close
already. As he thrust his body back against each of Mike's building strokes,
Alex neared his peak and cried out in rising pleasure.


 


At the very last instant, Alex thought about Mike's
upholstery. Should he really just blow his load everywhere?


 


But great minds think alike -- Mike's hand was already
tucked down tight against Alex's cockhead, cupped to catch as much of the load
as possible. Feeling Mike's strong hand against his dick, Alex relaxed into his
onrushing orgasm.


 


Pinned between Mike's thrusting cock in his ass and his firm
hand at his cockhead, Alex felt helpless. He was tossed about by the hot waves
of pleasure that blasted through his body.


 


Mike held Alex's body tight against his, holding his cock in
deep in while Alex pumped his full load into Mike's cupped hand. Pleasure
coursed through Alex's body. Alex was stuffed so full he felt like he couldn't
stop cumming. It seemed to go on forever.


 


But it didn't. It lasted just long enough for Alex to lose
all sense of himself in time and space. And then Mike's hands brought him back
to earth. One pulled his hair and forced Alex's head back. The other came away
from Alex's softening cock, still cupping the full load of jizz. 


 


Mike's right hand moved more gingerly than before. It
remained cautiously upturned as he brought it up to Alex's face.


 


Mike opened his hand as he shoved it against Alex's mouth.
Alex's sticky red lips parted for the load, but Mike's hand was too full to get
it all in. There was no way to get that much cum from cupped hand to open mouth
without spilling plenty. 


 


Even Alex's obediently lapping tongue couldn’t catch it all,
or anything close to it. Most of the slimy cargo cupped in Mike's hand ended up
smeared over Alex's face or running over his chin. It slicked up his cheeks,
soaked his blonde hair, ran down his neck to his shoulders, and dribbled onto
his tits. Alex lapped what was left out of Mike's palm.


 


"Yeah," growled Mike. "You love that cum,
don't you?"


 


"Yes, Sir," Alex said, still licking. "I love
it, Sir."


 


Mike drew his cock back. Alex slumped forward, hands on the
car seat and ass in the air. He moaned softly as the head of Mike's cock
stretched his anal opening. Finally, Mike's big popped out. The condom
glistening cleanly with lube.


 


Mike pulled the condom off. The window was cracked slightly;
Mike shoved the rubber through the narrow gap. It left a slimy trail down the
window, but Mike didn't care. 


 


He took a seat with his cock in his right hand. His left
hand once again seized Alex's long blonde hair.


 


Mike pulled the obedient blonde's cummy face into his crotch
again. He guided Alex's ruined red mouth onto his cock. Compliant as ever, Alex
took Mike's dick in his mouth and started to suck. He tasted rubber and ass,
but he didn't care. He knew Mike was going to cum, and he wanted to eat it up
like the cheap little cumslut he was.


 


"Oh, yeah," sighed Mike. "Get that cream,
bitch. Suck that cream out. Suck that cock fresh from your ass."


 


Glowing with pleasure, Alex sucked Mike's cock deep into his
mouth. This time, he only gagged himself a couple of times, just out of
submissive compulsion. As he did, he could smell the musky scent of his own ass
at the base of Mike's cock, where the condom hadn't quite reached. The aroma
mingled with the overwhelming scent of his own cum, which had started to
coagulate all over his chin and his cheeks. The humiliating combination of
smells made Alex even hungrier for Mike's load.


 


Alex drew his lips back up Mike's shaft, letting them rest
just below the head. He bobbed more gently up and down on the top part of
Mike's cock while he worked on Mike's shaft fiercely with his tightly-gripped
hand. Alex's tongue caressed Mike's glans affectionately, and Alex
looked up at Mike while he sucked.


 


Mike's handsome face looked almost demonic in the yellow
light -- just like Daddy's had. But it bore an almost boyish grin. Alex saw a
hint of the man beneath the player, and it made him want to please Mike even
more.


 


Mike pulled Alex's hair as the blonde sucked him eagerly.


 


When he spoke next, Mike's breath was more labored, his
words strained.


 


"Yeah, you like that cum, bitch, don't you? Oh, yeah,
you want it, don't you?"


 


Alex's head rocked in a nod, and his throat emitted a hungry
affirmative sound -- just as Mike threw back his head and groaned in orgasm.


 


"Oh, yeah, oh yeah, fuck yeah!"


 


Alex's mouth flooded with hot liquid. Spurt after spurt
erupted from the tip of Mike's giant cock, filling Alex's mouth and overflowing
onto his chin. He worked hard to catch it all, but couldn't quite get it.
Torrents of cum shot into his mouth; rivulets dribbled from the corners of his
lips and ran down onto his tits.


 


Alex swallowed. He kept sucking. Mike's cock kept pulsing.
Alex swallowed again, his rough throat soothed by the thick liquid. Alex worked
his lips up and down as Mike's streams turned into dribbles.


 


Mike pulled Alex's hair one last time, guiding Alex off of
his cock.


