

BISEXUAL STRAP-ON STORIES

Erotic Tales of the Best of Both Worlds

Edited by Kylie Cooper

Published by Deception Press

FIRST EDITION - PUBLISHED 07 09 2014

Bisexual Strap-on Stories is an explicit erotic collection intended only for an adult audience that wishes to read frank descriptions of sexual behavior, including domination, submission, forced feminization, oral sex, anal sex, erotic punishment, male and female bisexuality, homosexuality, heterosexuality and transsexual identities, BDSM and Domination/submission play, Master/slave play, threesomes, group sex and other forms of sexual variation. Do not sample, buy or read it if you might find such themes offensive.

This collection is Copyright © 2014 by N.T. Morley. Published by arrangement with the authors and the editor. All rights reserved.

Bisexual Strap-on Stories is published by arrangement with the authors and editors. All Rights Reserved. No part of this ebook may be transmitted, transferred or duplicated except as permitted by the retailer's terms of service and in the case of excerpts 300 words or less published as part of an editorial review.

Cover and interior layout by Aisha Trance. Photo: Fotolia.


Book Description for Bisexual Strap-on Stories: Erotic Tales of the Best of Both Worlds:

Feed the flame of bisexual adventure as boys who do boys do girls who do girls and everything in between, with strap-on sex as the main attraction! Call these inspired explorers "bi" at your own risk; there's no binary anywhere to be seen when a strap-on cock serves as the ultimate erotic equalizer for kinky players of every conceivable gender.

A bi girl takes her first "test-drive" with a couple of hot gay men while her Mistress holds her leash -- and wears the biggest cock of all! A professional Domme is hired by a handsome older man to teach his younger, kept boyfriend all about sexual submission. After his first-time foray into a gay bar, a young bi guy finds himself going home with the sexiest guy in the place -- who just happens to be a smoking-hot transman who packs a wallop -- and knows how to use it! A cross-dressing male slave is pimped out to his Mistress's queer boyfriends. A female patient gets some kinky services at a "specialty clinic," including a taste of the hot nurse's strap-on. A bisexual wife plays at switching genders for the night. A young bi girl hits the local lesbian bar, only to find herself down on her knees in the men's room, getting topped by a guy who just happens to have a cock made of silicone. A bisexual college student moves into a big Berkeley house looking for love and kink, and finds herself deliciously passed around from roommate to roommate. A strap-on loving queer girl and her hot gay friend share kinky fantasies on laundry day. A wife gets her ultimate birthday fantasy: strap-on submission to a hot Dominatrix, with her husband assisting. And an antisocial college geek gets her chance to shine when she ditches the dungeon where she's been earning extra cash and sets up a porn site with her gay male friend and a couple of other hot kinksters.
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Matching Skirt and Kneepads by Thomas S. Roche

The sun cast skyscraper shadows across the leather fair, broken at each block by great gleaming shafts of molten light. Though it wouldn’t be dark for hours, the settling sun meant that it had started to cool off a little bit, which everyone was thankful for.

Madame Iris threaded her way through the crowd leading Tess on a leash. She was taller than Tess, five-eight in bare feet and something terrifyingly greater in that in heels. The low heels of Tess's combat boots left her feeling like a pet heeled in Madame Iris's path, which she liked almost as much as the feeling of swelling, aching pain between her legs.

"Rolf! Bear! Look, Tess! It's Rolf and Bear!" Tess didn't remember meeting them, but then, she was very often blindfolded. Iris hugged a pair of hunky leather men, booted and jockstrapped and shirtless, one smooth and the other hairy. The contrast helped Tess understand that Rolf and Bear were, in fact, names. Probably some hippy Burner fags, Tess thought to herself with an internal eye-roll. Iris hugged them both and kissed Rolf, the smooth one (duh) on the lips, then the four of them edged into the shadow cast by a photography booth, which was not that easy. The crush of the crowd was still oppressive.

"How have you boys been? Good, I hope, all things considered?" Madame I's lilting voice went in and out of Tess's perception; the babble of the crowd still made it difficult to hear. Tess stood respectfully with her leash rattling softly between her tits as Madame Iris spoke with her hands. If they had been somewhere other than the street, or if Tess had been wearing her knee pads, she would have respectfully knelt at Madame Iris's side, perhaps even cast her eyes up to her Mistress as she spoke.

As it was, though, the red mesh knee pads had simply not gone with the plaid skirt, and a fashion queen like Madame I was not about to let her slave's outfit clash.

Tess twisted and squirmed slightly, acutely aware of the sharp pain as her clit alternately swelled and stung, deflated, swelled, hurt like hell. In an instinctive attempt to brace herself against the pain, Tess kept cinching her internal muscles, which didn't help at all.

Rolf and Bear were huddled close to the Mistress, laughing and talking as if Tess wasn't there, which either offended her or turned her on, depending on whether her clit was more in a swelling-with-pleasure moment or more on an ow-that-hurts moment.

Tess tried to let her mind wander; Rolf certainly had awfully nice pectorals, and that was a hell of a piercing. What the fuck did that tattoo on his left tit say? Was that... "Bitch Slut?"

"...that's what I was telling my slave Tess just now," said Madame Iris, her voice raising as she glanced back at Tess. "Her snatch is off limits, so she's just going to have to lick more pussy!"

The three shared a beer-and-a-half laugh, from which came a tittering "She doesn't already?" which might have been amusing except that all Tess could think was: "Snatch?!? Did she actually call my pussy a snatch?"

Surely using a term like that was the influence of the two male homosexuals, she mused to herself.

"Actually, she's been doing quite a yummy job on the other thing," said Madame Iris with obvious pleasure. "She's turning into quite the little cocksucker." She looked at her schoolgirl slave with delight.

Tess felt a warm glow of pride. She had never been with a man before, so when Madame Iris had strapped on a cock and then put her to work sucking it, Tess had balked at first; how would she know what to do?

But Iris understood how her new slave's mind worked. All it took was a quick trip over her Mistress's lap for a severe spanking, and Tess was no longer complaining. Her naked butt stinging, she'd started to do as she was told. Turned on beyond reason, Tess had started sucking Iris's cock with a newfound fervor...and learned how to love it.

In fact, she learned how to love sucking cock with surprising quickness.

It turned out Tess had an instinct for it.

Of course, instinct was different than skill and experience. It still wasn't easy for Tess to learn how to suck dick, after twenty years spent avoiding it...or, at least, not really interested in it. She'd given a handjob...once. Back before she was a lesbian, or maybe before she knew she was a lesbian.

If she was a lesbian, that is. Lately, Madame Iris had been making Tess ask questions about a lot of things. How much she enjoyed having a dick in her mouth was one of those things. How easily she took to the task was another. Madame Iris took pleasure in saying Tess was "born to suck cock." Iris said it so often because she liked how uncomfortable it made her slave to hear those words...because if there was one thing Iris loved, it was making Tess squirm.

What Tess didn't pick up instinctively, Iris taught her with a little yummy spanking -- to punish her for not properly deep-throating, for instance -- or the skillful application of her cane to Tess's behind while she knelt on all fours before Iris's "throne."

The result was that while Tess had started out only reluctantly swallowing Iris's strap-on cock, she'd gotten quite enthusiastic about it. Whether or not she really was "born to suck cock," she was certainly getting pretty good at it. In fact, she'd started to look forward to sessions with Madame's strap-on almost as much as licking her pussy -- sometimes, Tess thought, even more.

But sucking a strap-on was very, very different than sucking a cock. But then...how different could it be? With a strap-on, as Tess had quickly learned, the recipient's physical pleasure was largely about pressure on the base, rubbing up against her clit. Or, at last, that's what gave Madame Iris most of her physical pleasure when she put Tess to work on her cock. Tess already knew that, from her own few explorations with strap-ons. She'd even climaxed now and then with Kris, the ex-girlfriend she'd fucked regularly. But not every time. Madame Iris could cum with comforting regularity...provided Iris "did it properly." But with Madame Iris, sucking cock "properly" involved a lot of energetic, even violent activity. And Madame Iris always expected her young slave to deep-throat.

Because Madame Iris loved making Tess work for her pleasure. It had taken a long time to get Tess to learn how to take Madame Iris's cock all the way down her throat. But now, it was a given. It certainly wasn't easy...but it was always part of Tess's blowjobs.

Rolf and Bear both feigned shock and dismay.

"She sucks dick?" asked Rolf.

Tess blushed.

Madame Iris gave a proud murmur and blew her friend a kiss.

Rolf, whom Tess had already decided was impossibly cute, almost lost it.

He laughed, "Tell me she's not bisexual -- those people are fucking crazy!"

Madame Iris punched him very, very hard on the arm and damn, that lady could punch. Tess laughed a little, inside.

Rolf put up his hands in defense and said wryly, "Speaking for my tribe here!" which made awful things happen under Tess's skirt while she chewed on that one.

So Rolf was bisexual, and Madame Iris was clearly pretty flirty with him. Tess could already feel the dominant energy radiating from her cruel Mistress. She felt kind of wet down below while she thought about how strange it would feel to suck cock -- real cock -- at her Mistress's command.

Tess liked the idea. She wasn't sure that she liked that she liked the idea...but she definitely liked the idea.

Or, at least, her pussy did. Her clit did. Her nipples did, too; they were stiffening quickly in the white blouse she wore, as arousal coursed through her body.

Tess was even beginning to salivate. So she guessed her mouth sort of liked the idea, too.

Oh fuck, thought Tess. Does this mean I'm not a lesbian anymore?

She felt a hot, overwhelming, almost dizzying wave of arousal as she thought:

Not if my Mistress makes me do it. Then I can be anything I want. But Mistress gets to put whatever she wants in my mouth. Fingers...gags...strap-on cock...real cock...cum...Rolf's cum...

If she makes me, Tess thought vividly to herself. If she tells me, suck his cock

Tess decided she liked that idea best of all.

While Tess sat there percolating hungrily, she saw Rolf, Bear and Madame Iris put their heads together. They were whispering, glancing over at her.

Tess was beginning to get the idea. It was really going to happen. She was really going to do it. Madame Iris was going to make her suck cock.

Her freshly pierced clit throbbed with arousal. Tess felt extreme pain coursing through her freshly pierced sex. She felt amazingly hot all over, and it wasn't just the enveloping warmth of Northern California's famously succulent Indian Summer.

Tess's heat, much to her surprise, was emanating from within. Her interior heat steamed up from the place where her naughty thoughts simmered, almost at the boiling point. It would only take a word from Madame Iris to make her boil over.

Madame Iris was going to make her suck cock.

Tess was so lost in her panicked arousal that she barely even realized that the dreaded and scary-hot scenario had crossed over from fantasy to reality.

Before she knew it, Madame Iris had handed her leash to Rolf.

With a smile, Rolf purred at Madame Iris: "Come to Daddy. Thank you, darling." He kissed Madame Iris on the lips and said, "I think I need a blowjob."

"Just make sure she does it right," said Madame Iris petulantly. "I'd hate to have you ruin all my training. You boys are so easy. You've got to be rough with her."

"Don't worry," said Rolf drily. "I'm quite familiar with how rough you like it."

Madame Iris smiled and slid into Rolf's embrace. His arms went around her, which made Tess's leash rattle a little.

That got her hot. Like she wasn't already? It got Tess hotter.

Madame Iris kissed her friend on the lips -- open-mouthed. Tess watched with rising excitement as Madame Iris and Rolf kissed deeply. Rolf's hands were on her, clutching the end of Tess's leash to Madame Iris's back. The hand that wasn't holding Tess's leash moved down to Madame's butt and squeezed. Iris wiggled her butt, pushing it in to Rolf's grasp as he groped her.

As they kissed, Tess's mind went wild. She was scared by its sudden surge of vividly realized scenarios. Was Madame Iris a secret -- now maybe not-so-secret -- switch? Had she sucked Rolf's cock some time, maybe in years past...maybe more recently, maybe in weeks or even just days past?

Maybe even since Madame Iris and Tess had been "dating," if you could call it that?

Tess's thoughts spun out of control. Madame Iris's dungeon -- the dungeon where Tess had been trained -- had a rear exit, so when visitors were scheduled close together, clients could leave discreetly.

Could Rolf have slipped out the back, Madame Iris's lipstick on his cock, as Tess was arriving for a "date?"

Tess thought she'd go fucking crazy if she started thinking too much about that. She really wasn't the jealous type, but she'd never been very good at polyamory. That's why it worked so much better to have herself "owned" by Madame Iris. After all, Madame Iris could do whatever pleased her. Tess had nothing to say about it.

And, maybe more importantly, Madame Iris could order Tess do to whatever pleased her. If anything, Tess had even less to say about that.

Bear, for his part, also watched happily as his boyfriend made out with Madame Iris; when he glanced over at Tess, he didn't make eye contact.

He just looked at her body...at her tits in the tight white blouse, and her legs under the short plaid skirt. Tess found that weirdly hot. It had almost never turned her on before to be looked at by a guy. Yeah, she didn't mind looking...some guys were hot. She'd never thought -- at least, not before now -- that it made her anything other than a lesbian to look at gay porn or to find a guy kind of hot.

But she'd never felt that little tangle of pleasure in her belly that came from being looked at by a pair of male eyes. If Bear hadn't been so obviously queer, it probably wouldn't have turned her on so much, which was kinky in itself. Tess decided she was basically okay with that.

When Iris pulled back from the deep, passionate kiss, a string of spit glistened between her lower lip and Rolf's.

"As I recall," said Iris with pleasure, "You're quite a lazy little cocksucker."

"When we started, maybe. But not once you were done with me," Rolf said, moving in for another kiss.

Madame Iris evaded his kiss and pirouetted out of Rolf's arms.

"Just don't fuck her up," said Iris, and disappeared behind Tess. "Or I'll expect you to let me train you all over again."

Oh, that's even hotter, thought Tess. Madame Iris "trained" Rolf.

Madame Iris spun over and put her arms around Bear. She kissed him, too -- also open-mouthed, but more briefly.

"And you, you animal," she said. "Don't damage my pussy."

"Oh, please," said Bear with a quick glance at Tess. "Pussy like that wants to be damaged."

Tess's heart raced.

Madame Iris disappeared into the long slit between the curtains at the back of the tent. She hadn't even bothered to order her slave to play with the two men. She hadn't even given Tess the courtesy of a command.

Something about that made Tess feel a deep submissive glow inside her.

Tess looked at Rolf, boldly raising her eyes to meet his. Rolf gave Tess the kind of bedroom eyes that only a gay man could get away with, which didn't help the sharp swelling sensation in her skirt since she now knew he wasn't gay. Why did that make it more perverted to have him want to fuck her? Was it because Madame Iris had ordered her to do it?

Except Madame Iris hadn't ordered Tess to play with the two hot men. She hadn't ordered her to "serve" them.

Madame Iris had known what would happen if she left. She'd known what he slave wanted.

After all, Rolf held Tess's leash. That counted for something, didn't it?

"Hello, Tess," said Rolf in a lascivious purr. "I don't believe we've been properly introduced. I'm Rolf. This is my good friend Bear. And by 'good friend,' I mean...well, you get the idea."

Tess curtseyed, something she still did with phenomenal awkwardness despite hours of training at Madame I's hands. The combat boots didn't help. Neither did the pain between her legs from the fresh piercing.

"Pleased to meet you, Sir." She turned slightly and curtseyed at Bear. "Sir," she said to him.

"Pleased to meet you as well," said Bear with a lascivious look.

Rolf came closer to Tess, coiling her leash around his fist. His eyes flickered from her tits to her face, with a few quick trips to her legs. Tess felt a glow of pride, which was weird for her. She knew she looked hot.

Rolf said, "Madame Iris tells me I don't need to ask for permission to touch you."

"No, Sir, you don't," said Tess, her voice trembling a little as she felt a submissive sensation growing more powerful inside her. "She's given you my leash, Sir."

Tess's voice caught in her throat as she tried to continue.

She had to clear her throat before she added:

"You can do anything you want to me, Sir."

Rolf grinned wolfishly.

"Don't mind if I do," he said.

Rolf came in for a kiss. His big right hand engulfed Tess's left breast as he pressed his mouth to hers. He slipped his hand down into her top and started feeling her up.

Tess felt a rush of excitement as Rolf kissed her. She parted her lips obediently to give him whatever access he wanted.

Rolf's tongue slid easily into her mouth as his hand caressed her breast under her blouse. His fingers teased and pinched her hardening nipple. Tess gave a little mewling sound as he thumbed and squeezed and twisted it. She felt very sensitive, and Rolf's fingers were a lot bigger and rougher than Madame Iris's. Although Madame Iris could certainly be a nipple-play sadist par excellence, she usually didn't twist quite so firmly right out of the gate. To Tess's mild surprise, the roughness and the unceremonious quickness of Rolf's handling of her turned her on intensely.

Madame Iris poked her head out and hissed: "Psst! Arty's done for the day. He says we can use his booth, but only for about twenty minutes."

Rolf finished his kiss. Tess felt a little breathless.

"Oh, honey, give me ten," said Rolf, his eyes lingering over Tess just long enough to make her shiver before he turned and kissed Bear deeply. "With lips like this... and that tongue?" He put his big thumb between Tess's red lips, and she obediently sucked it. "Maybe five."

"Come on!" hissed Madame Iris. "We're on the clock, bitch!"

The leashed Tess obediently followed Rolf into the tent. Not that she had much choice. She had to do this, right? It didn't matter if she wanted to. Therefore, it was okay that she wanted it. It felt good to follow Rolf on a leash.

Bear brought up the rear, and Tess was surprised to feel a firm pinch on her ass...then a gentler, more sexual patting gesture. Bear was feeling her up.

Two things happened as Bear felt Tess up. First she felt a surge of outrage in her chest; an instant later, it turned warm and went dribbling down into her aching sex, as she understood, as she always did an instant after her outrage, that she no longer got to decide if her ass got felt up, or for that matter if her ass got fucked...which Tess had done frequently with her strap-on, often as "punishment" for Tess not sucking her cock properly.

The fact that Tess came explosively whenever her Mistress "punished" her by fucking her ass...well, that was as inconsequential as the fact that her mouth was watering as she thought about sucking the two men's cocks.

Which made her remember even more acutely that she no longer had that authority, as her clit swelled rapidly and the dull ache turned sharp, midway between the very edge of pleasure and way more than she could stand.

Tess found herself in a white-draped chamber built out of translucent fabric, the shadows of partiers milling about just beyond still as visible as the sounds of their mostly obscene conversations were audible, as the mingled scent of their bodies was smellable. Punishingly hot, the fabric room was lined with ticking, cooling photofloods and had a camera tripod without a camera. The fabric that formed the sides was tied very tight. There was a small garbage can stuffed to overflowing with crumpled paper towels. Some friend of Madame Iris's had been shooting extremely naughty pictures in here.

The fabric chamber was furnished with a makeshift couch, foam rubber, Ikea-style, the kind that wasn't very comfortable but could still hold three people, especially if one of them was willing to sit in the big hairy one's lap, as Madame Iris did now while she accepted the leash back from Rolf.

"Well?" she asked, green eyes bright as she looked up at the faintly trembling Tess. "Show them."

Tess took a deep breath.

She obediently brought her slim hands to the hem of her skirt and gathered it, planting her feet just far enough apart that she could lean back and expose her sex.

A wicked smile on his face, Rolf leaned forward, close enough that she could feel his warm breath on her shaved sex.

"My, my, my," he said. "That is fresh." He reached out as if to touch her pussy, but instead petting her thighs gently. A hot wave went through her, and her clit really began to hurt for a second; then the sharp hurt went away and all she could feel was the surrender of letting it feel good despite everything. She closed her eyes, breathing slowly. Rolf slipped his hand between her legs and tenderly petted her cheeks, her upper thighs. She gritted her teeth to suppress a moan when he began to caress her lips.

"Shouldn’t it be bandaged?"

"Not anymore," said Madame Iris. "They came off this morning. See the tape marks?"

"Ooooh, I hate that," sighed Rolf, leaning very close, so close Tess thought he was going to lick her pussy. She had already begun to moisten to the idea when Madame Iris said, "Tess, give me your backpack."

The swaying Tess shrugged off her leather backpack, in which she'd been carting around the Madame's makeup and secret purchases all day. She knew the secrets were probably nasty little toys with which Madame would make her plaything's life very, very interesting in the days and weeks to come. She was right, but her timeline was a little off.

As she perched there in Bear's lap, Madame Iris unzipped the bag and pulled out an immaculate pair of tartan kneepads. The cool smirk Madame Iris gave her was coupled with the smoldering stare, because both Mistress and toy knew that Tess no longer needed to clash to be a dirty little cocksucker. Had she lucked into an exact match, or was this a custom job she just happened to be picking up at the fair? Either way, it was an impressive bit of fashion manipulation.

"A gift for my plaything," said Madame Iris, her smile broadening. "Who, Rolf, is your own personal Hoover for the next--" she glanced at the elegant silver watch on her slim wrist -- "seventeen minutes. Go!"

She handed the knee pads to Rolf. He accepted them gratefully and broke the plastic thingie that fastened them together; he selected one, stretched it and leaned forward again, his breath warm on Tess.

"May I, Sir?" said Tess, gesturing toward his shoulder.

"Please," he murmured, and she steadied herself with her hand on Rolf's big brawny shoulder as she lifted her booted foot to his knee and let him slide the knee pad over it. As he slid it up past the top of her boots and then over her pink seamed stockings, almost to the little plaid bows that matched her skirt -- and now her kneepads -- so exactly, Rolf bent down and kissed Tess's thigh, his skilled tongue swirling a circle that went from gentle to insistent before he'd secured the kneepad around her knee.

Tess swooned. He caressed the back of her calf a little between combat boot and kneepad, then slapped it lightly. Tess obediently lowered her foot and brought up the other one. Her left thigh got the same treatment, but Rolf lingered a bit more on her calf, bending to kiss that, which made her go all liquid before he let her lower her foot. Tess was losing it; the pain had started to go away, she suspected because her endorphins were soaring.

The second Tess's foot was down, Madame Iris pulled the leash firmly, and Tess was down, too, legs spread and face inches from Rolf's good-sized cock, which he'd slipped out of his jock strap in the split second when Tess was between standing and kneeling.

Madame Iris kept pulling steadily, gathering the leash around her hand in the way one might for an errant dog, reeling Tess in until the slut put her lips on the glistening head of Rolf's cock. He had been in the sun all day and the heady scent of it had been a bit much for her in the instant before she put his cock in her mouth. But in the instant after it, she let everything go away, and the smell of his cock became like an elixir, as the taste of his already leaking pre-come got her drunk faster than a concession booth packed with $8 beer. She began to suck his cock.

Rolf's fingers caressed Tess's face as she bobbed up and down on his cock, his shaft parting her lips wide, for it was a fatty. The feeling of cock laid fully against her tongue was something she had missed in recent months; Madame Iris's strap-on was a very satisfying alternative, but hazelnut and toasted almond, as Madame Iris often observed on related but different matters, were never quite the same.

Perhaps most thrillingly, Madame Iris had orally trained Tess the way she never would have let a boyfriend do it. This was evidenced by the fact that without being told, Tess took a deep breath and relaxed her throat on the down-stroke until her lips curved deliciously around the base of Rolf's thick cock. She'd never been able to do that before, and the feeling of having him all the way down sent an involuntary tightening through her sex, which had stopped hurting even a little bit as her arousal mounted.

She was so excited to have done it that she stayed down for long, long time, long enough to realize that while she found it a hell of a lot easier to deep-throat a dildo than a cock, there was something uniquely satisfying about that long, low sigh of absolute pleasure that came from Rolf's lips as her own lips settled down at his base.

Having taken a deep, deep breath and being very well trained by Madame Iris, Tess didn't feel a need to come up for air right away, so after the long sigh there was a moan, an "Oh, yeah," a longer sigh, a laugh, three laughs, and a kind of whooping sound and the slap of a high five between Rolf and Bear, which would have been fucking bizarre if they were two straight guys and really wasn't any less so since they were gay.

When she finally came up, gasping, Bear was the one who purred "Iris, I thought you said she was a lesbian! I'm sorry, that is a fag. That girl is a fag."

"She is a lesbian," said Iris. "Never sucked cock before, even!"

"You've got to be joking," said Rolf.

"Well," said Iris with a smirk. "Not your kind of cock." She grabbed her crotch obscenely, indicating that Tess had sucked Iris's cock -- that is, her -- strap-on...which was true enough.

"Well, she's already an expert."

"She had a good teacher," said Iris a little haughtily.

"And an obvious aptitude," murmured Rolf pleasantly.

"At this rate," sighed Iris, "you're going to try to take her home."

"Yeah, bring the black van around, will you?" sighed Rolf. "Let's get this property moved to my dungeon. I could spend a few days getting to know a hot body like this."

When he mentioned a "black van," Rolf's voice had ceased to be teasing and friendly. It had dropped half an octave and taken on a nasty mean old "Daddy" quality that made it clear he was talking dirty in a totally different context than his friendly banter with Madame Iris.

"Would you like that, you little slut?" purred Rolf, his voice sounding authoritative and threatening. "Think a few days in hard bondage could teach you what it means to serve cock?"

Tess didn't answer with words. She responded to by surging hungrily onto his cock, working her head around in a big circle as she sucked. Rolf didn't say anything more; he just moaned as her tongue pumped against the underside of his cock.

She took him again all the way -- down to the base -- but she couldn't stay down as long this time. He was big. Her throat ached.

It didn't matter that she couldn't keep deep-throating Rolf the way she would have been expected to keep deep-throating Madame Iris's strap-on. Her agenda had been achieved -- all three observers were most impressed.

