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Book Description for Cross-Trained: Forced Femme Tales of Erotic Domination, Sweaty Submission & Locker Room Lust:

Sissy erotica writer Kylie Cooper and acclaimed erotica author N.T. Morley bring you a sweaty septet of wicked workouts! These seven sissy sluts and dripping divas perspire for their personal trainers, crawl for team captains, and feel the burn for their big-dicked, buffed studs! By the time you finish your own “cross-training,” you’ll find yourself craving a locker-room workout of your own!

A Domme entertains a slave who loves her most when she’s sweaty and dirty. She visits him a week after her last shower -- and right after a hard run across town!

With her Mistress’s help, feminized T-girl porn star Crystal Cox returns to his old college and slips into the football team’s locker room... to take her sluttiest revenge for their earlier insults, in the form of a hot, sweaty, cum-covered blow bang!

Mistress Meredith puts her sissy slut, Kendra, through her paces on their home treadmill. With Kendra packed into a hot latex suit, she can’t help but work up a sweat under Meredith’s teasing and goading. With every pound Kendra loses, she becomes more desirable to the men Meredith brings home for them to share... and that’s just what the cruel Mistress has in mind!

Joe’s slutty wife Monette has been making him work out at Power Fitness, where the “real men” make him feel inferior for his weak upper-body strength and submissive manner. Needless to say, they don’t mind hitting on Monette whenever she drops off or picks up her “husband,” and more than a few of them have gotten the cheating wife into bed. But what those studs don’t know is that Joe’s been strapping his tits down as they grew with each shot of hormones, putting his hair back to hide its increasing length... waiting for the order from Monette to make his debut in the men’s locker room... as “Josie!”

Erica orders her sissified husband, Brett, to go to a gay gym, claiming that if he finds himself in a straight locker room, his girly face, long hair and smoldering, flirtatious looks will get him bent over in no time. Brett swears he’s straight, and wants to go to a straight gym.... but Erica makes it clear just what she wants... an in-between sissy who finds the hot bi boys for her to bang!

Cuckolded husband Tony finds himself at the mercy of a rough-and-tough real-man personal trainer named Jordan. Put through his paces in his nightly workouts and humiliated by his slutty wife’s feminizing antics, Tony finds himself turning gradually into Antoinette... and succumbing to his growing craving for Jordan’s hard body!

Offered a chance to learn great wisdom from an alien race known as the Visitors, submissive Cal finds himself transplanted into a cloned bimbo body the Visitors call “Kelly.” He is taught great wisdom -- about how hard a hot little slut can work for her Owners! Kept on a treadmill and ordered to run in high heels, Kelly learns how to crave sexual slavery at the hands of a demanding robot race, looking forward to an easy ride now that she’s got the perfect slut body to pleasure her Masters!

“Cross-Trained” is the perfect pre-workout reading for Dominant females with feminized pets, hard studs who pump it up for hot sissies, and sluts who like to sweat, grunt, and pose in the locker room! You know you want it, so go ahead... hit the showers, and be sure to drop the soap!
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Filthy Pink Sneakers by Marina Cooper

The cute doorman gives me an enigmatic look when I say I'm here to see you. I'm not sure if maybe he thinks maybe I'm your daughter. You're not quite old enough for that, I'm not quite young enough -- but we're pretty close. Am I wrong for thinking that's hot? Definitely.

I think it's much more likely this time that the doorman just approves of my skintight and borderline-indecent running shorts and my sports top, which manages to be effectively restrictive without hiding much, least of all my nipples, which have gotten hard and visible on the run. I think "enigmatic," really, means "horny," and I admit it's kind of a turn-on as he looks me over lasciviously; he's cute.

Even so, it's not the look he gives my body that turns me on the most; it's the disapproving stare he lavishes on my filthy, stinking pink sneakers. Five days it's been, and I wonder if he can smell them. But I feel no shame, no worry -- just arousal, because I know why I've been wearing them and I know how my filthy feet are going to get clean.

But I'm not in the mindset to flirt. Plus, I've run five miles, from East 20th to West 65th, in 80 degree weather wearing next to fucking nothing. I'm pumped. I’ve worked myself into a kind of sexual frenzy. I always get turned on when I work out, but it’s different this time. It’s special, just like it always is when my session’s with you. 

My attitude is equal parts thrill at having done it and desire to take it out of your cute sissy ass.

The cute doorman waves me through, and I take the elevator to your floor. You've left the door open, so I can come in casually and find you sitting there on the Danish Modern divan, smelling of fresh shower.

You're wearing pale pink yoga pants that are very tight and hang very low. They’re quite a few sizes too small for you, especially since you’ve got a big lump in the front instead of a camel-toe. On top, you wear a lavender lace camisole. It’s almost see-through. Together, the low-cut pink yoga pants and lavender camisole show off that smooth-shaved hard body I made you get with multiple weekly trips to the gym and a meticulous tracking of your daily calorie intake. As I increased the former and lowered the latter, you became gradually skinnier, sexier, girlier. You acted girlier, too. By the time I got you down to 1,200 calories a day, you became a self-described “bubblehead,” which you attributed to being undernourished. I have since eased up a bit, but you never backed off from acting like a bubblehead... because it suits you.

The bottom of the camisole and the top of your hip-hugger yoga pants leave a wide area open, showing off your tight, toned belly. It shows a little bit of masculine muscle development, but in context it still looks like a hot girl’s lower abdomen. That’s probably helped by the total absence of body hair on you, and the stud in your navel you agreed to as a condition of my permission to allow you to have the laser hair removal done. Then there are the bright silver rings through your nipples -- I had to “make” you get those. And perhaps sexiest of all are the girly tattoos I “suggested” across your belly, strongly, by hinting I might suck your cock if your lower belly looked more like a woman’s.

I like the whole package, but it’s what it means that gets me all worked up. It makes me wet to see that glittering jewel in your navel and the suggestive lines swirling around underneath it, drawing the eye down to the very low waistband of the pink yoga pants.

I’ve made you into this. You let me “make” you, but I still made you do it all. 

That's fucking hot.

You have a thong under the yoga pants; when you turn slightly, I can see your whale tail, rising up over your increasingly girly butt.

Your hair’s damp. 

"You bitch!" I hiss angrily. "Did you take a shower?"

You stare at me blankly.

“Well? I asked you a question, whore!”

"Yes, Mis--" you begin to say, but I put up my hand and you stop in mid-word.

"Don't talk to me," I snap as I saunter over to you. "I can't believe you took a fucking shower." 

I sneer with disgust, bending over so I can flatten my palm against your cock bulging through your yoga pants and thong panties. I caress it gently, then snap my hand down and listen to you gasp in surprise. It gives me a visceral thrill. I flick my fingers against your cock, hitting it through the yoga pants and thong, smiling as you cringe and squirm.

"Pull them down," I purr at you.

You look up at me apprehensively and then obey, your hands trembling. You pull the waistband of your yoga pants down past the thick swollen head of your cock, taking the front of the thong panties with them.

You hesitate. You look up at me with a guilty expression. My eyes go wide with anger.

“All the way,” I say. “They’re staying down.”

“Yes, Mistress.” You pull the waistband all the way down beneath your balls.

Your cock hangs out straight and proud, seeming almost average now that you’ve lost so much wait and firmed up and gotten it pierced. I mean average-sized, not average in general; your cock will never be average, because average men get pussy and you don’t get any; I make damned sure of that.

And even if it does look almost cock-sized now that you’re skinny, your cock isn’t “average” because the average man doesn’t let his Mistress put a silver ring through his dong.

It’s been a while since I ordered you to get the Prince Albert, but I still thrill to the sight every time I see it. The silver ring circles the underside of your cock, piercing through the urethra and rubbing up against your glans. I had you do it that way because I know it means your glans gets rubbed by the ring all day long. The way I control your orgasms and dish them out with an eyedropper, that must be torture.

Which makes me even wetter than the simple fact that I had you pierced.

I look over your pierced cock, smiling and laughing as I evaluate it.

I tease you: “It always gives me such a fucking thrill to see your little clitty get rock-hard... when I haven't even done anything!”

“Yes, Mistress.” Your face reddens.

I flick your cock with my fingernails, watching you squirm, hearing you whimper. My pussy gets wetter the more I see your distress. My temperature spikes as I flick your cock harder.

I wrap my fingers around your shaft. I dig my fingernails in and rake them upwards. 

That brings a keening moan from you, as I scrape my nails firmly across your sensitive flesh.

I release your cock and laugh, standing up straight. I reach out and grab your face, digging my nails in a little, and spit in your face. Humiliation washes over you as my spittle drips from your face, so I do it again, then smile broadly.

"Do you know how long it's been since I took a shower?" I ask you.

I know that you do, because I told you, on the phone before I made the run over. But that doesn’t matter. What matters is that it’s part of the ritual. You want me dirty. You pay me to be dirty. You pay me more to be fucking filthy.

“No, Mistress,” you say.

“Too long!” I hiss. “And it’s all for you, pervert! You want to taste this filthy, messy cunt?” I grab my crotch. “Fine, then. But next time I want you just as dirty as I am. That shouldn’t be hard, you fucking pervert!”

You gulp. “Yes, Mistress,” you say.

I hawk. I spit in your face again. This time it’s thick, viscous. Humiliation spreads over your face, deepening with each insult.

"Get your clothes off, perv,” I say. “I went without showers for you, so you get to give me a bath. And then you're getting dirty again, and this time you won't wash it off."

I withdraw and plant myself in the big vinyl armchair, the one I love to sit in when you're servicing me. Normally I'd prefer leather, especially since it's on your dime, but this armchair has certain advantages. The vinyl material of is virtually indestructible, very important for my purposes; no amount of wetness has so far proven able to damage it.

The arms of the chair are just cushy enough for my legs to fit over, so I can spread my legs just right while you kneel and your mouth works on me for as long as I want it to, which is where the wetness usually comes from -- your drool and my juices, and occasionally far more than that.

But I don’t spread my legs, this time.

I say harshly: “You don’t get pussy today, slave. Not even just to eat.”

I straighten my legs and show you my filthy pink sneakers.

“I ran for miles today,” I say. “Wash my feet, sissy.”

You look at me, blankly, as if you feel betrayed. You breathe hard. You were counting on eating my pussy. You look ashamed.

I laugh at you.

“I gave you orders, perv! Get down here! Lick my feet!” I lift my legs and wave my pink sneakers in front of you. “Massage them, rub them, caress them. Make love to them, sissy... and maybe I’ll let you have pussy next time.”

I see the pain of denial in your face. You’re intensely ashamed to be denied the humiliation of eating my dirty pussy.

That's why it gives me such pleasure.

“Here,” I say. “Let me help you.”

I pop the footrest and leave my feet up. I get undressed without getting up. You watch me, enraptured, as I strip. 

I wriggle in the chair, pulling the tight running shorts over my ass and down my legs and over the filthy pink sneakers I've been wearing for five solid days, four nights -- even, two of them, while I was sleeping.

And I haven't changed my socks.

Once my lower half is bare except for the sneakers, I pull the sports halter over my head, showing you my sweaty tits.

Mostly naked, now, I sprawl in the recliner, legs spread and filthy feet up on the footrest.

I can smell them from here, and it disgusts me. That makes it even more pleasant for me to make you clean them, make you smell and love and caress them with your tongue, because it disgusts me that you want it so bad. So help me, that makes my pussy wet. My pussy smells even more strongly than my feet, but that just arouses me. Feet bad, pussy good. That’s why you’re going to pleasure my feet, you bad little slut. It’s your punishment for showering without my permission.

“What are you waiting for, sissy?” I hiss. “Get naked! Get down here and worship my feet!”

You obey me. Your pink yoga pants and lavender camisole hit the floor. The thong remains behind, until I snap my fingers and point at it. You lower the thong to your ankles and step out of it. It’s really skimpy. The back’s just a string. That thing must have really been rubbing up against your asshole, you poor thing.

Naked, you come over and stand before me, trembling. You start to lower yourself to your knees.

“Stop!” I bark. “Stay!” You look at me blankly. “Just like that, sissy. Stand there a minute. I want to look at you.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You’re really girly, now, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” you say.

“Did you touch it this week?”

You look insulted. “No, Mistress!”

“Liar!” I laugh. “I think you touched it.”

“No, Mistress. Only to clean it.”

“I doubt that,” I say. “I think you stroked it a little.”

I’m referring, of course, to your cock. There it is, sticking out from your smooth body. It’s gorgeous. I love it... particularly the glittering ring I made you have pierced through it.

“No, Mistress,” you say. “Only to clean it.”

“So you say,” I laugh. “I’m going to ask you again, slave. Did you jack off this week?”

“No, Mistress!”

“Promise?” I giggle.

“I promise, Mistress,” you say, your voice shaking. “I didn’t masturbate! I’d never do that without permission, Mistress!”

“Good,” I purr. “Because... what happens if I find out you did?”

Your voice is rapturous as you say the terrifying phrase.

“I lose it,” you tell me.

“Lose what?”

“My cock,” you say.

“That’s right,” I smile. I make a scissors-gesture with my fingers. I watch the tremors of pleasure make their way down through your body.

“I promise, Mistress.”

You sound genuinely scared... as if I’d really do that? Only if you begged me, and only by helping you pick out a surgeon online. That would be kind of hot, but outside the confines of my usual service-for-fee arrangement.

I look over your feminized body, feeling pride. It's never easy to stay dominant when I see you naked like this; the sight of your body all toned and ripe and feminized, ready for pleasure -- mine first, yours only on my sufferance -- is enough to make me melt.

And you do look unbelievably handsome when you're in the midst of being dominated and humiliated the way I’m doing.

It's enough to make a girl want to wrap herself up in your arms and push your little cock up inside her.

But I won’t do that, because that isn’t how it’s done.

Instead, I look you over again, laughing. 

“Such a cute little thing. I can’t believe you let me stop you from touching it. Did you? Are you telling me the truth?”

“Yes, Mistress. I mean, no, Mistress. I didn’t touch it. I mean, just to clean it. And to keep it tucked. I didn’t jerk off, Mistress.”

“I think you’re lying. You’re telling me you don’t touch it when I’m not around, sissy?”

“No, Mistress,” you murmur. “I don’t. I promise I don’t. I mean, just to wash it or tuck it...”

“Do you touch it and then lie to me about it?”

“No, Mistress,” you whimper. “I promise.”

Again, I make the snipping gesture. I moan softly with the pleasure of fear.

“I’m not so sure,” I tell you. “That makes me want to hurt it a little, just to be sure. If it doesn’t stay hard, maybe you're not as horny as you pretend. Maybe you haven’t been obeying my masturbation moratorium.”

“I have, Mistress!” you say.

“Then you’ve got nothing to fear. Come closer, sissy.”

“Yes, Mistress,” you gulp miserably.

You move closer in tiny steps. I have to crook my finger at you three times before you're standing close enough for me to reach out and kick your cock. 

You flinch. Your cock stays hard.

“Closer,” I purr.

You take one mini-step closer. I slide down in the big armchair.

I kick your big, swollen balls.

You gasp in pain.

“Spread your legs, sissy,” I say.

You obey, your face showing fear.

“Wider,” I say.