 


Alex's messy red mouth came free with a pop. Cum dribbled
down his chin. Some of it ran onto Mike's thighs. Alex leaned down and lapped
it up, feeling the texture of Mike's hairy legs under his tongue. They felt so
different than Alex's own. Mike's thighs were muscular where Alex's were lean,
hairy where Alex's were smooth.


 


Alex lay there, feeling spent and submissive, bent over the
edge of the seat, with his face in Mike's crotch and his knees tucked into the
wheel well. 


 


Breathing hard, Mike pulled his jeans over his boots. His
boxer briefs were nowhere to be found; he didn't bother to look for them, but
just pulled his jeans up without underwear. He zipped them and buckled his belt
while Alex watched, dripping cum from his face.


 


Mike reached down and petted his hair. He turned his head
and kissed his fingers.


 


"Yeah, you like that cum, don't you?" said Mike.
"You gobble it up. You suck that cum down, don't you?"


 


"Yes, Sir," said Alex. "Yes, Daddy," he
added breathlessly.


 


Mike beamed down at his for a little while, never quite
breaking character. Then he reached out and found his black T-shirt. 


 


"Got something I can clean up with, Sir?" asked
Alex.


 


Mike pulled on his T-shirt. He reached over and popped the
back door open. He chuckled. 


 


"I don't think so," he said. "I think your
Daddy wants you back just like you are."


 


Mike ran his thumb across Alex's cummy red lips.


 


"Let Daddy see how good I ruined you. Let him see how
hard and deep I gave it to his little girl. He'll know how much you had to work
to get that money. He'll like that. He'll know his little girl really love
shim."


 


"Yes, Sir," said Alex. "I think you're right."


 


He tucked his soft cock back into his black mesh panties. It
still drizzled. He pulled down his skirt and got out of the car.


 


Swinging his hips, he walked toward the SUV.


 


Mike got out, too. He got in the driver's seat.


 


Mike didn't waste time. He'd started the silver sedan and
pulled out of the spot before Alex got halfway to the SUV. By the time Alex
made it back to his Daddy, Mike was gone.


 


#


When Val saw Alex coming toward her, her eyes went wide. She
had the window down. She'd been watching the whole thing.


 


"Holy shit, bitch! That trick really worked you
over."


 


Alex looked shyly at her.


 


"Yes, Daddy," she said as she came to the driver's
side of the car. "He really, really did. He was rough." Then, more
softly, he added, "He fucked me in the ass."


 


"I wouldn’t let guys do that to you if I didn't know
you liked it," said Val with a cruel grin.


 


"I did like it, Daddy," Alex said. "I
liked it a lot. I'm a bad girl. I'm a bad little slut."


 


"That's why I whore you out, bitch."


 


"I know, Daddy. Thank you for whoring me."


 


Val smiled. "Get in the car, baby. You made a promise.
Don't think I won't hold you to it."


 


Alex came around the car and got in. 


 


Val had her strap-on cock already pulled out of her jeans.
Her hand was wrapped around it, slowly moving up and down as if it were a real
cock. Alex could see that she'd been jacking it slowly as she watched them --
as if she really was a pervert pimp who got off on watching her bitch turn a
trick in an adjacent car.


 


Alex's cock throbbed anew. Holy fuck, was he actually going
to get hard again -- already?


 


It certainly felt like it. Alex had never been this turned
on before.


 


Alex regarded the dick that his wife was wearing. He was
familiar enough with this unit; he'd gotten "intimate" with it on
numerous occasions at home. It was one of Val's favorites, an excessively stiff
and oversized monster he would have thought he'd never be able to take in his
ass.


 


Unless he was bad, and then maybe "Daddy" would have
to force it.


 


But now, Alex knew better. With the memory of Mike's giant
cock in his ass, he knew that he could take any dick Daddy strapped on. 


 


Alex knew from experience that this cock was one of his
wife's favorites to wear when she made him dress up and suck her. Its stiffness
gave him a lot of leeway. He could really get traction on the base of it. If he
played his cards right, he could get enough of a grip on that stiff dick to
force it down against Val's vulva at the perfect angle. That put plenty of
pressure on her clit.


 


If Alex sucked and jacked at exactly the right pace, he
could get his wife off almost as efficiently as if she really did had a cock. 


 


That was clearly what Daddy had in mind. Val expected her
little whore to make good on that promise to suck Daddy's dick after she'd
turned a trick for him. Having "earned" for Daddy, it was time for
"Lexi" to suck some more dick. 


 


Alex had no complaints. He was a whore tonight. Sucking cock
was what he did.


 


Alex bent down and put his face in his wife's lap. He wrapped
his hand around the base of Val's cock and started sucking the head. He
purposefully drooled, making slurping sounds as his lipstick-painted mouth
bobbed up and down on his wife's huge cock.


 


Val purred: "Oh, yeah, that's it, baby. Suck off your
Daddy. Show daddy how much you learned from that dirty, dirty trick you just
turned. Make Daddy cum in your mouth. Eat Daddy's cum, baby. Show him what a
good little cocksucking whore you are. You love that big dick, don't you,
bitch? Don't you love all big dicks?"