Tess instinctively took the position that was expected when she served Iris's cock. Her hands rested softly, open-palmed, on Rolf's thighs. Tess's legs were spread, the plaid skirt riding up her thighs to the point of indecency. Tess arched her back and leaned forward, pushing her ass up as high as it could possibly go. She pushed her ass high enough, in fact, that she could feel the stretch of the position in her swollen clit.

Her knees settled deliciously into the firmness of the new kneepads. This was a premium pair, and it aroused Tess to no end to have her Mistress spend so much to ensure her comfort while she was being a slutty little cock whore at Madame Iris's command.

On real cock this time. Yum.

It came far more easily to Tess than she had ever dreamed it would. And Tess had never imagined that her Mistress would pimp her out so easily.

It was a day of pleasant surprises, she decided.

Tess's lips glided up and down over the shaft of Rolf's cock. She left a faint foamy lipstick smear on his dick, since Madame Iris always liked dressing Tess up with slutty red lipstick. Like the schoolgirl outfit or girly clothes in general, it was another mode of control; Tess had barely ever worn makeup or lingerie before she placed herself in Iris's service. Her Mistress took great pleasure in tarting her up like a femme...like a straight girl...a girly-girl...a shameless little slut. Tess hadn't liked it at first, but submission demanded she do it.

Iris had taught her to love it. She'd taught Tess to love a lot of things.

To Tess's surprise, she was even learning to love cock.

Tess worked eagerly on Rolf's cock. She alternated deep thrusts to the back of her throat with long sessions of stroking her lips and flickering tongue up the underside of Rolf's shaft.

He seemed to like it all, and it Tess found it a pleasure to work on a cock that was so responsive compared to her Mistress's silicone dick. But she also liked seeing Rolf's pleased expression as he looked down at her face bobbing up and down on his cock. He particularly seemed to like the fact that Tess was doing it all so eagerly.

As she sucked his cock, Rolf murmured to Tess that she was a good little cocksucker. "You've obviously got professional experience," he said in his deep-Daddy voice, a nasty sound to it.

He meant, of course, that Tess was a whore. Or a porn star? No, she decided. More like a whore. She decided that was way hotter than being a porn star.

Tess was so lost in the pleasure of sucking Rolf's beautiful cock that for a few minutes she forgot entirely that Madame Iris was watching and, she hoped, getting off on it.

When she glanced up she saw that Madame Iris was indeed getting off on it; she was kissing Bear deeply, and his hand had found his way between her legs, tucked under her patent-leather skirt into her thong panties.

What was that about? Tess didn't have the faintest idea that Iris was into guys -- but then, when she'd started the morning the last thing she figured was that she'd end the day by sucking cock.

Tess concentrated on sucking, knowing that they had limited time and fearing, deliciously, the wrath of her Mistress if she failed to satisfy Rolf fully. She could tell he was going hot and heavy; he'd probably been half-hard all day, from the liberal flood of pre-come that glided easily down Tess's open throat.

In between her up and down motions, Tess glimpsed Madame Iris reaching into her bag and coming out with pink smoothie, which Tess didn't recognize but which clearly wasn't brand new, given the fact that it was not packaged and already had batteries.

"Do you know how to use one of these?" Madame Iris asked Bear breathily, grinding her ass up and down on his cock.

He grinned. "I can certainly give it a shot," he said, and clicked it deftly on with his thumb, at the same time working the settings dial with his index finger and pulling Madame Iris's thong to one side as he lowered the vibe.

Tess's mouth at that moment was suckling gently at Rolf's balls, mostly because she was afraid from the sound of his moans and the quantity of pre-come that he was about to shoot, and they still had, what, eleven minutes or something? Rolf seemed to like the sensation, but Tess had never really used her mouth on a guy's balls before, so she was so immensely enjoying her experimentation that she almost didn't realize it when Madame Iris said quickly: "Not me!" and let out a long, low, laughing sigh of pleasure as Bear chuckled and slipped out from under her.

It all came on her in a whirl as she licked her way back up to Rolf's cockhead, working her lips around the tip as Bear knelt down beside her and moved the buzzing vibe to her clit. She felt a wave of terror -- ow, this was going to hurt -- and then just let go as she sank into the pleasure of it.

The vibe touched her swollen, pierced clit with an impossibly gentle pressure. It didn't hurt at all, except that it felt so fucking good that she wanted to cry, and when in her sudden and powerful arousal she tried to deep-throat Rolf again, she choked, because she was sucking air in great gasping sobs while she mounted toward orgasm.

Tess always went off like a rocket when she'd been teased for so long, and she hadn't been allowed to get off since the piercing -- partially it was piercer's orders, but mostly, she thought, because Madame Iris was anticipating this moment.

Climaxing, Tess had to take her mouth off of Rolf's cock, letting out great shuddering groans and not even caring that people on the other side of the fabric could assuredly hear her.

She came so hard she almost forgot she was sucking cock, but the snaking of her Mistress's hand through her hair reminded her, and Tess felt the fingers of the Lady's other hand gently curving around the base of Rolf's cock as she guided Tess's mouth onto the head. Tess began to suck again, and Madame Iris seized Rolf's prick with both hands so she could feel it pulsing as he came.

Tess went dizzy with the hot spurt of come onto the back of her tongue and down her throat; she didn't gag or choke, but took it all, or as much of it as she could, drooling the rest on Madame's slender fingers.

When she came up, breathing hard, her chin was drippy and her clit was hurting, overcome by the post-orgasm sensitivity that made that vibe the most awful thing in the world. Bear withdrew it and clicked it off; he leaned in close to kiss Rolf, then Iris.

"Very good, Rolf," purred Iris. "Nineteen minutes."

"I would have come sooner," sighed Rolf. "But the little slut seemed to be enjoying herself so much. I didn't want to end the proceedings."

"Let's give Arty back his photo studio," said Madame. "Drinks at the Stallion?"

"But of course," said Rolf with a smile down at Tess. "Just one blowjob doesn't break in a pair of knee pads."

The trio laughed. Madame Iris and Bear high-fived each other, which was weird, but not really that weird, Tess decided -- all things considered.
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House Rules by Michelle Syrah

"Come on," Michael said, loud into my ear so I could hear him over the music. "You can't pass this up!"

And I didn't want to. Michael and I had come to the fetish ball knowing there would be a cordoned-off play area; we'd even joked about the possibility that we might play in it. But I hadn't expected it to be so crowded -- every piece of equipment packed tight with players, and the bar behind the cordons crammed even tighter with spectators.

But Michael and I had found a place to sequester ourselves so we could watch this one beautiful mistress play with a gorgeous, muscled young stud as we swayed to the pounding trance beat. She'd had him bent over the spanking bench, and was flogging his ass. I'd gotten quite wet watching them, and Michael had been behind me, cradling me in his arms, so I had been able to feel quite clearly that Michael was as turned on as I was.

Now, the mistress had finished with the young stud and sent him away.

And she was looking right at me and crooking her finger.

She was breathtaking -- a gorgeous, aquiline face, long dark hair and a slim body packed into a tight corset, G-string and high-heeled boots. She had a flogger in one hand and a paddle in the other, and she was unquestionably summoning me, though I couldn't have heard her say a word.

Michael knows how much I love to be spanked, but I'd never been flogged before. My knees went weak as I looked at the mistress and made a "Me!?" sort of gesture. She gave me the most intense bedroom eyes I've ever seen, and I melted.

Michael pushed me gently toward her. I walked forward as if in a dream.

Then the mistress snapped her fingers pointed right at Michael.

"Him, too," she mouthed, her words shrouded by the music.

We passed the safety monitor and went into the cordoned-off play area. It was crowded, but the mistress had cleared a tidy space no one dared violate. I hadn't even thought about the fact that we couldn't negotiate if we couldn't hear each other -- and that turned me on even more. What was I walking into?

She had to bend forward and talk right into my ear, loud, to be heard over the music. "I'm Xenia," she shouted.

"Lisa," I told her.

Michael didn't say a word.

"I'm going to play with you, Lisa," shouted Mistress Xenia. "Do you like to be spanked? Flogged?"

"J--just spanked," I shouted nervously.

She nodded, put her lips close to my ear. "Then that's what you'll get."

I nodded back at her, my pussy feeling hot as Mistress Xenia ran her hands down my side, playing with the way my lace-trimmed PVC G-string met my garter belt. She spread her palm and drew it over my shimmering bustier, feeling my nipples poke through it.

She put her hand on my shoulder and moved me out of the way so she could lean over and talk into Michael's ear. When she pulled away, Michael got my shoulders and Mistress Xenia took my hand. They guided me toward the spanking bench, and I saw Mistress Xenia nod to someone, who brought over a chair.

Mistress Xenia pushed me down over the spanking bench while Michael took the chair.

Then he pushed my face into his lap and started to stroke my hair.

Mistress Xenia circled my wrists with buckling restraints and clipped them to the side of the spanking bench. Now I was helpless; I couldn't get free if I wanted to. I struggled against the bonds, getting more and more turned on. I shivered as I felt Mistress Xenia's hands running over my ass. She slapped the insides of my thighs and I obediently spread my legs, leaning heavily on the bench. I felt her bending down behind me, putting leather restraints around my ankles, too. She fastened my ankles spread wide, forcing me to open my legs for her.

The first blow came with her open hand, right on my sweet spot. She was pressed up to my side, embracing me tightly as she started to spank me. The nearness of her body made me tingle. She spanked me again. And again, softly, softly, then harder, building up pressure as I raised my ass into the air for her. She could tell I liked it. It was making me so wet. I love nothing more than being spanked, and I could feel the blows of Mistress Xenia's hand reverberating right into my pussy.

Michael was hard, too; I could feel his cock against my face. I was so turned on I would have done anything. But I never expected to do what I did.

As Mistress Xenia spanked me, Michael unbuckled his belt and unzipped his pants.

Then he took out his cock and guided my mouth onto it.

I felt a stab of fear -- there were strict prohibitions against sexual activity. What about the house rules? Was the monitor watching? Was the crowd watching? Even over the music, I could hear them clapping and cheering. They were watching. Everyone crowded around could see me sucking my husband's cock. Everyone could see me bent over, ass in the air, Michael's beautiful cock slid between my lips as I bobbed up and down on it.

I wriggled my ass and Mistress Xenia spanked me harder.

I could feel my pussy throbbing as I sucked Michael's cock. I was incredibly wet, and Michael knew it. Mistress Xenia knew it, too. I moaned as I felt her hand on my pussy. That was forbidden, too. She plucked the G-string out of the way and started to rub my cunt, feeling how wet I was. Then, leaving my pussy exposed, the crotch of the G-string tucked to the side, she spanked me again. Harder. Right on my sweet spot, making my bare cunt ache each time. She pushed her body up against me. This couldn't be happening. This was like every one of my fantasies, but it wasn't allowed -- was it?

Michael held my hair up behind my head so the crowd could see me suck him. So they could see his long, hard cock sliding between my lips as I struggled against the four-point restraints.

But Mistress Xenia had more things in mind for me.

I felt her fingers on my cunt, probing me, and I was embarrassed at how wet I was. We hadn't negotiated this; she didn't know I would be okay with it. Why did she do it, then? Maybe because she could tell I wanted nothing more?

She slid her fingers into me and started to slowly fuck my cunt -- first two fingers, then three.

I squealed and tried to pull away, but Michael held me, making sure my hair was up high so the crowd could see  his cock disappearing between my lips. I surrendered, letting Mistress Xenia fuck me as I serviced Michael. But then her fingers slipped out of me, and I was afraid she might have been asked to stop. Please. No. Please don't stop.

But Michael didn't stop. He kept guiding my head up and down on his cock, and the taste of his pre-come in my mouth was like ambrosia. I suckled at it hungrily as I wondered where Mistress Xenia was.

Then I felt her body pressing up against mine. Her thighs against mine. Her hands on my hips.

Her cock at my entrance.

I could feel the roughness of the straps. She was going to fuck me. She had gone away because she was putting on her strap-on.

She teased my cunt open with the thick head of her cock. I moaned and fought violently against the restraints as she entered me -- the struggle excited me more. That made the crowd cheer louder.

When she entered me, I came -- right away. I felt her cock sliding into me and my whole body convulsed in orgasm. Michael could tell; he pulled my head up and listened to me moan -- I let myself go, totally, moaning and screaming so loud everyone could hear me even over the music. Then as Mistress Xenia started fucking me harder, my loud moans turned into soft ones; my pussy was so sensitive now, after my orgasm, and I wanted more, wishing I could reach back and open my pussy wide for her cock. But I was  bound, and as I struggled against the bonds I only felt my pleasure heightening.

Michael guided my mouth back onto his cock, and I started sucking him in earnest, wanting his come.

Mistress Xenia reached under me and rubbed my clit, hard, not warming me up -- knowing I didn't need any warm-up. She rubbed so hard that for an instant I wanted her to stop -- and then she fucked me deeper, all the way into my cunt, filling me, and I wanted her to never, ever stop. I wriggled my butt back and forth and pulled hard against the restraints, making the whole spanking bench shake. That only made her pound me harder as she rubbed my clit in little circles, faster, faster, faster as her hips forced her cock into me again and again.

I came again, even harder than before, but this time my moans weren't audible to the crowd -- because my mouth and throat were filled with Michael's cock.

I felt the first spasm of his long shaft and tasted the bitterness I so loved. Just a hint, at first, which made me suck him harder, bob my head up and down faster. Then a thick pulse filled my mouth and I moaned and gulped, wanting it all. His hips ground against me as my lips clamped around his shaft and he filled my mouth with his juice. I drank it all, not spilling a drop, wishing it could go on forever.

My head was spinning; I was so high on endorphins I felt like I was in another world. Mistress Xenia unbuckled the restraints as I covered Michael's softening cock in tiny licks, wanting to taste it as long as I could.

Michael fastened his pants and the two of them helped me off the spanking bench. Mistress Xenia still wore her cock, and I wanted to get down on my knees and suck that one, too. She pressed her mouth to mine and kissed me deeply.

Then she kissed Michael, too, and pressed a card into his hand.

She put her lips to my ear and spoke just loud enough for me to hear her over the pulsing music.

"Next time," she said, "we play without any house rules."

Her hand gently squeezed my ass, making my pussy quiver.
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A Present from Master by Julia Hampton

The limousine pulled in to the mansion's turnaround. Melanie got out.

Slim, tight and muscular, Melanie was twenty years old, but wise beyond her years. She had a ring of keys in her hand. She went to the huge, oak door of the mansion and unlocked it. She entered the mansion.

It was opulently furnished and smelled strongly of fresh flowers. Melanie went from the entryway into the living room, amazed at the rich furnishings even though she should have expected it. She went into the lavish kitchen, taking note of the wet bar, wine rack and breakfast nook.

A woman in a tight French maid's outfit worked at the sink, washing vegetables.

Obviously, Melanie observed, Jasper's Master tended toward the traditional, in everything other than sexual relationships.

"Excuse me," I said. "I'm looking for Jasper."

The woman looked over her shoulder and gave Melanie a disdainful look, down-up-down-up. She frowned.

"In the den," the maid indicated. "Down the main hall."

Melanie went back into the living room and started toward the back hall. For the first time, she began to notice the furnishings -- the statue of David in the entryway, Michelangelo's Adam over the huge white sectional, an object d'art on the mantelpiece that even Melanie, with her well trained eye, didn't recognize until the third time she looked at it.

She found Jasper coming out of the den, and her surprise must have been as obvious as his was.

"What is this?" Jasper asked. "Some kind of joke?"

Melanie looked at Jasper in disbelief. He couldn't have been much older than Melanie herself, and he was plainly an athlete of some kind -- a body builder from the looks of it. He wore tight, well-worn button-fly jeans with the top button undone. The sweep of his cock showed that he probably wasn't wearing anything underneath.

His white tank top showed off his tattoos -- BORN TO LOSE, US MARINES, a spread-legged pinup on his bicep and a sacred heart just visible through the tank top and around its neckline. He wore big black combat boots and had a motorcycle helmet tucked under his arm. He had the cocky appearance of a boy who always got what he wanted, and he had the looks to get away with taking it when it wasn't handed to him.

Melanie could see she had her work cut out for her.

"Oh, I see," said Jasper. He set the motorcycle helmet down on a nearby end table. He stood erect and flexed his muscles. "Master sent me a whore for our anniversary." He started toward Melanie, his eyes dancing as he neared her. "You look good enough to eat," he said. Before Melanie thought to step back, she found herself bewitched by those eyes, drawn into the earthy sent of him, equal parts male sweat and expensive soap.

He put his arms around Melanie and kissed her. His tongue was hot and tasted faintly of liquor and cigarettes. She felt herself melting against him, her sex feeling liquid deep inside. She had been planning to come in here and take out all her anger on the body of some rich man's wife. Now, she found that the rules had changed entirely, and as they did, she felt her arousal and sadistic inspiration start afresh.

"Yes," she said when Jasper's lips left hers. "I'm your whore. Master bought me for you."

Her tone was laced with sarcasm. She felt like a savage bitch for saying it, but the cockiness in Jasper's gaze made it all seem right.

"All right, Master calls the shots," he chuckled. "He hates that I'm bi, but I guess he finally figured he'd better give in and accept it. Isn't that sweet of him?"

"Sweet," smiled Melanie. "Sure."

"I’m going to fuck you six ways to Sunday, lady. What's your name?"

She told him, "Melanie."

Jasper growled bestially, grinning. "Melanie, I’m going to make you sing," he said.

She pursed her lips, having to bite back the snide comment that almost erupted from them. Instead, she smiled.

"I'd like that," she sighed. "Take me upstairs?"

"Hey, why settle for bed when there's a hot tub and everything?" he murmured. "If you're not too squeamish, there's even a...dungeon." Jasper said the word with relish, his cock swelling against his jeans as he did. He kissed Melanie and caressed her body with his fingertips, bringing them to her breasts and thumbing her nipples gently as they peaked under the thin dress.

"Would you like that?" he sighed. "Do you want to be tied up? Do you want to be my little slave, Melanie?"

Melanie's head swam and her heart pounded. She went down so fast Jasper probably would have fallen forward if she hadn't steadied him with a firm hand on his hip. He didn't wear a belt and his first button was already undone, so she had him open and out in her other hand before he knew what was happening. Her lips circled the head of his cock and he moaned softly as she took him down almost to the back of her throat, her tongue working wonders against his head as it began to leak pre-come. She could feel the smoothness of Jasper's balls against the tips of her finger -- he was as shaved as she was.

"Yeah," he sighed. "That's what I like. A whore who knows what she wants. I knew you looked like the dungeon type."

"Take me there," she breathed as her mouth came off of his cock, a glistening string of mingled saliva and pre-come snapping between lower lip and cockhead. Melanie worked Jasper's cock with her hand as she crouched there under him, looking up hungrily. Her posture would have been improbable in anyone but a trained dancer; as it was, she sat easily with her spike-heeled shoes tucked under her ass and her knees spread wide apart. Her tight dress rode up, exposing her crotch, and Jasper smiled in approval as Melanie kept her muscles cinched tight, feeling the liquid heat of arousal inside her.

This was going to be easier than she thought.

"Take me downstairs," she begged, tucking his cock away and buttoning just the top of his jeans, leaving the fly open.

Jasper took her hand and helped her to her feet, though help was hardly necessary. He guided her down the long hallway to the back stairs, opening a big industrial-style door that had been rather inexpertly painted black.

"After you," he said, standing aside.

Melanie passed him in the narrow hall, feeling the heat of his body. Her own desire rose as she passed him close. He really was quite incredibly gorgeous, twenty and buff and even well-hung. And the cockiness -- that kind of alpha-male bullshit always turned her on. It made her want to take a guy down.

Melanie went down the stairs as quickly as she could, taking in the dungeon in one swirling gaze. It was softly lit, with low-hanging lamps above each station. The St. Andrew's cross caught her eye, which was then drawn away by the twin cages -- horizontal and vertical -- and the bondage horse. Large panels had been affixed to each major wall with pegs from which depended a stunning array of whips, paddles, canes, crops, dildos, vibrators, gags, harnesses, and -- it made her shiver to see them -- more than a few knives. Finally, Melanie's eyes settled on the bondage chair, which was configured a bit like a gynecology chair but with sturdier legs where the stirrups would go. In its neutral position kept the submissives arms lowered at his or her sides, making for an exceedingly vulnerable posture. The chair also had a number of articulated joints that screwed tight, letting the dominant change the attitude of the submissive after he or she had been strapped in -- to spread the legs wider, lower the upper body to make the mouth or tits more accessible, or raise and lower the ass. More importantly, the chair had thick straps already attached where the submissive's ankles, wrists and knees would go. Melanie had used a device quite like it before, and this one seemed ideal for her purposes.

Melanie climbed into the bondage chair, letting her feet rest easily on the spread stirrups. Jasper approached her.

"That's nice," he purred, reaching out to take Melanie's left ankle gently but firmly. He raised the strap and got ready to secure her in the chair. Melanie shook her head.

"Not yet," she said. "Let me taste you first."

For a moment she thought her plan was about to disintegrate, that Jasper, having taken possession of her -- in his mind, at least -- would assert his greater physical strength and his moral right to take her as he saw fit. He would shackle her to the chair, spreading her wide. Then he would seize a knife from the nearby pegboard and strip her flimsy clothes from her with stroke after stroke of its sharp edge. Naked, then, she would be utterly at his mercy, and any protest she uttered, no matter how urgent, would be perceived as a form of play-acting. Jasper would strip her naked, remove his own clothes, and lay that muscled form atop her, sliding his smooth cock deep into her body while she writhed and protested and -- she knew it beyond the shadow of a doubt -- came hard.

This image and its accompanying tactile sensations came on her with such intensity that she felt a desperate wave of disappointment when Jasper smiled, obviously uncomfortable enough with the role of top.

He released Melanie's ankle and dropped the strap. It swung free from the corner of the table. Jasper took hold of his white tank top and stripped it off of him, revealing a body glorious enough to make Melanie catch her breath. She had to catch it again when he undid the one closed button and pulled his tight jeans down to mid-thigh. His combat boots unzipped; he stepped out of them and peeled off his jeans.

He was, indeed, shaved. His balls were clean, his chest smooth and waxed. He was beautiful.

Melanie wanted almost nothing more than she wanted to stay there, spread, in the bondage chair and feel that glorious cock slipping inside her, to feel Jasper fucking her brains out. But Melanie remembered her mission. She quickly slipped off of the bondage chair and guided the naked Jasper into it. She lowered herself to her knees and bent down to capture his cock in her mouth. She went down in a wet surge onto it, savoring the hard feel of his shaft and head against her tongue, loving the smell of him.

Jasper moaned, relaxing into the bondage chair. This was definitely going to be easier than she'd thought.

"Do you eat pussy?" she asked him. Her words were slurred since her mouth was against Jasper's cock and her tongue lazed its way up and down his shaft.

"Every chance I get," he growled.

She took his cock in her mouth again and began to suck him eagerly. She hoped her moans shroud the sounds of what she was doing with her hands; then again, surely Jasper had been strapped into this chair often enough to recognize the sensation of a strap quickly circling each ankle and then each wrist, even with a mouth as skilled as Melanie's sliding up and down on his cock. But it wasn't until after she'd used both hands to simultaneously pull the ankle straps tight that he began to squirm, and by the time he said "Hey, what's going on?" she already had her hands on the wrist straps.

Jasper's right hand pulled free, and Melanie felt a wave of fear. She couldn’t overpower him. She got the left wrist cinched tight, fought for a better grasp on his right, and Jasper made her wrestle, chuckling as she fought fruitlessly to get his wrists into the shackles.

Her left hand was what finally convinced him; she got a very good grip on his balls and the strength went out of his muscles before she even had to squeeze all that hard.

He gasped and Melanie forced his wrist into the strap, never releasing her grasp on Jasper's balls. When she'd pulled it tight, Jasper smiled at her.

"I could have stopped you," he grinned.

"But you didn't," sighed Melanie. She caressed his balls and then squeezed them again, bringing a little squeak from Jasper's mouth. She felt the hot surge of desire that came from domination, especially when she'd been so fired up to get fucked in an entirely different way. She channeled her submissive lust into the rich sound of her voice as she tested each of the straps. Then she threaded the straps that went around his knees, and this time Jasper did not resist. The gorgeous, naked man was now trapped, and Melanie could feel her hunger rising as she contemplated the luscious body at her mercy.

"Well?" he growled. "What's going on?"

Melanie squeezed his balls gently, bringing a whimper from him.

"I'm afraid I have a confession to make," she purred. "Master didn't buy you a whore. He bought you a dominatrix."

Jasper's mouth dropped open, and Melanie decided she liked that. Rising to her feet, she took a slow circuit of the chair. Then he peered underneath to evaluate the mechanism with which she planned to put Jasper in a more submissive posture.

The bondage chair was of the same design -- may even have had the same manufacturer -- as the one in Ryan's private dungeon. A few quick cranks and Melanie locked Jasper into place with his upper body prone, his head at just the right angle...

"Any chance you get?" cooed Melanie.

Jasper didn't understand what she was asking -- until she'd reached under her dress and pulled down her thong, dropping it to her ankles. She straddled Jasper's face and lowered her sex to his mouth.

Jasper's eyes widened as she prepared to take him, and Melanie looked deep into them to see what would happen. Jasper was her prisoner, now, spread out on a table and locked firmly into padded metal shackles. The traditional relationship between Melanie and her employers did not allow submissives to question or safeword. But she didn't have firsthand knowledge of the relationship between Jasper and his Master.