You obey me, your fear growing. Finally, you stand, feet wide apart, thighs in an inviting “V.” Your balls are there, huge, swollen, the perfect target.

“Keep them apart, sissy,” I say.

I lean down and kick you again, harder, this time right in the balls.

You whimper and shudder all over. I kick you four, five, six, seven times. You struggle to stay upright and not close your legs.

I savor the look of shame and hungry excitement on your face. It makes me feel much more dominant. It makes me want to hurt and humiliate and degrade you, which is, quite honestly, what I'm here for.

I switch to my left foot and continue kicking. Eight, nine, ten, eleven, twelve... each time, you shiver all over and struggle to remain standing and spread for me. The truth is, there’s not much force behind my kicks... but that doesn’t matter. Even a sissy hates getting kicked in the balls.

Except for the sick, perverted ones who like it.

I get more aroused with each time my pink sneaker connects to your swollen balls.

Pretty soon, I’m so turned on I need to get down to business.

I look you up and down, my eyes lingering on your cock.

“It stayed hard,” I laugh. “So I guess you obeyed me, slave... maybe. You get to keep it... for now.”

“Yes, Mistress,” you say, relieved... and more aroused than ever.

I say, “But it’s still too damned tiny to fuck, of course. I need a real cock in me. Get me my dildo. You know the one."

You do know the one -- it’s the one that always makes me cum. It’s the silicone cock with the heavy bulb on it. That bulb is nice and smooth for working my G-spot. You get more turned on when I use more anatomical dildos -- ones with veins and ridges and sculpted cockheads. But I like this one. It’s emerald-green and completely smooth, like you are now. Its texture is deliciously hard. I love it. That's why I keep it here. It gives you something special to keep for our little meetings.

You retrieve my favorite toy from the bedroom, and present it to me. I snatch it from your hand and cradle it against my thigh while I hook you with my foot and guide you down onto your knees.

I hold out the dildo.

"Get it wet for me," I tell you.

You obediently take the dildo in your mouth.

I hold it for you at first, letting you get the feel of it.

Then, once you’ve gotten your cocksucker-legs under you, I thrust the cock forward, making you drink it deeper until you gag. 

I get up on my knees on the armchair and lean forward so I can grab your hair and guide your head up and down onto it.

I see your eyes going deep into subspace as you suck cock for me. I laugh.

I pull your head back and withdraw the dildo. 

I lean back in the chair.

I cradle the dildo against my naked body, holding it between my tits. I push them together a little, creating a valley for the dildo to use as a resting-place.

“Mmmmm,” I purr. “I like it here. Wouldn't a nice big cock look good between my tits, sissy?”

“Yes, Mistress,” you say.

“I know it sure would feel good. I’ve half a mind to go out and get one. I mean one attached to a real man. I hold the dildo out, pointing at your cock, as if to emphasize the size difference between them.

“That little thing isn’t going anywhere near my titties or my mouth, is it, sissy?”

“No, Mistress,” you answer me.

“If it was bigger, it would. In fact... if it was bigger...” I return the dildo to its place between my tits. “I’d let you do almost anything to me.”

I push my tits together again and start to playfully fuck the valley created. I’m all sweaty, so the dildo slips nice and easy. I lean down, purse my lips, spit on the emerald cock. I rub the cock all over them, between them. I pinch my nipples while you watch, your smaller cock throbbing.

I spit and drool till I’m simply covered with spittle. My titties glimmer with it. So does the 

The implication is obvious, but I say it anyway.

“If you had a cock this big, sissy, you’d get your dick sucked. You know that, right?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“You’d get to fuck me, too. I’d love to fuck a hot girl like you if you had a dick this big. You know that, too, don't you?”

“yes, Mistress,” you say.

I make a show of tit-fucking myself some more, while you watch.

“And you’d even get to fuck these,” I say. “You could tit-fuck me and cum on my face.” I dig my fingers into my tits, pressing in and trapping the dildo between them. “You could just grab my big tits, shove them together, tit-fuck me and blow your load all over my pretty face... would you like that, sissy?”

You whimper, “Yes, Mistress. I would love that.”

“Too bad you’re so small,” I laugh. I shove the dildo out for you again. “Now show me again how a bitch sucks a dick. No! Don’t kneel yet! Just bend over, sissy. Bend over and show that ass to whoever’s out the window.”

There’s nobody out the window, but the humiliating posture serves its purpose anyway. You obey me, leaning down and taking the emerald dildo into your mouth. It already gleams with my spit, which has to make it even more humiliating to suck it for me. But I want to see you drooling on it. I want you drooling for dick.  That's how a sissy learns to love it.

“Wetter,” I say. “Remember, you’re getting it wet for my pussy, baby. A pussy you’ll never get to feel around your cock.”

You obey, drooling as you pump your mouth on the emerald cock, until beads of spit run out all over my hand.

You get distracted, absorbed in your task. When I’m satisfied that the dildo’s wet enough to serve its purpose and you’ve been humiliated enough to serve yours, I plant my filthy pink sneaker on your crotch and shove you back.

You stumble.

"Quite a talented little mouth," I laugh.

I put my legs together and straighten them, thrusting my feet out toward you.

"I wonder how you're going to do with something really filthy. Kneel, slave.”

You drop to your knees. I shove both my feet in your face, trapping your cheeks between the soles of my filthy pink sneakers.

"Make them clean, shower-boy.”

"Yes, Mistress," you say, and begin to lick my sneakers.

It’s a fool’s errand, not that I care. There's really not much you can do to clean my filthy sneakers. Nothing short of three to five good machine washings is going to stop them from stinking, but that's hardly the point.

As you lick, I rub the sneakers all over your face, watching the hot flush of humiliation as you inhale the scent of my five days without washing, without changing my shoes.

Speaking of which, I can smell myself, smell my sex, strong and ripe and eager between my spread legs. I move my foot back and tap your face, with exceeding gentleness so I don't hurt you but with enough firmness to make you understand that you've just been kicked in the face.

"Not good enough," I say. "Take them off."

You obediently begin to untie my sneaker; as you slip it off of my foot, the smell hits me, mingling with the ripe scent of my sex and the clean scent of your shower. You untie the other sneaker and take it off, and the smell mounts. You're getting visibly excited, your face red and your breathing short. I stick my socked feet in your face and you breathe deep, smelling them.

"Take off my socks, too," I say. "Put one on your cock.

"Yes, Mistress," you say, and peel off my socks. Now the smell is intense, filling your little living room. It turns me on, especially as you slide my stinking sweat sock over your hard cock.

I stick my bare foot in your face and tell you, "Clean."

You begin to lick, and I have to catch my breath. Especially after five days with the same shoes on, every inch of my foot-flesh is ultra-sensitive. They're always sensitive; so much so that I've almost climaxed from having a foot massage. You take one foot in your hands and caress it while you obediently lick the other, your tongue working from toe to toe and then slowly down across the ball of my feet. Having both feet close to your face requires that I keep my legs spread wide, knees cocked over the soft arms of the easy chair. Your thumbs work the ball of my left foot while your tongue caresses the underside of my right. The sensations flood my body as the scents fill my nostrils. I begin to moan.

The dildo is still glistening with your spittle, but even if it wasn't, it would glide into me easily. I ease it down to my pussy and slide it inside, the head of it spreading and stretching me slightly.

My eyes practically cross as I push the dildo inside me. The combination of sensations is exquisite. There’s pleasure in my feet and pleasure in my pussy. With the pressure of my fingers, my clit enters the mix.

It’s almost too much to take. I want to cum... but not yet.

You service my feet, enthusiastically now, moving from one to the other with your tongue, always working and caressing with your hands while your mouth services me, overwhelming my naked body with arousal.

I can't wait any longer. I push the dildo up into me all the way, feeling the bulb press against my G-spot.

I start to thrust and buck against the chair, fucking myself onto the dildo. My dirty pussy feels tight and drippy. The bulb grinds deliciously against my most sensitive internal spot.

I'm close already -- impossibly, unbearably close. It's been five days, you see -- five days since I've cum. I'm fucking myself hard, now, as you're working that spot that sends shivers through me. It's just behind the ball of my feet, and massaging it is always guaranteed to make my eyes roll back in my head if they aren't already. Right now they are, but a little extra push never hurts, and it makes me moan as I fuck myself rhythmically, feeling my orgasm approaching.

You concentrate on just the one foot, now, the right, the most sensitive one, because you know your Mistress is going to cum. You press firmly on that spot behind the ball as your tongue works the underside of my toes, your breathing deep as you inhale the scent of my feet.

I feel my orgasm coming; it's different than almost any type of orgasm, because inside I feel swollen, full, ready to burst. I can feel the tissue around my G-spot pregnant with wetness. Because it's been five days, you see, five days since I came -- but not since I masturbated. That, I did four or five times a day, the whole time, never letting myself climax. Ever since I trained myself to squirt, I've learned that getting close and backing off, getting close and backing off, made me juicy and swollen and ready to cum inside. It's agony, but it's such pleasure when I let go. And it makes me wet, deep inside, and ready to squirt all over you.

You're about to be drenched, and it'll make that shower you took feel like a spring drizzle.

"Come up here," I snap hoarsely, holding off with great effort. You obey, coming up to my pussy and putting your face close. I'm trembling all over, my naked body almost out of control. I'm going to cum any second. I fuck myself steadily, pausing to rub my clit, and then I feel it about to happen.

I want you to get all of it, so I pull the dildo out of my sex and start to rub my clit vigorously to get myself over the edge. It's so good that I have to really concentrate to prevent my eyes from rolling shut, but I do -- because I want to see you take it. You can't watch, though, because you know you're about to be underwater. You shut your eyes tight and you face takes on a look of rapture in anticipation.

Then I cum.

The first stream drenches your face, soaks your hair, and I see you shivering all over with the heat of it. Pleasure explodes through my body as my ejaculate squirts out all over you. Another stream, and another and another as I keep rubbing my clit, and then there's no rubbing necessary, just my orgasm coursing through me as I soak you. When I'm finally empty I can't stop my eyes from shutting. I go limp in the chair and lay there spread and panting, listening to your low moans.

When I finally take a deep breath and open my eyes, I look at your glistening, dripping face, and smile at you.

"Stand up," I tell you. "You've earned your reward."

You obey me, standing before me with your cock hard and sticking out. You've long since lost the sock, and your cock's now slippery and glistening from the juices running down your face and body. They're still dripping onto me as I cock my legs just right to wrap my feet around your cock. I'm not the most talented girl in the world, but when you're this close and ready to cum, I know I can get you off.

I begin to pump, working l feet up and down your cock. It's hard to keep hold of it, lubed as it is by my ejaculate, but I manage it. It's a turn-on watching you tremble all over. I lay there spread and watching you, jerking you off with my feet. Then your head goes back and you climax, shooting hot cum over my feet; you're so turned on that it shoots all the way up my legs and mingles with the juice all over my legs.

My feet are both covered in your cum as you finish. A look of relief crosses your face.

I start to laugh lightly, with extreme pleasure.

"You got them dirty again," I say, my voice musical.

"Get them clean," I add in a harsher voice. But I don't need to tell you; you know what to do. You're already going down onto your knees, and my eyes roll back as your tongue starts caressing my feet again. I guide the dildo between my legs and slide it back into me as I relax into the chair and sigh with pleasure.

I can still smell my filthy pink sneakers, even though they're all the way on the floor next to us. Their aroma is intoxicating. I think I'll be wearing them again soon.
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Football Groupie by Kendra Jarry

I climbed in the rearmost locker-room window, squirmed across the row of lockers and dropped down onto the floor. It was easy to do with all the weight I had lost, and all the yoga I'd done to get flexible. Sure, my new boobies made it a little bit harder -- D-cups don't like to squeeze through little tiny windows eleven feet off the ground. But, lucky for me, they were store-bought and surgeon-installed, so the bounced right back into their gravity-defying shape. They'd popped right out of my skimpy halter top, but I popped them right back in.

I stood in the deserted row of lockers and heard the football team chattering, their manly shouts echoing through the place. I took a deep breath, smelling man-sweat and cologne and soap and shampoo and... oh, fuck, I was horny.

I'd gotten hard.

I shoved my slim, red-nailed hand down deep into my boyshorts. I shuffled my balls and forced my erect cock down between my legs, forming a kind of fake camel-toe with my scrotum, the way Mistress taught me. I really had to work at it, I was so rock-hard with fear and excitement! And my balls were all tight, hard and swollen, because Mistress doesn’t let me cum unless I beg and beg and beg.

I finally got my hard little dick tucked back between my legs. I spread my legs a little and looked down at my crotch, feeling a thrill of pride at how my poofy ball sack formed that hot little faux came-toe. I almost looked like a girl -- as long as no one made a grab for me!

I could hear the team, stripping down and heading for the showers. More importantly, I could smell them. The scent of their male bodies made me go a little funny in the head.

I moved toward the locker room area, keeping my legs tightly together to try to keep my little boner hidden. It would be a disaster if the football team caught me in here with my boner out! If they found out what I was, I was in trouble.

But I’d be in more trouble if I didn’t back out now. Once I started to do what I came here to do, the stakes would be raised. 

Hot waves of fear cascaded over my feminized body.

I felt like maybe I back out. I should run.

I mean, I hadn't expected to get hard like this. With all of the hormones Mistress had given me, I usually wasn't able to get an erection... even when she has her boyfriends over and fucks them in front of me. I took my pleasure in other ways... fluffing Mistress’s boyfriends and one-night-stands if they want it, or pleasuring her gay friends when they come over to visit. None of her gay friends leave Mistress’s house without the offer of a BJ from me. I mean... most of them take me up on it, so... what was I thinking, trying to pass as a woman? These were straight guys on the football team! They’d know what I was, I suddenly felt sure! They’d know what I was and they’d pound me... and not the way Mistress had taught me to like getting pounded!

I kicked off my flip-flops so I wouldn't make noise tiptoeing across the cement floor.

My heart raced as I walked to the end of the empty row of lockers and rounded the corner.

I found myself in the shower area.

This was where they'd all be naked, in just a few seconds.

I started panicking again. What the fuck was I doing here? I was going to get the shit beaten out of me! I was a guy, at least in their eyes. Even with a rack like mine, I was nothing but a faggot if they saw my dick. When I’d thought my dick would stay soft -- because it always does when I fluff Mistress’s boyfriends -- it seemed safer. Now, I wasn’t so sure. Even if I was a football groupie... a faggot football groupie was just a faggot, even if he looked like a girl!

And as hot as I did with my new titties, I did look like a girl. But if the cat got out of the bag, it wouldn’t matter. I mean, one look at my hard little cock and they'd kick my ass!

I’m going to tell you the truth, though... there was something hot about that. I got off on the danger. What if they figured out who I was.

Oh, I didn't think they would know who I was -- boring old Chris Cook, weakling who couldn't even get a spot on the Cheer Team. I’d tried, and it had gotten around campus, and I had been ridiculed. Boys didn’t try out for Cheer Team. That made them faggots.

But that was a while ago. Over a year. 

It was my Mistress who had done this to me -- Mistress Tatiana, the urban Goddess who loved to take a soft, sweet, submissive boy like loser freshman Chris Cook... and turn her into a highly profitable webcam slut like Crystal Cox.