 


Alex worked his lips down the length of Daddy's huge cock,
gagging himself on it. He choked it all the way down his cock and bobbed up and
down for a while as Daddy talked dirty.


 


When he came up for air, he was drooling and panting.


 


"Yes, Daddy," he said. "I love big
dicks, Daddy. Thank you for whoring me."


 


"My pleasure," grinned Val.


 


And it was.


 


 











License and Registration by Kylie Cooper


 


 


When the red lights went on in the rear view mirror, Elsa
remained calm, as always. She told Alex: "Just relax darling. It's
probably just that tail light." 


 


Then she added, with a softly amused tone: "Didn't I
tell you to fix that tail light, Lexi?"


 


In the old days, Alex would have responded to his wife's
mild rebuke with a sharp comment of his own. But Elsa had beaten that tendency out
of him. More accurately, she'd strapped, spanked, whipped, caned and fucked
that tendency out of Alex. She'd also trained him not to react negatively when
she called him by the feminine "pet name" she'd assigned him. And why
should he? Alex had long since admitted that he was very much his wife's pet.
He was more "Lexi," now, than he was "Alex" -- and tonight
his lipstick, stockings, high heels and tight dress showed it.


 


That was what worried him, after all. Would the cop give him
a hassle just because he was "dressed"? It wouldn't have worried him
as much if he'd been able to proudly hand over a driver's license with a female
name..."Alexandra," or something, probably, although he was quite
used to "Lexi" and was maybe even starting to like it a little. But
his license still had his real name, and Alex wasn't sure how the cop would
react to that.


 


Alex was so lost in his worries that he didn't answer Elsa.
His wife was mildly perturbed; she said: "Didn't I, Lexi?" Elsa
reached out and patted Alex's thigh to get his attention, her fingers warningly
close to the hem of his short skirt. Elsa's touch was relatively gentle, but it
didn't take a rocket scientist to know that those sharpened fingernails weren't
far from Alex's swollen blue balls; if he didn't pay attention to her properly,
Elsa might decide it was time to get his attention in a more drastic way.
Alex's eyes watered from the very thought of Elsa grabbing his nuts and
twisting, the way she did when he pissed her off at home.


 


Alex mewled quickly: "Yes, Mistress. Of course,
Mistress. This one is sorry for being nervous, Mistress."


 


But, with his fear mounting, Alex couldn't resist asking:
"You don't think he'll hassle me because I'm dressed, do you?"


 


Elsa gave a withering laugh. "Darling, this is California.
Dressing like a whore isn't a crime here." She gave her husband a
teasingly disapproving look. "Especially for a sissy like you. If they
hassle you, just pull up your skirt and show them why I had to sissify you.
Once they get a load of Mister Tiny..."


 


Alex's face reddened under its heavy coating of makeup. He
relished the teasing from his wife, because it took him to a safer place where
she was in charge. And Elsa didn't seem worried -- at all. If she wasn't
worried, why should he be?


 


Elsa's strong, confident presence of mind was so different
than the insecure wife he'd once known. Their "arrangement" had been
good for her; at least, she saw it that way. Alex did too, ultimately, but his
butt still hurt a little from that deep, hard, brutal fucking Elsa had given
him two nights ago. The backs of his thighs stung from the strapping he'd
gotten last night when he'd failed to lick her ass deep enough. And he knew
that tonight he could look forward to something intense, even humiliating,
whatever it was.


 


It was Saturday night, and the two were on their way to the
Kinky Kream Party, after all. It was a quarterly private play party that Elsa
had grown rather fond of and always insisted they go to. In fact, the couple's
attendance at Kinky Kream was so regular and so memorable that Alex could mark
off his "progress" in slavery by remembering each quarterly Ball.
Since he'd first surrendered to Elsa a year ago, there had been four Kinky
Kreams. Their first was the first time Elsa "dressed" Alex for a party.
That had been the first time he'd been dressed in public; Elsa had tied him to
a table and strap-on fucked him while a semi-circle of men stood around them,
openly jacking off. Nine months ago, Elsa had dressed him more expertly,
resulting in a girlier look, so that when she made eye contact with one of
those wanking men and invited him to join in, the guy didn't hesitate to come
in and stick his dick in Alex's face even though he was probably straight. By
the time of the Kinky Kream six months ago, he was hairless from head to toe,
with long, bleach-blonde hair that he tied back for work but wore out and
flowing at home -- or in pigtails if he'd been a "bad little girl" in
his wife's estimation. He looked pretty enough with blonde hair, it seemed, for
there to be half a dozen takers when Elsa started offering his puckered sissy
mouth for blowjobs. He only got to four of them, because Elsa insisted that he
learn to deep-throat each one; the last two wandered away from the choking,
heaving sissy, too impatient for Alex to learn his lessons. Three months ago,
he'd actually made it through six blowjobs in the span it took Elsa to properly
fuck his tight ass.