What if Jasper balked at accepting Master's gift of total submission to a woman? Did she unfasten the shackles and leave him? Did she unfasten the shackles and let him fuck her brains out? Did she unfasten the shackles and let him put them on her, something that made her insides go all hot and liquid?

Or did she keep him shackled, hold him down, and -- the word frightened even as it exhilarated her -- make him her bitch?

As it happened, Melanie did not have to decide. Her body, fueled by her lust and her own innate savagery and driven by the look in Jasper's eyes, decided for her.

When she straddled his face, he obediently buried his tongue between Melanie's swollen lips. She felt him working from entrance to clit, she sighed.

"Not there," she growled as she felt him tonguing her clit. Jasper responded by licking back down to her opening, and as his tongue burrowed in, Melanie finally let herself relax.

She could feel the wetness migrating from deep inside her to Jasper's tongue. She knew he felt it, too, mingled as it must be with the musky lubrication Melanie had been producing -- most intensely in the last five minutes. But she could tell immediately that he recognized the taste of his Master's come, and that the flavor of it on a woman's sex brought an intense conflict of emotions. Melanie had to squeeze his balls tightly to keep Jasper on task, and his body bucked violently, as if seeking to throw her off.

But his tongue continued working, obediently, his cock as hard as ever -- harder, maybe -- as he tasted her. He was not a skilled pussy licker -- "any chance I get" obviously proved less frequently than he would have gotten if Melanie had been his girlfriend. But with Melanie's sex aroused and sensitive from her limousine trip -- and her long week without climaxing -- he was more than sufficient.

He obeyed her. His tongue worked rhythmically as Melanie rocked her hips atop him.

Whenever she felt him slowing down, she would squeeze his balls a little, and Jasper would respond with a whimper and fresh energy in his tongue. The third or fourth time she had to do it, she realized that his skills were improving.

She stared at Jasper's perfect cock, simultaneously wanting to put her mouth on it and slide it inside her. There was no question that as a truly dominant woman she could fuck Jasper however she wanted, for her pleasure -- his being incidental even if it proved extreme. But she was uncomfortable enough with the role that she refrained from letting herself bend over fully and take his cock in her mouth. Instead, she bent over just enough, inhaled deeply and felt the scent intoxicating her.

Melanie gasped and lifted herself off of Jasper's mouth as she decided suddenly she didn't want to come -- not yet. She was enjoying the hard edge of arousal much too much to succumb to pleasure just now. She stepped back and caressed Jasper's face, feeling a thrill as her fingers played across the slick juice that coated his mouth and chin. Jasper breathed hard, his eyes wild with desire. Melanie saw with pleasure that his cock was still quite hard.

Melanie bent over, reached under the table and turned the crank. Jasper's upper body slowly rose until he was in an inclined position, legs spread wide and knees bent, cock and balls exposed. The straps pulled tight across his ankles, wrists and knees, and she checked them to make sure they were neither too tight nor loose enough to allow escape -- or thoughts of escape.

Then she took another slow circuit of the table, surveying her prisoner and making sure he could survey her. She crouched down next to the table with her back up against Jasper's restrained hand.

"Unzip me, will you?" she asked.

Jasper obediently took hold of the zipper of Melanie's dress as she slowly rose, drawing the zipper down to the small of her back. She looked over her shoulder to make sure Jasper was watching -- he was -- then she slowly shimmied out of it, letting the flimsy black dress pool at her feet. She wasn't wearing a stitch underneath, something Jasper already knew quite well. She turned slowly, letting him look at her, and he plainly liked what he saw.

She took an easy stance between Jasper's restrained legs and cupped his hard cock in one hand. She lowered herself, almost but not quite putting her mouth on Jasper's cock, and licked her middle finger. Jasper let out a gasp as she descended on his cock, her mouth enveloping it as she penetrated his asshole.

"Jesus!" he said. "Watch where you put that finger!"

Oh come on, she wanted to say. Like your Master's cock hasn't been here a thousand times before.

That thought gave her a sudden hunger to be in there, as did the low moan that Jasper uttered as Melanie worked her mouth up and down on his cock and slid her finger deep. When she brought it out again, he shivered all over, and she went in with two the next time, her arousal growing as she felt Jasper's body tensing around her. She was overcome with the desperate need to take Jasper's asshole. She wanted to make him her bitch.

Melanie brought her mouth off Jasper's cock, shoved her hand up to his mouth, and thrust two fingers inside.

Jasper's eyes went wide with horror as he tasted himself, but one hard squeeze to his shaved balls brought him around. He obediently licked Melanie's fingers clean, tasting his own ass. She had finally found her deep need to hurt this boy, and she no longer cared for her own pleasure -- only his pain.

"That was a mistake," she growled. "If you'd just taken it like a man, I wouldn't have had to give it to you so hard. Now I'm going to open up that asshole of yours, Jasper. Get ready to be done like a bitch."

She slid her fingers out of his mouth, watching the horror on his face grow as he realized just what she intended to do. A string of saliva trailed after her fingertip. Melanie got up from between Jasper's legs and chose a nearby pegboard from which depended a wide variety of toys and harnesses.

"Let's see," she said thoughtfully, taking down a medium-sized dildo and holding it up at an angle as if to compare it to Jasper's body. She saw him watching, growing progressively more uncomfortable as she replaced the dildo and selected a larger one and then, still not satisfied, replaced it in favor of an even larger one.

"Hey," he said. "I don't know what he told you, but I'm not like that. That's a one way street."

"Not for long," growled Melanie, taking down a sturdy-looking harness and stepping into it. One leather strap went around her waist, another around each of her thighs, still another between her legs to connect to the waist strap. She slipped the dildo in and pulled that last strap very tight, feeling the intense pressure at her sex, particularly rubbing her clit.

"Hey," said Jasper desperately, struggling against his straps. "I don't know why you're doing this, but you don't have to."

"But I do," growled Melanie, positioning herself between Jasper's spread legs. The configuration of the bondage chair was such that his ass rested just at the edge of the seat, exposed for Melanie's attentions.

She nuzzled the head of her cock between Jasper's shaved cheeks, feeling the slight give as she found his entrance. He squirmed, trying to get away, but the straps held him fast. Melanie frowned.

"Oh, damn," she sighed with pleasure. "I guess I forgot the lube."

Then she pushed, feeling the tightness of Jasper's asshole resist. Jasper let out a squeal. The girliness of it encouraged Melanie's hard stroke into him, as her hips strained to shove her cock inside Jasper's vulnerable body. He threw his head back and moaned wildly as his asshole was violated. Melanie felt a pulse of fresh arousal as she fucked deep, forcing Jasper's asshole to acclimate to the great bulk of her cock. The tightness of it resisted, gave way, resisted, gave way, requiring a firm thrust to gain every inch. When, finally, the base of the dildo had settled into position between Jasper's forcibly spread cheeks, Melanie ran her fingers around the distended ring of Jasper's entrance, feeling a deep sort of pleasure.

As she fucked deep into him, she let her fingers curve around the shaft of Jasper's smooth cock.

"Now," she sighed, looking up into Jasper's beautiful, tearstained face. "If you don't want to be fucked like this then why is your dick so hard?" Melanie began to laugh, and Jasper looked more ashamed than ever. She began to gently stroke his cock, her fingers barely touching it, just enough to tease him. He moaned as she adjusted herself inside him, ensuring that she stayed deep in his ass. When she tightened her hand on him, she heard him moaning "Oh, fuck!" and straining his hips against her.

"Don't move like that," growled Melanie. "You'll hurt yourself." She took her hand off his cock. Jasper looked at her miserably.

Melanie smiled wolfishly. She made eye contact with Jasper, and winked at him.

"It's all right, baby," she sighed. "I know what you want. Are you right handed or left handed?"

Jasper's eyes were crazy, the humiliation mixed with the pain. He was clearly not used to being fucked in the ass, but that only excited Melanie more. Besides, as hard as his cock was, she knew the ultimate humiliation was close. Being stroked off against his will by Melanie was one thing -- but she intended to completely degrade him in another way entirely.

"Are you right handed or left handed?" she repeated, more impatiently this time.

"Wh-what?" he asked, uncomprehending.

"Right handed, then?" she asked.

"Y-yes," Jasper whimpered.

She reached down and quickly unfastened the strap that held Jasper's right wrist. When he looked at her dumbly, she just smiled with all the cruelty in her soul and put her hands on his knees, spreading them wide and savoring the feeling of having Jasper impaled on her cock while his own cock stood straight, begging for attention.

Jasper squirmed, straining against the tightness in his ass. Melanie could feel his struggles grinding the base of the dildo against her pubic bone, pulling the strap against her swollen clit. She could hardly believe it, but she was pretty sure she was going to come if she started fucking Jasper. The feeling intoxicated her, and she wanted very badly to fuck Jasper until he cried hard.

Jasper's humiliated eyes met hers, and Melanie remained impassive, not giving him a hint of what she expected. He opened his mouth to speak -- to ask a question, no doubt -- but the words did not come. Melanie rested deep inside Jasper and waited for him to do it. She did not thrust; on the contrary, she wanted to feel him come before she gave him what he most desperately needed.

Jasper's eyes rested in Melanie's for a long, tortured minute, as she saw the deep humiliation flooding his soul, drowning the last vestiges of his pride.

The shame in his eyes aroused Melanie still more.

Jasper's right hand slipped out of the strap and went to his cock.

A satisfied smile crossed Melanie's face, and she sighed contentedly as Jasper began to stroke himself. He moaned softly, his body wriggling against her as he tried either to pull himself off of her cock or fuck himself onto it. Melanie suspected that even Jasper didn't know. She leaned hard into him, making him gasp as he felt his body invaded still more powerfully. She did not fuck him, exactly -- not yet -- but the increased pressure made him whimper, and when Melanie leaned back slightly, Jasper began working his ass up and down on her shaft.

She could see the discomfort that action brought -- not just the physical tension of her cock being rammed deep into his stretched asshole, but the emotional release of admitting he had needed this all along, of admitting that he was desperate to fuck himself on Melanie's cock. Jasper's ass did not move much -- could not have moved much, as tight as it was packed -- but she knew the sensations must be intense deep in his asshole. The quickening motion of his hand on his own cock told her that he was getting closer.

Jasper moaned louder as he got ready to come.

"Stop!" she snapped at him. He looked up at her, dumbfounded, and when his hand only slowed but did not stop, Melanie grabbed his wrist, pulling it away. His cock twitched desperately against his belly, the first tiny spasms of orgasm starting -- but going no further. Jasper whimpered pathetically as she forced his wrist into the strap and pulled it tight.

"Please," he whined.

"Not just yet," she growled, and began working her hips, fucking her cock deeply in and out of him.

Jasper let out a gasp, his wrists pulling violently against the restraints. His eyes went wide and Melanie could see his desperation growing as he realized what was about to happen. She plunged her cock in and out of his ass, feeling the pressure mount on her clit -- she was afraid, momentarily, that she was going to come before he did.

Then Jasper threw back his head and moaned, cursing wildly as his cock spasmed and twitched. Lying there untouched against his belly, it began to spurt, shooting hot streams of his come onto his belly as Melanie thrust violently into his ass.

She began to laugh, cruelly, savagely, watching the humiliation on Jasper's face as he succumbed to the unexpected disappointment of a ruined orgasm. Jasper moaned in frustration at the unsatisfying spill of his seed.

Melanie was very close to her own climax when she finally decided that Jasper had had enough -- for now. She paused deep inside him and leaned forward, reaching up to slap his face. He looked at her in shock, his eyes filled with humiliation. She smiled hungrily.

Melanie slowly drew her cock out of Jasper's ass, letting him see it glisten as it came free. She had half a mind to let him lick it clean, but she'd never had much tolerance for such rituals. Instead, she unbuckled the harness and dropped it, then unbuckled the straps that restrained Jasper.

She grabbed his hair.

"What are you?" she growled.

"Huh?" he whimpered.

"You're my bitch," said Melanie. "Say it!"

"I'm your bitch," he whined.

"Good boy," said Melanie, smiling and kissing Jasper. "Your Master will be pleased..."
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André's Place by Michelle Jarvis

"This is the place," said André. He unlocked the gate and led Brian down a long, narrow corridor to a little converted in-law studio.

"Nice and quiet – and private," said André. "It was a bitch getting my furniture down here, though. You'll see what I mean."

They entered the apartment, a two-room studio with French doors between the two rooms. The back room was darkened, and Brian couldn't see into it. The room they were in had big windows which looked out on a perfectly-manicured garden.

"Michael's the guy who owns the building," said André. "He lives in the top flat with his lover Carlo. Michael's the only guy who goes out to the garden, and he's never out there after dark....so it's OK to leave the windows open, if you know what I mean."

Brian, turning slightly, felt André's body on his, pushing him against the wall as André kissed him -- tenderly, but mercilessly. Brian could feel the bulge of André's cock – already hard, rock-hard -- against his thigh. Moaning softly, Brian kissed back, letting André take the lead but giving him just enough resistance to make things interesting. Brian felt his own cock stiffening, and André's hand found it, gripped it, stroked it to full hardness while they kissed roughly. This really wasn't all that different from kissing girls, except that André's short beard-hairs bristled against Brian's smooth-shaved chin. That didn't bother him, though -- he thought it was hot. His temperature was rising so fast that he felt out of control -- a little nervous, even a little frightened.

André massaged Brian's cock through his pants. "I want to get down to business," said André. "But I'd like a beer first. Mind if we sit and talk a bit?"

"Sure," said Brian, breathless. "That'd be nice." He was glad for the chance to get his thoughts straight, to regroup and solidify his resolve. Shit, if he was finally going to get laid he should at least be relaxed enough to enjoy it.

"Can I get you something? Beer?"

Macho as ever, thought Brian. "That'd be cool."

"It's non-alcoholic, though. Moulsen's. You know how it is."

"Yeah," said Brian. "I sure as hell do." His ex was clean and sober, so he was used to not drinking a lot. Brian liked Moulsen's a hell of a lot better than the pisswater he'd figured a butch, working-class guy like André would probably have in the fridge. Then again, shitty beer was part of the allure a guy like André had for a guy like Brian. Shitty beer, big boots, tight T-shirts, cop belts, blue jeans, motorcycles... it was enough to make Brian hard.

"Gotta take care of something, first," said André, smirking. "Wait here." André went into the other room, vanishing into darkness. A second later, Brian saw the diffuse glow of a single candle. He still couldn't see into the room, though....couldn't see what André had waiting for him.

While André was in the kitchen fixing the drinks, Brian took a deep breath and tried to focus his mind. It felt like his heart was pounding, his hands shaking. He felt like he was going to hyperventilate. He felt scared and exhilarated at the same time.  He couldn't believe he was actually doing it. He'd come home... with a fucking guy.

It wasn't that he hadn't wanted to fuck guys before. He'd just never done it, because he was always with women. He was monogamous to a fault, and scrupulously honorable in that extremely lame way. He never would have cheated on any of his girlfriends, but he'd always known he wanted to be with guys. Not in a theoretically, identity-centered kind of way, but hard and rough, like he'd talked about in the bar with André. Brian wanted to be on his back and on his belly, feet in the air and moaning. He wanted to go all the way.

But he was attracted to girls, too, so he kind of dithered for a while, meeting chicks at Bisexual Caucus meetings in college and graduate school, telling himself identity did not equal behavior, blahblahblah. Katie, his last partner – always easier to call them "partners" than "girlfriends," which sounded so disgustingly hetero -- had broken up with Brian three months before, and Brian had sworn that she would be his very last girlfriend until he actually fucked a guy. Just to try it.

But now that he was here, moments from André's bed -- or, better yet, the sling he'd talked about -- Brian felt the lure of cold feet.

Brian began to stroll nervously around the room, taking stock of his surroundings. He could see through the French doors into the other room now that his eyes had adapted to the half-light of the apartment. Brian's pulse quickened as he saw the big framework -- black wood with silver bolts and leather fixtures. Restraints, stocks, even a pulley system. Brian had been starting to lose his hard-on a little bit, but it came right back when he saw that setup.

He took a deep breath and tried to think clearly, but the excitement was making his hands shake. Brian strolled around the little living room like he was doing laps around a track, looking at the cheap framed prints on the wall -- Boris Vallejo, no surprise there. Mapplethorpe, no surprise there. A framed diploma from Brown, no surprise--

Brian peered closer. Closer. Andrea Waldorf.

Brother? Father? Nope, Brian realized. Andrea was André. Jesus Christ, Brian felt like an idiot.

"Order up!" said André as he came back in the room. He set the beer on the little beat-up coffee table. Brian sat down on the tiny thrift-store loveseat, picked up the beer and drained half it in one gulp.

André reached out and massaged his shoulders. "You okay, buddy? You look a little pale."

"I'm just... nervous," said Brian.

André cocked his head, sensing something was wrong.

"What's up, buddy?

"So, uh... I guess I didn't know."

André sighed. "Didn't know?"

"You know," said Brian, with an apologetic laugh. He jerked his chin toward the diploma on the wall.

André got it, without having to follow Brian's gaze. He nodded.

"You didn't get that from transgender?" André asked.

"Transgender? Yeah, shit... you said that. But I thought..." Brian trailed off.

André said: "Remember? I told you, 'I just want you to know, I'm transgender,' in the bar... when we started hitting it off. Remember? I said, 'I just want you to know I'm transgender, and if you're not into that, no hard feelings.' Remember?"

Brian said, "Yeah, yeah, I remember. I guess I didn't know what you meant." He gestured. "I mean, I heard 'transgender,' but... I guess I thought, like, I don't know. I mean, you know, drag or something. I mean, fuck, there are all these gay guys who get into, you know, the Sisters and stuff."

André looked at him with a slightly pitying smile.

"That was pretty stupid of me, huh?"

André shrugged. "I wouldn't say that," he told Brian. "But hey, you gotta give me points for trying to be up front."

"Oh, for sure," said Brian, embarrassed. "I hope I'm not the first guy who didn't know?"

André gave him a dubious look.

"Ah... no," he said, a little sarcastically. "That's why I have to say it up front. Some guys get bent out of shape. I'd rather have that happen in a bar."

Brian's eyes widened. "Yeah," he said. "If some asshole decides to fuck with you--"

"Not so much," André interrupted. "I just mean... I'm fucking horny. You're hot. But frankly, if a guy is going to flip out and hit the road talking shit about me, I would prefer it happen at a bar, because then I still have a chance of getting laid."

"Seriously? Guys don't know? I mean... gay guys don't know? Really?"

Again, the slightly pitying look of André being dubious.

"Really," he said dryly.

Brian felt stupid as hell. He blurted nervously: "Not that I’m surprised by that. I mean... you're not... there's no way... I never would have"

He gestured at André's body, when really he should have been gesturing at the cocky fucker's whole presentation. He was more man than Brian... no doubt about that. Brian guessed that must be par for the course... some guys know from the get-go that they've gotta work at it. And André had, without question.

Brian held up his beer in a kind of toast.

"I guess what I mean to say, in my own lame way, is... you're all man."

André looked suspicious.

"Thanks," said André. "I try. All gender's performance, buddy."

"You don't have to tell me," Brian said. He drank his beer.

"No hard feelings, buddy?"

"God, no," said Brian. "Less than hard." He realized how stupid that sounded. He also noticed that André said "buddy" when he was a little nervous. It was the only chink in the armor of masculinity that he sported proudly. He seemed to groove on it... perv on it, even. Brian liked it. He found it hot. Maybe hotter than it was on normal guys, who already had a leg-up on that shit. He had never been good at that masculinity stuff. In some ways he figured he admired a guy who chose it, rather than had it thrust on him the way Brian had. And he'd done a fairly lame-ass job with it, he often felt.

André started talking, but Brian's mind was drifting... he barely listened. He wondered what it was like to fuck a guy who had been a... whatever. Girl? Maybe, physically, but what did that mean? Brian wondered some more about what André was like underneath. Brian realized if he went there, he wouldn't have much to compare it to, other than women. But in every way he could see, André was different.

Brian started wondering about anatomy. Did André have a pussy and a cock? Brian realized he didn't know shit about what a guy like André looked like under his jeans. He didn't know shit about what medical science could and couldn’t do. Whatever help André had gotten from it, though, Brian more than approved of the results. If André did have the usual down there, Brian wondered, would it be like being with a woman? "The usual" was all Brian could think of to call it, since suggesting a butch fucker like André had a "pussy" seemed as ludicrous as suggest

Brian realized he was getting hard again.

"...So, I guess there's no hard feelings, buddy," André was saying. "I realize that you were expecting one thing and you got another, and I'm sorry to have wasted your time."

Brian frowned. "Case of mistaken identity?"

André chuckled. "Not at all, buddy. Case of correct identity... just now what you're looking for."

"Yeah, I'm sorry about that," said Brian.

"Hey, don't be sorry," said André. "It's no crime to be up for one thing and not another. I've gotten used to it."

Brian said, "Have you been with a lot of guys?"

"Yeah, I guess," André said. "Before, and since."

Brian said, "So you were, like, straight?"

André said, "Define 'straight.' I always liked dick, if that's what you mean."

Brian said, "Yeah, me too. I just never did anything about it."

André looked surprised. "Never?"

"Never," said Brian. "You mind my asking if, uh..."

André guessed Brian's question, probably from the sleazy way Brian's eyes flickered up and down André's taut, muscled body.

André grinned, parted his legs, leaned back. His black jeans bulged at the crotch. He patted it.

"Yeah," said André. "I've got a dick. But I understand if it's not the kind you're looking for."

"Hell, I don't know what kind I’m looking for," Brian said. "I just know..."

"You like dick?"

Brian said, "Yeah, I guess." He looked at the huge bulge in André's black jeans. "And I thought you just liked me a lot," he smirked.

Jury's still out on that," André said. "If you were looking for a guy, well..." He gestured at himself. "Then you got one. But if you've got some idea about what's a real dick and what's not..."

Brian said, "I haven't got the foggiest, so what the fuck?"

André said, "You're up for it?"

Brian looked at André's handsome face. That was one cute boy.

Brian said, "Yeah. I'm up for it."

"Rough, like we talked about?"

A ripple went through Brian's body.

"Yeah," Brian said.

"Good," said André. "Cause I'm fuckin' horny."

"Me, too," said Brian.

André was all over him.

#

Brian had never wrestled with another guy before, but he figured this was how it would feel. The feeling of body-on-body contact, the smell, the taste when André kissed him... hard. He tasted beer, cigarettes, spit.

André was buffed. His taut, muscled form pressed Brian down on the loveseat. He was male all over, masculine as hell. It was a huge turn-on.

Brian got hard fast. He go more turned on every second, especially when André got him in something like a headlock and Brian could smell the sharp, sweaty stench of André's armpit. Brian wasn't the athletic type, and André easily got him wrestled to his hands and knees, bent over the side of the couch.

Brian had no idea where the handcuffs came from, not that it mattered. Before he knew it, his hands were cuffed behind his back, pulled up almost perpendicular behind and above him while André straddled him at ass-level. Brian could feel André's hard-on rubbing against his ass, right between his cheeks, pushing through André's jeans and Brian's slacks. It felt real -- incredibly real. Disturbingly real at first, and then just deliciously, gloriously, beautifully real. Brian's hard-on ground uncomfortably against the side of the couch, but in some strange, agonizing way, it felt good. André slapped Brian's ass. Brian gasped. Then again, harder. Harder. Brian squirmed. André kept it up until Brian's ass glowed hot under those slacks. Then André reached under and got Brian's belt undone, yanked his pants and jockeys down to his knees in one smooth movement. Then he started again on Brian's ass, and the feeling of flesh-on-flesh was enough to make Brian yelp.

"Scream all you want, you little pussy," growled André butchly. "No one's going to hear you. I soundproofed the walls myself. You can scream your head off and nobody's going to come. I can do anything I want to you."

That gave Brian a surge of want, so much so that he almost didn't realize what was happening when André suddenly produced a short, flexible little whip -- he must have had it in his engineer boot -- and drew a path of fire across Brian's bare ass. That's when Brian did scream, almost without knowing he was doing it, and André just chuckled.

"I like that," he rumbled. "I like that when boys scream for me. Scream some more, you little fuckboy." Another line of fire ripped across Brian's ass, and he could feel his hard-on surging with each stroke.

André's strong hands held Brian down across the couch's arm. If André was feeling the slightest hint of insecurity about the conversation he and Brian had just had, his movements didn't betray it.

"You like that?" André laughed.

Brian squirmed against the pain, but he did like it, and André could tell. Every twist to his flesh was like a magic button opening the hidden corridors of desire. He'd believed those corridors to be littered with broken glass and land mines. But the going was easy.

"Maybe," said Brian with a cocky grin.

"Yeah," growled André. "That's what I thought."

André pulled him bodily off the couch, the shorter man lifting the taller effortlessly, as if by magic. Brian wasn't used to being manhandled like this, and t sensation of it made him melt into André's arms. André got Brian to his feet and French-walked him through the French doors. Brian closed his eyes as Brian slammed him into the complicated framework.

And then Brian was back against the sling, André's hand holding his balled-up polo shirt to steady him. André leaned over and started stripping Brian. Brian's pants were down fast, and André was whipping him around again with consummate confidence, moving Brian's slim body without the hint of effort or struggle.

André produced a key and unlocked the handcuffs.

"You can fight all you want," growled André, pulling Brian's hair. "Fight."

Brian finally got the cue the third time André said "fight." He struggled, just like he'd said he wanted to when André and he first got to talking. André proved more than man enough to handle him. André quickly wrestled him back into the sling and yanked his polo shirt over his head. When Brian felt his bare ass resting on the soft, padded cushion at the seat of the sling, he realized that he was totally, utterly, naked.