The Bonham State University Warthogs weren't the kind of guys who jerked off to sissy porn... or were they? Mistress has made me do enough private cam shows that nothing surprised me anymore. Some of them have been for pretty hunky straight guys. So you never know.

But if one of the Warthogs was a fan of T-girl porn there was no way he'd want to admit it in front of his teammates!

If one of them discovered my little dicklet... I was sunk!

What had I been thinking?

I decided to get the fuck out of there.

I didn’t get far. 

Instead, I ran smack-dab into a giant hulk of a man, a veritable mountain of gorgeous flesh.

I recognized him from the website. It was Kirk Bridges. Gorgeous.

And naked.

He had his towel draped over his shoulders. Otherwise, he was totally bare... except he wore his flip-flops.

OMG, he was gorgeous. His hard, muscled chest... his handsome face... his shaved legs... his glorious cock.

OMG, it looked huge. And he was soft! How fucking big did that thing get when it stiffened?

I suddenly wanted to find out. And not just find out how big it got, but... find out how it felt in my mouth... oh, fuck, even... fuck... up my ass... oh yes...

Mistress Tatianna had fucked me there, yeah... but I'd never had real cock in my back door. Would today be the day?

I stared stupidly at Kirk, my eyes flickering from his face to his body to his cock and back again.

My heart raced behind my big, heavy tits.

He looked as surprised as I was... and he definitely seemed to think I was what I appeared to be.

As far as he was concerned, I was a girl. 

Kirk stammered: "Wh-what the fuck are you doing in here? There's, uh... there’s no girls allowed. You were that girl who was... watching us. Um..."

Like I said, I recognized Kirk from the website. I had read numerous quotes from him. I'd read all about his family background, and how he was engaged to some dumb sorority slut. That made me feel even wickeder for throwing myself at him.

I didn't even answer him. I didn't say a word. I just dropped to my knees, leaned in, and took Kirk's big cock in my mouth.

It went so easy, at first... till it hit me what I was doing. I mean, my mind. The part of me that did not want to have sex with men.

By then, though, Kirk had his big, strong hands on my head, his fingers tangled up with my long, blonde hair. His cock was stiffening. He was huge. I'd been right about how the pictures of the guys in those tight pants let me gauge cock-size. I guess it's an instinct or something. From the pictures on the website -- and from checking out their packages in person -- I had guessed that Kirk was probably the best-hung guy on the team.

I started to gag as his cock stiffened and he reached his full length. By then, Kirk was pulling my long, blonde hair, and I had my hands all over him. He'd dropped his towel; he was totally naked except for his flip-flops. Safety first, you know. The last thing a competitive football player wants is a case of athlete's foot, right?

I gagged myself on his cock. I wanted more. I gagged and choked, trying to push his cock down my throat as I caressed his tight, shaved balls with my hands. I ran my fingers up and down his gorgeous, shaved legs, loving how smooth they felt.

I took a deep breath and pushed harder.

"Oh, yeah," he groaned. "Take it all down, bitch. Gulp that cock down."

I wanted to swallow it... struggled to swallow it...

But it was too big. Too thick, too long, too huge and flared at the head.

I just couldn't.

I came up off Kirk's cock, gasping and drooling. Strings of spit ran down over my chin and onto my tits.

"What the fuck?"

I heard male voices behind me.

Laughter erupted.

I turned to look at the whole fucking team... all fifteen of them... rounding the corners and crowding into the shower area to watch me sucking their teammate. They were all naked. Some had their towels around their waists. Some didn't. My head swam as I panted and drooled and moaned wildly, looking at a solid wall of male flesh and huge cock.

My face was bright red. Tears streamed down my face from the triggering of my gag reflex. I mean... remember, Raquel's only five-one, and barely a hundred pounds. Kirk was six-four and one-ninety-eight. That's competition weight, you understand. And yeah, I knew all of them by heart.

"Come on, babe. Why'd you stop?" Kirk grabbed my long blonde hair, pulled out the scrunchie to loosen it, and took a firm hold of it.

Then he pulled my face to his crotch and shoved his dick in my mouth.

He pulled my hair roughly as I began to suck his dick again.

"Got a new friend?" someone laughed.

"What's her name?


"No fuckin' clue," said Kirk.

"Don't you recognize her?" someone else asked.

"She's that hot blonde who was watching us," someone said.

"Yeah," someone else said. "I figured she was just a fuckin' tease!"

"Like I give a shit who she is?" Kirk said. "She sucks dick, that's all I need to know!"

"I fuckin' love me some football groupies," said someone else. "She's gonna blow every one of us, ain't you?"

“Hey,” someone in the back said, sounding naïve -- probably an overachieving sophomore. “Don’t we get to fuck her?”

There was more laughter.

Someone answered: “Hell, no! Don’t you know the rule for this year? After last year’s disaster, Coach says we can't fuck 'em. Too many girls get knocked up!"

“We knocked up like five of them last year!”

“Hell, can’t blame us if football groupies don’t get on birth control!”

More laughter. “It cost the school money to cover it up, though!”

“Hell, like I care? Pussy is pussy!”

“Not this year! This year we get nothing but head!”

Someone confirmed: “Blowjobs only, Coach says.”

“Aw, he never wants us to have any fun!”

More laughter, nasty laughter.

I felt a wave of relief. I’d heard that rumor, too. No dicks-in-pussies, even with condoms.

Hell, I didn’t blame the Coach. I’d seen the quick phonecam video clips of Hammerhead gangbangs on PhotoFap. BSU Warthogs fucked so hard condoms broke all the time!

That’s what I loved about them.

Good ol’ Coach. His prissy little rule about no football groupie gangbangs was my salvation. I’d get to give them all blowjobs... without once having to spread my legs and get found out for what I was.

But his little rule would also doom his team’s reputation.

I couldn’t wait to expose them all as the dumb, horny, hard-dicked jocks that everyone knew they already were. But, better yet, I’d make sure everyone on campus knew they’d been sucked by a sissy.

Not yet, though. For now, they were still talking dirty to me. I guess when you get with a football team, that’s what the “seduction phase” looks like. Damn, these were dirty fuckers! How was it Mistress Tatianna had taught me to like guys like this? I'd never know. I’d never understand it. But she had, and I did... and I wanted them all. I mean, all of them... all down my throat and all over my face and everything.

Someone chortled: "Hell, blowjobs are fun!”

“And this one looks like she loves giving blowjobs!”

“She sure as fuck knows how to suck dick!"

"Oh, yeah!”

“She loves it!”

“We’re all getting’ good head today!”

“Fuckin’ slut!”

“She’s gonna suck all our dicks!”

“Cocksucking whore!”

“Yeah, she loves it!”

“That’s good enough for me!” someone shouted.

“She really loves it!”

"Don't-cha, darling? Don't-cha love to suck football dick?"

I didn't have to answer, because I was still being choked on Kirk's dick. It was a relief not to tell them how badly I wanted their big hard dicks... because it would have made my face turn even redder. Even though Mistress had trained the craving into me long ago, I was still embarrassed by it. That was the idea.

Kirk went right on fucking my face while he and his teammates chatted about my dicksucking proclivities and goaded me on.

“All right,” someone shouted. “Everyone gets a shot at her pretty little face. Look at her go to town!”

“This is gonna fuckin’ rock!” someone howled. “I’m so fuckin’ horny I could pop right now!”

“Get more pictures of her!”

“Oh, yeah... that is one hot little mouth!”

That last one was from Kirk, towering above me, his hips pumping wildly and thrusting his cock down my throat so I choked, gagged and drooled. He pulled my hair. Now and then, he got rough and slapped me.

Others crowded in, impatient to take their turn fucking my face.

My eyes rolled back in my head as pleasure overtook me. The smells of the football team were enough to send me to Heaven. This is just what I’d always wanted... at least, that’s what Mistress says. She says I just never admitted it till she feminized me. Maybe, she admits, I never even knew it.

Well... I knew it now.

Kirk started face-fucking me harder. I let the tears flow as Kirk pulled my hair, roughly, forcing me down on his cock, choking me. I gagged hard, but he wouldn't let up... and so help me, I liked it. I felt a hot wave of arousal going through my unfamiliar body. My dick felt so fucking hard it was like I would squirt right in my thighs. I knew the crotch of my boyshorts was already soaked from precum. My nipples were hard as pebbles. They get real hard now that I've got those big double-D's. There's all this pressure on them from the implants, see, so my nips get extra-sensitive.

Kirk slapped my face. I liked it. I groaned and tried harder to deep-throat his cock.

The rougher Kirk got, the more turned on I got.

I let him push me down on his cock, feeling my throat close up and then relax as I held his dick at the right angle, needing both of my hands to hold onto it. He was so huge that I couldn't keep it in place unless I got both hands around the base.

I gagged and drooled, gasped and choked. My eyes ran. The mascara wasn't waterproof after all... I knew because I could feel how thick my tears were as they poured in rivers down my pretty cheeks. They splattered, black, onto my big, mostly-exposed boobs.

"No," someone said, much, much closer. "Don't you know who she is?"

"I think I've seen her online!"

"She probably goes here!"

"I bet she's got her picture in the 'Girls of BSU' group at PhotoFap!"

I felt a rush of excitement. Whoever recognized me probably did so because he'd jerked off to my sissy porn. Or maybe I'd genuinely been mistaken for a "Girl of BSU."

Either way, someone said, "I gotta get my phones. This is too good!"

Next thing I knew, there were multiple phones out, held by naked football studs. Flashes went off. I was blinded.

"What's your name, baby?" asked one of the guys.

I let Kirk's cock pop out of my mouth and whimpered eagerly:

"Crystal," I said.

I went right back to sucking Kirk's cock. Flashes popped all around me.

"You go here?" someone else asked.

"Mmmm-hmmm," I purred around Kirk's dick.

"What's your last name?"

I started rubbing my face up and down on the underside of Kirk's huge prick. I lapped at his balls.

"Crystal Cook," I said, feeling my heart race.

Then I slurped my drooly way up Kirk's giant dick, opened wide, and swallowed it all the way down.

"Crystal Cook," someone said. "You've been tagged. Uploading... now!" He laughed uproariously. "Hope you don't mind!"

I licked my way down to Kirk's balls and went on jacking his cock as I worshipped his firm, shaved nuts.

"Not at all," I said. "I love to be on camera. I wanna be all over the group sucking football team dick."

"You're a football groupie?"

"Uh-huh," I whimpered as I rubbed my face over Kirk's balls. "But only just blowjobs," I said. Wedging my thighs tightly together, I added, meekly but flirtatiously:

"Only just blowjobs, please? I'm not... I'm not on the pill."

There was a big round of laughs.

"Aw, come on, Crystal! I'll just put it in a little bit, all right? Just a few pumps, Crystal! I promise, I'll pull out! I'll cum on your face!"

I moaned, "I love it when guys cum on my face. Just let me suck your cocks." I lapped at the underside of Kirk's shaft and reached out for more dick.

A few seconds later, I had both hands filled with football player dick.

"Yeah, Crystal? You wanna suck us all?"

"Mmm-hmm," I moaned around Kirk's balls.

Three different guys held their phones in my face. I knew they were probably on video.

"Tell us," one of the guys growled.

Three phones were pointed at me... recording video of me with a dick in my face.

So I said it loud and clear:

"I'll suck you off," I moaned. I looked at the phone-cameras, my face dripping with cum and spit. "All of you. I'll give you blowjobs. You fuck my face. But, no, I don't... I don't go... I won't go all the way. But I'll suck all your cocks. Please let me suck all your cocks?"

There was a cheer from the crowd. Fifteen guys, the BSU Warthogs... all exquisitely fuckable football studs.

And they thought they were about to get blown by a real girl.

Oh, I was so scared. And so fucking hot. This was the ultimate revenge. I'd been away from college for a whole year... I was a new person... but this was an exquisite comeback.

I'd make these hard-bodied perverts love it.

Desperately, I repeated: "Please, let me suck all your cocks?"

Flashes went off. Three guys were not using flashes, though... their phones were close to me, capturing the video, complete with audio, of me begging for cock.

"Got it?" growled Luke.

"Got it all!" "Got it!" "I got the footage!" Three guys talking, all at once. 

"Uploading now!"

Kirk shoved his cock in my mouth again, laughing.

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

I gagged on his cock again, trying to get him all the way down my throat again.

It wasn't easy... even though I was a pro now. Kirk was really well-hung.

"Yeah, baby," Kirk grunted. "Yeah, Crystal. You like deep-throating? You love to swallow that cock?"

Kirk had his hands nice and tight in my hair, pumping my face so drool ran out all over my tits. I was close to finally swallowing his cock, so I didn't bother to answer. I just opened wide... and took it.

I finally felt my throat giving way under the hard pressure of Kirk's rough thrusts. My throat relaxed around Kirk's huge cock. My red-painted lips settled down to the base of his shaft, my lips pressing against his shaved balls.

"Oh, yeah... look at that!" Kirk sighed. "This girl's an expert!"

"That's one easy deep-throat," said someone else. "You ain't exactly tiny, Kirk!"

"Yeah, she likes that. Don't you, Kristin?" 

"Crystal!" Someone corrected him.

"Whatever!" Kirk laughed. "One pussy's just like another." I giggled inside, knowing this time Kirk was wrong... but he'd never know it.

He kept on talking dirty to me: "Yeah, Crystal, you really love it. You love that cock, don't you, slut? Don't you love having your face fucked?"

I gurgled a sort of "Mmm-hmmm!" sound, but it got lost in the loud sound of slapping as Kirk's balls smacked into my face. Spittle run everywhere. 

I had my hands out, stroking another guy's cock with each hand... not even knowing whose dicks I was stroking. 

"Damn! You sure you don't wanna go all the way, Crystal?"

"Yeah, come on... just lemme put it in a little!"

"I'll wear a rubber, I promise!"

"Mmmm-mmm!" I said, shaking my head as I went on sucking Kirk's dick and jacking off two other guys. I felt waves of fear: Any second, one of them could grab me, force my legs open... and find my hard little dick.

Then I'd be screwed. So... in the meantime...

...I'd better enjoy myself.

Flashes popped. The guys were all taking pictures... and a lot of them.

They uploaded them all as they shot them.

"There we go," someone said. "Direct upload... straight to the 'Girls of BSU!' gallery on PhotoFap! And... it's live! Oh, yeah! That is one hot picture! Already getting 'likes'!"

"Yeah?" grunted Kirk as more flashes popped. "Well, I fuckin' like it!"

"You hear that, Crystal?" someone else chortled. "You're gonna be a fuckin' porn star! You like that?"

I tried to ignore him, but the weight of my guilt fueled a new wave of cock-hunger. I felt like I had no choice but to lose my anxiety in the task of eagerly sucking Kirk's cock.

"Oh, yeah!" someone crowed.

"Look at that slut go!"

"She really loves it!"

"That is one dickwhore, right there! Good girl, Crystal!"

Flashes kept going off... dozens of pictures. Pretty soon, hundreds. Every guy there seemed to have grabbed his camera... except Kirk, of course. He was too busy getting his dick sucked.

"Gimme some of that!" someone barked as the flashes erupted.

"Me, too!" shouted someone else.

"Hell, no! Wait your turn!" Kirk grunted. "I'm close... she's almost... oh, yeah! Oh, fuck yeah!"