 


Tonight, what would she do to him? What humiliation would he
suffer in front of other people, hundreds of them, in one of the "pain
stations" lining the play space where Kinky Kream was held? Would he suck
more dick at Elsa's command? Would tonight be the night she allowed a guy to
fuck her husband's ass, now that she'd trained it for over a year with her
strap-on? Or would his wife take that next step and finally spread her own legs
for a stranger? And if so, would she let Alex watch?


 


Alex tried not to think about that; it made his little dick
stiffen uncomfortably in his panties. He trembled as he watched the dark shadow
of the cop approaching in the sedan's rearview mirror. He just sat there, stock
still, his hands at ten o'clock and two o'clock on the steering wheel. He tried
to remain calm, but it wasn't easy. He looked at his hands and wondered if he
should take his black lace gloves off. He looked at his long,
impeccably-manicured fake fingernails, painted a shiny red that was hard to
miss even in the dark of the car; in an officer's flashlight, they would be
obvious. So would his red-painted sissy mouth, and his painted eyes with their
lashes heavy with mascara, and his teased-out bleach-blonde "fuck me"
hair, and the plunging lace top that showed off his smooth-shaved titties with
their pierced nipples, and the black leather dog collar around his throat, and
his super-short skirt and the lace-top fishnet stockings underneath, and maybe
even his six-inch heels, if the officer ordered him out of the car...


 


The dark shadow of the police officer arrived at Alex's
window. The sissy's eyes were assaulted by the scalding shine of a flashlight,
right in his eyes. Blinded, Alex tried to block the light with his hand and
realized that could be taken as a gesture of aggression. He put his
lace-gloved, red-nailed hands back on the steering wheel and blinked helplessly
into the light. His face was right at crotch level; the officer was wearing
very tight pants. He could see the outline of the guy's junk underneath them.
Alex couldn’t see the face, but from his hands he looked like an
African-American officer -- and he was huge. Alex felt powerfully
intimidated already -- even more intimidated than he usually was by his wife.


 


The officer's voice was dark and commanding, forceful.


 


"Evening, Ma'am. I need your license and
registration."


 


Elsa already had the registration out of the glove
compartment, and Alex's driver's license out of her own purse. Elsa never let
Alex carry his license when she was dressed; Elsa wanted to be in control of
everything. All Alex kept in his little pink silk clutch purse was a strip of condoms,
some tit clamps, a vibrator, a ball gag, and a little flask of vodka --
everything a sissy needed to enjoy a play party. 


 


Alex gave the cop his license, registration and proof of
insurance. The cop looked at it while Alex fretted. Alex desperately wished 


 


When the cop finally spoke, his voice was stern, maybe even
a little harsh. He asked: "Alexander David Hooper, is that you?"


 


Alex gulped. "Yes, Sir," he said. Then, his mind
swirling, he blurted defensively: "My friends call me Lexi."


 


He heard Elsa laughing softly at his awkward use of his own
feminine nickname. The name still made him blush a little -- but then,
everything about Alex's feminization made him blush. He also figured he should
have said "Yes, Officer" or something, instead of "Yes,
Sir," which made him sound like he was kissing ass. But then, Elsa had
trained him to kiss ass -- with all her boyfriends and any males they happened
along in their kinky adventures. "Sir" was how Elsa insisted he
always address "real men."


 


"You certainly do look different than your
picture," said the officer suspiciously. 


 


Alex couldn't tell if the guy was amused and having some fun
teasing him...or if he was actually suspicious. 


 


He got his answer a moment later when the cop asked roughly:


 


"Can you explain that, Lexi?"


 


Alex gulped. "I've gone through some changes,
officer."


 


"What kind of changes, Lexi? Tell me about them."


 


Alex's head seemed to spin. He wanted to get angry, but he
was too afraid of offending the officer. He was calmed by Elsa's confident
sarcasm.


 


"They're just...changes, officer," said
Alex. "I've gone...I guess you'd...I guess you'd say it's a...um...it's a
gender thing, officer."


 


Calling him "officer" instead of "Sir"
didn't come easily to the well-trained Alex, so it only hurt his feelings more
when Elsa hissed at him: "Call him Sir, Lexi. He's a real man, can't you
tell?"


 


Alex shot his Mistress a sour look. He could tell, all
right, that this cop was a real man. Just how "real" the officer was
seemed to be there on shameless display in the tight, light-colored uniform
pants; those things were so tight that Alex could see the outline of the
officer's massive dong. The pants had that sexy stripe running down the side,
which Alex had always thought made motorcycle officers look handsome. The dark
stripe seemed to accentuate how long and strong the officer's legs were, and
how high and heavy his black leather boots were. The knee-high boots were
exquisitely polished, so much so they gleamed when they caught the beam of his
flashlight as the cop studied Alex's license.


 


"A gender thing, huh?" he asked. "I can see
some gender things, all right. Like those." The blinding beam of
his flashlight flickered over Alex's tits. "They might be concealed
weapons, except you're not concealing them very well. Which I appreciate."