And by that time, André had snapped the open cuff closed around the chain from which the sling hung, and was working on getting a second restraint -- this one padded -- around Brian's left wrist. He did so in an instant, and Brian felt André forcing one of his ankles into a similar cuff. Brian remembered that he was supposed to be struggling, but he was too turned on, and his thrashing and fighting took the form of a delirious, horny squirming.

Then Brian was padlocked into the restraints, hanging suspended in the sling with his naked ass exposed and open for André's probing.

André snapped on a latex glove and slid his finger between Brian's ass-cheeks. He rubbed and stroked Brian's asshole gently at first, then more roughly. Brian hadn't seen lube -- or, for that matter, the glove -- until after André's fingers were inside him. This guy was well-prepared -- like an overgrown boy scout.

Brian took a deep breath as he felt André's finger teasing and probing its way into his asshole -- and then André told him to let his breath out, and he did, and he felt the fingers going in pushing their way deep, and it was like nothing he'd ever felt. His hard cock surged in response, and André's free hand, sans glove, began to stroke it, slicking it up with lube.

André disappeared for a minute, and Brian could hear him rummaging around in the other room. Brian lay there, staring at the great big mirror in the ceiling. The single candle illuminated him just enough. Brian could see his hard cock on his belly, could see the gleaming of the lube as flickering candlelight fell upon it. His ass was lubed too, he knew. Lubed up and ready to be fucked -- for the very first time.

Then André was back, and he was between Brian's legs before Brian even got a good lock. Half of him didn't want to look, because he thought it might dilute the fantasy -- but half of him was overcome with curiosity.

So Brian watched as André, still wearing his skintight T-shirt which outlined his flawlessly-defined chest muscles, positioned himself between his boy's spread legs. André was wearing nothing on his bottom half but a black leather harness that held a big, lifelike, flesh-colored dildo.

Brian felt a sudden hunger for that cock, and it occurred to him that he wasn't running a fantasy in his head any more. He was just here, waiting to be fucked in the ass by his first man -- who happened to be doing the fucking with a dildo instead of a flesh-and-blood dick. But who gave a damn? Not Brian... not anymore. This felt so fucking different than being with Katie, or Angela before her, or any of the other girls he'd been with, that Brian felt he was on completely untested ground.

But he liked it.

André came in and grabbed him. He guided his cock up to Brian's crack and started rubbing it. Brian felt André's cockhead probing at his entrance. André's cock was enormous, the head thick and full.

André took his time, teasing Brian's asshole and opening him up with his gloved fingers before he worked that thick head into the tight opening -- and entered him.

"The head's the thickest part," said André gently, his compassion making him see un-butch, almost out of character for a moment once Brian had gasped and moaned and taken his cockhead. "Now it just slides in nice and easy..."

As he slid the long shaft into Brian's receptive body, André's voice was tender, soothing.

Once it was all the way in, André picked up speed and began to pump his cock in and out of Brian's ass. Brian moaned like crazy. It felt good.

"Yeah, you like that, don't you?" growled André. He looked and talked more like a leatherman than the leathermen Brian had perved on at Pride and Folsom. Maybe he was helped by the fact that André's dick in his ass.

Brian was in heaven now, feeling sensations he'd never dreamed of. He worked his hips back and forth as best he could, but in the sling the most he could do was try to swing in a rhythm opposite to André's pumping hips -- which forced the cock harder up Brian's ass. Brian finally managed the proper rhythm, and he mounted toward orgasm faster and faster.

André's hand closed around Brian's cock. He started to jack it. Brian was already close.

"Beg for it," André said. "Beg for permission to shoot."

"Please, Sir," murmured Brian. "May I cum?"

André frowned. He wasn't impressed. His hand slowed. Brian repeated it several times: "May I cum, Sir?" Finally André began to jack Brian off more quickly, more urgently.

André's his grip tightened as he fucked his cock in and out of Brian's ass.

Brian came, groaning loudly. Lukewarm jizz blasted over his belly and chest -- he could have sworn he felt a droplet hitting his forehead.

"Thank you, Sir," he moaned softly.

André kept his cock working in and out of Brian's ass just long enough to totally satisfy the boy. Then he slipped out easily, neatly taking the condom off and dropping it in the wastebasket next to the framework. André removed the glove, too, and dropped that in the garbage.

Brian grinned and asked nervously, "So, um... how do I reciprocate, baby? Er... I mean, Sir."

André leaned close and kissed Brian's lips hungrily. Brian tasted salty kisses.

"Reciprocate? Fuck that. I already came twice."

"Huh?" asked Brian. He said wryly. "Damn! That thing is as real as it looks?"

"I wish," said André, smiling only slightly. "Didn't you feel the vibrations? There's a little pouch at the base. Sits right up on my clit. That was hot. I cum like blazes since I started T. It's like having a seven-foot hard-on."

"I'm glad you don't," said Brian.

André chuckled. "It would make things slightly more complicated. But hell, boy... I think we'd make it work. With a hot ass like yours?"

André kissed him, hard. The guy's kisses tasted like beer.
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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 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.
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EXAM ROOM 3 by N.T. Morley

It had stopped raining and the sun was out by the time Jessie parked in the lot and entered the doctor's office, but she kept her raincoat buttoned. "I'm Jessie Adams, I've got a 5:30 with Dr. Hannah," Jessie told the receptionist. The receptionist was probably in her mid-twenties, with red hair, freckles and a slim, tautly athletic figure. She handed Jessie a clipboard, she asked "Would you like to hang up your coat?"

Jessie blushed a little. "No, thanks, I'll keep it on," she told the girl, and sat down to fill out the paperwork.

She filled out the new patient form and handed over her insurance card, feeling the thrill of being about to commit what must surely be a Federal offense. The receptionist photocopied the card and gave it back to Jessie, looking suspiciously at her tightly-buttoned double-breasted raincoat.

"You're sure you don't want me to take your coat?" the girl repeated. Jessie saw that her name tag said "Marie."

Jessie blushed deeper. "I'm sure, thank you."

"Please have a seat." Jessie did so. On the far side of the glass, Dr. Hannah walked up to the counter. Jessie recognized him from his photo; he was a very good-looking man in his mid-forties with a strong jaw and salt-and-pepper hair. Dr. Hannah looked Jessie over as he passed. She shivered under her bulky coat. He disappeared into the back. A few minutes later, Marie came around, opened the office door and said "Jessie? Come on back."

Marie did not take Jessie's blood pressure or weigh her; instead, she led Jessie right to an exam room. She opened the door, emblazoned "#3." "Please undress from the waist down; you'll find a gown on the counter. You can leave your shoes on," Marie added, with a slightly disapproving glance at Jessie's high-heeled pumps, "...and get on the table. You know the drill." She pursed her lips.

"Thank you," said Jessie, and entered the room.

As soon as the receptionist was gone, Jessie unbuttoned her raincoat and took it off. She wore neither bra nor panties underneath, and she did not don the gown.

Instead, Jessie climbed mostly naked onto the exam table, which was tipped up in a sitting position, and obediently put her feet in the stirrups, spreading her legs wide. The cool air of the examination room brought out goosebumps on the smooth flesh of her freshly shaved sex. Her nipples stood hard, almost painfully so. She let her hands rest on her spread thighs, her fingers toying with the satin straps where her garters met the lace tops of her white stockings.

Jessie's heart pounded and her breath came short; she stared at the back of the door, feeling the fear and exhilaration from knowing it was open. Several long agonizing minutes passed; every time she heard footsteps going by in the hall outside, Jessie fought the urge to jump up and put on her coat.

She almost fainted with fear when the door finally opened. There was a split-second of utter terror until she saw that it was indeed Dr. Hannah, and that although she could see into the hallway over his shoulder, it was empty.

Then Dr. Hannah stood there with the door open, displaying shock, looking Jessie over with mingled surprise and pleasure. Jessie almost cried out to beg him to close the door, but he took his time. For a few moments Jessie thought he was going to leave it open through the exam. When she heard more footsteps -- one of the nurses, probably -- coming down the hallway outside, Jessie almost moved her hands to cover herself, only barely

Dr. Hannah closed the door before the footsteps arrived. But he did not lock it behind him, a fact which made Jessie's heart pound harder as he looked over the documents on the clipboard.

"You're Jessie Adams," he said, and she nodded nervously. "I see you've made yourself comfortable."

"Yes, Doctor," she said breathlessly. "I'm hoping for a complete exam."

The doctor's eyes roved from top to bottom and back again over Jessie's mostly naked body, taking in her long dark hair, her full red-painted lips, her bare breasts tipped by nipples that were obviously hard, her naked belly bridged by a skimpy white garter belt, her lace-top white stockings and red stiletto-heeled shoes tucked into the stirrups. His dark eyes met her bright green ones and he smiled wickedly, then let his eyes take a slower circuit, approving of the curve of her breasts, the smoothness of her shaved pussy, apparently pleased that the photos she'd sent were, in fact, recent.

"Oh, I'll give you a complete exam," he said. "But what seems to be the problem?"

"Hypersexuality," she said breathlessly. "The desire to engage in human sexual behavior at a level high enough to be considered clinically significant."

Dr. Hannah pursed his lips disapprovingly. "I'll be the judge of that," he said. "A word to the wide, Miss -- if there's one thing doctors hate, it's self-diagnosers. Sounds like you've been reading Wikipedia."

Jessie blushed. Dr. Hannah stepped up to the counter, his back to Jessie, and took out two disposable rubber gloves. He pulled them on with snaps, then reached out to the pump dispenser. Jessie never thought the gurgling sound of a pump could make her go all wet inside like that, but it did. When the doctor turned around with one gloved hand glistening, Jessie's eyes went wide.

"Aren't you going to lock the door, Doctor?"

His eyes looked deep into hers. "Why?" he asked. "Afraid somebody will see something?"

Jessie couldn't suppress it; as his slick, cold, gloved hand found her sex and slid in -- two fingers, stiff and clinical, she let out a gasp and then a low moan. Her pussy had been moistening since she'd stepped out of the shower, all freshly-smooth and ready for her date. As his fingers slid into her, the businesslike feel of them invading her wet and ready sex sent a shudder all over her body and she said "Oh God, oh God oh my fucking God." He began to finger her, feeling for the swell of her G-spot, testing the depth of her cunt, touching the firmness of her cervix deep inside. He probed firmly at first with two fingers, then three, filling her as his fingers worked in and out in as businesslike a fashion as a deep finger-fuck could offer. Jessie moaned softly. Her eyes blurred; she surged off the exam table and found herself bent forward, pressed against the doctor, her palms flat on his chest, his scent filling her nostrils, mingling with the smell of antiseptic and latex and medicine as he fucked her.

"Ms. Adams," growled the doctor, his fingers thrust deep inside her, the tips curved against her swollen G-spot, his thumb on her firm clit. "If you won't stay on the table, I'm going to restrain you. And if you moan one more time, I'm going to have to take care of that, too."

Jessie shivered all over as she relaxed back into the chair, struggling not to moan. She bit her lip as the doctor began to finger her again, thumbing her clit as he did so. His other hand found one firm C-cup breast and with latex-sheathed fingers he began to caress it, pinching her nipple lightly. When that made her open her mouth wide and fight to stifle a cry of pleasure, he moved to the other breast and teased her nipple till it was even harder, then pinched firmly while working her clit and her G-spot at the same time. Jessie could not hold back; she let out a strangled moan and lunged forward against the doctor, pressing her face into his neck and panting deep, smelling him as he fucked her.

The doctor's fingers came sliding out of her; he stepped back, tsk-ing. The wet glove came snapping off, and a panting Jessie relaxed back into the chair, feeling the horrible emptiness and desperate hunger of her cunt. She let her fingers rest on her splayed thighs and desperately panted "I'm sorry. I'm sorry, Doctor."

"Not good enough," he growled, tossing the single wet glove into the trash bin. "We can't have you groping for me when I’m trying to diagnose you," he said, and went back to the counter, which stood atop a metal cabinet of supplies.

From his pocket he took a ring of keys. He stooped over and unlocked the bottom drawer, fishing around in it. Jessie heard the rattle of metal and the swish of straps, and she'd figured out what was coming just as he turned around.

Dr. Hannah came toward her holding two pairs of leather restraints, a black collar, a pair of nipple clamps and a ball gag. The ball gag had a fat leather strap and a padlock, and the collar had a chain attached.

Jessie's head spun; she couldn't believe she was going through with this. She tried to close her thighs as Dr. Hannah came to her, but he put his hand firmly on her knee, looked her in the eyes and said "No." His firm gaze and that single word melted her and she spread her legs and opened her mouth. He pushed the ball gag between her red painted lips; she left a smear of lipstick on his gloved fingers. With his other hand he positioned the strap and clicked the padlock; when she looked frightened he said "No use resisting, you'll have your exam, Miss Adams," and Jessie's cunt tightened against the hungry emptiness he'd left when he withdrew his fingers. She looked down submissively and nodded, and did not look up to meet Dr. Hannah's eyes as he circled the black leather collar around her neck and padlocked it. He tested the collar's chain -- a leash, really -- and attached it to a ring at the back of the exam table, ensuring that there was just enough play for Jessie's minimal comfort, but that she could not sit forward even if she tried.

There was a click as Dr. Hannah padlocked Jessie's leash to the chair; then he went to work strapping her down.

First he secured her wrists with the padded restraints; these attached with locks to the table near her waist. She felt a pounding surge of panic but did not resist as Dr. Hannah buckled and then padlocked the restraints around her ankles.

Once he had her bound, Dr. Hannah stepped back to admire his handiwork. Jessie was secured to the table at ankles and wrists, collared and ball-gagged, and while the ball gag effectively reduced her desperate moans to tiny, faint whimpers, her instinctive struggles against the leather straps made the table creak a little bit, and she was flexible enough to successfully press her knees together.

Dr. Hannah shook his head disapprovingly, went to the drawer, and came back with two thick leather straps. Jessie wriggled in her bonds as he slid one strap around one of her knees and secured it to the side of the table, then cinched it tight. She let out a stifled yelp behind the ball gag as her knee was forced wide. He repeated the procedure with her other knee, leaving Jessie forcibly spread and helpless.

Dr. Hannah took a moment to look her over, then went to the counter and got another glove.

Before he could snap it on, the intercom crackled.

"Doctor, I’m finished for the day. Everyone else is gone. May I lock up and go home?" It was Marie's voice.

Struggling against the restraints, feeling her lips tight against the gag, Jessie tried to cry out as the intercom went quiet, just to see if she could. All that came out was a muffled moan, halfway between fear and pleasure, but the sound of it excited her. The doctor shot her a disapproving look and showed his contempt for her attempts at escape by leaning over and hitting the intercom button.

Though she hungered to struggle, Jessie remained quiet; she didn't really want the receptionist to know what was going on in here. In fact, the knowledge that she was about to be left alone in the office with this semi-stranger made Jessie's whole body ache with sensation. She looked him over hungrily, knowing that once they were alone he would use her -- lube her up and use her, fucking her as she lay helpless strapped to the table, fighting fruitlessly against the tight restraints. She arched her back and pushed her pelvis into the air, clenching the muscles of her sex tightly as she fought. She was helpless. there was no escape. It was about to happen. She'd be left alone with the doctor, and he'd fuck her. With a whimper behind the ball gag, she let the fight go out of her muscles, and relaxed all over with a shudder.

"Not just yet," said Dr. Hannah. "I have an exam I need help with. Come into Number 3."

Jessie's muscles went taut against the bonds. Her eyes went wide. She had not expected this; bound, exposed, fingered, even fucked in front of another woman? Had she even checked that box on her fetish form?

Dr. Hannah looked at her with a cruel grin. He looked from one of her hands to the other; she had only to cross her index and middle fingers of both hands and he'd release her, she knew. Staring at him, she saw the fire in his eyes, felt the hunger in her pussy. She spread her fingers very wide apart, saw him smile, chuckle with satisfaction.

Dr. Hannah smiled and said "I guess the gag's no longer necessary -- but I like you better with it." He snapped the glove on and lubed up his fingers, taking his place between Jessie's strapped-open legs. He slid his slick fingers deep into her, not pausing for two but forcing three right into her, finding her G-spot easily, using his thumb on her clit while he caressed her sensitive nipples. She could feel his cock swelling hard against her leg as he leaned forward to finger her deeper. Jessie's eyes rolled back in her head as he finger fucked her. God, she was going to fucking cum. She was going to cum so hard she was going to scream behind the gag. She was so close.

Jessie heard footsteps in the hall outside. Marie entered the exam room. She looked over Jessie's bound and mostly nude body, writhing on the doctor's hand, and said "I see you do indeed know the drill, Ms. Adams."

Jessie could only respond with a muffled groan from behind the gag. Dr. Hannah took his fingers out of her.

"How can I help, Doctor?" asked Marie.

"She's diagnosed herself," he said darkly. "With hypersexuality. What do you think?"

Marie approached Jessie and leaned down to peer at her cunt. The receptionist's fingers slid up Jessie's inner thighs and began to caress Jessie's smooth, dripping sex. Jessie squirmed in her bonds.

"It's possible," said Marie. "There's a lot of it going around."

Dr. Hannah snapped off his gloves and discarded them, then held out a fresh pair for Marie. "She checked heterosexual on her intake form," said the Doctor. "But she also checked "Anything goes. Let's find out which impulse is stronger. No need for lube."

"Yes, Doctor," said Marie obediently. Jessie breathed hard behind the gag as the receptionist put her gloves on and slid her fingers deep into Jessie's sex. Jessie's eyes rolled back. She shivered all over as Marie's slender fingers, two of them, began to caress her clit, her vulva, her cunt. The Doctor came around behind Jessie and reached over her shoulders, caressing her tits as Marie fingered her deeply. Jessie writhed.

"What do you think?" asked Dr. Hannah.

"She's definitely going to cum," said Marie.

"Then let's make it more interesting," said Dr. Hannah. "If she's hypersexual, no reason not to use her good. If she ever gets cured, we'll wish we had."

Jessie was so close to cumming she barely understood what was about to happen to her; she just wanted more, harder, deeper. Marie continued to finger her -- but went slower and slower with each stroke, and Jessie realized Marie intended to make her wait. Then Jessie felt Marie's lube-slick fingers coming out of her, going down further, finding the tight hole against the edge of the exam table, teasing its opening while her other hand went deep inside Jessie's cunt again. "Anal play" -- she'd checked it, all right, which was another case of her adventurous libido being greater than her experience level. A thousand horny fantasies of being fucked in the ass so hard she begged for more didn't mean she'd ever actually done it yet -- she was a virgin there.

But there was no backing out now, not without interrupting her exam, and that was the last thing Jessie wanted to do. Still, the tautness in Jessie's fingers as she felt Marie caressing her ass derived from the comforting knowledge she could cross her fingers and call a halt to the scene if she decided she could not lose her anal virginity here, with strangers, in an exam room. But as she felt the slick fingertips caressing her rear hole, it became clear there was no reason for Jessie to be reluctant; the skill in Marie's fingers was obvious. How many anal virgins had she deflowered right here on this very exam table? Nervous but eager, Jessie surrendered her ass to Marie's control.

Marie expertly teased open Jessie's ass, relaxing it more with each caress. Lube dribbled out of Jessie's slicked-up pussy and eased the surrender of her unopened back door. Finally the receptionist slid two fingers into the virgin entrance, and Jessie felt it opening up as she surrendered. Unexpected pleasure made her shiver all over as she was penetrated in both holes.

Marie continued to finger Jessie in ass and pussy both as Jessie felt the Doctor's arm steadying her. He pulled the pin from the exam table and tipped her back, stretching her out on her back. Marie's fingers disappeared from her pussy, and Jessie whimpered. Before Jessie knew what was happening, the doctor had tightened her leash to tip her head back, and unfastened his own pants, slipping his cock out and rubbing over her drool-moistened lips, forced wide around the ball gag. The scent of his cock intoxicated her; Jessie felt his cockhead leaking pre-come as he rubbed it on her face as he deftly unlocked the ball gag and pulled it out of her mouth.

She gasped for air as he steadied her head with her neck stretched easily back. He guided his cockhead to her lips and began to penetrate her mouth.

"Deep-throating" -- yes, she suddenly realized, she checked it. She felt Marie's fingers opening her ass wider -- three fingers, now, as she relaxed, as her clit and G-spot ached against the skilled fingers, new pleasures surging deep in Jessie's body as she got ready to be entered as she'd never been entered before -- she'd wrestled over whether to check it or not, and as Jessie felt his glorious cock sliding rhythmically into her mouth, deeper with each thrust, Jessie racked her brains to remember if she'd checked "face fucking" or not -- she'd gone wet to the knees when she read it, and she was pretty sure she'd checked yes. "Oh God," she thought, "I'm going to be face-fucked," and that worked for her so well that she spread her fingers and flexed them just to make sure she didn't accidentally cross a couple of them.

Jessie felt Marie's fingers coming out of her ass and pussy; she was so close to cumming, and Marie knew it. Jessie could feel the empty hunger as her cunt and ass quivered with the sudden vacancy; She would have begged for more, but her mouth was full, and she was about to be fucked in an entirely different way.

Suspended between fear and eagerness, Jessie took a deep breath around Dr. Hannah's cock and let his cockhead find the entrance to her throat; she obediently tried to take it as he slid into her. She felt her throat contracting at the first pressure, then again at the second; he let her breathe and held her head more firmly, looking at her hands and seeing the fingers spread, tight with hunger. She inhaled deeply; he slid firmly into her throat and she took him, her whole body surging with pleasure as she felt herself fucked till she was filled.

Relaxing and opening wide around Dr. Hannah's cock, Jessie surrendered to him, letting him guide her. She remained still as he used her throat, letting her get a breath after every few thrusts; after long minutes of being fucked that way her throat felt open, eager, used. He pulled back and laid his wet cockhead against her lips, and Jessie obediently began to make love to it. She extended her tongue and slurped eagerly from the head to the shaft to the balls, and Dr. Hannah guided his cock from her lips to cheeks to her throat to hair to breasts, letting Jessie follow it with her hungrily lapping tongue. Then he held her firmly and slid back into her, letting her breathe deep before he entered her throat and began to fuck her rhythmically.

Jessie surrendered to the deep fucking of her face, her whole body relaxing in her bonds. That's when she felt the pressure of Marie's body between her forced-open thighs; Marie was no longer wearing her lab coat, but she was wearing something else entirely, and the feel of it at Jessie's entrance made the helpless girl gasp and cough around Dr. Hannah's cock.

Dr. Hannah pulled out of Jessie's mouth, leaving a glistening string of drool between his cockhead and her wet, lipstick-smeared lips. He let Jessie look down to see herself about to be penetrated, her legs strapped open and spread wide, Marie now stripped nude except for a black collar and a black leather harness and the glistening black dildo jutting out of it. Her teacup breasts were freckled and perfect, capped by pale pink nipples. On the redhead's girl-next-door face was a savage look of pleasure as she prepared to fuck Jessie.

Panting, her face wet with spittle and the Doctor's sweat and pre-cum, Jessie stared at Marie and moaned.

The dildo's thick head was big enough that even after the long wet finger-fucking Jessie's ready cunt and ass had received, Marie needed to part Jessie's lips with her fingers in order to get it properly into her. Jessie's eyes went wide and she uttered a gasping "Oh fuck! Jesus..." as she was penetrated, the thick lubed head popping into her and sliding easily against her G-spot as Marie's body tipped forward to press against Jessie's. Marie was just tall enough to lean forward and give Dr. Hannah's cock a wet slurp above Jessie's face as she penetrated Jessie to maximum depth, coaxing another expletive from the patient. Then, hand wrapping around the swollen organ, Marie bent down and kissed Jessie open-mouthed, the first time Jessie had ever really kissed a girl. The feeling of the deep feminine kiss, so different than a man's kiss, made Jessie's body tingle all over; the fact that she was receiving it while Marie's strap-on was thrust up deep into her cunt was enough to make her head spin.

Marie withdrew her tongue from Jessie's mouth, still holding Dr. Hannah's cock. Marie guided it down to Jessie's mouth, and the patient opened wide to let Dr. Hannah face-fuck her as Marie took hold of Jessie's opened thighs and began to fuck her.

Jessie could feel every inch of the shaft sliding deep into her cunt as Dr. Hannah gripped her hair and slid, gently at first, deep into her throat. Jessie relaxed around his shaft and let him sink deep into her. He began to slide again and again down her throat, pulling out every few thrusts to let her catch her breath, and Jessie writhed pinned between the two as Marie rhythmically filled her cunt with the big dildo. As Dr. Hannah drew back further and more often, it was obvious that he was getting ready to cum, and her throat was tight and receptive enough to get him off with only a few more thrusts. Hungry for it, she opened wide and let him take her mouth as he wanted it. Drool ran everywhere; her pussy, too, was running wet, and she was going to cum so soon she could have beaten him to it.

But then Marie drew back, letting the head of her cock spread Jessie's entrance. Jessie let out a whimper, said desperately, "Please," but never stopped making love to Dr. Hannah's cock, which he guided all over her face to keep the job interesting for her. Then the big, fat head of Marie's cock stretched Jessie wide, wider, still wider till her eyes rolled back -- and it popped out. Jessie continued to eagerly suck the Doctor's cock even as she heard the gurgling sound of the lube bottle. Had she been in her right mind, that sound would have told her exactly what was about to happen to her, but Jessie was so close to cumming she was far from her right mind, and totally absorbed with the task of servicing Dr. Hannah's hard prick.