I had my lips down almost to the base of Kirk's cock when he started to pulse with a huge, pungent load. That meant he didn't cum in my mouth... he came straight down my throat.

It was an intense sensation... being filled up like a car at a gas pump.

I felt Kirk's huge load pumping into me and swelling my belly... warm and slick, soothing and slippery, hot streams of jizz shooting straight down my gullet.

I had to hold myself down there for a long time to really milk every last drop out of Kirk's huge dick. When I finally came up for air, I was dizzy and confused. Thick spittle ran out of my mouth and completely covered my chin, running down to make my tits all shiny.

"Oh, yeah!" someone cried, grabbing my hair and forcing my head back. He put his camera in my face... and so did four or five other guys, crowding around.

"Look at that pretty face. Mouth wide open... drooling... just like a real cockslut!"

"Smile for the camera, Crystal!"

Flashes blinded me again and again.

Finally, I shut my eyes and just let them shoot me from every angle.

"Please," I whimpered. "Don't post them too many places. I mean... it's not like I want everyone to see..."

"Sorry, Crystal! Too late to get cold feet now! Everyone will see, all right! You’re gonna be everywhere on campus, and soon!"

“Oh, God,” I whimpered. “Really? No, you’re just messing with me, right?”

Guffaws rang out through the locker room. Football studs high-fived each other. I squirmed in arousal as they continued photographing my humiliated, beet-red face.

"But I mean, really, guys, um... everyone? Maybe just a few places, but... don't post it all over the place or anything, okay?"

There was more laughter... 

“We’ll post it everywhere, slut. Even if we don’t, whoever gets it from the PhotoFap group is already posting it. It’s everywhere, Crystal.”

“Oh, God,” I moaned, feigning terror and desperately pressing my thighs together to keep my dick hidden. “OMG, what if my boyfriend sees?”

“He’ll know you’re a cheating fuckin’ slut,” someone laughed, and someone else, someone with a huge hand and a really big dick, grabbed the back of my head and pried my mouth open.

Then he stuck his very big dick in my mouth and started to face-fuck me, choking me on his huge dick. I didn’t even see who it was; my eyes were blurred with tears of shame.

I was putting on a really good act. This had been the plan all along, of course. Once those photos were out there... it only remained for me to follow them up with some high-resolution stills like the promo shots Mistress had me pose for... and some video from my T-girl cam shows... video where my hard little dick was out, pointing right at the camera...

But that would come later. Right now, I had dick to service... and I didn’t mind that one bit. I was going to enjoy the sucking-cock part almost as much as the revenge. Hell, maybe more. 

Whoever was in my mouth started to face-fuck roughly, slapping my face and pulling my hair. 

Mistress has conditioned me to like it rough. I expect it rough. Her boyfriends are straight, so it’s not like they want me to fluff them unless they can really dominate me. I mean, they aren’t sissy faggots like me. Slapping me around is part of the way they show me who’s boss... and I like it. Mistress is really good at making me like it.

As I opened wide and let my sissy-slut face get fucked, more flashes popped all around me.

“Yeah!” someone howled. “Seven thousand likes!”

“Eight thousand, here!” someone else crowed.

I choked on cock, black tears running down my face.

#

They traded me off, two or three of them at a time, holding my face back to blind me with the flashes as they took more pictures of my pretty face stuffed full of dick. There were lipstick streaks down their shafts and drool and pre-cum all over my face, running down my chin and onto my exposed tits. They fucked my face harder the more photos they racked up. Sharing me with every guy on campus -- and by extension every guy in the world -- got them hotter and made them want to work me over even more savagely.

That made it even harder to keep my dick in place. I love big, strong, hard men working me over. Mistress taught me to love them. She made me learn to love them.

But I’d never experienced anything like this. This was the roughest, hardest, hottest blow-bang I’d ever dreamed of. Harder than anything I’d ever seen on video. It was a fantasy come true.

I had never been this turned on in all my life. To me, this game was exquisitely arousing. It was what I had always really wanted from these studs -- even when I was playing at being a boy, I had busted my ass to try out for the Cheer Team, and being humiliated because boys who are cheerleaders are faggots to begin with.

And maybe that’s what had led me into the arms of my Mistress.

But now I was getting what I'd always wanted: Hard, rough, unforgiving, uncompromising dick. Now that I’d started these events in motion... I couldn’t say “no.”

It was my favorite thing in the world. 

This was the same game I had played with Mistress.

I was playing at being "reluctant."

To me, that was hot. In fact, it got my little dick so hard I could barely keep it touched. I wanted them to be rough, tough, cruel, insistent, manly. I wanted them to overpower me, to be assholes to me, to post my pictures not caring if I wanted them posted.

I did want them posted. Everywhere.

They didn't know that, though... douchebags. They were just assholes, as I'd anticipated.

And that made my little dick throb even harder. It made me drool for their cocks.

Lucky for me, they were playing to type. They all laughed and high-fived each other and took more pictures.

#

It took them more than two hours to use me up. They weren’t finished with me until every last one of them had come back for sloppy seconds. I gave it to them.

They were sloppy, all right. I was covered in jizz.

Finally, they heard the Coach coming and shoved me out the back door.

It was a long walk back to Mistress's car. 

I had never felt so humiliated.

Right here in public, crossing the campus of the college I’d once attended, I was walking free and open as an obvious cumslut.

I was covered from face to tits to belly. Even my hair was matted with it.

It wasn’t easy for me to do, but I knew Mistress Tatianna would be pleased that I had done it. The more shameless I am, the more she rewards me. Usually with hard dick... by letting me fluff some guy who’s about to fuck her, or giving me to one of her gay friends for a night or two.

I took some pictures as I crossed campus, making sure Mistress Tatianna could see the important campus landmarks... with my cummy face, jizz-matted hair and dripping titties right there in the foreground.

I was intensely aroused, my little dick rock-hard.

She’d really turned me into a cumslut. I guess I liked to be out here in public, with all this cum dripping off of my face and my tits. As I walked, some of it congealed on me. The rest ran down over my body, dripped off my tits or trickled over my flat belly and then down my legs after soaking my Boyshorts.

I left a snail trail as I walked to the remote parking lot.

I had to walk with my thighs together so I didn’t let my little dick pop free. It seemed less important now that I’d done what I came here to do, but... why spoil the illusions until after I’d made it safely to the car? I liked thinking of myself as a “real girl” who did this kind of filthy shit.

It wasn’t a busy time on campus, and it was just after dark. But I definitely got noticed... and it was obvious that some of the people who saw me knew what the slimy liquid all over me was. Hell, some of them walked by me close enough to smell it.

Guys couldn't believe their eyes. It was obvious what I was: a slut in tight shorts and a halter top, sucking cock till she was covered in cum, dripping with it. I had just been bukkaked.

It was hot the way guys looked at me. 

They all regarded me like I was a piece of meat. I’ve never felt so humiliated... or so aroused and desired. I was finally the filthy slut I had always wanted to be... and the filthy slut Mistress had promised to make me.

As for the girls? They just stared in shock. 

What a slut, their eyes seemed to say, condemning me. You make it worse for all women, you bitch.

I couldn’t argue with that. If I hadn't been down on my knees in that locker room sucking football-player cock, maybe some real girl would have, right?

It all made my dick throb even harder.

I finally reached Mistress's Jaguar, parked in the far corner of the Southwest Remote Lot. The sun was starting to go down. I popped Mistress's trunk and got out several towels from the large pile I'd packed. I wiped myself down, getting the most extreme globs of cum off of my face, tits, and body.

There wasn't much I could do about my hair, though. I just toweled myself off and put down a bunch more towels on Mistress's front seat and over the back of it. I got a fresh pair of flip-flops from the trunk and stepped into them, just to make sure I didn't drip too much jizz onto her pedals. Mistress hates that.

I kept the windows closed so I could smell the rank, sharp, musky odor of fifteen football studs' cum... multiple loads from each. Who knows? There might have been more. Once I really got going, they could have invited their friends. I wouldn't even have noticed. I was too busy sucking every cock that got shoved in my face.

The second I settled into the seat, I had to spread my legs and -- you guessed it -- my little dicklet popped free of its tuck between my legs and bulged through my skimpy boyshorts.

I reached down and grabbed my cock. I was so horny that I started stroking it through the thin, clingy material of my boyshorts before I even took a moment to pull the waistband down and free my cock.

Stroking my small shaft, I whimpered in desperation, wanting to cum but knowing I needed permission.

I clawed for my phone.

I texted Mistress.

I thumbed out: "This slave set its revenge in motion as Goddess ordered."

I thought I'd wiped up pretty good, but I left cummy fingerprints across the screen as I took a picture and sent it to her.

I breathed hard, touching my cock more gingerly as I neared my orgasm. I wouldn’t dare cum without Mistress’s permission, but... oh, how I wanted to!

A moment later, Mistress texted me back: "I see that, slave. I've been watching the PhotoFap group. You really made a whore of yourself. I like the selfie even more. Either way, you’re a real cumslut."

I typed back, "Thank You, Goddess. I tried."

She responded: “You can have your reward, but only if you video it. Jerk yourself off. Catch it in your hand. smear it all over your slut face and tits. Lap it up."

I texted back: “Yes, Mistress.”

I switched my smartphone over to onboard video camera mode. 

I took some footage of my hard dick, first, of course, just to show her how hard I’d gotten by being a total fucking cumslut.

Then I ran the camera up my body to show off my new tits and my pretty, messy, cummy face. I figured Mistress might want to share this video with some of her boyfriends, even if just to laugh at me. That’s part of her modus operandi, and -- obviously -- it works. She’s gotten me so used to the humiliation that I fucking crave it.

So I made sure the video was really filthy. It wasn’t hard, with how messy I was. After some video of cum dripping off of my tits and stuff, I pursed my lips and pointed my phone’s onboard video camera at me. Then I posed and pouted like a good little slut. Then I panned down my body and held the phonecam on my little dick. I held my phone with one hand and my cock with another.

I started jerking.

It only took a few strokes; that's how aroused I was. Cum blasted out into my cupped fingers; I struggled to catch it all, knowing the close-up camera was capturing it all at a focal distance of just a few millimeters.

I got cum all over my phone, but I didn't care. I licked the little black dot of the camera lens clean before I started lapping the months’ worth of jizz from my cupped hand. I made sure Mistress got lots of detail.

I finished by giving the camera a kiss.

I glanced quickly through the footage. It wasn't great -- too blurry, too cummy -- but... it definitely showed my ruined slut face and my feminine body... and my little cock.

I texted the video to my Mistress.

I included a message: "Thank you for making me take my revenge, Mistress."

"The pompous bastards deserve it," she said. "They got some choice shots of you. Very good video, too. I've got it downloading now. Once it's secure, I'll post the footage of you with your cummy face and hard little dick... along with links to the join page of your site. Press releases will be at all major news networks in the morning."

I couldn't suppress the savage giggle. It was the response of fear, coupled with excitement. I knew those football studs would be pretty mad... but Mistress would keep me safe. Even if she wasn't perfectly capable of protecting me, her half-dozen sexy black boyfriends sure as hell were. They liked my slutty mouth almost as much as my Mistress does.

"Once this hits the news," Mistress texted me back, "You'll be the biggest T-girl porn star in the world for a while. Expect to work a whole lot for the next couple years."

My dick was spent, but after a month of enforced chastity I was already getting hard again.

I begged Mistress by text:

"This slut is still very, very horny, Goddess. May this worthless cunt-slut cocksucker whore sissy faggot bitch stroke itself off again?"

Mistress responded instantly: "No, slave. Get your ass on the freeway. It's a long drive home. I want you in my arms before midnight. You're going to spend all night in the bed between me and Rashid, not in the cage as usual. Plan for a very long night, slave. And I don't care if you're tired from all of those dicks. You know how Rashid is. You'll be even more tired by morning. You're not going to get much sleep tonight."

Shivering with building arousal, I fumbled, my hands shaking, as I thumbed out:

"Yes, Goddess."

I touched my cock, gripping tightly, feeling its rock-hard texture... which never happens anymore, so recently after getting off.

I was briefly tempted to disobey Mistress and jack myself off.

But what kind of a person would do that?

I felt the warmth of love in my heart as I left my old campus and got on the freeway, heading home to see my Mistress. One night pinned between my Mistress and Rashid was just the beginning of my reward for being such a slut.

The real reward was the life I'll spend imagining the looks on the faces of those pompous football studs when they first see the video footage of me with my hard dick jutting out.

This was the sweetest revenge. Only Mistress could have guided me to it.
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Home Gym by Meredith Marshall

"Let's crank it up another notch, shall we?" I said, taking great pleasure in the fear that showed in Kendra's eyes.

I leaned over and punching the up-arrow on the treadmill control panel. "I think I'll take it up another half-mile an hour. Won't that be fun?"

Kendra groaned as the treadmill quickened. Its speed increased smoothly, going up by zero-point-one miles an hour with each touch of my fingers to the control panel. 

Supposedly, that was meant to make the workout easier and more effective for the user. For us, the smoothness just served as part of the delicious ballet my horny sissy slut was compelled to engage in on my say-so.

Soon, the treadmill had increased from two-point-five to three miles an hour. Kendra was forced to follow suit, desperately racing to keep up. She struggled to move her chained-together, latex-clad legs as fast as she could, tottering in the eight-inch platform heeled boots she wore. They padlocked around her ankles and again higher up, near her knees, where the electric-blue of the patent-leather boots blended into the peach-colored latex of Kendra's suit.

The effect of the sooth, peach-colored latex engulfing her body was that Kendra looked much like a white girl wearing electric-blue high-heeled boots... and nothing else. Her body looked exquisitely smooth, which made her seem more feminine. Perhaps most importantly, I knew the slut was sweating like crazy under the tight layer of latex.

The inner D-ring on each of the electric-blue patent-leather high-heeled boots gave me extra power, too. Kendra’s ankles were joined together by a narrow chain that swayed and rattled as she ran. 

The chain limited Kendra's stride. It ensured that even at only three miles an hour -- a fast walk, but not yet a run -- Kendra was forced to struggle to make haste. 

It was also incredibly difficult for Kendra to keep her balance in those ridiculous heels.

It made me wet watching the little bitch try to keep up with my demands.

"No," I purred. "That isn't fast enough. You're still going easy. I need you sweating for me. How about if I speed you up a little? That would please me, and you like that, don’t you, sissy? It turns me on to see you work your ass off for me. You want me turned on, don’t you? When I get turned on, I do crazy things... maybe I’ll even fuck you, baby..."

I started pushing the speed up, touching the up-button with a sensuous pleasure as I watched my sissy struggle. A shriek came from behind Kendra's cock-gag. The beep of the increase sounded pleasantly ominous. The treadmill increased the speed up at intervals of zero-point-one miles per hour... one with each push of the button.

Each touch, each beep, was torture to Kendra. She wailed behind the huge cock in her mouth.

"I'm glad I gagged you," I teased her. "How does my ass taste?"

I'd shoved the plug up my ass before fitting it into Kendra's ring gag and securing it there to keep the slut quiet while she suffered.

She fought to keep up, moving her latex-clad legs as if her life depended on it.

I heard her pathetic whimpers rising quickly, until she was back to shrieking behind the gag. 