 


Alex's face was bright red. He crossed his arms nervously,
trying to hide his tits. His humiliation was made worse when he heard Elsa
laughing softly. She whispered to Alex: "I like him. He's cute. Did you
check out that package?"


 


Alex shot Elsa a nervous glance. 


 


"How could I miss it?" he whispered nervously. His
observation was true enough; the cop's package was huge, and was practically in
Alex's face. Those tight pants hid very little. It wouldn't have been so embarrassing
if Alex hadn't been able to see those shiny, fucking hot Daddy boots, which to
his own humiliation made his mouth water a little.


 


As if reading his mind, Elsa whispered, "Is he wearing
sexy boots?"


 


"Yes, Mistress," Alex said testily. He looked at
his wife and saw a pleasant, almost self-satisfied look on her face. Alex
realized just how much wife and Mistress loved to see how embarrassed the cop's
questions made Alex. She loved nothing more than to see her sissy husband
exposed for the insecure little slut he was. That emotionally sadistic side to
Elsa was what lay beneath the whole process of feminizing Alex into
"Lexi." Combined with Alex's desperate need for approval and his
inescapable love for and dependence on the commanding Elsa, her sadism made
Alex's transformation possible. The humiliation he was feeling, he had come to
understand, was central to the sexual charge that Elsa got from having total
control.


 


Alex tried to accept it and roll with it. He knew he hadn't
done anything wrong, and the cop was probably just fucking with him. He should
relax.


 


The cop said, "What was that, Sir?"


 


Alex blushed to be called "Sir" by the officer,
even though being called "Ma'am" would have been just as
embarrassing.


 


Alex said meekly, "My wife was asking if you're wearing
sexy boots, Sir," said Alex. "I--I told her yes."


 


The cop shined his blinding light in Alex's face again.


 


"Is that right?" the cop asked. "Sir, step
out of the car."


 


Holy shit. Alex gulped and whimpered, "Sir, why
do I need to step out of the car?"


 


The cop's voice was hard and demanding. "Sir, step out
of the car. Now."


 


"B-but-why, Sir?" asked Alex. "I haven't done
anything wrong."


 


"I'll be the judge of that, Sir. Now step out of the
car."


 


Elsa whispered: "Darling, do what he says. Are you
crazy?" Elsa's tone was not nervous; on the contrary, she seemed just as
confident as ever, almost easy-going. There was a whisper of laughter to her
voice even before she added: "Do what the real man says, sissy. Dumb sluts
like you should always do what the real man says, Lexi, haven't I taught
you that yet?"


 


Alex whispered: "Yes, Mistress. Of course,
Mistress." More loudly, to the cop, he said, "Yes, Sir, of course,
Sir. Here I come, Sir."


 


He moved slowly, very slowly. He kept his hands up where the
cop could see them. As Alex got out, he realized his cock had hardened
uncomfortably under his short skirt. His panties were so tight his little dick
tented them, bending back awkwardly on itself as it reached half-mast. Had it
been the fear? The sharp words from Elsa? The cop's enormous
"package"? His big, shiny boots?


 


Alex hesitated, realizing how tight his short skirt was; his
hard-on would poke out, as plain as day!


 


The cop thought Alex was stalling. He barked: "Sir, get
out of the car!" This time, the officer's voice was harsher, darker, more
demanding. Alex trembled and fumbled with the door handle. Before Alex could
get out, he heard the cop's sharp command repeated, with added emphasis:


 


"Sir, get out of the car or I'll get you out. If I need
to call for backup..."


 


Alex stammered, "N-no, no, Sir. I'm sorry." He got
out of the car. He'd forgotten Elsa had chosen his six-inch stiletto heels for
tonight, and Alex wasn't used to walking in them. At best, he could perch
precariously and get whipped, if he was tied down to something. Forgetting he
had the high heels on his feet, Alex stumbled and fell, landing on his knees on
the roadside with his face in the officer's crotch.


 


The officer caught both of Alex's wrists.


 


"Sir, are you drunk?"


 


"N-no, Sir," said Alex. "No, officer. No,
Sir." He realized that fear made him slur his words; he was acting crazy.
The officer lifted Alex up, bodily, using one and thrust down between Alex's
butt-cheeks and the other on his wrist. The guy was enormous -- huge and
powerful. Alex felt like a rag doll in his gloved hands. The guy spun Alex
around and shoved him over the hood of the car. The officer's huge boots kicked
at Alex's feet, forcing his legs wide apart. Then the cop wrapped his gloved
hands around Alex's wrists and forced his arms up behind him. The guy pinned
Alex's slender wrists in the small of his back and held them with one hand,
seemingly without much effort. He was handling Alex as easily as someone might
handle a rag doll.


 


Alex's skirt had been halfway yanked up when the guy's big,
gloved hand had grabbed his butt and hoisted him over the edge of the car hood.
It had ridden up further when the cop kicked his legs wide apart. Alex's tight
dress was now well above his bulging panties; he could feel his hard-on
pressing through the silky material and rubbing against the warm metal hood of
the car.