Her ass was already lubricated, relaxed and opened, but the size of the cock presented a challenge. Jessie whimpered as she struggled to relax around the pressure of the huge cockhead; her mouth working against the side of Dr. Hannah's cock, she looked up at Marie as if to beg her to be gentle. But Marie was already testing the tightness of Jessie's ass, and knew exactly how to tease her so she opened for it. Their eyes met as Marie began to finger Jessie's pussy, easing her toward orgasm. As she mounted closer, the pressure of the dildo increased and Jessie's ass felt hungry, wanting it more with every stroke of Marie's fingers into her cunt; when the firm thrust finally came, Jessie opened for her first anal fuck like she'd always dreamed she would. Her asshole stretched around the dildo's thick head and relaxed onto the shaft, as Marie slid her fingers out of Jessie's cunt and leaned forward to seized Dr. Hannah's cock, guiding it back into Jessie's mouth.

Jessie mouth opened eagerly for the Doctor's cock, but this time she was not going to be fucked there. Marie knew that the doctor was going to cum, and she stroked his shaft as Jessie's lips circled the head. Marie leaned forward and kissed the doctor deeply, pumping his cock as her cock found its deepest point inside Jessie's virgin ass, fucking the patient to the hilt. The doctor's firm hand -- there was no mistaking that sure touch -- began to work Jessie's clit, then filled her pussy with two fingers curved so her palm could press her swollen nub and bring her off. It worked like a charm -- Jessie began to cum uncontrollably, ass filled with cock, pussy stretched by three fingers, clit surging against the doctor's thumb. Pleasure exploded though her body as the warm slickness and sharp taste of Dr. Hannah's cum flooded her mouth. She swallowed easily, hungry for more, taking every pulse of semen until the doctor's cock began to soften in her mouth and Marie's hand ceased its pumping.

Dr. Hannah withdrew; Jessie lay whimpering and moaning on the table as Marie drew back, too, that impossibly tick cockhead teasing open the tight entrance of Jessie's ass until finally, with a pop, it came free. Jessie looked down into the pretty freckled face, and Marie stared ravenous at her; she pulled buckles quickly and the harness and heavy dildo hit the ground with a thump. Marie climbed onto her helpless patient and pressed her mouth hard to Jessie's, closing her thighs tight on Jessie's leg.

As Jessie accepted the kiss, she felt Marie savagely rubbing her wet sex on her leg. She struggled against her bonds, trying to press her knee against the receptionist's clit, but she was bound too well. Jessie heard the snap of a rubber glove, and saw Dr. Hannah taking his place behind Marie; his fingers went easily into her and Marie's mouth came off of Jessie's, the receptionist gasping "Oh my fucking God" as she surged forward and then, moaning, pushed back onto the doctor's hand. He went deep and fucked her expertly, her naked body sliding against Jessie rhythmically until Marie let out a cry and came on his fingers. She trembled all over and relaxed against Jessie's body, kissing her again and then licking her way down to Jessie's breasts, suckling her sensitive nipples.

Jessie took a deep breath as she felt Dr. Hannah unlocking the padlocks, unfastening the straps. Marie remained against her, uttering a soft purring sound as she caressed Jessie's nipples with her tongue. When Jessie's limbs came free she put her arms around Marie and began caressing the receptionist's nude body; Marie moaned softly, but Dr. Hannah reached around and hooked his index finger through the thick ring of Marie's collar, pulling the naked receptionist away.

Marie obediently climbed off of Jessie, standing naked and panting beside the table.

Dr. Hannah tsk-ed, guiding Marie away. Marie dutifully picked up her lab coat and began to put it on, leaving the rest of her clothes on the exam room floor.

"If you want to make love to her," said Dr. Hannah as Marie buttoned her coat, "You'll have to make a follow-up visit."

Jessie stared after Marie as she left the room. She lay there, wet and sticky and panting, her wrists still feeling the straps even though they'd been removed.

Dr. Hannah fastened his pants, made a few notes on her chart. He looked Jessie up and down and smiled.

"See the receptionist on your way out," he said, and left the room.

Jessie decided not put on her coat before doing so. She'd decided she wanted a follow-up visit after all, and it was definitely an emergency.
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Daddy’s Boy by Elizabeth Colvin

"Come on, boy. Come over here and tell Daddy how much you appreciate his hospitality."

I take the cigar out of my mouth and smile at him.

Lounging in the armchair, I reach down and unzip my leather pants. I pull out my cock and start stroking it. My boy looks at the big, thick shaft of my cock and licks his lips.

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

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

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

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

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

And when he looks up at me with his mouth around my cock, there's no question that this is my boy, servicing me.

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

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

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

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

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

"You take it up the ass, boy?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"You like that, boy? You like taking it up the ass?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I curled up in my boy's embrace, sighing contentedly.
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The Rules for Sex in a Men's Room by Ashley Tanner

Trish was pretty surprised when the hot guy, Baker, dragged her into the dyke bar's bathroom and shoved her, hard, into the toilet stall.

It wasn't that she didn't like it -- in fact, she loved it. She just hadn't expected it, since this was a dyke bar -- a place where bi women like Trish were only vaguely tolerated, mostly, she often told herself, because they were fantastic lays.

Buys were welcome on a sliding scale based on how big of queens they were -- which wasn't why there was a men's room for the stranger to drag Trish into.

There were men who made regular appearances here -- but they were all gay guys with their dyke friends in tow, plus some female-to-male transsexuals Trish found particularly hot. She had yet to encounter a straight guy here, but there was a men's room anyway. The guys who came to this particular bar wouldn't shy away from using a ladies' room any more than Baker had hesitated in dragging Trish into the men's.

The bar had a men's room in the first place only because city regulators had raised a polite stink about there not being one, and when the bar had protested, a certain trans activist group had agreed that there should be a men's room, because having a men's room to piss in apparently reified a choice of male gender.

There was a statute on the books that said businesses of this sort had to have restrooms for both genders, so in the end they'd put up a cheap partition and a second door, and now there were pissoirs for "both genders."

Yeah, right...like "both genders" even began to describe the clientele here. In the first place, they were almost all women. In the second place, they were every flavor of women -- including some men. Trish liked that. She liked even more that she couldn’t always tell who was who, and every now and then -- being a bi girl -- she would perk up to see some hot James Dean type walk in... only to thrill when she caught a glimpse of a perfect chest marked by fresh surgical scars. If anything, it made a guy seem hotter to Trish, but she was kinda too embarrassed to admit that. Was it P.C. to fetishize FTMs any more than it was right to fetishize anyone?

Tonight, Trish didn't care...which is probably why she didn't clock Baker as anything other than what he appeared to be, and in some respects, what he was.

A hot, hard straight guy who wanted his dick sucked.

When Trish got horny, she liked that. In fact, she was was about to find out just how much she could like it.

Tonight, she was exceedingly horny. She'd had more than one successful one-night stand from pickups here, and she was so hot tonight she was bound and determined to make sure she did it again. But she was expecting to get together with a woman -- maybe some handsome butch dyke. Not a chiseled muscle-boy with a romance-novel name like Baker Murphy.

During their extended flirtation over Trish's Stella Artois and Baker's Rolling Rock, Trish had assumed Baker was a fag. If the perfect body, tight leather pants and big boots didn't guarantee it, the legend on his skintight black T-shirt ("THAT'S MR. DADDY TO YOU") certainly did.

She'd figured flirting with a tomboyish dyke like her, for a guy like this, was just a walk on the wild side. And maybe it was -- and it was getting wilder by the minute. Or maybe he really was what he appeared to be -- a horny straight boy who tended toward extreme Dominance...and wanted his dick sucked.

Trish didn't care. She liked him either way. She wanted to do whatever he told her -- because that's how she rolled, and that's how horny she was.

Baker's powerful, insistent tongue tasted like cigars, beer, and whisky. The press of his hard chest made Trish's nipples stiffen under her baby-T.

She liked the way he grabbed her hair -- which she kept slightly longer than tomboy-short...keeping her very slightly femme-of-center in the hair department even though she was all-tomboy all-the-time everywhere else.

She had her hair longer than butch length because she liked to have it pulled. She liked it a lot. And she loved the way Baker grabbed it and pulled it and and held Trish's face in the perfect position so he could savage it with his tongue -- well, that did things much more drastic than just making her nipples hard.

By the time Baker yanked up her tight little T-shirt and began to pinch those painfully-hard nipples, Trish was wet to the knees.

Her arms were limp at her sides, her knees so weak she would have collapsed onto the bathroom floor if Baker hadn't had her pushed so hard against the wall. Her cunt ached so bad she thought she'd die if she didn't get fucked. She would have done anything Baker wanted her to do, and then some.

Baker kept pinching Trish's nipple with one hand while the other traveled down and thrust its way into her jeans. He slid his hand into her cotton briefs and pushed two fingers into her, discovering in an instant just how wet he made her. Trish moaned and squirmed violently against Baker's muscled body as he fingerfucked her. When he pulled his fingers out and brought them to her mouth, Trish didn't hesitate to accept them, hungrily licking her own taste off of her.

But when he pushed his fingers roughly into her mouth, so deep they tickled the back of her throat, Trish just about dissolved into him. Her pussy flooded even more, gushing hot with juice as she felt him savaging her mouth with his pussy-dripping fingers. Feeling that, Trish knew she would do anything, anything at all this boy demanded of her.

Condom, thought Trish. If he fucks me, I have to remember to ask him to use a condom. Crap, I hope he has one.

Baker's lips left hers for an instant, leaving her chest heaving and her lips parted wide, tormented bright red by the violent nips of Baker's teeth. Her eyes stared ripe and hungry into his, and when he pinched both her nipples at once -- hard, this time, so hard it hurt -- a shudder went through her body and a moan burst from between her lips. Trish felt her back arching against the press of Baker's muscled body as she desperately tried to press her tits closer to him, more firmly into her grasp. But there was nowhere closer for them to go; her little A-cup breasts were flattened tight against his chest, his hands wedged between them so he could work her nipples mercilessly.

"You suck cock?" Baker growled, his mouth an inch from Trish's face so that the scent of cigar smoke hit her nostrils like perfume.

Trish didn't know if it was a question or an order, so she just let her head loll forward a bit in a half-nod, then, when she saw Baker's cruel mouth twisting slightly in a smile of pleasure, she whispered urgently, "Yes. Please."

Baker dropped her with one hand tangled firmly in her hair and the other on her shoulder. Trish went down on her knees and began to claw at Baker's crosshatched police-issue belt, her hands shaking so bad that she could barely get the buckle undone. She managed it, though, pressing her mouth urgently against the smooth, well-worked grain of his leather pants, her lips embracing a hard-on so big she couldn't wait to get at it. She felt a shuddering thrill go through her body as she realized just how much she'd turned this boy on. His tight leather jeans popped open easily when she pulled the zipper -- it almost seemed like Baker had spent some time oiling it.

Condom, she thought. You're supposed to suck cock with a condom, aren't you? To be, like, totally safe? She never did, but she always had the vague feeling that she was supposed to. The thought was as fleeting as a flash of distant lightning, and she forgot it as her fingers circled around the shaft of Baker's cock.

Trish moaned softly and shut her eyes tight as she took Baker's big, warm cock in her hand and wrapped her lips around it, swirling her tongue around the head. The feel of his hand tangling tighter and tighter in her hair as she sucked him made her cunt pulse in response. The scent of Baker's crotch was all over her, but his cock tasted curiously clean even as it filled her mouth and throat, the expected but unfamiliar taste of cock strangely absent. But Trish didn't care about that, because she could feel Baker pressing his cock into her throat, forcing her to swallow.

The second Trish felt that pressure on her head, felt herself being forced onto Baker's cock, a lightning bolt seemed to explode in her throat and shoot right down to her cunt, pausing only to make her nipples ache like they'd never done.

Trish had mostly been with women, but she had a particular fetish for one kind of sex with men. The fact that she'd never done it -- or, rather, had it done to her -- didn't diminish her fetish for it; on the contrary, it made it hotter.

She wanted to be fucked. Not the way most guys -- or women -- usually fucked her, but a way none of them had the guts to do it, not really. Rough, hard, and not in her cunt. She wanted to be fucked with a hard cock down her throat until her eyes watered, until her lungs ached, until she couldn't even gag any more.

She'd tried it with every guy she'd slept with since high school -- once in college, once with a personal-ad date, once with a one-night stand. She'd even tried the direct approach: "I'd really like it if you fucked my face really hard." Can't get much more direct than that.

But none of them had done it to her the way she'd wanted it to be done, no matter how sweetly she'd asked. Her forced oral gratification -- true gratification -- had been restricted to her frequent fantasies of it, which never failed to get her off no matter where she was, who she was with, how bored or tired or disinterested she was.

Each time she'd tried it for real, Trish had been amazed how difficult it is to get guys to fuck your face really hard. It was always, "Is that too rough?" and "I don't want to hurt you," and "It worries me when you can't breathe." Blah, blah, blah. Trish figured fucking a girl's face until she cried broke some unwritten nice-guy protocol that they all learned when they got the talk about the birds and the bees. This is the uterus, son, and don't ever fuck a girl in the face really hard. Sometimes it made her want to find a real bastard, a careless, hateful son-of-a-bitch, but it just never seemed to be the right time, or worth the imagined effort of having to put up with him.

Now, Trish hadn't even asked for it. She hadn't even suggested it. In fact, it hadn't even occurred to her until Baker shoved his cock into her throat. Every fantasy she'd ever had about being forced to suck cock suddenly pulsed into her mind and made her want it more than ever. Hard, she wanted to say. Fuck me hard. Harder than you think I want it. Harder than you think I could ever want it. Harder than you think anyone could ever want it, harder than you think I can survive. But she couldn't say anything, because her mouth and throat were filled with Baker's cock. That only made Trish's clit throb harder.

When his hips started to move, gently at first and then more roughly as he started to push his cock into her mouth, past her stroking tongue, and urgently into the back of her throat, Trish thought she was going to come right there. She swallowed once and took a deep breath just before Baker eased his cock into her receptive throat. She could feel the pressure filling her, pulsing through her as her gag reflex spasmed around the thick head of the boy's cock and then relaxed, accepting its fate.

Trish felt her stomach seizing and was very glad she hadn't drunk all of that third cosmopolitan. Baker's cock surged down her throat, first one thrust, then another, never pulling far enough back to let her breathe or swallow. She just opened wide and relaxed around it, feeling like her whole body was curled around his thick shaft. She'd never been fucked like this before, though it seemed like every fantasy she'd had for the last five years revolved around exactly this kind of sex. Trish felt a surge of excitement as she felt her throat relaxing with each thrust. Her gag reflex rolled over and played dead, letting Baker hold her down firmly on his cock, only easing back after a long minute of stroking deep in Trish's throat.

She was panting when he pulled it out of her, tears running down her face from her watering eyes. She gasped for air as she felt droplets of drool running down her chin. Baker twisted his hands in her hair firmly and looked down at her.

"Too rough?" he asked her.

Trish could barely talk, but when she did, her voice was hoarse from being fucked open wide by Baker's cock. She looked up at him with tear-filled eyes and said:

"Not even close."

"So you like it rough."

Trish blew him a kiss and smiled.

"Sounds like you're up for anything."

He rubbed his dick in her face, and Trish felt a confused thrill as she recognized the scent of silicon -- it was the same kind of ultra-realistic strap-on dildo that she'd fondled in the sex store down the street...and gotten extremely turned on by.

Now she was kneeling on the floor of a men's room sucking it, strapped to a guy who was more James Dean than James Dean. Trish liked that a lot. It felt dirty. It felt hot. What's more, it felt safe. Baker hit every hot-button that Trish had when it came to being attracted to guys. But having been born a woman made him...different. Safer? Not exactly. Just...hot.

Baker could be ten times the man -- ten times the sexist pig -- that your average hot, sexy redneck punk-boy straight fucker could be, and Trish would be more than okay with that. She felt like she could go further with him -- further than she'd ever go with a guy who had been born a guy.

Trish realized she wanted to go further with him than she'd ever gone with anyone.

Well, she thought, giving a semi-anonymous blowjob in a men's room certainly is a start...

Trish looked up from Baker's cock. He slapped her cheek lightly with his spit-wet cock.

"Is that right, baby?" he cooed at her. "You up for anything?"

With her mouth against his dick, she said:

"Yeah...I'm up for anything."

She gave the underside of his shaft a long, wet lick, making sure to do it loud enough that he could hear her slurping a little.

"Anything," Trish added breathlessly.

Baker looked down at her and grinned that devil-may-care, bad-boy Irish smile that had so charmed her in the bar.

He grasped her hair tightly and pushed his cock back into her mouth.

Trish began to suck obediently, but she realized she was still a little freaked out at how wild she was being to do this. They should really talk about this, shouldn't they? Trish had never been with an FTM before. She racked her brains to try to remember what the, you know, the protocols were.

What were the rules for fucking a guy who used to be a girl, or used to live as a girl, or was assigned female gender at birth or however the hell you wanted to put it?

Weren't there things she should be doing differently? Weren't there some kind of politics involved? They should take a break, talk about it, and determine what would both turn them on to do. After all, she had no idea what it meant to sleep with an FTM, and she didn't want to inadvertently do something wrong.

Baker, for his part, was having none of it. He wanted his dick sucked, and that was that.

Baker's hand twisted tighter in her long blonde hair and forced her down more roughly on his cock. Her eyes went wide as he forced his way into her throat again, and she thought again, Wait, before we get really rough, we should talk about this. We should really negotiate, figure out what the rules are, since I've never been with someone like you and I'm not sure what--

Every thought in her brain exploded in white light and vanished in the instant she heard Baker snarling above her: "You wanna fight, bitch? Go ahead and fight. You're sucking cock whether you like it or not."

Once she heard that, Trish was warm all over...so turned on she couldn’t control herself.

She felt Baker holding her down on his cock.

She felt her lips being forcibly pressed around the base of his shaft.

Suddenly, she was nothing but a cocksucking machine. The urge to service, to bottom, to suck dick obediently, was overwhelming.

But more importantly, she was doing it whether she wanted to or not. The thought kept blasting through her head, making her feel more and more submissive with every microsecond that Baker's dick was in her mouth.

She kept thinking it, letting it blot out all other thoughts:

I'm sucking cock whether I like it or not.

She let that thought helpless feeling pulse through her body. It took her over with all the force of a religious conversion.

Whether I like it or not, she kept thinking, her clit throbbing with every rough thrust of her mouth on Baker's cock and his cock into her mouth.

All her concerns about the rules of FTM-tomboy femme sex rolled over and played dead on the same distant lawn as her gag reflex.

As Baker started fucking Trish's face roughly, Trish realized with pleasure that Baker did have rules for FTM sex. Or one rule, at least, for sex in a men's room. A girl on her knees in a dyke bar bathroom was supposed to open wide and take it.

Baker's hips began to work faster, pumping his cock into Trish's throat. Both his strong hands held her hair tight, and he was pulling on it so hard she was afraid she'd tear out a big chunk of it, which half of her -- actually, more like three-quarters -- wished he would. Trish could feel the cold tile of the bathroom floor under her bare knees, and for the first time she realized it was wet.

Was it spilled water, or...something else?

Was she kneeling in piss?

Was she down on her knees in a puddle of strange dykes' piss, sucking a strange guy's cock?

Trish felt hot. She felt filthy. She felt out of control. She felt helpless. That only made her hotter...until her pussy was as wet as the floor she knelt on.

Baker's hips pivoted. He fucked her face with his hand on the back of her head, tangled up in her hair.

While her head bobbed up and down, her mouth working on Baker's cock, Trish slid her hand down her jeans. She thanked the stars that she had worn them loose enough to get her hand in -- because if she did not touch herself right now, she'd go crazy. She found her pussy molten and sensitive, ready -- but she didn't just want to touch herself. She deftly unzipped her jeans and pulled both her jeans and her black cotton briefs down to her knees in one smooth movement.

Stretched between her spread knees, her panties were soaked and dripping, almost to the point of having soaked through to the crotch of her jeans.

Trish thrust two fingers into her cunt, her hand turned at just the right angle so that the heel of it pushed hard against her clit, the way she always wanked.

She heard Baker's cruel, satisfied laugh above her: "I guess a little cocksucking slut like you actually likes to get fucked in the face good and hard, doesn't she? Are you my little cocksucking whore, baby?"

Trish wanted very badly to say "Yes, Sir," or maybe even "Yes, Daddy." But her mouth was full of cock, so she just made gulping sounds.

As she deep-throated Baker's cock, she grunted and choked. The sound she made became a bestial growl strangled by the pumping shaft of Baker's cock as Baker fucked her face harder.

Trish's arousal soared. She rubbed her clit and fucked her pussy harder with her fingers as Baker pulled her hair.

He slapped her face lightly -- too lightly. Trish wished he'd slap her harder.

She looked up at him, her eyes wet with tears -- and Baker got the message.

He slapped Trish's face harder as she sucked his cock...and Trish felt a warm glow of submissive excitement pulsing through her body.

Baker unexpectedly pulled Trish's mouth off of him.

Trish gasped for breath, feeling her lungs burn.

Her chin was covered in spittle and long threads of it had run down to dry sticky on her tits and soak her T-shirt. Strings of her spit glistened in the harsh fluorescent light, defining a path of shimmering light from her lips to the head of Baker's cock.

"I asked you a question," growled Baker. "Are you my cocksucking slut?"

"Yes, Daddy," Trish whimpered.

"You want me to fuck your face some more?" growled Baker, nothing more than a blur in Trish's eyes, which were gushing tears from the repeated assault on the remnants of her gag reflex.

"Uh-huh," she grunted with great effort, sounding tiny, little-girlish in a way she hadn't sounded in years. "Uh-huh, Daddy," she said. "Please, Daddy. Please."

That was all the impetus Baker needed. He seized her hair even more tightly, pushing her mouth onto his cock, and Trish gulped it down as he slid into her again. It felt like there was nothing left of Trish's throat except a big, hungry hole for Baker to fuck.

Feeling that sent a pulse through Trish's cunt, and her cunt tightening fiercely around her thrusting fingers in a way it felt like her throat would never tighten again.

She felt her orgasm rising so fast that it was on her before she realized it. came in a flash of white hot pleasure, her entire body shaking, her head rocking violently up and down as Baker slid out of her, sensing her orgasm and wanting to hear her scream.

Trish came so hard she fell forward against Baker's legs, gripping them, her voice a hoarse moan as she proclaimed her climax at the top of her lungs. She tried to put her mouth around Baker's cock again, but she couldn't find it, her eyes blurry with tears and her sense of direction more fucked up than it had ever been.

She settled for slumping forward and curling up on the wet floor between Baker's legs, pressing her open mouth to the top of his boot, leaving diffuse, vaguely lip-shaped kisses of spit-watered lipstick all over the well-polished leather.

When she heard Baker's zipper going up, she thought No, God, don't put it away, but she knew she couldn't take any more. Yet.

"You look a mess," said Baker tenderly, crouching down to cradle Trish's head in his arms. "We should clean you up. You know anywhere nearby?"

He grinned down at her. Trish took a deep breath, desperately trying to find words.

"Your place?" she smiled, her mouth wet and sticky.

"I thought you'd never ask," he said. "But if I take you to my place..." he tapped her face lightly with his open palm -- not a slap, really, just a promise of harder slaps to come. "If I take you to my place, you're gonna get a lot dirtier first."

"Even better," sighed Trish. The tears had run out of her eyes and down her cheeks, and she managed a smile with her cock-savaged mouth. Her lips felt tender.

Baker helped her to her feet and the two of them threaded their way through the crowded bar and into the street, drawing wicked stares of both disapproval and approval.

It wasn't until Baker had started the bike and she climbed onto the back of it behind him that she realized she could see over his shoulder -- and just barely see herself in the rear view mirror. She realized how much her ruined lipstick and teary eyes contrasted with the dumb smile of absolute rapture on her face. She was grinning like an idiot.

Trish cuddled herself against Baker's strong back and let the rumble of the bike pulse against her as Baker pulled onto the street and gunned the engine.
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Goldicocks and the Three Pairs by Echo Thomas

Once upon a time in Berkeley, California, six friends from the university decided to live together after graduation in a three-story townhouse. Jack and Janie lived in the one-bedroom suite on the first floor; they were a fetching wheat-haired couple whose preferences tended toward the polite and middle-class; they ate pasta with bottled tomato sauce and timidly watched soft-core erotica on their bedroom television set. Bill and Bob were a happy pair of redheads with rather more unusual tastes; they sullied the cooperative kitchen with the aroma of spicy curries and spicy Cajun gumbo. They lived on the second floor, where they practiced their particular brand of what might politely be called out-of-the-ordinary exploration.

Kirsten and Katia, both brunettes, occupied the topmost floor of the townhouse; while they certainly appreciated the well-bred quietude of their downstairs neighbors, the more outrageous behavior of Bill and Bob titillated them. Oftentimes Kirsten and Katia would be engaged in an intimate moment only to have their reverie interrupted by the shuddering of the house as Bill and Bob went at it. Though their occasional response would be to pound on the floor, more often they listened intently and took their cues from the adventuresome pair below. Jack and Janie installed sound-absorbent polystyrene sheets on their ceiling, covering them with a giant batik tapestry featuring a colorful couple knotted in an improbable pose from the Kama Sutra, and all three pairs were deliriously happy.

One day, Kirsten and Katia's friend Gigi returned from a yearlong trip to Europe and was invited to stay for a few weeks. The first night of her stay at the townhouse, she was treated to a meal prepared by Jack and Janie (all cooking duties were rotated between the couples in the household). They prepared a porridge of twelve wholly organic grains, topped with brown sugar provided by a Latin American cooperative that paid its farmers a fair market price. To this delicacy was added a thin film of half-and-half produced by free-range cows that received daily rubdowns and aromatherapy. By the time Jack and Janie had explained all this to their dining companions, Gigi noted miserably that the porridge had grown cold.