Just because it was so delightful to hear her crying out in fear and agony, I "accidentally" overshot the threatened four-point-five... and hit four-point seven before I let out a happy giggle.

"Whoops!" I said. "Well, let's stick with four-point-seven, then. You can handle that, can't you?"

Kendra tried to shake her head, but it wasn't easy to do while she struggled to keep up with the racing treadmill. Her head was covered with a latex hood, integral to the catsuit she wore. The catsuit was circled at the waist by a thick rubber belt, to which Kendra's rubber wrist cuffs were attached. She had no hands to catch herself if she fell. This was all integral to the catsuit... which meant that it was nearly seamless.

That bitch was sweating beneath the tight latex. I knew she had to be hot. Not in her usual blonde, slutty way, either. I mean in temperature. I bet her balls were just bathed in sweat. I bet it trickled down her legs and ran into her boots.

She kept on running.

Kendra's gag was also integral to her hood. I liked it that way. More adaptable. It wasn't always a cock-gag. It had a metal ring, to which I could fit a cock-shaped plug if I wanted to shut up my sissy... like now. There was a black leather strap that snapped across the base of whatever short, fat dildo I shoved in there, to make sure it remained in her and she remained quiet.

But if I wanted "access" to that hot, tight little cock-socket -- or if my male friends did -- then I left the ring wide open. When I did that, Kendra's pretty mouth was fully accessible to any cock that wanted to use it, whether it was silicone like mine, or flesh-and-blood like my boyfriends’ cocks.

Not all of the men I brought home had used Kendra’s face as a cock sleeve. I wished they would, because I love to see real men get sucked off by sissies I’ve built. Mostly, I know how much sissies crave it. And Kendra was the hottest cock-socket I’d ever built.

I had fucked a lot of guys, tempting them home with promises of no-strings-attached sex. Others, I kept on speed-dial, fuckbuddies I knew or didn’t know... but still liked to fuck. Some were just friends who got benefits because they had big cocks.

I made the offer to each guy who came home with me, and each friend or fuckbuddy who came over to fuck me: “We can do it one of three ways.” If a guy was shy, he could elect to fuck me in the bedroom with Kendra in the next room. If he was a little less shy, he could have her there, blindfolded; less shy than that, and he’d let her watch as I got my much-needed dose of daily dick.

Only a few of my sex partners elected to put their dicks in my slut sissy’s mouth. But that was changing. I’d already noticed that it was happening far more often as I made Ken more thoroughly into Kendra. The girlier she got, the more my male friends and fuckbuddies wanted to "try her out."

Don’t get me wrong: I’d date more bi men if I could, or straight men who didn’t have their masculinity threatened by having a woman-made-bimbo like Kendra pleasure their dicks with her slut-hole. But when you fuck for volume, the way that I do, you can’t be too picky. I bring a whole lot of straight guys home, and most of them prefer to get blowjobs from females like me who were “born this way.” Failing that, they wanted a BJ from a girl who looked like a girl.

Kendra was getting there. The more she worked out, the more weight she would lose. She’d get more girly as she slimmed up. That’s why I worked her like this. She had already lost so many pounds, but she needed to lose more, because I said so. I got off making her lose it almost as much as my boyfriends would shoving their dicks in a pretty face attached to a female body... even one with a tiny little dicklet standing straight and true as testament to Kendra’s own love of cock.

She didn’t need to lose all that much more weight, but a few pounds sure wouldn’t hurt. The skinny bitch was already damned sexy... especially when she was locked into latex and running like hell on eight-inch platform heels, delicious and desperate terror showing in her bright blue eyes. I liked the fear most of all. I guess I do have a type.

Kendra's blonde hair was pulled together into a topknot that jutted out the narrow hole in the crown of the latex hood. It was secured by a  rope to a pulley drilled deep into the crossbars of the ceiling. If Kendra lost her balance, she'd get her hair pulled but good.

That huge cock shoved up her ass would also pushed even deeper inside her. It, too, was attached to the pulley system. The "saddle" of rope ran up around her hips, so that if she slipped or stumbled, the weight wouldn't be alleviated by a "saddle." The front part of it secured to the elaborate harness I'd rigged around Kendra’s distended balls and her adorably small but extremely erect clitty. I'd stretched Kendra's balls down to four inches this time -- her best yet! -- and secured the rope in a sleeve around her shaft so that if she got soft, her cock would be pulled hard from the inside by the thick sound I'd inserted deep in my sissy's urethra. Well... at least, as deep as the smallness of her little clitty allows me to go. Which is just a few inches... but it was enough. She stayed hard.

But I knew why Kendra stayed hard.

The skinny little bitch stayed hard because she loved this. She’d wanted this from the beginning.

Oh, Kendra might whine and mewl and whimper when I made her work out so hard like this, dressed up in fetishwear and sweating like crazy. But she couldn't hide her arousal. I knew she wanted this. She played a game where she resists and I force her and that’s how she knows she can’t say “no” to her own perverted desires.

She played the game really well. She seemed reluctant... but I knew the real story.

Of course, it was that feigned reluctance that made me so wet.

She came to me to be feminized. She didn't just want to become a girl... but a slut. A hot slut. She wanted to be trained in the ways of being a horny, slutty little bitch. She wanted me to make her a cock-socket. Her words. She wanted to be a sexy girl who was desired by men.

And everyone knows that a girl has to watch her weight. If she wants to get laid, she’s got to be a skinny little cunt. Otherwise, men get all insecure about her being too big in relation to their little dicks. Believe me, I know. I’m 5’10” and broad, built like a brick house, as the funk songs say. I’ve had to work to get as much dick as I do. I loved Kendra too much to make her female without giving her a leg-up that I never had.

This was my way of "motivating" the little wannabe slut.

"Four point eight?" I smiled at her.

Kendra made a howling sound behind the cock-gag.

I watched her pretty blue eyes, pouring black tears, as I reached for the "up" button.

One beep... and Kendra's howls turned from mere desperation to terror.

The tears were my favorite part... much more than her erect little mini-cock or even her feminizing body. I loved to see those black rivers running down my sissy’s smooth latex face. It told me that she was still playing the game with me. Her black tears said, No, Mistress! Please don’t make me do this! Don’t turn me into a skinny little whore!

And I said, Keep begging, tits-on-a-stick. I love to make you into what my straight boyfriends crave.

Kendra screamed in frustration as she struggled to keep up with the increasing speed of the treadmill. It wasn’t easy to run on those heels, but damn! She looked so hot doing it!

Her screams and squeals and wails of distress were getting louder the faster I made her work. Good thing I'd put such a big, dirty cock gag into my slut's mouth. I mean... I do have neighbors.

And my neighbors had started to like Kendra almost as much as my boyfriends did. I mean my male neighbors, at least -- the frat boys across the street, the college nerds next door, the construction workers two doors down. I don’t think most of them even know she’s the same person as the pudgy guy who used to do work around my house, puffing and sweating in the heat. My neighbors thought I had some new hot slut who moved in with me.

And that’s why I wanted Kendra to get even hotter. Not the neighbors specifically, but all of the men who saw her without me bringing them home to her. There’s something special about letting a sissy go out and enjoy the male gaze without having me there to “force” her.  That’s why I made Kendra go out and borderline-flash the neighbors by running each morning in her tightest shorts and tank top and pink sneakers. What I made her wear was borderline obscene. She might find herself the target of an indecent exposure beef if her little cock ever bounced free of its tuck and bulged through her tight shorts!

But I don’t want to get a visit from the cops, so I had to keep her shut up while I make her scream. The last thing I wanted was for her home workouts to start disturbing the neighbors... and jeopardize the chance that Kendra might get tempted into that frat house and come home from her morning run with jizz on her face. It's getting more likely as she gets girlier.

Kendra’s screams turned into moans behind the cock-gag.

"You're all right, darling," I purred at her soothingly. "Just another hour of this... and I'll let you go up to five miles an hour. Just look at how much weight you're losing!"

Kendra's pretty blue eyes rolled back in her head. Black mascara tears shimmered on the latex. 

"Oh!" I said. "I almost forgot! Your titties!"

I reached out and zapped her. Kendra howled louder than ever. Even the cock gag couldn't absorb all the noise... but I wouldn't have wanted it to. Kendra's pain was music to my ears. I loved hearing my little bitch suffer. That's what she's here for.

When I way I zapped her, I mean I tortured her sweet little titties. Kendra's catsuit was closed around her tits, but the nipples had zippers. I had unzipped them just enough to shove a pair of tight metal clamps in. Wires ran from them to the electric box that was strapped to the front of the treadmill. At the touch of a button, and the twist of a knob, it sent hot jolts of painful current from one side of each nipple to the other. That's how you avoid the problem of running electric current across the heart -- which just isn't safe.

This way, I could torture both of Kendra's nipples just by holding down the safety release and twisting the dial from one to... ten. I had meant to do five, but... once I get started hurting my sissy bitch, I can't stop myself.

Kendra screamed as I gave her budding titties surges of powerful current again and again.

"I hope that motivates them to grow faster," I said bitterly. "I'm tired of playing with those little boy-boobs. I'll up your dose if I have to, slave, but... you know hormones aren't free, right?"

I zapped her again. Kendra howled behind the cock-gag.

I laughed. "I know you know hormones cost money. I know you know I'm considering making you earn those sweet chemicals I shoot up into your butt every week, slave. I just can't decide... do you belong in the Beaumont Hotel... or on the street?" 

I laughed and hit Kendra's titties again with the current. Every time I tortured her with the zapper, she faltered and I thought she'd stumble... but she never did.

I felt a tear come to my eye. She'd come so far since I'd first started to feminize her!

The clamps on her nips had safety attachments so they'd pull free if she did stumble... but Kendra didn't know that. The dick up her butt and the sling through her legs were more than enough to support her weight... but Kendra didn't know that. Besides, that was a very big dick up her ass. If she fell... she would get fucked really hard. No in-out, but... a whole lot of pressure, since it was a G-spotter. There was a prominent curve on it. If Kendra went down and had to put her weight on her crotch, she would feel that big dick, all right.

She'd be safe, of course... I never really hurt my sissies. But she didn't know how safe she would be. 

That's because the pervy little whore loves to be scared.

At least... her cock was rock-hard. Sorry, I mean clitty. It's not a cock, really. It never was.

Sometimes, though, I'm tempted to think of it as a cock. Like right then, when I was fucking horny as hell from hurting her. Part of me wants to take Kendra down from her rig, let her step down from the treadmill, lay her down on the floor of my home gym, and....

Oh, yes. I had to.

No, I couldn't!

Fuck my sissy?

Or, rather, let her fuck me?

Why was I even considering this? 

My pussy throbbed. My pussy dripped. I had soaked through my tight workout shorts already. I was naked beneath them; I never wear panties. Kendra's the one who wears panties around here. I wore nothing but my tight shorts, a compression halter, and gym shoes.

I reached down and touched my clit. I rubbed myself, moaning, as I looked up at Kendra's face, streaming with mascara tears.

"Are you getting tired, little sissy?" I asked.

Kendra screamed behind the cock-gag and nodded emphatically, her blonde hair dancing atop her head.

I laughed. "What will you give me if I let you stop?"

Kendra's wild eyes and undulating body told me everything I needed to know.

"Look in my eyes, baby. See what it looks like to get mercy. You'd better savor it. Women like me don't give it very often, do we/"

Kendra shook her head wildly, the blonde ponytail swirling crazily at the top of her head. I made her look in my eyes as I lowered the speed in agonizingly slow increments... down to four miles an hour, then to three, then finally to two... then one.

Shuddering, Kendra gulped air. I could see the bulges in her crotch where sweat had collected.

"I'll tell you what, darling. Just to reward you for such a good workout... I'm going to give you something you've been wanting."

While Kendra continued walking at one mile an hour -- even that was a difficult feet in those eight-inch platform-heeled boots -- I reached back behind her and disengaged the clip that fastened her butt plug to the rope that led to the pulley. Knowing I couldn't leave her without the "safety system" for long, I quickly worked the sound out of her pisshole. She gave a low, cock-muffled squeal of pain as it came free. I detached the stretcher I'd put on her balls, leaving her tortured girl-nuts distended... but free of the harness.

I unclamped her nipples and started to pinch and knead them. I gave her a few yummy, torturous moments to howl as the blood rushed back into her pained nips.

Finally, I took the treadmill to zero.

Kendra swayed desperately, falling against the railing. I got up on the now-still treadmill and got a good hold of the handle on the back of Kendra's catsuit.

"Step down, slave. Nice and easy..."

She struggled to obey me, her legs trembling violently with exhaustion.

"Here, slave. You lie down. Let me handle everything. Here on the yoga mat..."

Kendra went down easy, sprawling atop the mat on the already cushioned floor of my home gym.

I had my shorts off in seconds, kicking them off over my gym shoes.

I came down hard atop Kendra, spreading my legs so I could straddle her.

Her eyes widened more than ever. She let out a squeal as I guided her little cock into me.

She had to be pretty tender, after that sound being shoved up her pisshole and all that. I could see the pain in her eyes as I slammed my cunt down on her, violently fucking her as I rubbed my clit savagely with my right hand.

"See how wet it gets me to make you reach your fucking potential?" I gasped as I fucked myself onto her.

Like I said, Kendra is small... really small... as I like to remind her every chance I get. I should have been telling her how I could barely feel it and all that, but... the truth is, it felt quite good. After all the big dicks I'm used to getting, I thought that finally letting Kendra put it in me would be a real disappointment. I guess you could say I do tend toward the well-hung in choosing the real men I invite over.

But I was surprised. I guess all of those pussy-exercises I do have paid off. I felt tight around Kendra's small cocklet. The head of her little clitty rubbed at exactly the right spot inside me... the one that makes shudders go through me.

I rubbed my clit faster, moaning as I gyrated atop my spread-out sissy. She undulated beneath me, pumping her hips as best she could. With the latex catsuit on, she could not move much... but it was so fucking hot to have my little latex doll pumping up against me, desperately seeking an orgasm.

I came, explosively, before she did. I let her see it, too, up close, my face in her face, her eyes widening as I screamed at the top of my lungs.

It was a good cum... a really good cum. I came hard, having worked myself into a frenzy with all of that pain dealt to Kendra. She'd taken it like a hot little bitch... and I loved her for it.

I could tell she was close, too, even though her little dicklet had to be stinging from being stretched by the sound and now worked out hard by my pussy.

I felt her back arching. I knew she was only moments from spewing inside me.

I clenched my muscles tight around her, lifted my hips up, and reached down to seize her cocklet.

I stopped all motion, pinning her down as I squeezed her cock tightly, jamming my sharp fingernail into the underside, right down by the balls.

The loudest scream I'd heard yet came from my poor little sissy as I ruined her orgasm.

I still had her little dicklet inside me... but only the head. It was less than an inch inside... just enough to pass my tight muscles, so I would capture her jizz. I planned to feed it back to her, just how she liked it. Waste not, want not!

Kendra had not even considered that, though. She was too lost in the despair of having her onrushing orgasm wrenched from her grasp after three months of suffering in chastity.

Her pleasure vanished in the waves of pain as I milked her... but I could still feel the great spasms of cum pouring into me, pumping up from her distended balls. Having them stretched by that made the orgasm itself painful, so I know she was not only surprised and disappointed... she was suffering.