 


The cop held Alex pinned against the car. Alex heard the
sound of a snap, of leather-on-leather, and then of chain links and the
ratcheting of handcuffs. It might have been an unfamiliar sound at one time,
since Elsa preferred to use wrist cuffs -- that way she could keep Alex bound
for much longer. But Kinky Kream was very much on Alex's mind, and many players
there -- male ones, usually -- kept handcuffs on their belt. They weren't much
good for heavy-duty play, since you couldn’t struggle for long without hurting
yourself. But they made a seriously great conversation piece; having cuffs on
your belt was a great way to pick up girls at a play party. Even Elsa, who
claimed to be a lesbian now, had allowed herself to be cuffed at a party, just
to see what it felt like. Come to think of it, that was how she had met
Charlie.


 


The cop pulled Alex's wrists up in the small of his back and
closed the cuffs around them. Alex sprawled helplessly, legs spread and ass in
the air. He was bent over the hood of the sedan as the cop took one glove off
and started to pat Alex down.


 


Wasn't he supposed to read him his rights or something?


 


Alex had no rights. He was being searched with no warning.


 


Even more disturbingly, the cop seemed to be taking his time
-- and finding pleasure in alternating hard grabs and gentle caresses up the
backs of Alex's thighs.


 


Alex's cock stiffened further, pressing against the warm
metal of the sedan's hood.


 


The cop took his time patting Alex down, conducting a very
thorough search. let the pat-down continue well past the point of prudence. He
started feeling Alex up. The cop's strong hand worked under Alex's skirt and
wrapped around Alex's boner, at first through his panties. Alex squirmed and
whimpered, and the cop rammed his knee into Alex's butt, barking "Hold
still!" Then the cop yanked down the skimpy slip of satin that was all
Elsa let Alex wear for underwear. The cop's bare hand wrapped around Alex's
shaft. The cop squeezed. Alex whimpered. The cop jacked Alex off for a few
strokes, then dug his fingernails in. Alex whined. The cop released Alex's
cock, but a moment later his hand was back, groping his denial-swollen balls.
Alex squirmed as the cop squeezed and twisted his nuts, which only got Alex
another knee in the ass as the cop snapped: "Hold still, Lexi! Hold still,
or I'll--" The cop didn't finish the threat; he didn't have to. Alex
struggled to remain still, even when the cop started slapping and smacking
Alex's balls. He pinched the stretched flesh of Alex's scrotum, yanked on his
aching, blue balls, and drew back his hand to deliver a firm, hard slap against
the tortured orbs. As he did, the cop used his other hand to alternately hold
Alex still by his wrists, and to yank down Alex's panties even further. Soon
the slip of thin satin was stretched between Alex's knees. With Alex's skirt
pulled up, there was nothing between the cop's scratchy uniform -- or his hands
-- and Alex's smooth-shaved thighs, butt, and balls. Even Alex's asshole was
exposed, the sissy realized as he felt the wafting chill of the night air.


 


The cop drew his hand back again and gave Alex another firm
blow on his swollen nuts -- this time, not with his open hand, but his fist.
It was a light punch, certainly no stronger than the least of the punishments
Elsa inflicted on Alex's testicles regularly. But it wasn't expected, and Alex
squealed.


 


"Sir," he whined. "Please, Sir, you're
hurting me!" Humiliating tears had formed in Alex's eyes. He squirmed
against the cop's big body, feeling his embarrassing erection rub against the
cooling warmth of the sedan's hood.


 


The cop's heavy hand came down again -- this time on Alex's
smooth sissy butt, three times in rapid succession. Alex squeaked with each
blow; this pig wasn't pulling any punches!


 


"I'm hurting you, eh?" asked the cop. "Maybe
I'll help you learn your lesson. Maybe you'll think twice about mouthing off to
a real man next time, Lexi? Huh? Will you? Will you, Lexi?" The cop
spanked him again, half a dozen times quickly, bringing a sudden heat to his
cheeks.


 


Alex gasped and whined with every hard blow the cop gave
him. He couldn't even remember how he'd mouthed off, really, but he blurted an
apology.


 


"I'm sorry, Sir. I'm sorry I mouthed off. My mouth
doesn't know what it's doing sometimes."


 


"Oh, it knows," growled the cop, spanking Alex
harder. "It knows what it's doing. It knows what it wants to do, too. I
saw you looking at me, Lexi. I saw those pretty blue eyes of yours get big when
you checked out my crotch. I bet your mouth's watering, isn't it, Lexi?"


 


Alex's tongue did feel thick, maybe from fear or maybe from
something else. The cop certainly didn't need a degree in criminal justice to
know that Alex was aroused; he'd just felt up the sissy's fully-erect cock.
Alex could feel his nipples poking through the top of his dress; his boobies
were practically popping out of the tortured garment.


 


Alex said, "Yes, Sir. I'm sorry, Sir. I forget that
some real men don't want slutty sissies looking at them." He added more
nervously, "I'm sorry, Sir, I'll keep my eyes away from your...crotch from
now on, Sir."