"Well," said Janie primly. "If we had a microwave you could heat it up, but we all agreed that we don't approve of the use of hazardous radiation to provide household convenience. I hope you don't mind it cold?"

"Not at all," said Gigi politely, spooning some of the congealed brew into her mouth.

"Gigi normally likes it hot. Very hot," teased Katia.           Gigi was a curvy blonde who had long politely declined her female friends' invitations to a rendezvous, on the grounds that while she appreciated new experiences, she was not interested in their particular brand of experience the charming lesbian brunettes offered. Despite their mutual respect for their friend's boundaries, Katia and Kirsten couldn't resist teasing Gigi about her rumored proclivities while on her European odyssey; in fact, word had come back to their circle of friends that Gigi had engaged in sordid escapades with men from just about every country in the European continent (and more than a few travelers from lands further afield). Nonetheless, few if any of these trysts had satisfied her, and she'd earned a nickname for her fondness for discarding lovers as quickly as she tempted them into her embrace. Her friends called her "Goldicocks."

"I'm looking for one that's just right," giggled Gigi as she flirted over the sodden remains of the twelve-grain porridge.

"Baby, I've got your 'just right' upstairs," winked Katia. "Third floor, hang a left at the Tracy Chapman poster. Seven different sizes, all made of medical-grade silicone."

"Honey," laughed Bill, "You don't know the meaning of the word 'just right.' Size does matter, don't you know?"

This caused Jack and Janie to blush a fierce red, but not before Gigi's eyes had locked in Jack's and she had spied the meaningful glance that passed between Jack and Janie. When the six housemates trundled off to bed, Gigi burrowed under her organic-cotton sleeping bag on the living-room futon with her tie-die T-shirt rubbing suggestively against her nipples. While her stomach was somewhat upset -- whole grains didn't agree with her system after a year's worth of French brie, German knockwurst and creamed vegetables from the salad bar at the Budapest Pizza Hut -- Gigi couldn't deny that her long trip (and the unsatisfying meal of free-range fair-market-price organic porridge) had left her more than a little hungry for stimulation.

She waited for the house to quiet, then slipped on her Tevas and tiptoed down the hall to Jack and Janie's room. The thoughtful couple had left the door open for her.

Gigi found Jack and Janie propped up in bed watching a suggestive video that consisted entirely of women in expensive lingerie eating fruit while men in pirate outfits watched.

"Come to bed, sweetie," cooed Janie, more brashly than she was used to. "Want some more porridge?"

"Um, thanks...I'm stuffed. Couldn't eat another bite."

Janie's kiss was tender, warm, and Jack's hands roved over Gigi's body, slipping up the long tie-dye T-shirt and caressing her well-furred pussy. Gigi moaned softly as the friendly couple stripped her of everything but her Tevas, not wanting to interfere with her sense of independence. Janie's lips still smacked of brown sugar, and she teased her sickly-sweet tongue into Gigi's receptive mouth while Jack suckled on the guest's firm breasts. The two of them watched lingerie-clad women eat fruit and had a mutually respectful session of erotic cuddling and spirited but non-exploitative fondling. While Gigi certainly found herself open to the new experience this presented, she did notice herself at times making a mental catalog of the cracks in the ceiling, seized unexpectedly with a curious desire to return with some spackle.

When she kissed Jack and Janie good-bye just before dawn, she found herself puzzling over the dissatisfied pulsing in her loins as she tossed and turned on the living-room futon.

"That pair was too soft," she grumbled when she awoke well after noon.

After a long day of job- and house-hunting, Gigi returned to the townhouse and enjoyed a group meal. Bill and Bob had cooked up their extra-special seventeen-alarm vegetarian black-bean chili for the household, and while their four housemates yelped and moaned in agony, Gigi found herself devouring bowl after bowl, profoundly satisfied by the relentless attack of the organic habaneros that festooned the spicy concoction.

She caught both Bill and Bob letting their eyes linger over the skintight Prague Film Festival crop-top she wore, her nipples showing braless and erect from the unstoppable onslaught of the chili. Maybe they were just curious?

Nonetheless, as she'd read in Human Sexuality class, one Dr. Kellogg (who had invented corn flakes, which Gigi mused were not all that different from porridge) had once said that spicy food aroused carnal impulses in humans, and she certainly found that to be true. Shortly after the housemates went to sleep, Gigi dug through the box she'd retrieved from her storage locker and put on a pair of stilettos and a red nightie with Betty Boop embroidered above the left breast. She tiptoed upstairs and found Bill and Bob's bedroom door open.

The place was furnished in black leather, with a sling and a fifty-five-gallon drum of vegetable shortening set up near the window. Shimmering metal eyebolts adorned every beam and baseboard. Bill and Bob were stretched nude on the leather-covered bed, Bill with his boots still on.

"Look, darling," he said. "We have a new playmate. What's your name, dollface?"

"Just call me Goldicocks," giggled Gigi, thinking surely that men such as Bill and Bob could appreciate the nickname.

They could, without a doubt. They seized Gigi passionately and guided her to her knees, Bob handcuffing her as Bill teased the tip of his big boot into her mouth.

"Lick my boots, slave," he growled.

Gigi had never licked boots before, though she'd certainly done plenty of the other things the couple invited her to do. Leather tasted particularly icky, but Bob's cock, in particular, tasted quite nice. Bill's, however, was rather bigger than she'd expected, and when the two lovers lifted Gigi into the sling and manacled her there spread-eagled and suspended with her behind lifted in a quite improbable posture, she found herself yelping at the unexpected magnitude of Bill's penetration of her entrance, which had previously restricted its invitations, primarily, to Southern European and Mediterranean visitors.

"Too fast, honey?"

"Um," she said. "Too....something."

Bill moderated his bunny-like pounding for a moment, but found it difficult to stop calling their sling-bound guest a "little slut" and a "cock-hungry fag hag." The affectionate epithets didn't bother her on principle, but she did suffer a moment of abject terror when Bob's fervent pistoning of his man-sized plumbing caused the eyebolts in the ceiling to rip free, sending the trio tumbling into a situation what Bill insisted on referring to -- his political incorrectitude apparently a matter of little, if any, concern -- as a "Mongolian clusterfuck."

When Gigi tiptoed downstairs at dawn she found herself minus one stiletto and with a favorite red nightie that had been reduced to a tangled snakes-nest of shreds. She'd certainly reached her completion numerous times on the impressive enormity of Bill's maleness, and Bob had certainly provided her with all the fellatial gratification she would be needing any time soon. But she found her bones creaking uncomfortably as she slipped nude and lube-smeared under her all-cotton blanket, and when she awakened in the morning to lather herself up with Dr. Bronner's soap, she discovered that vegetable oil was not nearly as biodegradable as Bill and Bob had been led to believe. And it was a bitch to get come out of one's eyebrows.

"That pair was too hard," said Gigi.

All day she shopped for organic produce from the grocery list Kirsten had provided, and she noticed repeatedly how the multiply-pierced and simply adorable checkers at the natural foods store kept making eyes at her from beneath their filmy curtains of primary-colored bangs.

That night Kirsten and Katia cooked vegetarian coq a vin, and Gigi had never tasted anything so delicious. She actually found herself moaning faintly with each bite, so intoxicating was this new and different use of soybean products.

"Come upstairs tonight," whispered Katia. "We'll make you moan some more."

Perhaps naively, Gigi squirmed into her Girl Power T-shirt before tiptoeing up to the third floor. The door to Bill and Bob's room was shuddering magnificently, and from beyond it she could hear the tortured strains of "Yes, Daddy, Please, Daddy, More, Daddy," which made her tiptoe upstairs appreciably faster.

Katia and Kirsten were waiting for her in stilettos and fishnets -- Katia in white, Kirsten in black.

"Oh, look, darling," cooed Kirsten. "Girl Power."

"I think she's so sweet," sighed Katia. "We should do something nice for her."

"Tsk, tsk," said Kirsten. "I think she's naughty. We should do something really mean."

"How about a little of each?" said Gigi.

Kirsten and Katia sandwiched Gigi enthusiastically between them, their hands roving everywhere as they stripped off her Girl Power T-shirt and whispered "I'll show you Girl Power, Goldicocks." Gigi found herself first over Kirsten's knee, then Katia's, their firm but skilled hands providing a wealth of new experiences. When they bound her to the bed with her ass high in the air, Katia managed to select just the right size of cock to slip into her patent-leather harness. Gigi sighed with pleasure as Katia entered her, her mouth working eagerly between Kirsten's spread legs. The bed creaked in angry protest as they drove its structural integrity to the edge, but remained sound no matter how many times it groaned.

When Gigi awakened at dawn, she found herself snuggled between the two naked lesbians, locked in an embrace that it would have taken quite a bit of effort to break. She knew that for the sake of propriety she ought -- in theory -- to tiptoe down to the living room and toss and turn on the futon for a while in utter dissatisfaction -- out of politeness to her previous playmates, don't you think?

Then she figured: What the fuck? She squirmed deeper into the embrace of her sleeping friends, drawing a deep breath of their luxurious scent. There really wasn't any reason to go downstairs, she mused. After all, she'd found exactly what she was looking for: she'd have to change her nickname.

"This pair was just right," sighed Goldicocks, and went back to sleep.
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Laundry Day by Thomas S. Roche

It was doubtless just a passing fascination with, uh, how did they say it? Forbidden fruit. What a cheesy phrase. But Kelly wondered if Rog knew what he did to her. She sure as hell hoped not -- her street cred could be seriously torpedoed by a thing like this. But Rog flirted with her something awful, shamelessly. In a crowded boy-bar when Kelly walked in, Rog would rush up and tell her what beautiful skin she had, complement her on the jaunty cut of her leather vest, whisper tawdry propositions into her ears. Very safe stuff -- this was a gay boy, no mistake about it, and the flirtation was nothing more than teasing. Maybe most dykes would have been offended, but that wasn't the case with Kelly. She was comfortable with her desire for women. But feeling Rog against her did something to her -- something a little unfamiliar, but strangely comforting.

Kelly had always been more at ease around men than women, despite the fact that she had been sleeping with women since she was sixteen and had never made it with a guy. She had plenty of fantasies, though, and Kelly figured they meant exactly as much or little as fantasies mean. Fantasies were totally safe in one sense, colossally dangerous in another sense. That's what made them so wonderful.

Kelly couldn't figure it out, nor would she really try to when it came right down to it. Things just happened the way they happened. Kelly knew herself, and that was about all she knew. No crime there.

She cherished her boy-fantasies, savoring them on the nights when she didn't envision about faceless women with strap-ons fucking her in a castle dungeon, or biker dykes in a bar-and-grill in Texas making Kelly the prize in a pool game, or that blonde woman from the laundromat sitting on her face.

Her favorite recurring fantasy was the one about the cops in the jail cell. Half the time Kelly was a woman; the other half she was a leatherboy picked up for cruising the bars and "taught a lesson" by the cops. Kelly always came hard and quick when the jail-cell fantasy made its appearance in her head.

Lately, she'd been having the fantasy a lot. Except Rog was the lead cop, and he was the one who told the others what to do to Kelly. And he took great pleasure directing the action, while standing there watching -- never coming, never taking his turn.

Other times, Kelly was the top, holding some guy down against a motorcycle or fucking him against a car. Sometimes she had a strap-on, sometimes a dick. These things didn't exactly follow any kind of coherent logic, but they made a weird kind of internal sense, somehow. Life seemed to bear a suspicious resemblance, in that capacity at least.

*****

Rog and Kelly spent Friday at the Hardhat together, Rog girling with his friends while Kelly cruised the few dykes who were there. There was no one she found very interesting, with the one notable exception. It was that damn blonde from the laundromat, the one who always wore the white T-shirts; Kelly had seen her folding jockey shorts. What the hell was she doing in a dyke bar? Maybe the girl was bi; Kelly had certainly gotten dyke energy out of her. But Kelly couldn't figure what she was doing folding her boyfriend's underwear.

It kind of turned her on to think that the girl just wore jockeys over her strap-on. Kelly did that herself occasionally. But Kelly took exquisite care to hand-wash her jockeys and stash them away -- she certainly didn't want to be caught folding men's underwear in a laundromat on Valencia, for Christ's sake. The questions would be embarrassing at best. Talk about loss of street cred.

The blonde was something else, boyfriend or no. She wasn't pretty, exactly; there was just something raw and sensual about her, about her lithe body and the way she moved. And she had those perfect, small breasts, and always wore white shirts. It was a beautiful sight. Kelly was definitely interested, but she just couldn't afford another crappy set of mixed signals. She was sick of the way her relationships had been going and didn't want to get on that treadmill again -- what ever happened to sleazy anonymous sex, anyway? Instead Kelly always seemed to get mixed up in these ambiguous situations with women who couldn't make up their minds. The worst of both worlds: no guiltless fucking, but no relationship either. "Sounds like bullshit to me," was Kelly's internal memorandum, a phrase she'd been thinking a lot lately.

So that Friday at the Hardhat, Kelly had spent most of her time talking and flirting and joking with Rog. Rog was a hateful queen and loved to tease Kelly about "that snatch stuff." Except his eyes had this twinkle in them when he would say it, like he was holding some dark secret. Kelly couldn't make herself be offended; Rog said it with such a blissfully wicked tone in his voice. Rog had been teasing her something awful that night, and they danced a few dances together, too.

After, Kelly went straight home and masturbated without even getting her jeans off. She wasn't into Rog exactly, not as she was getting herself off; she was so horny there wasn't time to form a face or an image before she came the first two times. But after she'd made it the first time she slipped on her strap-on, lit some candles and gave herself a long, slow wank in front of the mirror, wondering what it would feel like to put a real cock up a boy's ass. She thought it must feel pretty good.

The next day was Saturday, and Kelly spent it alone. She spent more time alone than ever before lately, it was like she was making up for lost time. She had already decided she wouldn't go out that night. But knowing she was going to have the whole night to herself, Kelly didn't get off repeatedly the way she usually did when she had a day free. Instead, she let it build up until she was painfully horny, aching to do it. She liked it that way. That's the way she was feeling, about ten o'clock on Saturday night, when the phone rang. She let the machine get it and went on doing what she was doing, getting the cap off the lube. But she'd left the volume up on the machine. It was Rog calling, and he had called at exactly the wrong time. But when Kelly heard his voice on the answering machine -- "Kelly, it's Rog, I was just sort of bored, thought you might be around" -- for some reason, she picked up, awkwardly tangling herself in the phone cord.

"Hi Rog," she said breathlessly, wondering if he could tell what she had been doing.

"I was supposed to go out with Jack and Gunther, but I just couldn't bear it. All those boys, you know?"

Kelly had to laugh at that one. She was stretched out on her futon, wearing nothing but a black satin robe and the tangled telephone cord.

"Too many boys? Isn't that the point?"

"Oh, I don't know, sometimes it gets a little thick around there. What're you up to?"

The array of toys she just might want to use was laid out on the floor beside the futon: clothespins, vibrator, straight razor, Tiger Balm. The lube was next to her on the sheet, opened. The mirror on her vanity was tilted at just the right angle; she could see herself twisted in the cord and she thought she looked pretty good. Maybe it was how horny she was that made her say it. Almost without knowing what she was doing, Kelly told Rog in a low voice, "I was beating off." Her face turned hot, and she waited for Rog to laugh.

There was a long silence on the other end.

"I didn't know girls did that," said Rog, very quietly.

It was meant to be a joke, one of those queeny snatch jokes Rog loved to make, but Kelly knew that was only half the story. She came back with a half-joking "Well we don't really beat off the way you boys do. We call it 'masturbating.'"

"Sounds intellectual," said Rog. He was being sarcastic but Kelly could tell she'd gotten his interest just a little bit.

She had to make herself say it, and it felt like she was on a rollercoaster. "Oh, it's really pretty visceral. Would you like me to show you how it's done some time?"

Rog laughed, but didn't say yes or no.

"Better idea," Kelly went on, feeling her stomach spin. "I could tell you all about it right now. . . . want to know?"

Rog thought about that one a long time. "Yeah," he said. "I would like to know how you girlie girls do it."

Kelly was shaking. This was something so far beyond her experience that she just had to do it. She'd called plenty of phone sex numbers before she met Nadia, but that had been a long time ago -- and she'd only ever called the numbers with women. The phone sex operators had always been so shocked to hear a woman on the other end, they'd usually gotten right into it, like it was a welcome diversion or something.

This was totally different. But it was a chance to find out what it was like. She waited a long time before telling Rog, "All right, I can tell you what I do to get myself off." Her voice was shaky.

"I'd like that," said Rog, casually.

Kelly swallowed nervously and licked her lips. She wasn't really committing to anything, she told herself, it was just an extended kind of flirtation. "I like to put on this black robe I have, it feels really nice. It's satin. Really sleazy. Then I get on my bed with all these toys I have -- clothespins, vibrator, that sort of thing. Girl stuff.  Then I just sort of play with them. I usually start out by using my hand, unless I'm really horny. And when I get turned on enough, I switch to the vibrator -- sometimes. Not always." Kelly's hand slid lazily up and down between her legs, touching her cunt.

Rog sounded curious. "Do you use dildos? Ever?"

"Sometimes," said Kelly breathlessly. "I like one in my ass sometimes, more than my cunt."

"Really. In your ass?"

Hearing Rog say "ass" made a surge of power go through Kelly's body. She wrestled with the phone cord a little, getting herself untangled and getting off the silk robe. She lay there naked on the futon and worked her fingers up and down deeper in her cunt, feeling how wet she was. She started rubbing her clit, feeling the pressure build.

"Yeah," she said, panting rhythmically. "Shoved up my ass. Shoved right up my ass. Actually, I just said that. I like it in my cunt more, but it sounds better to say it up the ass. Dirtier. Sleazier."

"Thanks a lot," said Rog.

There was a long silence and Kelly said "Does that sound good?"

Rog didn't answer that. "What do you do with the clothespins?"

Kelly laughed a little, then reached for one.

"When I'm really turned on," she said, "I like to put them on my nipples." She gasped, loud, as she closed the teeth of the clothespin on her erect nipple. "I use brand new ones 'cause they're really really strong." Kelly got another clothespin and fitted her other nipple between the teeth. "They hurt so bad, but -- oh, you know that story. It hurts but I like it, that kind of shit. Feels. . . . good. Really good. It turns me on. Makes me wet. You know how we cunts get wet. Oooooh." Kelly was rubbing herself faster, right on the edge of coming. But she held off, fighting back her orgasm so she could prolong this little game they were playing.

"You know how cunts get wet?" she repeated, mostly because she liked the sound of her own voice saying it. To her surprise, Rog answered.

"Uh, sure, academically," he said, more than a little coquettishly.

"Well they do. They get all wet. Do you like that?" Kelly whispered, remembering what it was like having phone sex with all those women, hot femme dykes in her twisted fantasies. "Does that sound fun?"

"It sounds like you're having fun," was Rog's nasty answer, as if to save face. "It sounds like you're having a lot of fun."

Kelly let her hand drop away from her cunt just as she reached the edge of her orgasm. She fought to keep herself from touching her clit and getting off right then; she wanted to play with Rog a little. Instead, she asked Rog "Are you saying you're not having fun?"

Silence. Silence. Silence. "No, I'm not saying that," said Rog softly. "All right, I'm having fun. It's like twenty questions. What does it feel like having your pussy licked?" Rog let that one sit for a second. "By another girl, I mean," he added quickly.

Exasperated, Kelly decided to flip this scene. "No dice, boyfriend. Your turn. What are you wearing?"

He sighed. "Just my underwear," Rog answered easily.

"You called me in your underwear?"

"I do everything in my underwear, girl. It's one of the many benefits of living alone. I'm sure you can relate."

She could. "What kind of underwear?"

"You know, jockeys. Calvin Klein. No shirt."

That image turned Kelly on harder and she couldn't keep her hand away from her crotch. She was close now, almost ready to get off, but not quite on the edge.

"No shirt," she said. "That sounds nice."

"What's that supposed to mean?" asked Rog playfully.

"It means you should take off your jockeys, too."

"I can do that," said Rog. A minute later he asked, "My turn yet?"

"No," said Kelly. She had a question to ask, and it was too hard to ask it nicely, so she just had to say it. "I want to know if you're getting hard."

Roger took it pretty well: he laughed. "Flattering yourself again, my sweet? Hm, this is getting serious. If I was, what would you do about it?"

"If I was there?" blurted Kelly uncomfortably, much too quickly.

"Heavens, no," said Rog smoothly. "Right now, on the phone."

Kelly took a long time to respond. "I'd tell you to wrap your hand around it."

"You'd be too late. That's a boy thing."

Kelly was really close to coming, but she wasn't ready to give up the game yet. "Then I'd tell you to work it. Jerk it off. Rub the head. Does it feel good?"

"It would," sighed Rog, somewhat cruelly. He made a smacking sound with his lips, anticipating her next move. "My turn yet?"

"Does it feel good jerking it off like that?"

"It always feels good," came the answer. "What's it like having one inside you? Your pussy, I mean? I mean, I know you've never -- I'm talking about a Doc Johnson here."

Kelly laughed. She reached for the dildo, the smallest one so she could get it in right away. "Feels good," she grunted, twisting the head of the dildo and fitting it in, working it up and down. With a gentle pop the head of the dildo went in, and Kelly began to moan loudly, not because it felt so good but because she wanted Rog to hear what it felt like. "Oh. . . . .yeah. . . . " She pushed the dildo into her cunt as deep as it would go and began to make a wild noise as she worked it in and out -- half for Rog's benefit, half for hers. She wondered what the dykes downstairs would think if they knew who she was talking to. She kept touching her clit with her other hand, holding the phone propped between her ear and shoulder. Kelly fucked herself as she growled, "Are you hard, goddamn it?"

"Maybe," said Rog, panting.

"Then I want you to work it, I want you to jerk yourself off and come all over yourself. Smear the cum all over your body. I want you to taste it. Tell me what it tastes like --"

Rog dropped the telephone. Kelly teetered on the brink, fighting off her orgasm. She listened for Rog, his panting distant and faint through the phone. When she heard him whisper "you still there?" Kelly let herself go and came hard, reaching up to pull the clothespins off her tits and feeling the exquisite agony as the flood rushed back into her nipples. Whimpering, she finished herself off with her hand and lay there, cradling the phone and the dildo affectionately.

"Wow," said Rog distantly. "Is that what it sounds like."

Kelly felt warm and pleasant. She wondered what Rog looked like on the other end of the line.

She decided to be daring.

"Did you lick it up? Did you rub it all over yourself like I told you?"

There was the sound of Rog licking his fingers. "This is an equal opportunity wank," he told her.

Kelly slipped the dildo out of her pussy with a slight gasp. She brought it up to her mouth and started to lick it noisily, tasting herself. It was a rubber dildo, not the high-quality silicon she was most fond of, so she got more chemical-taste then the taste of her own cunt. But the point was made, and it tasted good if only because it was so perverse.

"Thinking of you licking that thing all over," said Rog, then stopped.

Kelly's heart jumped. Rog hadn't said anything that obvious yet.

"Thinking about it?" she whispered.

"Maybe," said Rog, then quickly: "What does it feel like to get your pussy licked? You never told me."

"Some other time," said Kelly affectionately.

"Why not right now?"

Because right now all I can think about is sucking cock, thought Kelly, but she didn't say it. "I'm distracted" was what she finally opted for.

"Oh," said Rog, sounding nervous again. "I have that problem sometimes, too." He had answered both her comments without knowing it.

After a short silence, Kelly asked Rog the question she'd been wondering for a while. "Why did you really call me?"

Rog had to think about that one. "I thought you might want to go out for a drink."

"How mundane. Thanks for the offer, sweetie. I've had a rough night, I'm pretty tired."

"All worn out, eh?"

"Yeah," said Kelly. "Let's just say someone wore me out. Take a rain check on that drink."

"Good night, Kelly."

"Good night." Rog hung up.

Kelly whispered a vague obscenity at Rog; then she repeated it when she realized the lube had leaked over her sheets and left a big weird glistening stain. What the fuck, she thought, at least tomorrow's laundry day. Kelly got up just long enough to blow the candles out and lay there tangled up in the acrid smell of the glowing wicks. Kelly laid there wondering whether it meant anything, which she figured it both did and didn't. Kelly had never figured in a million years that she would have done something like that. But it had just happened, without any real hesitation, and now it was close to midnight and perhaps the world had changed forever. Or maybe it hadn't changed at all. Didn't seem to matter much either way, since tomorrow was laundry day. Kelly got to thinking about that cute blonde from the laundromat, folding those jockey shorts.

Maybe Kelly wouldn't be suspected of overusing double entendres if she suggested they share a load.
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Erica's John by Erica K.

"Tonight, my little slut, you're going to learn to suck cock."

Mistress Amanda sipped her red wine, smiling at me over the rim as she saw my eyes go wide. I could feel my own cock stir inside the tight panties I wore, the sensitive head rubbing against the lace. I could feel my nipples harden under the soft inserts that tented the spandex minidress I wore. My face flushed hot and I felt my head spinning. I struggled to find words.

"But Mistress," I began nervously.

"Silence!" snapped Mistress Amanda. "You said you wanted to learn to be a slut, and all sluts suck cock. You want to be a slut, don't you? That means learning to suck cock."