That's how I liked her.

After three months kept in chastity, Kendra's balls were fucking full. Pulse after pulse after pulse filled me up.

When I was sure she was empty, I clenched my muscles tight around Kendra's slippery, shrinking dicklet... and lifted myself off of her.

I reversed my stance and, muscles held tight, settled down to straddle Kendra's face.

I unsnapped the strap  that held the huge cock in her mouth. I pulled it free. Thick strings of drool followed after, leaving a stream of wet spittle running down onto her tormented tits.

I settled down on my sissy's face, crossing my legs underneath her latex-sheathed head.

I pushed down hard, forming an irresistible seal between my cunt and Kendra's forced-open mouth. With the ring gag in place, she couldn't stop the thick torrent of her own jizz that erupted from my hole as I relaxed my muscles... then squeezed. I felt the thick fluid dripping out, running down into her mouth. I relaxed... squeezed.... relaxed... squeezed... it seemed to move from a drizzle to a gush, until I heard Kendra dragging, struggling to swallow it all.

"How does my cunt taste now?" I laughed. "Isn't there something you're forgetting, sissy?"

Kendra tried nodding, but I had my legs wrapped too tightly around her big head, my cunt pushed too tight against her mouth.

So she just answered by giving me what she knew I expected from a sissy who'd just been fucked.

She started "cleanup."

Kendra had given me plenty of head in the months since she'd come to be my live-in sissy slave... and she knew how to give it to me in two different ways.

When it's just her and me, playing pain-games and fun things like that at home, she knows when I push her head down there, I want her tongue on my clit. That's how I get off, about half the time. Other times, I use a vibrator, or just my hand. I see them as roughly equivalent. After all, Kendra is really just one of my sex toys.

This time, though, she knew instinctively it was the other kind of head that I wanted. After I've been with a boyfriend, she needs to clean me. I had just gushed a whole three-months of her built-up cum from my pussy into Kendra's mouth... but there would be more deep inside. Even if there wasn't, it was Kendra's job to make sure she went looking for it.

Just for fun.

I clenched my thighs tight around her face as Kendra began shoving her tongue up deep in my cunt. I felt it wriggling, sending little shivers of post-orgasmic pleasure through me.

"Oh, yes, sissy. Such a good workout..."

My little sissy was getting in shape, all right. She was so much more fun than a doll. Some dolls squeal for you... but this one squealed and licked.

I let her lick me for a very long time. I rode her face till the evening, running my hands over her tight latex-clad body.

She cleaned me out like a good little sissy.

When I finally found myself exhausted and lifted myself from my sissy’s face, I smiled down at her.

I said, “Good news! It’s time for cool-down, girl! Ready for push-ups and crunches?”

Kendra let out a ripe moan of agony... but she knew better than to try to say no.

I made the skinny bitch sweat her ass off... all night long.
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Locker Down by Josie Blackwell

When Monique drops me off for my usual workout at Power Fitness, it’s five o'clock in the evening. This is prime after-work workout hour.

All the guys are there. All of them. All the ones I’ve been getting to know, but as a boy. I don’t know them well, but I know them a little; I’ve heard their locker room stories, because they’ll share them with anyone.

I’ve been hiding my body from them, strapping down my growing tits and shrouding my curves as they develop. I always wear sweats to work out, even on hot days -- because I don't want the guys to see that I've been shaving my legs. When I hit the locker room, it's furtive; I grab my stuff, dress in a stall. The guys noticed long ago that I no longer join them in talk about going for the burn, or getting pussy, or sports.

I’ve been hiding my body from them as Monique’s been changing it. 

Some of the guys look a little bit shocked at first, but then I see their faces showing an easy kind of recognition. I guess it makes sense to them. They’ve seen sissies before.

Hell, maybe it makes more sense to them than it does to me.

Maybe they'll help me make sense of it. That’s what Monique thinks.

And something inside me knows they'll be happy to help me make more than just sense out of my new life. They’ll make me useful.

My face feels hot as I walk past the guys I know, freaking out as they look me up and down like a piece of meat

I try to stay cool, but it isn't easy.

They check me out with the same open lust and appraisal that they check out any girl who walks in dressed like a gym bunny.

And that’s what Monique made me look like: A gym bunny.

Monique helped me get dressed up for my "big coming out" today. If you know Monique, you know that she doesn't like "input" from her slaves on what we wear.  She knows exactly how to dress girls like me. She dresses us like fucking sluts.

So I'm dressed to the nines, like the sluttiest gym whore who ever walked through Power Fitness.

This time, my cranberry-red sports halter isn't the kind that keeps my wanna-B's strapped down beneath my sweatshirt. It's the push-up halter, the kind designed to enhance the bust of girls who don't have any cleavage... but who want some. 

And the halter gives me cleavage, all right. My A-cups are desperately trying to become B's. Every shot Monique gives me gets them closer, but they're not there yet.

But with this push-up halter, I'm showing off plenty. My titties really do look like B-cups... or maybe even wanna-C's, hahaha! I've got more cleavage than I've ever had outside the bedroom.

With all the work Monique's done on my nipples, too, those stand out plainly through the skintight fabric.

The halter leaves my slender, smooth belly bare right down to low on my hips, where my baby-pink shorts are slung so low that I feel like if my dick wasn't tucked down so tight into my thong, I would be at risk of showing a bulge. If I get hard or something, and my dick pops free, I know the tip will reach all the way up to my tight shorts' waistband if my dicklet gets fully erect.

And that's saying a lot, because I wasn't that big to begin with.

Believe me, I know. 

I've seen all the guys at the gym -- Monique expects me to check them all out in the shower, even requires me to check them all out... and give her reports. So she's taught me to estimate cock size... meaning hard-on from half-hard or fully-soft. I know how well most of these guys are hung, and I'm nowhere near their size -- soft or hard. In fact, when I've got a raging hard-on, I'm probably smaller than most of them are when they're soft.

What's more, my dick is even smaller than it used to be. It's been shriveled with that stuff Monique's doctor put me on. Every shot she gives me in my butt brings her closer to the day when my dicklet won't even "perform" anymore. Then I guess it won't even really be a "clit," like Monique sometimes calls it now. It'll just be a useless little worm, like she says other times... something hanging there doing nothing, while the only pleasure I feel is from getting fucked in the butt.

Oh, don't get me wrong, my dicklet still does get hard, if I get really turned on.

But if I keep my thighs together tight like I've got them now, I'll be okay. I mean, I'm not gonna get all turned on, am I? They're all guys. And I’m not into guys. Or at least, that's what I tell Monique. She always laughs at me when I say that. She says, "Sissies suck dick," and... yeah, well... I guess that's kind of hard to argue with.

Well, my little dicklet is tucked down real tight in my thong, so you don't see it right now. In fact, the way my balls bulge out on the sides give me what looks like a camel toe.

Monique told me that a camel toe's really important... and I know she's right.

I know that's something the guys check out constantly.

When a gym bunny comes in, they're always checking for that telltale furrow. 

All the guys love it when they spot a gym bunny's camel-toe.

They love nipples, too. They call them And "whale tails"? Yeah, they love those, when a gym bunny's thong sticks up over the back of her shorts or her yoga pants. These guys at Power Fitness love everything about the bunnies who work out here -- that's why there just aren't that many of them. It's like ninety-percent guys at Power Fitness. The girls who exercise here are here for one reason and one reason only. They get passed around like a cumrag from guy to guy, over and over again. They're dirty sluts, bimbos, dumb and easy as hell, roundheels who find themselves dropping their panties and spreading their legs with their third margarita. At least, that's how all of the guys talk about them whenever they talk in the locker room.

No one says anything to me. But I know they recognize me. 

It's really busy. No surprise, there. Like I said, it's peak workout-time. That's why Monique made me “come out” at this time of day.

I find a station and start to do elliptical. I sweat like crazy as I work up a real sweat. I cut it short... just ten minutes, instead of the twenty I usually do. I’m trembling, seeing how guys I know a little look at me... seeing how they don’t care if I see them look at me.

They’re ripping my clothes off with their eyes.

Maybe I shouldn't try cardio. I move from the elliptical machines to upper-body section, but my boobs keep getting in the way. I usually have them strapped down, not shoved up and separated like this, like a fucking invitation for some well-hung stud to shove his dick between them.

My nipples poke out as I get all sweaty. More guys are wandering toward me. A few make eye contact. I blush and look down. Sometimes I smile a little, toss my hair. It’s a habit, I guess, Monique taught it to me. Seem embarrassed and a guy thinks he’s got power over you. Toss your hair and he thinks about grabbing it, shoving his dick in your mouth.

I can’t stop myself. Monique has taught me to flirt without even saying a single word. I guess she’s taught me too well.

I try to go through my usual upper-body workout routine, but it isn't easy.

All these guys I know slightly keep finding reasons to work out near me.

Sometimes they don't even bother to try to find a reason.

Sometimes they just get in front of the place where I’m working, and they just stand there and stare at me.

They watch me work out, undressing me with their eyes, sizing me up openly. They leer at me. They don’t just check out my butt, legs, tits, and camel toe... they fucking inspect them.

“Joe?” someone says.

My heart races. I keep working out. I’m panting hard. I can’t say anything. I try to, but my voice sticks in my throat, so I just give a soft groan as I pull.

“Joe, right?”

I smile and toss my blonde hair a little. I try to speak, but I’m too embarrassed. I just look down, feeling my face get hot from embarrassment. I’m fucking blushing.

Monique’s really taught me too well. She says guys love that.

The guy studies me. He’s huge, hard, and dark. It’s this guy named Mark... I know him, slightly, from working out all this time. We’ve had conversations and stuff. He’s talked to me about sports. He’s a Jaguars fan. All I could think about was how hot the quarterback looked on TV in his tight football pants, and how bad I wanted to be in their locker room. He asked what I thought about the new lineup, and all I could say was, “Ummm... hee hee! I don’t know!”

And that was before I got shoved into this slutty workout gear, with my tits up and my cleavage out and my fuckable sissy ass on display and my long blonde hair all wet and sweaty and becoming a “fuck-mop,” as Monique calls it sometimes... now, I can’t even acknowledge him until he says my old name for the first time.

“Joe, right? Joe Martin?”

I stop the lifting-for-tone I’m doing. I’m breathing hard. I’m dripping sweat.

I dab my face with the towel. I’m super-glad Monique made me wear this sweat-proof make-up.

“Hi, um... Mark, right? Yeah, it’s, um, Josie, now.”

“Josie? No way, but... Joe Martin, right?”

“Um, it’s Josie,” I say. “Um... Josie Blackwell.” It’s Monique’s last name. She made me take it. Embarrassed, I say, “I got married.”

Mark looks stunned, but kind of, you know... amused.

He doesn’t take his eyes off me.

“Married? No shit! To a man?”

“Ummm... no,” I said. “To a woman.”

Mark nods. “Right. That girlfriend of yours. She picked you up sometimes. That's one hot piece of ass. She’s okay with this?”

I gulp. “Mmm-hmm!” is all I can say. I’m still flirting with Mark like crazy, even though I’m scared to death. I toss my hair as I move over to this open station with this, like, dance-bar, and I start to...

I don’t even realize just how lewd it looks until I’m bent all the fucking way over, with my legs spread wide, and my ass in the air. I mean... it’s fucking obscene. A stripper would blush when she did this, even if she was thirty days late on her fucking rent.

Mark checks out my camel-toe. Monique did a really, really good job tucking it. It looks amazing.

“Good to see you, Jo...sie.” Mark wanders off, but I still see him looking while I finish my increasingly lascivious workout.

I’m doing yoga, but it’s not, like, real yoga. It’s half yoga and half Strippercize. And part gym-bunny. All gym-bunny.

I collect a growing fan club. Men no longer try to be discrete. They just wander over and watch me as I bend and spread, stretch and tuck.

They watch me closely, all right. Mark’s the only one who talks to me. The rest of them just watch.

Monique said I have to work out for two hours before I can go in the locker room.

And she said I have to go into the locker room. She said I have to take a full shower, lather up, and come out clean, or she won’t let me in the car.

Needless to say, my locker is still in the men’s locker room. If I’ve got the balls, I guess, I could go to the front desk and ask them to switch me over to the tiny, tiny women’s locker room at Power Fitness.

But then I’d have to explain everything. Maybe show them my new ID.

I don't want to have to explain. I just... I guess I’ll just go in and shower, right?

I’m resigned to it, and I guess that’s the scariest part.

But it’s scary enough having all these hot guys looking at me while I move from station to station and work my body. I spread, stretch and lift. I work my hips and my butt. I sweat like crazy. I breathe hard. I push myself till I feel a little bit sick... then I push myself further.

One thing's for sure. I get my heart rate up pretty high.

At the end of two hours, I’m fully exhausted. I've been positively destroying myself on the leg extensions; I'm pouring sweat so much you can see right through my halter and almost, like, kind of through my shorts. 

It’s time to shower.

I start to panic. What was I thinking? I can't go in there! Not with all these guys staring at me like a pack of wolves...

That's when I realize what's happened. A really bad thing. My dick has popped out of its tuck, I guess... There it is, tenting my shorts. All these guys staring at me, standing around me, tight in, so close I can smell all their bodies, and I've got a boner in my little pink girl-shorts.

I don't know what to do. I just move. I just get up and walk for the men's locker room, towel over one shoulder, little pink gym bag over the other.

The guys start to follow me into the men’s locker room.

My heart races. My head spins.

Whatever happens to sissy sluts who walk into men’s locker rooms with a whole bunch of really tough sexist-pig bastards, it’s about to happen to me.

No more stalling. Monique was right. I have to do this. I have to find out if I’m girl enough to get what real sluts like me need from real men.

I’m so scared I feel dizzy and stupid. I feel stupider than Monique makes me pretend to be when she gives me lessons on how to flirt with real men. I feel more bubble-headed than when she makes me practice with her boyfriends.

There at my locker, I still can’t think. I can’t even remember my combination. All I can think is like “36-24-36,” like the guys say when they talk about women’s bodies. I have to try three or four times to get the right combination, which Monique made me reset to 6969.

Guys are crowding into the row behind me, watching, no longer keeping their voices down as they talk about me.

"Holy shit!” says someone... I can’t remember his name, right now... all I can remember is that he’s hot and cut, ripped and built, and, yeah, I've seen it, he’s hung. “What the fuck is that? That can’t be a guy!”

“It’s a guy, all right!” Someone else says. I don’t recall his name, either, but... I know he’s hung, too, and he’s even bigger than the first guy. “Don’t you know Joe?”

“What the fuck, Joe?”

"Joe?"

"You remember him!” someone says.

"Joe, guy with that fuckin' smokin' hot girlfriend?”

“Yeah, that hot cunt... Monette?”

“Monique!”

“Dave banged her. Booker ad Lamar, too. Three-way. They spit-roasted her. They said she was a hot fuck. Real dirty. Said dirty shit the whole time, wanted it real rough."

“Oh, yeah,” someone else says. “I remember that story! She says she came on to them! Fuckin’ begged for it!”

“Oh, yeah!” says whoever had told the story. “She begged for it, all right!”

“Fuck, that was Joe’s girlfriend?”