 


The cop's hand whistled down and connected with Alex's bare
butt in the hardest blow of all.


 


"Come off it, slut. You don't wanna look. I know what
you wanna do to it. Don't you? The only question is, which hole do you want it
in?"


 


The cop ran his slid a finger up Alex's crack. He started to
feel up the sissy's asshole.


 


"Any hidden contraband?" the police officer
growled. His hand arced quickly back and forth in another hard spank. Alex
squealed. "I asked you a question!" barked the cop as he probed
Alex's crack with his finger. "Do you have anything up your butt,
Lexi?"


 


Alex realized the cop had somehow slipped on a rubber glove.
He whined, "No, Sir. I don't have anything up my butt, Sir!"


 


"Oh, yeah? Now you do!" As he spoke, the cop
shoved his middle finger up into Alex, probing and thrusting. Alex let out a
soft wail, grinding his cock against the hood of the car. "And a tight
little asshole it is. What a good little sissy pussy. You let men stick it in
your sissy cunt, Lexi?"


 


Alex's head spun. With the use of that humiliating phrase,
he realized what was really happening. When Elsa had feminized Alex, she'd
deliberately changed the names of his body parts. She had trained him to no
longer think of his asshole as his asshole. It was his "sissy cunt"
or "sissy pussy." Just like his cock was his "clit" or his
"clitty" or his "sissy clit" or his "sissy
stick." His asshole was no longer meant to be an asshole; it was there to
stick dicks in, both silicone strap-ons and flesh-and-blood cocks. Every time
Alex heard it referred to as such, his femininity was seemingly reinforced.


 


Hearing the mean cop use that degrading term for his rear
hole, Alex felt a rush of recognition. He knew the man's voice. He had been
spanked by him before. He knew that touch. He'd been at Kinky Kream...


 


The cop spanked him again. "I asked you a question,
slut! Do you let real men stick their cocks up in that sissy cunt?"


 


Alex gasped: "Yes, Sir, I do, Sir. Or...I would, for
you. If you wanted, Sir. If it please you, Sir, I can let you, Sir -- oh, oh
fuck!"


 


The cop had responded to Alex's plea by shoving a second
finger up into the sissy's tight anus. Alex squealed and squirmed against the
cop, rocking his hips so his hard little dick rubbed the hood of the sedan.


 


"Nice and wet, too," said the cop. Alex's butt had
been lubricated before the party by the insertion of three lubricating suppositories,
pushed up deep into him by Elsa's gloved fingers. "You've got a tight
little sissy cunt, Lexi."


 


Alex mewled obediently, "Yes, Sir. It's a hot, tight,
wet, snug little sissy cunt." Alex used his very softest, girliest, most
feminine voice, with a husky sex-kitten tone added on. He said, "It's
really tight, Sir...and nice to fuck. Would you like to, Sir? Would you like to
fuck it?"


 


"Don't be a pervert," the cop growled. His hand
came out of Alex's ass; he snapped off the glove and spanked the sissy. He hit
Alex's smooth butt so hard that Alex attempted to close his legs, but the cop
had anticipated that; his big boots kicked Alex's stiletto heels right back
apart again.


 


Alex heard Elsa's voice. She had gotten out of the car and
had her hands up in a gesture of calm surrender. Alex saw that she'd undone two
more buttons on her already tight red silk blouse.


 


"Maybe I can help, officer. If there's some problem
with searching my sissy, maybe I can make it go in more...smoothly."


 


"The only problem is that your cunt husband just tried
to bribe me with sex."


 


"Oh, she's not my husband," said Elsa. "She's
my sissy." She smiled disarmingly, arching her back. Her tits stretched
through the silk blouse. "That was very naughty of you, Alex. Why did you
try and bribe the officer?"


 


He whined: "This one apologizes, Mistress. This one is
sorry it misbehaved. It thought it was being a good girl."


 


"But it's not a good girl. Good girls don't bribe
policemen, Sir, do they?" Elsa had started around the front of the car.
"I'm sure it was just a misunderstanding, Sir. You see, Alex just recently
decided she was bisexual. She's in that beginning phase...she's very, very
horny for cock. And I mean, Sir, well..." Elsa laughed flirtatiously as
she closed on the cop. The policeman didn't turn her away or instruct her to
get back in the car.


 


Elsa crouched down, spreading her knees wide and crouching
down on her heels. Alex couldn’t see her, but he knew she wasn't kneeling,
because Elsa doesn't kneel. But she certainly did crouch, and she did it with
gusto. And she did it with skill.


 


Something else she did with skill was unfasten the cop's
big, heavy belt buckle. Alex felt it rattling against his smooth-shaved butt as
Elsa unbuttoned and unzipped the policeman's fly. She reached in and took his
cock out. A moment later, Alex heard a soft, wet, slurping sound as his wife
started sucking the policeman's cock.