I felt my heart pounding. I had been coming to see Mistress Amanda for three months, with the guarantee, in our initial meeting, that she would teach me not only how to be a woman, but how to be a slut. I had never sucked cock before. I didn't consider myself bisexual. But my agreement with Mistress Amanda was that she owned me totally during these sessions; I trusted her ability to turn me into the slut I longed to be. But only if I cooperated.

"Yes, Mistress," I said. "I want to learn to suck cock."

I had admitted it, weeks ago. Having dressed me up in panties and a bra, helped me shave my body smooth, Mistress Amanda had lashed me to her St. Andrew's cross and teased me with the pinwheel while asking me questions about what it meant to be a slut. I told her sluts got fucked, sucked cock, ate pussy. They did it with anyone. They loved every minute of it.

She'd grabbed my hair and forced my head back, her breath warm on my neck as she'd growled into my ear.

"That means you're going to suck cock, Erica. You're going to suck a man's hard cock."

"Yes, Mistress," I'd said. At the time, my cock had grown so hard in my panties that it hurt as it rubbed against the wooden cross, that the lace abraded it as I squirmed. I pictured myself down on my knees, my slut-painted lips closed around the shaft of a firm, erect cock. It sent a shiver through me, even as it scared me.

"Today's the day you learn how to give head, Erica."

"Y--yes, Mistress," I said nervously.

Mistress Amanda curled up on the couch next to me, cupping my cock and balls as she grinned wickedly. "I've got a man in the next room waiting for you," she told me. "He's got a nice, big, long, fat cock. Eight inches, Erica. Do you think you can handle it?"

"I--I don't know," I said.

"Oh, you'll handle it," she grinned. "You'll take that cock all the way down your throat, Erica. And that's when you'll be a slut."

"He's a very considerate man," she continued. "He'll be gentle. That is, until he's got you broken in. Then, he'll be very rough. That's what you want, isn't it, Erica?"

I'd said that, too. As she'd ran the pinwheel over my balls, piercing the ephemeral lace of the panties I wore, Mistress Amanda had asked me whether men were rough or gentle with sluts.

"Very rough," I'd moaned. "They treat them like whores."

"How hard do they fuck sluts?" Mistress Amanda had cooed into my ear.

"Very hard," I'd breathed. "They fuck them so hard it hurts. They fuck them so hard they cry."

"But do they like it? The sluts? Do sluts like to get fucked so hard it hurts? Does a slut really *love to get fucked so hard she cries?"

I could hardly breathe; my head was spinning. I was more than a little nervous about doing this wicked thing, about going deeper into my role as Erica than I'd ever gone before. But it excited me. My nipples felt so hard I could almost believe they really capped the little A-cup inserts Mistress Amanda had me wearing. I looked at her with love and surrender.

"Yes, Mistress," I said.

#

This was the sluttiest outfit Mistress Amanda had ever had me wear. The spandex minidress was so tight it showed the sculpted nipples of my insert right through the material, even through the bra that held them. It was so short that the lace tops of my black seamed stockings showed right where the garters hooked onto them. It was so short, in fact, that my cock, bound back into the panties and throbbing hard, threatened to show underneath the hem.

"Come with me," Amanda said, taking my hand and leading me down the hall to her second bedroom.

I felt a flush of pride as I walked delicately on the four-inch heels of my fuck-me pumps. That had been one of the conditions of Mistress Amanda's training. "Sluts wear fuck-me pumps," she'd told me. "Sluts learn to walk in high heels."

Except this slut was six-and-a-half feet tall when she wore four-inch fuck-me heels, so she towered over her mistress, who was only five-four in her stilettos. But there was no question that, spiritually, Mistress Amanda towered over me.

As Amanda led me down the dimly-lit hallway, I felt a rush of lust for her. She wore a skintight black dress herself, this one ankle-length but slit all the way up to her hip. It even showed the side of the black thong she wore underneath. The dress was so tight that it clung to the firm swell of her ass, the cheeks well defined under the skintight satin. I could see the cleft between them, and I wanted it. I had spent many long hours between those cheeks, my tongue working Mistress Amanda's asshole, learning how to pay homage to her with my tongue in her dirtiest, most forbidden spot. I had also spent many hours between her legs, learning how to bring her to orgasm with her tongue.

Mistress Amanda had also spent hours cradling my face between her breasts, instructing me in the finer points of how a slut sucks another girl's tits. Mistress Amanda's C-cup breasts were exquisitely sensitive, and her hard nipples reacted so strongly to my carefully-instructed ministrations that she could come just from that. I'd made Mistress Amanda come many times by sucking her tits. Just thinking about it made me want to soil my panties with my masculine come.

But the most pleasure I'd ever felt was when she'd stripped naked, strapped on her cock, and guided me onto the thick silicone member, teaching me how to suck. That had taken many, many hours, and now I knew I'd learned well.

"Here you go," said Mistress Amanda. "I'll be watching on the monitor. If I see you slacking off or not properly sucking cock...."

My rear cheeks gave a little clench as I remembered the many times Mistress Amanda had paddled my ass as she'd taught me how to properly eat her pussy. I learned quickly, but not quickly enough to avoid a few spankings.

"I'll suck good cock, Mistress," I said. "I promise."

"You'd better," said Mistress Amanda sternly. "And you won't forget to deep-throat him, will you?

I breathed heavily. "No, Mistress," I said. "I won't forget to deep-throat him."

"Good. Now go inside and introduce yourself to John."

"Yes, Mistress."

I reached out for the doorknob.

I gasped as I felt the Mistress's firm swat on my spandex-clad ass.

"Uh-uh," she snapped. "Where do sluts belong?"

I swallowed.

"On their knees," I sighed.

"That's right, Erica. *Crawl."

My cock surging in my panties, I obediently lowered myself onto my knees.

Then, I opened the door and began to crawl into the room on all fours.

The room where John was waiting to fuck my face.

Mistress Amanda closed the door behind me, and I heard a click as she locked it from the outside.

#

On my hands and knees, I could feel John's imposing male presence, and it both frightened and aroused me. I could smell the male sweat mingling with the scent of decidedly masculine cologne. I had never sucked cock before -- not *real cock. Now, I was about to become a real slut.

I looked up discreetly and saw the dark form of John sitting in the big armchair Mistress Amanda had so often occupied as she taught me to eat her pussy. The room was dimly lit, so I couldn't see him well, but he had a dark beard and a huge bulge in what looked like a filthy pair of blue jeans, which were tucked into black leather knee-high biker boots. I felt a surge of nervousness as I realized that John already had a hard-on.

I crawled over to John and curled up between his spread knees, putting my face in his lap.

"Hello," I said, remembering the Mistress's instructions that I introduce myself. "I'm Erica."

"You're my cocksucking slut," he growled. "Is that right?"

I felt a twinge of nervousness: something was familiar about the voice. I didn't dare look up at John's face. I just swallowed hard and nodded. "Yes," I said.

"You better do it real good," said John. "I paid Amanda twenty bucks to get your pretty little virgin mouth, slut."

A warmth went through my body as I heard those words. I was a virgin. I was about to suck cock for the first time. I breathed John's scent and again felt the nagging sense of something familiar hovering under the cheap cologne. My eyes flickered up and a bolt of shock exploded into me.

My cock immediately stiffened until it pulsed in agony, imprisoned in my panties. I smiled up at John, my full, red-painted lips feeling ready and hungry for him.

"I'll do it good," I promised. "I'll suck you real good, John."

"Then get to it, slut. I haven't got all day."

I buried my face in John's crotch, smelling the intense sent of filthy male sweat. I pressed my lips against the hard bulge in his jeans, leaving lipstick kisses up and down the length. I reached up and began to undo his belt.

"Just what I like," he said. "A girl who knows how to get down to business."

I took John's zipper down and pressed my face against his filthy white underwear. The scent of male crotch was so overwhelming that it sent a fresh surge of excitement through me. I began to kiss and suck his cock through his jockey shorts, breathing deeply so I could smell him. Then I kissed my way up his waistband, where the tip of his fleshy knob showed over the white cotton.

"Suck it," he told me.

I pulled down his underwear and began to kiss the head. I could taste the sharpness of unwashed cock, the pungency of male essence. I could even taste a little come dried on the head, as if he'd just spurted recently and rubbed it all over him. I took his cock into my mouth and began working it.

John moaned, running his hands through my hair, careful not to dislodge the blonde bob wig that I wore. But he had my hair good enough that I knew he wasn't going to let me up until I'd finished the job. My lips worked up and down his shaft, leaving streaks of lipstick along it. I felt my heart pounding, my arousal soaring as I gave myself over to the taste of his cock. I reached up to play with his nipples as I sucked him, and he slapped my hands away.

"No touching," he said. "Sluts don't touch. They just suck."

I put my hands, inert, between my slightly spread knees as I used my mouth on John. I felt his head pressing against the back of my throat, and I knew it was time to deep-throat him, as Mistress Amanda had instructed me to do. I took a deep breath and opened my mouth wide around his cock, forcing myself down onto it. Mistress Amanda had instructed me many times in the proper way to deep-throat a dildo, but John's cock was thicker and fuller than hers. I struggled to get it down my throat, feeling my gag reflex tightening my muscles as I refused to give up.

Finally, my throat slid down over John's cock. He sighed.

"You deep-throat pretty good," he said. "You must really want to be a slut."

I couldn't nod, couldn't say a thing. All I could do was work my mouth and throat up and down on John's cock.

When I came up for air I panted, my lungs burning. My throat felt wide and open. As I sank back down on John's cock, he took hold of my head and began to push his hips forward.

"Time for a throat fucking," he growled.

He held me tight as his hips worked back and forth, shoving his cock into my throat. I struggled to open my throat wide and take his powerful thrusts. After the first few, it proved easy, and I felt my arousal mounting as John used my face and throat.

When he pulled me off of him, I could feel long dribbles of drool running down my chin and onto my cleavage. They were pink with my destroyed lipstick, and I knew if I looked in the mirror I'd see my lips sprawled red and wet across my face. I smiled up at him.

"Amanda told me for another ten bucks I could have your virgin ass," he told me.

I couldn't suppress the moan of fear that came from my lips. Mistress Amanda had fucked my ass before, but John's cock was so much bigger than hers.

"I figure that ass of yours is worth at least ten bucks. You gonna give it up to me, Erica?"

"Yes," I whimpered.

"Take off your panties and show me your ass."

My hands shaking, I reached under my tight dress and pulled off my panties, which Mistress Amanda always had me put on the outside of my garters. My cock sprang free, having slipped out of its lace prison -- but still held tight by the cock ring and ball stretcher that I always wore when I was Erica. I turned around, putting my upper body on the floor and reaching behind me to lift my dress. I parted the cheeks of my shaved ass and showed my pink, virgin asshole to John.

"Nice," he said. "I'm going to enjoy this, Erica."

I felt the cold drizzle of lube between my cheeks, felt John's cockhead opening up my anus. I held my breath for a moment as his head pressed firmly against my opening, and then, as Mistress Amanda had instructed, I pushed myself back onto him, exhaling.

I gasped as I thrust myself onto John's thick organ. The sensations were so intense that I felt tears forming in my eyes, ruining my mascara. But I didn't stop. I pushed myself onto his cock until I felt my cheeks pressing against the rough fabric of John's filthy jeans.

"Nice," he said. "A slut who really wants it up the ass."

John came off the chair and pushed me down against the ground. He grabbed my head and forced it into the floor as his cock began to savage me, sliding smoothly in and out of my ass. He moaned loud, reaching down to grasp my tightly-bound cock and balls. The pressure of his hand was enough to make me realize I was going to come -- despite the painful bondage imposed on my genitals.

"I'm gonna shoot in your fucking ass, slut. You want to come with me, Erica?"

"Yes," I moaned, choking back a sob as John began to viciously pump my cock with his hand. The painful stretch of my balls always made it hurt when I came, but my orgasm was always intensified tenfold. I anticipated my explosion with fear and excitement, and as John plumbed my ass I heard him groaning in orgasm, shooting deep inside me just as I came. The agony and pleasure mingled as they pulsed deep inside Erica's body, and I felt hot streams of jizz soaking the front of my dress. John kept fucking me until he'd emptied himself, and then he sighed as he pulled himself out of me.

He sat back in the armchair and snapped his fingers.

"Come over here, Erica," he told me. "Put your head in my lap."

I obeyed, finding it hard to move after the intense ass-fucking I'd just received. But I wanted very much to tell John I loved him.

I pressed my head into John's lap and looked up, the recognition now overwhelming. I could smell my wife's pussy, ripe and raw and overpowering even the strong scents of cologne, of male sweat, of my own ass fucked wide open and glistening on the strap-on dildo.

"I love you, Erica. You know that, don't you?"

I smiled up into Jen's bright eyes, admiring the perfect line of the spirit-gummed beard, the familiar scent of my own crotch on the filthy jeans. I might have wondered why Mistress Amanda had instructed me to wear the same pair of jeans and the same pair of jockey shorts for a full month whenever I wasn't at work -- why she'd instructed me to work out in them, jerk off in them, soak the underwear and jeans with my come and then hang them out to dry.

I might have even wondered why for our last session, the night before, she'd instructed me not to wash for several days beforehand and then rubbed the dildo all over my crotch and made me jerk off onto it, smearing the come into it.

And, more importantly, I might have wondered why Jen had been so mysterious lately, disappearing twice a week for a "class" she wouldn't tell me about. I might have wondered if she'd been having an affair, if the burden of having a husband who preferred to be Erica rather than Eric had proved too much for her and she'd sought the comforts only a "real" man could offer. I might have wondered that, but I didn't. Because I'd long since learned to trust the women in my life, however dangerous that trust sometimes felt.

When I'd confessed to Jen a year ago that I longed to become a slut, that I fantasized and dreamed of becoming "Erica" part of the time, she couldn't have been more supportive. There wasn't a hint of disappointment or anger in her tender eyes as she kissed me and told me that she loved me whoever I was.

Jen isn't a perfumed and primping straight girl, you see. Bicycling shorts are more her style than lace panties, and I don't think she's ever worn pantyhose. High heels? Forget it. In the six years we've been together, I've seen her wear makeup once: At her sister's wedding. She had to have her best friend put it on for her, and even then it looked bizarre on her aquiline features.

Don't get me wrong: She's all woman. Believe it or not, she's even all slut. But there was simply no way that my wife was going to be able to teach me how to be the kind of slut I wanted to be, because her kind of slut sucked cock without lipstick, and when she went without panties it was under baggy jeans or cotton cargo pants.

And now I understood part of the reason why, when she suggested that I start seeing a professional, her one condition was that I tell her every detail of our sessions after I came home. Why she perked up noticeably when I mentioned that Mistress Amanda had told me I would suck cock. It wasn't just the pyrotechnic sex we would have whenever I described my submission to Mistress Amanda. No, I know now that there was much more going on.

And I know why I trusted her when she disappeared to her "class." Because she wasn't having an affair -- yet. But she was planning one.

With Erica.

I looked up into my wife's eyes and smiled.

"How about we go home, Eric?"

"I'd like that very much, Jen."

"One condition," she said. "You promise to put the dress back on after we get home, little slut."

I buried my face in Jen's crotch and kissed her thighs. "Yes, Master," I told her. "I'll put the dress back on. I'll be your slut whenever you want."

Mistress Amanda was smiling ear to ear as we walked out.
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The Birthday Present by N.T. Morley

Annie had always wanted to be submissive to another woman, preferably an older woman, to be tied or restrained and punished by her.  She’d mentioned this a number of times to me as one of her most powerful recurring fantasies.  She didn’t really consider herself bisexual, though, and had never slept with another woman, except for some youthful fumbling in sleeping bags, all of which was long since passed.

Annie and I had been sleeping together for about six months, playing around with SM and bondage and generally having great sex together.  Her birthday was coming up, and I told her I wanted to buy her an hour with a dominatrix for her twenty-first birthday.  Since Annie didn’t like to drink, and definitely never got drunk, it seemed like I should help her do something equally debauched on her this particular birthday.

Annie was a little nervous when I first suggested it, but was obviously very excited by the idea.  “All right,” she finally said, “as long as you’ll be there to watch.”

I hadn’t really intended to be there while Annie experienced her first dominant woman.  But the idea was too delicious to pass up.  Annie was petite, with smallish breasts and a wonderful ass and great legs, and she looked fantastic in the ultra-short mini-skirts she liked to wear during our sex play.  So I told her I would watch if she would wear the smallest miniskirt she had.  She giggled and agreed to it.

We looked through the ads for professional dominants in the local sex paper, and Annie mused over what she wanted this dominant woman to do while we compared the advertised attributes of the dozens of dominants in the paper.  Annie wanted a woman somewhat older than her, but not too much older -- perhaps thirty would be about right.  She definitely wanted to see a picture first, and not all the ads had photographs.  She wanted someone who would talk dirty to her, in much the same way I talked dirty to her when we played with SM.  But most importantly, she wanted me to do all the verbal negotiating with the dominant -- Annie wanted to be left out until she was given over into the dominant woman’s hands.  Nothing made her hotter than the idea of my telling someone what horrible things to do to her.

Together, we picked out a few likely candidates, and I started calling them.

Things only got more complicated when I started talking to the dominants.  I was very up-front about the fact that I was buying my girlfriend a session for her birthday, and there were a million questions from the dominants.  Did my girlfriend want to be penetrated with toys?  Did she want to be fucked with a strap-on dildo?  What level of pain did she like?  What level of humiliation and dirty talk?  Did she want to be kissed?  The questions went on and on, and I could feel my cock growing hard as I pictured Annie submitting to these strong women.  In the fantasy, of course, she was submitting against her will, but I knew that Annie wanted this as much as I did -- probably much more, which is why it was an appropriate present for her.

Finally, we settled on “Mistress Aphrodite.”  Annie’s comment on seeing Aphrodite’s picture was “God, she’s totally hot.”  And she was, I had to agree, with long, cascading blonde hair, large breasts and pale skin.  In the picture, she was wearing a low-cut patent-leather bustier, G-string, and thigh-high fishnets with high-heeled boots.  Aphrodite and I negotiated on the phone out of Annie’s earshot, and the date was set -- Annie’s twenty-first birthday, at 12:00 Noon.

#

We showed up ten minutes early to the Mistress Aphrodite’s dungeon.  Annie had dressed to kill, wearing a tiny little miniskirt with a white garter belt and fishnet stockings, very virginal, and no panties.  Her blouse was low-cut and showed the lacy top of her camisole.  I couldn’t wait to see Mistress Aphrodite strip those clothes off my luscious young girlfriend.  Annie and I made out in the car for a while waiting for the appointed time.  I slipped my hand down Annie’s blouse to feel her nipples hardening, and up her skirt to feel how wet her pussy was getting in anticipation.  She rubbed my cock through my jeans, telling me how she hoped the Mistress made her suck it.  Still, she was trembling a little, obviously nervous despite her intense turn-on.  I realized that we really shouldn’t be fooling around right outside this woman’s dungeon -- it was likely to draw unwanted attention to her.  We got out of the car, smoothing our clothes down.

One of Mistress Aphrodite’s assistants answered the door -- a small young woman with reddish-brown hair wearing a tiny white sundress.  She had a fantastic body and great legs, and a pretty face with full, kissable lips.  She introduced herself as the Mistress’s apprentice, Miss Ginger, and asked us if it was all right if she assisted in the session -- for no extra charge, of course.  Annie looked a little nervous at first, but then she whispered in my ear that it’d be just fine, making it clear that the idea of having *two* women top her made her even hotter than one.  But I realized that she wanted me to do all the negotiating.

“Of course that’d be fine,” I told Miss Ginger gruffly.  “She’s such a little slut, she’ll love getting two for the price of one.  She’s never done it with girls, you know!”

Miss Ginger played right along -- this was just the kind of dirty-talk that never failed to turn Annie on when we were playing together.

“Oooooh, never played with girls?” cooed Miss Ginger.  “A slut like this?  But she’s so juicy.  I know a million girls who would just love to get their hands on a darling like this!”  Ginger playfully touched Annie’s light-brown hair -- just a little, teasing and fluffing it.  “Sure you’ve never played?  Not even a little?”

Annie giggled as she blushed a deep red.  “Just a little,” she whispered meekly, like a schoolgirl about to be punished.

I could see a physical response in Annie’s body -- something about her posture told me without a doubt that we had started the scene already, and she was getting incredibly turned on right from the start.

“Well, Mistress Aphrodite is finishing up with another client -- we’ll take our darling girl into the dungeon any minute.  But first all that messy stuff about donation,” said Miss Ginger.  “Let me make sure your girlfriend -- Annie, was it? -- Doesn’t try to get away.  Have a seat, please, Miss.”

Annie obeyed, taking one of the waiting-room chairs.  I saw that it had eyebolts drilled into the side, and Miss Ginger deftly produced a pair of handcuffs and quickly cuffed Annie’s wrists to the sides of the chair.  Then she and I counted out the two hundred dollars I’d negotiated with Mistress Aphrodite for the one-hour session.

Then Ginger asked us to wait while she went in to the other room to see if Mistress Aphrodite was ready.

The door opened and Ginger led Annie into the Mistress’s dungeon.

The dungeon was packed with toys: an entire wall full of whips, canes, paddles, and straps, and another full wall of dildos, anal beads, butt-plugs, and other sorts of probes.  There was a huge X-shaped cross and a tall, skinny cage, big enough for a person to stand in and still be at the mercy of anyone standing in front of the cage.  There were also a number of padded tables and benches that were obviously made to tie someone to.

And Mistress Aphrodite was indeed as attractive in person as in her photograph.  She had long, blonde hair and full breasts, and she was wearing a black patent-leather push-up bra that didn’t do much to hide those breasts.  She had on a matching patent-leather mini-skirt, very short, and knee-high pointy-toed boots.  She greeted us warmly and then turned to Annie.

“So this is the little slut who’s in need of punishment?  The birthday girl who needs a spanking?”

Annie nodded.  “Yes, Mistress,” she whispered meekly.

Mistress Aphrodite showed her pleasure with a smile.  “She’s well-trained.  Did you train this little slut?”

“I tried,” I said with a smirk.  “But she needs a woman’s hand.”

“Of course,” laughed Mistress Aphrodite.  “Ginger, help our naughty little slut into the restraints.”  I saw with a little surprise that Miss Ginger had shed her sundress and was now clad only in a white patent-leather bra and panties, with high-heeled shoes.  She made quite a pretty picture, especially as she led Annie over to a padded, leather-covered table with eyebolts in the sides and legs.  Aphrodite looked over her wall of whips and paddles, and selected a light flogger to start with.

Ginger got Annie bent over the padded table, with her wrists cuffed to the sides and her legs fastened to the legs.

“Please,” said Mistress Aphrodite, addressing me, “If you’ll take a seat.  Watch and learn.”  She spoke with a haughty, even arrogant attitude.

I smiled -- the attitude was part of the act, no doubt, and I was happy to give Annie over into the hands of this obviously competent woman.  I sat down in the chair she indicated and watched as the two women got ready to work my girlfriend over.

“Oooh, look,” said Ginger as she lifted Annie’s skirt and stroked her bare pussy, “the little slut isn’t wearing any underwear!”

“Disgraceful,” sighed Mistress Aphrodite, following along with the script we had discussed on the phone.  Annie moaned as Ginger slipped on a rubber glove and gently probed the tightness of her moistened cunt.

“And she’s wet!” said Ginger, as if scandalized.  “Incredibly wet!  Just dripping!”

Ginger pumped her fingers into Annie a few more times, bringing a gasp and moan from the writhing girl on the table.  Then Mistress Aphrodite ordered Ginger to lift Annie’s skirt all the way so she could administer a proper whipping.

Ginger obeyed, and Annie’s punishment began.

Mistress Aphrodite started out slow, whipping Annie gently while her tolerance for pain rose.  Every few strokes of the whip against Annie’s bare ass-cheeks, Aphrodite would lay one on her cunt -- gently, but firmly enough to bring a yelp from Annie’s lips while Ginger cradled Annie’s head and ran her fingers through Annie’s hair.  This was just the way Annie liked it when she and I played -- a few strokes on her ass, then a few on her cunt, making her jump and moan.  But Mistress Aphrodite was an expert, with years of experience to temper and guide her treatment of Annie’s dripping pussy.

The volume of Annie’s moans grew as the whipping continued.  Mistress Aphrodite moved from flogger to strap and then to paddle, each time pausing to caress Annie’s pussy and slip a couple of gloved fingers into her so she could comment on how wet Annie was getting.  My cock was hard on my pants, and I half wished that I could intrude on the scene and push my hard prick into Annie’s waiting pussy.  But I didn’t want to spoil the scene between the three women, or cheat Annie out of her experience.  So I sat there, my cock throbbing, as I watched Mistress Aphrodite, with Ginger’s help, strap on a huge dildo.

“Time to do something about that filthy wetness between your legs!” cooed Mistress Aphrodite as Ginger cinched the buckles on the strap-on harness.

Annie was a hopeless size queen, and loved big dildos inside her -- I had told Mistress Aphrodite about this, and she was obviously working on the information I’d given her.  The dildo she was about to put inside Annie was perhaps ten inches long and much thicker than any cock I’d seen in person -- though Annie possessed a couple of that size or larger.  Still, I didn’t doubt that it would test the capacity of Annie’s cunt.

Mistress Aphrodite moved up to press her hips against Annie’s wriggling butt.  Ginger leaned down and put a condom over the dildo, then guided the thick head of the cock between Annie’s parted cunt-lips.  Annie let out a gasp and then a moan of pleasure as Mistress Aphrodite penetrated her.