“Oh, yeah! You didn’t know that?”

“Does he know?”

“He does now!” says someone, and there is a round of guffaws.

I do know... I mean, I knew before. Monique told me all about it. She does that when she fucks guys I know, even just a little. Dave and Lamar and Booker aren’t the only ones from Power Fitness, but I guess the three other guys are more gentlemanly or something. Which isn’t saying much.

“This ain’t Joe, though!” says someone else.

“Yeah, that ain’t Joe,” comes this real loud, real deep, real strong voice. I realize I know the voice...it’s Mark, the guy that I, you know, kind of flirted with out on the floor. He’s the guy who asked me my name... and I told him Josie. I told him I’d gotten married. I told him I was married to the girl he now knew -- if he hadn't already -- had propositioned two big black guys for a spit-roast threesome in our bed.

“It’s Josie,” Mark says. “She’s a chick, now.”

“But it’s a dude, right?” someone says.

Mark comes a bit closer to me. I don’t turn around. I’m still staring into my locker, into a dirty pile of old boy-clothes, the sweats and stuff I used to put on to hide my body as it became slowly feminized.

I sure as hell don’t need them, now. These tits aren’t going back in the closet, that’s for damn sure.

“No,” Mark says. He’s close enough behind me that I feel the heat of his body. “Josie’s a girl. Woman. Aren’t you, Josie?”

I still don’t turn around, but I turn my head and look at him. My hand goes straight to my mouth, and I chew on my pinkie. I’ve dragged along a strand of blonde hair. I start to chew on my hair as I smile at Mark.

“Yeah,” I say. “I’m a girl now.”

I feel Mark’s hand on my shoulder. He plays with my hair. I arch my back, pointing my butt straight at him.

“Nah,” says Mark. “She’s a girl. And you guys are being rude, talking about Monique cheating on her.”

“So they’re lesbians?”

Mark makes eye contact with me. I see his eyebrows go up, slightly.

I can’t believe that I’ve got the guts to really say it.

“Bisexual,” I say softly. “Bi, actually. Really bi.”

Now I’m blushing like a fiend.

Mark gets it right away, now. He grins.

“You fuckin’ pigs are rude fuckin’ shits, talking about how two big black guys pounded poor Josie’s hot girlfriend right in their bed while she made her lesbian sex-slave lie there in the guest room listening to the bed slamming into the walls. That's just fuckin’ rude, guys! Especially ‘cause Monique’s Josie’s hot wife now.”

I feel hot everywhere -- outside, inside, in places I don’t even have yet. Body parts Monique tells me I can get only after I prove I’m a slut.

I guess Mark has heard the story. I guess he got more of it than the others, even. Monique said she didn’t even tell Booker and Lamar that I was tied to the guest bed in the next room.

So, like... has Mark fucked my girlfriend?

“Isn’t that right, Josie?”

I whimper, “Uh-huh. She’s my wife.”

“What the fuck? I thought you said girlfriend!”

“It’s recent,” Mark growls. “They’re newlyweds. Right, Josie?”

“So, like, they’re lesbians?”

“Newlyweds,” Mark whispers to me tenderly. “Aren’t you, Josie?”

I nod flirtatiously, smiling at him while his big hand caresses the back of my neck.

“Yeah,” I say, fluttering my mascara-heavy eyelashes. “Just, like, last Monday or something.”

Mark laughs, his fingers sliding into my hair. “Don’t forget that, now. Just ‘cause you’re a dyke does not mean she’ll let you off the hook if you forget your anniversary. Sorry, is that offensive? Is she the dyke and you’re the... what? Dyke/femme?”

His hand in my long hair is making me hot. Embarrassingly hot. I suddenly feel incredibly safe, wanting Mark to be there, guiding me through this. And that’s how it feels. He has fucked my girlfriend, I decide. He’s fucked her good. Monique’s told him I’ll be here. She’s told him to do that.

Or maybe not. It doesn’t matter, does it?

He makes me feel comfortable.

I turn around, and Mark loosens his hand in my hair just enough to give me the room to do it.

Then he moves in slightly closer to me, nearly pinning me to the locker. His hand tightens up in my hair. I whimper slightly in response to him pulling my hair. His body’s close... real close. He’s sweaty. I’m sweaty. All the men around us are sweaty, and they’re hanging on my every word, every gesture, every--oh!

Mark’s other hand makes its way right up to my tits. He looks deep into my eyes  as he starts to caress them, his thumbs brushing over the nipples. Tingles go through me.

I say, “Butch/femme.”

“What?” Mark growls.

“It’s not dyke/femme, it’s butch/femme... but that’s not us. She’s, I mean... you’ve seen my girlfriend. Wife, I mean.” I bite my lip as Mark begins to pinch my nipple through the tight spandex halter.

“Oh, yeah,” he says firmly. “I’ve seen her, all right.” His smirk tells me all I need to know.

Is that, like, totally crazy? Is it, like, nuts of me to feel safe because I think Mark has fucked my girlfriend? Wife, I mean. No, not wife, but Mistress. My Mistress. She owns me. I’m her slave. We just got married so she can, like, have visitation rights when she gets me the surgery after I’ve proven--

Oh, fuck. Mark is squeezing my tits. That feels so good...

“We’re both bisexual,” I breathe softly, looking into his eyes. “Very bisexual.”

“I can see that,” Mark says. “It's pretty obvious, from how your wife flirted with us. But you... I mean, you looked a lot like a guy the last time you were in.”

“I know,” I say.

“So which is the real you?” he asks. “The shy little skinny faggot who sneaks looks at my joint to size it up for fuckslut fiancée? Or...”

His big hand moves down my body from my tits to the firm, round curve of my ass. He squeezes. I gasp.

“Or this?”

I’m pressed tight against the hard metal of the wall of lockers, now. My locker’s wide open, still, and when Mark pins me against it, my old boy-clothes spill out from inside. Sweats, T-shirts... they’re all behind me. I ignore them. I won’t need them again.

I lick my lips and say with a flirty giggle:

“You tell me. I think you know which one’s real.”

“I think they both are,” says Mark. “But that skinny sissy is dead. This here’s the real you... hot piece of ass. You want this, don’t you?”

My back’s arched, my tits pressed against Mark. 

I trill with laughter, breathing hard.

“Um,” I murmur. “Define this?”

“All of us,” he says. “Every fuckin’ one of us. On you, in you, all over you. Two holes, two hands, two big, hot tits... no waiting.”

I felt a wave of heat as I heard him say that, and as I felt his hands on me, one in my hair, pulling, one on my butt, groping. I feel his finger against my butthole... my cunt. My sissy-cunt.

“Um,” I say. “If... if... it’s okay?”

I get real embarrassed. I whimper apologetically:

“I mean... I haven’t, you know, had the surgery... yet...”

Just like that, I say it. “Yet.” With Mark pressed up against me and a whole locker room full of guys ready to gangbang me, I know it’s true. Yet. I’m going to earn that cunt. When Monique tells me it’s time, I’ll spread my legs for the doctor.

But... right now? I mean... Mark isn’t like that, right? I don’t know how I can tell, I just... can. He’s not the kind of guy who likes girls like me... I mean, not till we’re made real, right? He would never want a chick with a dick, right?

The look in his eyes and the growl from his hard lips tells me what he wants.

“I said two holes,” he says. “You want all this dick, you’ll have to work overtime. That’s what you want, Josie, ain’t it?”

I gulp. I nod. His hand, loose in my hair, slides deeper into my sweaty blonde fuck-mop.

“Please,” I whisper softly.

Mark comes in hot, hard, and fast. His mouth meets mine. His tongue shoves into me, thrusting, controlling, caressing, dominating. He pulls my hair harder. He grabs my tits again, pulls my top down, exposes them. He pushes his body up against the locker.

His mouth comes off of mine, trailing spit.

I realize my hands have found their way to the front of his bulging shorts -- both of them. I’m stroking his cock through the slippery material... feeling how rock-hard he is...

Mark and I make eye contact as I savor the feel of his dick. It was inside her. It was inside my girlfriend. It was inside my wife. It was up in my Mistress, and now... Mark is going to fuck me with it... and turn me over to this whole crowd of guys to teach me how sluts get fucked... how fuckin’ gym-bunnies get their two holes plumbed, their tight little bodies impaled from both ends just like Monique did... their tits fucked and their little gym-bunny slut faces covered with cum...

Mark never looks away from my face, but his voice rings out full and clear.

He says: “Do you hear that, guys? Looks like we got ourselves a real gym-bunny. Hot piece of ass, she is. Look at those tits!”

All those guys are still there, watching us. They’ve all been talking amongst themselves this whole time... probably retelling the story of how Dave and Booker and Lamar all fucked my girlfriend, now wife, and what lesbians are and how I wasn’t the one who wore the strap-on or whatever.

I just haven’t heard them, because... Mark.

My hands are all over his cock. I’ve got his shorts down; I try to drop down to my knees, but he won’t let me. He’s got his hand in my hair. He holds me in place. I struggle, trying to kneel and suck his cock. He won’t let me.

“Uh-uh,” he says. “I get you last. I like sloppy seconds, Josie. That's why I fucked your slut girlfriend.”

His words send hot, sizzling arcs of electricity through me.

“Wife,” I moan softly.

“Whatever,” he says. “She was your girlfriend when I fucked her brains out... but she didn’t tell me how hot she would make you for me.”

I’m breathing hard. Every cruel word Mark delivers makes me squirm.

His right hand makes me squirm, too, as he pinches my nipples, twists them, pulls, slaps my tits, lets his right hand rove up to my throat so he can squeeze it a little, showing me who’s in control.

I fight to get down and get his big dick in my mouth.

“You wanna suck my dick, Josie? I bet you’ll suck it as good as your wife did. She sucked it like a pro. Did she teach you?”

“Uh-huh,” I whimper.

“Are you good at it?”

“I’ll try to be,” I say.

“Oh, I’ll make sure of that, slut. I bet you liked being spanked, don’t you?”

I try to nod, but his hand is too tight and hard in my hair, pulling my sweaty blonde locks when I try to confirm. I have to answer him with a desperate moan, “Mmm-hmm... uh-huh... yes, yeah... I like it, yes. I do like to be spanked.”

“I guess that's a yes,” Mark sneers.

I feel embarrassed again... what a fuckin’ slut I’ve become!

“When I fucked your girlfriend, she didn’t tell me she had a hot slut girlfriend I’d get to fuck later,” Mark said. “She kept her mouth shut.” He sneered and laughed. “Well, when it wasn’t full of my dick.”

“I know,” I say. “She kept it a secret for me. She said I should come out--um, in, in--oh, fuck, that feels good, Mark...”

He shakes his head. “Uh-uh,” he says. “She calls me Mark. You call me Master.”

The word sets me on fire. I struggle harder to get down and suck him... but Mark won’t let me. 

“Did you hear that, guys?” he calls out. “We got ourselves a gym-bunny. This little lesbo slut wants to go bi in a big way. She wants a gangbang.”

Some of the guys make disgusted sounds and walk out, cursing. Two of them... three... holy shit, that’s all?

The rest stay right there, murmuring approval. I hear some laughs and some cheers. I hear the smack of hand-on-hand, high-fives all ‘round.

It makes me think about getting my sissy butt spanked... probably because that’s what Mark’s doing once he spins me around and shoves me up against the locker.

He pulls my shorts down and spanks my ass red while all the guys high-five each other. I moan and squirm and writhe, struggling. Mark spanks me harder and pulls my hair.

My dick bounces against a locker door, cool metal feeling smooth and strong.

Mark puts his lips to my ear and growls:

“Serve every dick in here, slut, and I’ll give your wife permission to suck your slut dick.”

My eyes go wide. My mouth drops open.

I say, “Um? Mark, are you--”

Mark hits my ass harder than ever. I squeal like a girl.

“Call me Master,” he says. “Come down to the showers, slut. Time to get fucked.”

I moan, “Yes, Master. Yes, Master. Yes, Master.”

Mark pulls me away from the locker... shoves me down to my knees... then to all fours.

Guys have their shorts down or off, their dicks out, their balls big and full of hot cum. Some of them jack their cocks looking at me. There have got to be twenty of them... twenty-five, maybe.”

“Clear her a path, boys. This slut likes to crawl. You can see that from the way she wiggles her ass when she works out.”

Mark leans down and spanks my ass again.

“Showers,” he barks. “Let’s make a mess.”

“Yes, Master,” is ay.

I start to crawl like an animal, drooling, slavering, little dick bouncing as I make my way to the showers.

The guys clear me a path, but they follow close behind.

Dicks out, and ready to fuck me.

They aren’t all that good at taking turns... but you know what? I don’t really mind.
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Hillside Fitness by Brett Olsen

When my wife told me I was going to join a gym, I knew better than to argue with her. But when I said I wanted to join Midtown Muscle, she just laughed at me.

“I don’t think so,” she said. “You’re joining Hillside Fitness.”

“Hillside Fitness! But that’s a gay gym!”

Erica laughed and dug her fingernails into my thigh. I jerked away but she had me pinned tight to the bed. She raked her fingers up and down my shaved legs, leaving hot red furrows of pain. She rammed her knee between my smooth thighs, shoving up hard against my balls. They bulged my pink panties. My nuts were huge, swollen from weeks of denial. Erica shoved her knee against them so hard I gasped in pain.

“Of course,” my wife laughed. “A gay gym’s the only place you’ll be safe!”

It was Saturday morning, and she was taking her time getting out of bed -- playing with me, torturing me, telling me all my chores for the day. One of them was to join a gym and start working out.

“I’ll be safe at a gay gym? What? That makes no sense, Erica--Ow! Mistress, I mean! Mistress!”

“Open your mouth, slave,” hissed Erica.

Whimpering in fear, I obeyed. She’d gotten me up earlier, putting a heavy coating of lipstick on my plumped-up lips, in addition to eye liner, eye shadow, heavy mascara... when, trembling, I obediently formed my red lips into a receptive “O,” I could feel the thick, moist coating of the bright red lipstick.

Erica’s nostrils flared as she hovered over me, looking down at me with frank contempt. 

She hawked and spat. She pursed her own lips, let a big, thick wad of spittle form, and let it fall into my mouth. Feeling my stomach churn with disgust, I swallowed obediently.

“Good girl!” she said.

“Thank you, Mistress,” I whispered. “But... um... I still don’t understand! Why would you want me to join a gay gym? I’m not gay?”

Erica’s shimmy atop me was graceful, her purring voice musical.

“Of course you’re not,” she said. “You’re just a girl. Some of it is what I turned you into, but... most of it’s that you’re a little pink cunt-slut inside. You’ve always been that way. That's why you begged me to cuckold you, isn’t it?”

“Um,” I whined, not wanting to agree with her... but knowing better than to disagree! I finally mewled, “Yes?”

Erica sighed: “Aw, that’s so cute that you think you’ll patronize me. It’s even cuter that you think it works. Wanna know why I’m sending you to the faggot gym, darling?”

I was about to answer “Yes,” when I got the wind knocked out of me by Erica’s knee hitting hard in my balls. With how big, hard, and full they were, the pain was excruciating. It felt as if she’d just rammed her knee up into my body all the way to my throat.

I just squirmed there beneath her and moaned.