 


Alex twisted his head awkwardly so he could look over his
shoulder and see his wife going down on the cop. She was outlined against the
shimmering moonlight rippling off a nearby field, so he saw every detail as if
in relief. Alex could see how enormous the cop's dick was; even in shadow, he
could tell it was huge. Nonetheless, Elsa deep-throated it, opening wide and
gagging it down with a little effort -- but not too much. For a self-described
"born-again lesbian" who'd been married to a man with four inches
most of her adult life, Elsa could sure swallow cock! She choked it down again
and again, bobbing her pretty face on the cop's enormous prong. The cop
murmured softly in pleasure, watching her do it. Elsa made eye contact, just
like she'd taught Alex he should do, whenever possible, when he sucked a guy's
cock. 


 


Alex could see spittle dripping from his wife's chin when she
came up for air from the cop's big dick. She gasped and panted from the effort
of swallowing cock. She rubbed her face all over the policeman's cock, looking
up at him and moaning softly, seductively.


 


"It's not bribery, see," she said. "My bitch
was just trying to help you complete your cavity search. I hear criminals are
very crafty. Sometimes they hide things waaaaayyyyyy up deep in their
holes. She knows you'll never find it all if you just use your hand. They're
quite big, but..." Elsa kissed the man's balls, rubbing his cock with her
spit-covered fingers. "Alex knows you've got to use something bigger.
Procedure, right?"


 


"Procedure," grunted the cop.


 


"So, I guess I'd like to help," Elsa said, guiding
the cop's huge dick down to Alex's crack and pulling his thong out of the way.
"I can help you search my sissy, and then...if you don't find anything
naughty up in her tight little sissy cunt, maybe you'll let us go, Sir?"


 


"We'll see, Ma'am. Help me finish the search first.
Then we'll talk."


 


"Yes, Sir." Alex's heart raced to hear his wife
saying "Sir." She never said that. She wasn't submissive to any man.
Not normally. But this was a very special case.


 


Alex's cock throbbed against the car's warm hood. He
shuddered all over as his wife rubbed the cop's giant cockhead up and down in
his crack. Alex felt the pressure of it up against his hole. Elsa moaned
sympathetically as she positioned the giant member at Alex's snug little entry.


 


She said, "I know, baby. It's so big. But he's got to
search you inside, baby. Deep. You don't have anything naughty in there,
do you?"


 


Alex groaned and squealed as the cop thrust forward, his
cockhead breaching Alex's entrance. The policeman continued the thrust, guided
by Elsa's hand wrapped around the base of his shaft. He p8umped up in Alex,
filling the sissy's ass so thoroughly that Alex squealed and whimpered like a
real girl. Then his eyes rolled back in his head as the cop began to fuck him.


 


The cop pulled out and Elsa leaned in, still crouched down
with her face in his crotch. She didn't suck him; maybe that would be too
submissive. But she'd gotten a handkerchief or something from somewhere to wipe
her mouth. Now, she wiped the jism and lube off of the cop's big dick as it
softened. She gave her sissy husband's butt one last cursory wipe, too, dabbing
smeared lube and dripping cum off his ass-cheeks and out of his crack.


 


Elsa put the policeman's cock away, zipped him up, and
buckled his belt for him. 


 


"Thank you, officer," Elsa said.


 


Alex heard the jangle of keys, felt the warm metal of the
cop's keychain against his wrists. The cop unlocked his handcuffs. Alex's hands
came free.


 


"Have a pleasant evening," said the cop. He melted
away into the darkness. Bent over the hood, Alex could hear the cop's boots
crunching on the roadside gravel.


 


The cop's engine roared, and he shot away into the night.


 


#


 


Elsa took the car keys and shepherded Alex into the
passenger's seat. "See, darling? That's why you don't keep things in your
butt." She gave Alex a soft kiss on the side of his face and added in a
whisper: "Even your pride."


 


Alex said, "Yes, Mistress." 


 


Before Elsa pulled back onto the freeway, she looked
quizzically at Alex and said. "Darling, what day is it?"


 


"Saturday, Mistress," said Alex.


 


"No, the date, baby. Tell me the date."


 


"It's the fourteenth."


 


Elsa smiled like the cat who ate the canary.


 


"Silly me! I am such an airhead sometimes! Kinky
Kream's not till the twenty-first! I'm a week early! All this fuss, and there's
no party tonight! I guess we'll just go home and snuggle..."


 


Alex felt warm all over. His wife didn't need to pretend
that she'd "mixed up the dates." It had all been an elaborate plan to
teach Alex a little something about discipline and not mouthing off to
"real men."


 


Alex had learned his lesson...just like he learned all
the lessons Elsa taught him. She was a very good teacher. The big, buffed and
well-hung cop with the sexy boots and commanding voice was a good teacher, too.
His giant cock had certainly taught Alex a thing or two about submission. He'd
have to thank the guy at the next Kinky Kream.


 


Elsa turned on the radio and found a dance music station.
Alex recognized the song; it was one he liked. He swayed gently back and forth
in his seat, sensuously undulating in time with the pulsing music. He sang
along a little.


 


Elsa pulled the sedan back onto the highway and headed for
home.
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