At first I thought it had been too much for Annie, and that her cry was one of pain.  But it soon melded with a panting groan of unmistakable ecstasy, and as Mistress Aphrodite began to fuck her, Ginger came up to the head of the table and began French-kissing Annie.  Annie acceded hungrily, taking Ginger’s tongue into her mouth while Aphrodite plunged the dildo into her again and again.  It wasn’t long before Annie was coming, moaning and squirming and pulling violently against the bonds as she shouted in orgasm.

The hour was just up as Aphrodite finished with Annie.  But she let us go over a bit as she rubbed the dildo, slick with Annie’s cunt juices, all over Annie’s upper thighs.  This only seemed to turn Annie on further.  When our time was finally up, Ginger helped Annie straighten her clothes and Mistress Aphrodite thanked both of us.  I led Annie to the car on unsteady legs.  She seemed a little dazed, if not altogether stunned, and I was a little worried about her.

But that didn’t last long.  As soon as we got to the car, before I could even get the ignition key in, Annie’s hand was reaching for me, rubbing my crotch, getting me hard again.

“Happy birthday,” I sighed as she unzipped my pants and lowered her face to my crotch.  How surprising that I was the one who got the real present.
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The Fugly Ducky by Thomas S. Roche

At a famous university on the coast of California there was once a nerdpunk Biochemistry-Astrophysics double major named Deirdre Duquette. All of her friends from the punk scene back home in Oroville called her "Ducky," and she kept that nickname despite the fact that "the punk scene" in Oroville meant Ducky, her gay friend Oscar, and four weird Goth girls into worshipping Satan, each of whom changed their names every three or four weeks pretty much the whole way through high school and had since been rumored to have been arrested in Istanbul for pretending to be harem girls.

Ducky was not what most of her classmates considered one of the better-looking girls at school. She endured the frightened indifference of the male of the collegiate species along with the whispered catty comments of the wicked blonde bipsies who populated the place in droves. The bipsies loved to comment that Ducky, in fact, was quite an appropriate nickname for the poor girl -- in fact, they said her name "Ducky!" with such emphasis that it became an insult. That was basically okay, because most of the time Ducky was in their presence, one or both of her hands was flipping them the bird, and she'd actually gone online to research obscene gestures in other languages

While the nickname "Ducky" had come originally from Deirdre Duquette's surname, it did unintentionally allude to an Iberian sniffer of Cyranoic proportions. Ducky was also gawky, with horn-rimmed glasses and a neck remarkably like a giraffe's, minus the fetching tawny spots. And her feet! They were size 13s, as if Michael Jordan had staple-gunned his feet onto a strangely-proportioned geekcore college nerdette. She had to wear men's combat boots or, on the rare occasions that she went careening improbably into slutville, shoes mail-ordered from Sister Yvette's Online Drag Queen Emporium.

To make matters worse, or at least more colorful, Oscar had been an aspiring tattoo artist; he now lived with his husband in the Castro, but in the meantime he'd left the science-obsessed Ducky covered head to foot in intricate tattoos portraying various aesthetically pleasing molecular structures including those of Acetylcholine, Cardiac Glycosides from Foxglove Digitalis, and Ducky's absolute favorite chemical, Substance P, which would become critically important in her future career for reasons entirely unanticipated at the time of its rendering.

Ducky also often looked rather strange to the casual observer because she couldn't seem to get her unkempt hair the right color of hot pink -- it always ended up short of mousy-mauve. But she kept trying.

Ducky loved her tattoos, and was equally enamored of her horn-rimmed glasses, which, despite her impressive proboscis, were always slipping down and she always had to keep pushing them up her nose. She knew horn-rims were like totally 1993, but since she'd been planning on marrying Bill Nye the Science Guy that particular year, she figured her glasses qualified as retro-chic... or at least retro, which was pretty much the best Ducky really hoped for.

The whole package known as Ducky Duquette received even more unkind comments in the classrooms and dorm lounges of Redwood University than it had on the redneck-bound streets of Oroville. There, Ducky had often been referred to by her beer-drinking contemporaries as "Fucky," a nickname that somehow migrated into the giggled vocabularies of the surfer sluts in the back row currently flunking her Organic Chemistry seminar. These biddies would whisper nasty comments on Ducky's rumpled hair, dog collars, black mesh tank tops, combat boots and stripey tights between comments like "What? Huh? Wait, what's a benzene ring again? OMG, math is so hard!" Ducky spent much of her time in O-chem rolling her eyes and sketching demon-faced bipsies in her quadrille composition book.
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In her third year of college, Ducky discovered she very badly needed a job. Her hippie Mom from Oroville had gamely saved for her daughter's college education from her job at the local diner, but the money was running out.

Ducky was sexually inexperienced but in the summer after high school, Oscar had gone through a kinky phase. He thought he might want to be a leather boy, so he begged Ducky to tie him up and abuse him. Being Ducky, she'd gotten a ride in to the City and shoplifted about thirty books on bondage, nicked some nylon line from a boathouse on Lake Oroville, and learned to tie rope bondage with an almost terrifying efficiency. Oscar, who was half Samoan, half Swedish at 6'4" and 250 pounds, soon found himself suspended from the rafters in his great uncle's barn.     "OMG, WTF!?" cried Oscar as Ducky hoisted him into the air with one hand. An inveterate cybersex devotee, Oscar tended to speak in chat abbreviations when in moments of extreme stress.

Ducky got Oscar about four feet off the ground, with a moldy old mattress under him just in case she'd miscalculated the load-bearing capacity of the overhead rafters -- which, quite frankly, was about as likely as Stephen Hawking biffing the order of the planets. If there's one thing Ducky knew, it was Algebra.

Oscar's balls were quite tightly restricted, and his cock, swiftly stiffening, extended almost directly back toward his butt cleft, which gave him a serious bout of the squirmies as Ducky lifted him into position.

"It's called a pulley, it can do wonderful things. Didn't you pay attention in physics class?" said Ducky as she grabbed Oscar's nuts and spanked. He squealed like a pig. "Now, Oscar, I know you're gay, so feel free to call me Daddy."

"OMG, can I call you Bruce Willis instead?"

"Whatever floats your boat, dude. Motherfuck, Oscar, you have the worst taste in men." Ducky thought Bruce Willis was creepy, a point on which she and her best friend argued frequently. Oscar's giggle made Ducky realize that was being a snarky little prick, and she knew all about this from her many shoplifted educational texts: he was being a Smart Assed Masochist, and the only proper response was to smack the shit out of him. She spanked him quite hard on the ass, grabbed his balls, and abused them till he stopped mouthing off.

"Sorry, Sir. Thank you, Sir. I won't talk shit any more, Sir, Master."

"That's better!" she said, trying desperately to approximate the gruff snarl of a San Francisco leather daddy. "Now... er... squeal like a pig, boy!"

She pushed her glasses up her nose and swatted her friend's inner thighs.

Oscar spent the next hour being smacked around mercilessly by his best friend, becoming steadily more excited as he did so -- that is, between the giggling fits.

To Oscar's surprise, was an accomplished thief and had also brown-bagged a strap-on in her trip to Madame Q Leather, so she saddled up, fitted herself between her best friend's splayed thighs, and said:

"Now, um, slut boy... er... um... bitch slave, I'd make you, er, suck my cock first, but I think it would taste weird." She played with Oscar's butthole, having to adjust her glasses to get a decent look at the perky little entrance.

"Ummm… do you think twelve inches is too much?" she asked.

"Ex-CUSE me?"

"Yeah," said Ducky. "Stupid question. Ew! This lube is all slippery. OK, hold still!"

Oscar let out a gurgling yelp, then started to giggle "Cold! Cold! Cold!" which quickly descended into low moans. He still squeaked periodically and said "OMG" several times, along with "LOL" and "ROFL" right after he observed that Ducky's cock was all the way into him.

The quite-buggered Oscar was most decidedly not rolling on the floor, laughing, but Ducky very much got the point. Her best friend seemed to be having a good enough time, and for her part she -- .

Wow, discovered Ducky, this fucking stuff is way easy when you're the one on the plowing end! When she let Oscar down he was walking funny but hugging quite well. He embraced Ducky and squealed more like a girl than when Ducky had buggered him. Lube went smearing everywhere, but Ducky seriously needed a shower anyway.

"OMG you are my best friend ever!" He twittered. "I am totally such a total fucking leather fag OMG!"

#

Lost in thought waiting for her O-Chem II seminar to start, one day, she one day murmured "Don't dominatrixes make a lot of money?" to herself, which resulted in an explosion of giggles from the back of the room and the cackled observation that "She's talking to herself!" Ducky had to put down her slide rule to flip the bitches off, but she was undeterred -- she took out her iPhone and started Googling the phrase "Spanking Guys for Money" in several of its more colorful variations.

"House of Payne?" she mused out loud.

"Oh my GAWD she's still talking to herself," came the tittering hiss from the back row, "She is SUCH a FREAK!"

Ducky utilized her one-handed iPhone skills, typing expertly with her thumb so she could hold up her middle finger prominently and just kind of leave it there in case the dumb bitches opened their mouths again.

Ducky discovered that the lone dungeon in the county was located in an old ice factory out on Highway 35 by The Mustang, possibly the world's sleaziest strip club. The dungeon was called "The House of Payne," probably because it was presided over by a "Goddess Infortunia Illustria Agonie Payne Mistress," which Ducky thought was pretty much the absolute most boneheaded thing she'd ever heard, possibly excepting the Rosencrantz Hypothesis of Orbital Spin or certain of Immanuel Velikovsky's speculations about the supposedly irregular orbit of the planet Venus.

She dialed the number on the web and when a perky voice answered the phone, she said as loudly as she could reasonably do: "Hello, House of Payne? Yes, I'd like to find out about becoming a dominatrix. I'm 21 er... um... er... measurements? You mean, like, calculations? Um, usually with a Texas Instruments TI-84, but I can definitely use a slide rule, and I also have a popup graphing application for my laptop. Hair color? Er... well, I guess I'm..." She pushed up her glasses and pulled strands of hair in front of her, surprised to discover that they'd gone sort of half-cerulean in the night. "Um, redhead. I'm a redhead." The giggles behind her rose to titters, and whispers abounded as the girls traded speculations about what weird thing Ducky was up to now. She said very loudly: "Yes, as a matter of fact I've got lots of experience in lesbian domination, that is to say beating up bitches in my O-chem seminar! It wasn't consensual, but they were really begging for it. And I can tie forty different kinds of knots. Do you need to know physiology? Because I got an A+. Oh, and I own my own strap-on. Sure, I can come out for an interview. See you then." She hung up.

The whispers escalated: "Oh my God she's a like a total prostitute." "What a total pervert." "What. A. Weird. O."

Ducky had both hands free again, and yawned as she made big swirling motions behind her with her upthrust fingers, softly singing Jimmy Buffett's "Were You Born An Asshole" to herself; Oscar had once gone through a cowboy phase.

#

The Jimmy Buffett song had made Ducky think of Oscar, so that night she gave him a call for moral support and ended up listening to about three hours of ranting about Oscar's annoying pervert husband Benjamin. The guy seemed to think that a committed but non-monogamous relationship with a younger man meant cruising Golden Gate Park for anonymous sex, attending all-male spanking parties in the bathhouse on Market Street, getting head from City Councilmen in the Macy's bathroom on his lunch hour and never having sex without videotaping it for his free amateur SlutTube channel. "I mean, don't get me wrong," said Oscar. "I am a hyooooge exhibitionist, but two updates a day seems excessive. Shouldn't I be getting paid for this?" Ducky refrained from observing that Ben was paying Oscar's living expenses. She mentioned she had checked out Ben's filthy SlutTube channel and "It was pretty cool."

"Did you stroke to it?" asked Oscar.

"None of your business!" said Ducky.

Oscar squealed. "That's a yes!! Did you see the Aflotoxin molecule on the left of his ball sac? That one was mine!" He added, by way of explanation, "I was totally pissed off at him that day."

"You, um... you know you were missing an oxygen atom, right?"

"Fuck you, Joan Rivers -- I'd like to see you fit all those O's onto your husband's nutsac!"

Toward the end of the conversation, Ducky managed to get a word in edgewise about her new job opportunity, and Oscar squealed in delight.

"OMG! You are totally going to be the best dominatrix!"

"Really? You think so?"

"OMG, the one time you assfucked me you totally almost turned me straight! You like totally have a gift, Ducky Duquette. Go forth and enlighten the straight men who want their balls tortured. OMG!"

That night Ducky did some serious chemistry experiments with her hair, but the best she could get it was sort of midway between peach-periwinkle and not-quite-burgundy. There were freakish gunmetal streaks and the cerulean strands had stubbornly refused to go any further afield than vaguely cobalt-indigo, which only made matters worse but could probably not be helped by anything short of the Britney In Rehab treatment. Ducky strapped herself in to the metal corset she'd made in high school metal shop to match the outfit Cassie Fleming wore in the 1928 German Expressionist masterpiece The Illusion of Dr. Necropolis: beaten copper, steel cable and an intricate chopjob of TRS-80 circuit boards affixed to the front with a a soldering iron. She laced up her pointy-toed goth boots and rode the 224-L bus out to the House of Payne. Ducky very badly wanted to correct the chief dominant's Latin, but she thought that would be gauche on first meeting, and besides, with a full name like "Goddess Infortunia Illustria Agonie Payne Mistress," where would Ducky have even begun? Everyone just called her Payne.

Payne was reluctant to take Ducky too seriously. "There really isn't much demand for your, uh, type, Miss." When the Madame said the word "type," she curled her lip and made it clear that she was casting aspersions on Ducky's ability to attract guys in the first place.

"Is it the hair?"

"Well... there's a certain call for bald girls, have you considered that?"

Ducky reddened.

"It's supposed to be pink."

"I can see that," said Payne: "NOT." She gestured at Ducky's upper body. "I don't even know if I can sell you. What are those, B cups?"

Ducky shrugged. "I don't know, I don't usually wear a bra."

Payne looked stricken. "What do you weigh?"

"Ummmmmmmmmmmmm..." Ducky hadn't been on a scale since high school. She made up a number. She was brilliant at math, but from the look on Payne's face, she'd guessed about as wrong as a potential dominatrix can guess. "Oh, did you mean in grams? Two-twenty!" she blurted. "Thirty! Sixteen! Eight! Um...it depends on the time of the month."

Mistress Payne frowned.

"And that... that thing?"

"What, my corset?"

"Oh, is that what it is?"

"It's silk lined copper with steel cable laces. Haven't you ever heard of steampunk?"

"Only for lobster," said Payne. "What I really need are slutty blonde beach bunnies to jiggle their tits and give handjobs."

"Isn't this a house of domination?"

"Yes," said Payne. "That's why you tell them they're very bad for wanting one."

"Hm," said Ducky. "I can tie forty different kinds of knots! I have my own strap-on! My best friend is gay!"

Payne sighed. "I suppose I could give you a try. But I already have one tattooed girl; she started about a week ago. Nobody ever hires her. She spends most of her shifts sitting in the lounge reading tech magazines."

Ducky's nipples hardened.

"Did you say tech magazines?"

"I'll give you a week. Start tomorrow. And do not wear that--" Her lip curled "--steam punk."

Back in Oroville, the geek-punk Ducky had, one Halloween, dressed up as a glam-punk. She dug that outfit out of her dorm room closet and strapped herself into it. She put on knee high Ziggy Stardust boots, a glittery silver miniskirt and a bikini top featuring twin pirate insignia.

Ducky also decided to augment the outfit a pirate hat and eye patch -- she figured pirates are sexy, right? And if she was going to have to give handjobs, that was one less eye to get spooged in, which was a recurring and somewhat inexplicable anxiety of Ducky's.

When Payne caught sight of Ducky with her bizarre amalgam of Brian Slade, C3PO and some renegade South Park character, she sought words but could find none. She made weird strangling sounds for a few minutes, staring at Ducky, opening and closing her mouth like a goldfish.

"I didn't wear the corset!" said Ducky brightly.

Payne wandered off in a stumble, and went in to the lounge.

There Ducky discovered a pixie-girl, dressed in a spiderweb-mesh catsuit with taxidermied tarantulas obscuring her nipples and her crotch veiled by a demonic clown face codpiece. She was reading a copy of Dissection Hobbyist Review Bimonthly.

The girl looked up from her reading and said brightly "Love the pirate hat!"

Ducky squawked.

Unable to form human speech, Ducky scampered into a corner and curled up with her copy of Molecular Bonds Quarterly. Fuck, it was difficult to read with no depth perception.

The spider girl said: "OMG, are you the one who went steampunk for your interview? OMG, you totally freaked Mistress Payne out, I think you made her hair go even grayer! What's your name?"

The girl's name was Fiona Hell, nee Francine Heliowski, and despite Ducky's initial awkwardness, the two became fast friends over the next six days between the hourly times when potential clients would entered the dungeon, the girls on duty would all line up. The clients would walk slowly from girl to girl, sizing up each of the four blonde girls in hot pink bikinis or cheap PVC corsets.

Then the client get to Ducky and Fiona, who were usually whispering heatedly about the imminent reversal of the Earth's magnetic field or whether quantum spin could theoretically be predicted any means not necessitating an eleven-dimensional universe.

The potential clients would stare confused at Ducky's pirate hat and eye patch, and say something to Fiona like "Are those real tarant-- never mind, I don't want to know," and, looking pale and vaguely nauseated, would stumble back to the blonde girls and grab one, maybe two, sometimes three.

"OMG, are we ever going to get hired? I am totally dying to spank the shit out of someone!"

"Mistress Payne told me all we do is give handjobs."

"Oh yeah, right," said Fiona, rolling her eyes. "Not if I have anything to say about it! I am, like, totally dying to activate some hot guy's nocioceptors. Hey--" Fiona stood up and peered around at Ducky's ass.

"Turn around!" she said. Ducky did.

"OMG, you have the nicest ass!" said Fiona, smacking it playfully. "This is like--" she spanked it again, and Ducky yelped "--the most spankable little ass I have--" SMACK! "--ever--had--my--hands--on! OMG I cannot resist. Here, baby, bend over."

Before Ducky knew what was happening, she'd been bent over at the waist and her skirt was half-pulled up, exposing her IT WON'T LICK ITSELF panties, which she always wore backwards because doing so made her giggle throughout the day.

"Ain't it the truth!" laughed Fiona. "OMG! Your ass is, like the essence of motherfucking spankability? How do you walk down the street and not get bent over, like, constantly? Do you mind?"

"Ummmmm..." said Ducky.

Fiona whacked her hard, laughed, whacked again. Ducky's eyes went wide and she yelped again.

"Feel good? OMG, when the Goddess created the concept of spankability she thought I am such a fuckup because I will never create anything as spankable as that girl Ducky's ass. Is that acetylcholine?"

Ducky opened her mouth and felt dizzy.

"Do you mind if I like totally bend you over my knee?" Fiona grabbed Ducky's mottled mop of hair with one hand and her left with the other. Fiona and all but threw the girl over her lap, laughing.

"It's not like we've got anything better to do!" said Fiona. I totally want to spank the shit out of this gorgeous pretty little ass. OMG, is that cyanide on your left cheek? You missed an O-ring... oh, no you didn't." Fiona had pulled Ducky's panties to the side and discovered the clever incorporation of the girl's anatomy into the tattoos on her flanks.

Fiona spanked her, considerably harder this time.

"Meep!" said Ducky, suspended in midair over Fiona's pretty knee as she was spanked, stroked, spanked, stroked, and pretty soon she was humping wildly and moaning. Her death's-head bikini top had come undone and Fiona was playing with her nipples, and her pirate top was nowhere to be found.

Soon Fiona was fingerfucking Ducky wildly. Ducky writhed like a little slut, utterly unprepared for the sensation of her closely approaching orgasm; Ducky had never been fingerfucked before, and the one time Oscar had spanked her was on her eighteenth birthday, with a piñata.

She moaned, humped, writhed, squirmed, and surged desperately toward an intense climax.

"OMG, I didn't even ask, I am totally like a bitch from hell. That was so non-consensual of me. You would think I'd never even read Consensual Peversion or A Practical Guide to the Negotiation of Filthy Lifestyles! OMG, I'm sorry, Ducky! Here, OMG, I'll stop--"

"STFU!!" growled Ducky. "Don't stop!"

"OMG," said Fiona, putting her hand back up Ducky's skirt and fingering her rapidly. "A little spanking slut! I am still soooooooo bad for not asking first, you have to spank me later to punish me! OK?"

"Totally!" whined Ducky, on the very edge of her orgasm.

"What is going on here!?!" bellowed Madame Payne as she thundered into the room. "Did I not specifically say that there was to be no playing between clients?"

Fiona leapt up reflexively, dumping Ducky unceremoniously on the floor. "Oops, sorry!" she hissed, and turned her attention to Madame Payne.

"Between clients?" said Fiona. "Neither of us has even got any clients. You're actually going to bust our balls over a friendly little spanking?"

Ducky, for her part, was not in the mood to be civil. Madame Payne had just sentenced her to the worst case of blue balls of her life, so she pulled herself to her feet, dusted off her eye patch, and started advancing on Madame Payne with bloody murder in her eyes.

"How'd you like your ileum on the outside, bitch!" snarled Ducky, who had only rarely been moved to violence, but was making up for lost time. "Like maybe staplegunned to your forehead?"

Paling, Madame Payne grabbed a cheap flogger with which to defend herself. The strands fell out as she brandished it at Ducky -- but lucky for Madame Payne, Fiona had grabbed her friend by her miniskirt and was holding her back.

"That's it! Get out!" screamed Madame Payne.

Ducky came to her senses, took a deep breath, and smiled pleasantly.

"Of course, Madame Payne. Just let me get my pirate hat."

The two girls exited the front door. Ducky walked most of the way to the bus stop with her fingers upthrust. Halfway there, Fiona shrugged and joined her friend in the dual flipoff.

#

It was not much later that Fiona, now broke, was evicted from her apartment and had to share Ducky's single dorm room, which gave them both plenty of time to practice their spanking but did little to alleviate their mutual dire financial distress.

Then, one day, Oscar got off the bus from San Francisco and showed up on Ducky's doorstep, carrying his suitcases.

"I left him!" said Oscar. "For fuck's sake, I love getting naked on camera as much as the next guy, but I mean, sheesh! I  managed his whole stupid SlutTube channel, I learned everything there is to know about publishing porno to the web -- shouldn't I get paid for it? Well, I showed him." Oscar pulled out a video camera. "Top of the line, I got it in the divorce settlement!"

Fiona's and Ducky's eyes both widened.

Fiona said brightly: "Oscar, can you turn around? I'd like to see that ass."

Oscar blushed. "My ass?"

Fiona spun Oscar around and bent him over.

"Now this," said Fiona, "is a spankable ass. Does he take strap-on cocks?"

"Oh, totally," said Oscar. Between gasps as Fiona started spanking his ass, he said: "Ducky here fucked me so good once she almost made me straight! OMG, are you pulling my pants down?"

"Holy shit! Ducky, your friend here is hung like a -- OMG, is that a long-chain glycoprotein on your cock or are you just glad to see me?"

"Holy shit, Ducky, does your friend always talk so dirty?"

"You have no idea," said Ducky as Fiona lengthened Oscar's glycoprotein tattoo considerably. Ducky picked up the camera and pointed with a smile.

#

That is how there came to be a website known as "The Fugly Ducky," which was listed this year at #1 on Adult Video Magazine's list of The 100 Hottest Punk Dominatrix Sites of All Time and #3 on Biochemistry Review's list of Why There's Hope for the Future.

The site featured Ducky and Fiona spanking and playing with Oscar, in wide variation and involving the liberal wearing of both pirate gear and hammered-copper bustiers. Oscar and Fiona were soon quite madly in love and enjoying a rather sordid bisexual relationship both on and off camera, while Ducky mostly got her kicks fooling around with her friends on the set of "The Fugly Ducky," where she quickly tried just about every sexual variation she could think of, particularly the ones that involved her tying guys up and smacking them.

Ducky became wealthy enough from "The Fugly Ducky" membership fees that she could pay for the first year of her Biochem PhD program in cash -- which she did, moving to another town with her two business partners shortly after their on-camera handfasting orgy and hiring a long parade of male models to receive her, Fiona's, and Oscar's attentions on camera. Fiona and Oscar, meanwhile, managed the technical aspects of the site and became quite a sought-after consultant on emergent video technology -- that is, between her long sessions of spanking her husband on camera.

Ducky became quite an accomplished on-camera dominant, known for her trademark impromptu biochemistry-physiology lectures, delivered in a sex-kitten purr as she tormented a willing victim with whip or zapper or blade-sharp fingernails:

"You feel that? Pumping through your brain, baby? That's Substance P, baby, a neuromodulator that alters the excitability of the dorsal horn ganglion, bitch. We're talking pain responsive neurons, fuckslut. Does that make your nitric oxide flow? Does it make your corpus cavernosa get all nice and plump when I fuck with your nocioceptors? Should I give you some endorphins and a neurotransmitter cascade? Ha ha ha ha ha, you wish, slave, I'd rather see the neurons in your locus ceruleus spaz out for a while Do you have some catecholamines for Mommy, you little painwhore? Mmmmmmm... that makes my Bartholin's glands go apeshit."

Ducky believed that porn should be educational.

The splash page of "The Fugly Ducky" featured Ducky and Fiona both flipping off the camera, with the legend: "The ethics board at the University might think science geeks shouldn’t fuck. What do you think? OVER 18 ONLY!"

The truth was, Fiona took a close look at the membership rolls each month, and she didn't think the ethics board was going to have a problem with it -- so they all lived happily ever after, especially the site members, who received three updates a week, and sometimes two short ones on Sunday if there'd been mimosas at brunch.
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