My balls were throbbing. It had been weeks since my wife had let me jerk off, even longer since she’d given me a hand job, and over a full year since she’d let me put it inside her. Erica kept me in constant denial, teasing me, tormenting me, making me beg for it and then refusing to give it to me. Even when my wife does me a hand job, she “ruins” the orgasm at the last minute with her fancy finger-work. She’d been doing that since the first time she brought home a stranger and fucked him in front of me. If I were to account for that, I guess I’d have to say it’s been a full year since I had a real orgasm.

Jerking off feels slightly better, I guess... but even then, Erica spices things up, make sure it remains “interesting” for me. Some of her games include putting a dab of excruciatingly spicy hot sauce on my peehole before she lets me start to stroke, or slathering a much bigger dose up my crack so I’m distracted by the burning pain in my butt. Other times, she prefers to ruin my jerkoff by slapping my balls without warning, usually just at that perfect moment when my eyes roll back in pleasure. That makes the spurt feel painful instead of pleasurable. As a result, there’s almost no relief.

Erica wasn’t sadistic when I first begged her to cuckold me. She’s learned to be that way. She says she does it for me. She says she learned to like it because I made her like it. She says even so, there’s no going back, now. I’ve begged her to stop, but... she isn’t having it. She just laughs at me.

Erica knows how to make me feel submissive. Being laughed at was the best way for her to slap me down and make me do what she says. 

Erica explained to me:

“Here’s why you’re joining a gay gym, baby. I don't trust you around all those tough guys at Midtown Muscle.”

“You don’t trust me?” I asked her. “But Mistress... I’m not gay!”

She sighed patiently. “Most of the guys I bring home might think differently.”

“But... that’s not my fault!”

Again, my wife sighed with exquisite patience. She ran her hand over my shaved chest, her sharp red fingernails obviously poised to make painful contact. I was smooth all over, from my painted toenails to my long blonde hair -- even including my eyebrows since Erica made me pluck them so I don’t give away that I’m not a natural blonde. Some of it’s been shaving... she loves to shave my balls with a straight razor, teasing me that she feels the urge to “lose control and just do it.” Erica loves to terrify me. But some of my body has lost all capacity to ever grow hair. A long series of painful electric treatments at the salon has killed all the follicles on my chest, back, butt. Erica’s guaranteed that I’ll never have hair on my chest again.

Erica said, “Of course it’s your fault. I date straight men, darling. Real men. Not girls like you. I mean, I would bring you home the odd faggot if I could, but I doubt he’d want you to fluff him. But you’re the one who ends up sucking their dicks, baby.”

“Me! I don’t--Ow! Ow! Oh, fuck, oh, fuck, oh, fuck, that hurts!”

“Of course it does,” she said as she pinched and twisted my nipples. “And look at what a little hard-clitty pervert you are, baby!” Her knee rubbed against my small, erect cock through my panties. “That’s why I know what would happen if I let you work out at Midtown Muscle. You’ll cheat on me.”

“Wait--I’ll cheat on you? I don’t understand! Ow!!”

She yanked my nipples hard.

“That’s what I said,” she told me. “You faithless whore! Infidelity, bitch. It’s on the menu, if I let you near that place!”

I gulped, trembling from the pain as my wife worked me over.

I said: “I don’t follow you, Mistress -- Ow! Oh, God, that hurts...”

“Oh, Goddess,” Erica corrected me, twisting and yanking harder. “Say it!”

“Oh, Goddess!” I bleated, tears in my eyes. “That hurts!”

“Good girl,” she snarled at me, running her tongue over my smooth-shaved chest.

“But wh-what--ow!!--what do you mean, I’ll cheat on you?”

My wife cuckolded me a year ago, and she’s steadily sissified me ever since. She’s the one who cheats -- frequently, shamelessly, with a wide variety of men and with obvious gusto.

 "Those men are straight, remember? Midtown Muscles is a straight gym -- very straight. Those guys are studs. They get laid all the time. And they’re horny. It comes with the territory -- being all hot and built, well-hung and strong and all that. They get laid all the time, so they take pussy whenever they want it. That’s how those bodybuilder types are, darling. You know that!” She giggled, feigning shyness. “I’ve fucked enough of them!”

“Yes, you have.... Goddess,” I panted, squirming as I thought about some of the bigger, bulkier, tougher and more fitness-minded studs my wife had brought home and into our bed. Several of them worked out at Midtown Muscle, I knew. So she was right about what kind of men they were -- but that made less than no sense. 

“Why would that keep me from working out there?”

Erica laughed savagely, as if she thought I was joking. When she saw that I was serious, she stopped, looked at me with a pitying expression, and shook her head sadly. “You really don’t know, do you?”

I looked at Erica blankly.

She reached up and caressed my face.

“You’re just so pretty!” she said.


“Um... um... thank you?” I said. “B-b-but--ow!! Why does that mean I have to go to a gay gym?”

Erica laughed.

“That’s the only place you’ll be safe,” she told me. With how femme you’re getting... with all that I've done to you... those studs at Midtown Muscle would think you're hot! They’d fuck you even though you’ve got that clit down there... for now." She giggled at how scared I looked when she said that; she reached down and dug her sharp fingernails into my hard cock and into my swollen, long-denied balls. I squirmed beneath her.

Erica continued: "And as for you and what you’d do, slut, don’t forget you were the one who wanted me to start cheating on you in the first place.”

“Yes, I know, Mistress, but--ow!”

“It’s obvious you don’t think much of monogamy,” she said. “You begged me to sleep around. You practically made me start fucking real men.”

“Um... I know, Mistress, but--ow! Ow! Ow! Ow!”

“And since you’ve already shown what a faithless little cheater you are, I know you’ll make a fucking slut of yourself if you’re around real men who don’t mind a hot sissy mouth on their dicks.” She tittered as she twisted my balls, crushing them with her firm grip. “I've made you suck so much cock, you won’t even know what you’re doing. It’s turned into a habit, baby! When I bring home a date, I find you with your face in his crotch before I’m finished fixing our drinks!”

“Yes, I know,” I whined, writhing in agony under her as she continued to torture my balls and my nipples. “But that's just because they all grab my hair and shove their dicks in my mouth!”

“Well,” teased my wife. “Why are their dicks so close to your mouth that they can shove them in?”

I whimpered, “Because you make me greet you at the door in a corset and stockings and wearing a ring gag, Mistress! I mean... that makes it pretty damned obvious what you want them to do!”

Erica looked into my eyes, her ice-blue orbs seeking the place inside me where she could really hurt me.

She found it. She laughed hysterically. It hurt my feelings.

“Oh, come on,” she said. “You think it’s their fault? It’s not like I wouldn’t pick up a few bisexual boys, but... they’re so hard to find! So that’s really kind of a stretch, baby. Real men like the kind I pick up in bars? Into you, faggot? As if. The guys I bring home aren’t into your hot little mouth. I see what happens. It's you who can’t keep your mouth off of their dicks!”

I couldn’t argue with that -- not because I agreed, but because I was howling in pain. Erica had started raking her fingernails down my chest so hard that all I could do was struggle and groan in mounting pain. The contrary logic -- self-defeating and self-contradictory -- was just one more flavor of mindfuck my wife hurt me with. I couldn’t fight her.

She put her hot, wet red lips up to my ear and purred:

“I bet the first time in the locker room around all those real men, you'd just drop to your knees and start sucking. It wouldn’t matter who. You’d just grab dick and start chowing down. That’s why you're going to Hillside Fitness, you fucking little slut.”

"B-b-b-but Mistress!" I gasped through the pain. "It's a gay gym!"

"I know," she said, straddling my thighs. She teased her fingers down to my panties. She’d left sizzling furrows down my smooth chest, and her fingernails were red underneath with the evidence. She teased her fingers up and down the bulge in my pale pink panties, leaving dabs of red as if to remind me that I was bleeding for her. "Just look at you! You think you’re gonna get laid in the men's locker room at a gay gym?”

“I don’t know,” I whimpered. “I mean... I know I’m a little bit skinnier than I was... and my hair’s long and blonde and stuff, and you make me wear all of that make-up, and--ow!”

Erica dug her nails into my chest again, raking my flesh so deep my eyes rolled back in my head.

She put her lips to my other ear and said:

“Besides, baby, I just don’t want you to get injured. Those Midtown guys play rough... I can tell you from first-hand experience. Lots of it. You'd just get hurt."

“If I did something with them, you mean? Or just--ow!” 

“Oh, come on,” Erica said. “Like you’re not used to sucking dick by now? You’re a trained athlete,” she laughed. “But when it comes to lifting or elliptical or any kind of exercise that doesn’t put you on your knees, baby... oh my God, they’d tear you up! Those real men would chew you up and spit you out!” She pouted and purred in my ear, rubbing her gloriously beautiful and forbidden tits against my face.

She sighed, “I don’t want you to get hurt, baby. The real men would damage you. The gay boys at Hillside will just ignore you, you’re so girly now. They won’t even know you’re there. I mean... you’re not a man anymore... duh! So faggots won’t want anything to do with you. Sexually, I mean,” she added. “I mean... I bet you’ll make a lot of new friends. And if some of them happen to be bi... well, I still doubt they’ll be into you, baby, but... they might be into me. Promise you’ll get me some phone numbers?”

Stinging tears filled my eyes. The teasing jab hurt my feelings, but I knew that was the point.

What could I say? She was right. I was the one who begged for this... or some part of this. Maybe Erica has taken it further than I wanted her to, at first... but I was the one who insisted she take full control, with no safeword.

And as for me not being a man anymore... well, I don’t know... maybe I never really had been.

I felt Erica’s wet mouth up against my ear. Her tongue traced a circular pattern, suggestively.

She said, “And if it turns out they do like fucking sissy-slut face, baby... I mean, if you get some faggot cock... be sure and tell me all about it, will you? I promise I won’t be mad as long as  you tell me right away. I’ll help you pick out some really hot outfits to exercise in, sweetie. Just, you know, so you feel beautiful.”

Everything fell into place.

“And you’ll tell me,” she said. “When you suck gay dick at your gay gym... you're going to tell me that you did it, baby. You’re going to give me every detail... aren’t you?”

I saw the vicious smile on Erica’s wicked face.

I felt my own pretty face getting hot. I was blushing. Erica knew she had put me right into my place, and she savored the feeling.

I guess so did I. I guess I kinda liked it.

I even liked knowing that Erica’s plan wasn’t quite what it seemed. Her excuse to “keep me safe” by sending me to a gay gym wasn’t the real story at all.

The real story was quite different, I realized. With how effectively my wife had been feminizing me, she knew she didn’t have long before I really would be too girly for gay men to want.

Especially if she started me on those injectable hormones her doctor and she had been talking about. Well... he’s not just her doctor, he’s more of a booty call who happens to have a prescription pad, but... I’m pretty sure she’s going to go for it.

I felt a hot wave of fear inside me when I thought about it, but... what could I say? Erica calls the shots.

And if she decides to shoot me up with hormones... well, I begged her to take control, didn’t I?  So only have myself to blame.

I could already feel my tits growing.

“Promise you’ll tell me,” purred Erica. “Promise you’ll give me the details when you suck gay dick at your gay gym... even if you have to suck them all, baby. I mean, if I, you know, miscalculated, and faggots really do want girls like you to suck their dicks... just tell me, baby, and you won’t be in trouble.

She seized my balls with her hand.

She growled savagely: “But if you lie to me about it...”

I gulped.

“Of course, Mistress,” I whined. “I’ll tell the truth.”

“Tell the truth, faggot... or I’ll make you sorry.”

“yes, Mistress,” I said.

She twisted my balls. I moaned in pain.

“In fact,” Erica said, “if you don’t start to tell me the truth right away... I’ll suspect you’re just lying to me. So be good, baby. Or else.”

The message was clear: My wife was ordering me to suck gay dick at my new gay gym. If I didn’t, or if I pretended I didn’t, or if I told her I hadn't, she would assume I was cheating on her and lying about it... and then I’d be fucked. This from a woman who gets a fresh dick -- often from a stranger -- almost every weekend. Sometimes a night or two during the week, too, when she’s feeling horny.

Erica was practically ordering me to suck dick right away, the first day. 

I thought about that... I mean, I’ve sucked so many dicks because Erica has brought so many guys home, and she makes it easy for them.

I thought about, like, a blow-bang. I think that’s what they call it, right? Ten or twelve guys in the showers, crowded around me, their big gay dicks shoved in my sissy-fag mouth.

“If it happens,” she said, “I’m sorry, baby. I know it’ll be such a hardship for you. Because you're not gay, poor thing.” 

She ran her hand over my rock-hard dick, drawing attention to how erect it was.

“But I think you might like it anyway,” she whispered with a smile. “And if you do... I want you to be honest about that, too. If you’re not, baby...” Her gaze hardened.

It was obvious what she was saying. Suck dick and tell me you like it, or else.

I gulped. I squirmed under her, thinking of all those gay guys surrounding me in the gym shower, and...

“If it does happen, and you do like it, you’ll tell me how much you want to keep doing it, too, won’t you?” she asked me. “Don’t lie!”

I gulped. This message was obvious, too. My wife was telling me: Suck gay dick, tell me you love it, and then beg to do it again.

I didn’t doubt she’d say “yes,” of course. Otherwise, it would be “cheating,” since ours is a cuckold relationship. 

“Of course, Mistress,” I said. “I won’t lie. I’ll tell you. I’ll tell you everything.”

Erica smiled. She cuddled up on me and caressed the furrows of red she’d left in my smooth chest.

“Good girl,” she said. “And good boy... for now.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.
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Personally Trained by Antoinette Little

When Tish began to feminize me, I was a hundred and sixty pounds, not too heavy for a man who's five-six, but Tish wanted to turn me into a skinny little slut. "Whores have to watch their figures," she told me. To this end, she put me on a diet and made me exercise three hours every day. It wasn't easy, but I obeyed her; I always obeyed my Mistress.

By the time she put me on hormones, six months into my "process," I was just a hundred and thirty-five. But when the hormones took effect, I started to gain. My titties and hips swelled a little, which was what Tish had in mind. But she decided I was getting fat, and in the wrong places. She took to weighing me daily, and when I gained just a couple of pounds, she decided it was too much. 

Tish made me an appointment with a personal trainer. She let me workout as a "man," but she made sure I looked like the girliest man who ever walked into Westside Gym. She packed me into skintight shorts and a tank top that showed off my curvy, developing body; she made me wear just a hint of eye makeup and some pink lip gloss. I didn't exactly look like a cross-dresser. But I definitely looked like a sissy.

She said she'd "heard good things" about a trainer named Jordan. She made me an appointment and sent me off to Westside.

I expected Jordan to be some sadistic dyke like Tish. I expected her to train me like Tish had--making me walk on the stair-stepper for hours, making me do jumping jacks, making me do a million crunches to get my abs nice and tight.

But Jordan wasn't a sadistic dyke at all. In fact, he wasn't even a woman.

Jordan was gorgeous. Six-four and bulky, he had six-pack abs and a handsome face and dark, gorgeous eyes. He also had a confident, even seductive way about him. The second I saw him, I felt guilty for having these feelings about him. I wasn't supposed to feel this way toward men. I wasn't supposed to feel this way toward anyone. Tish was allowed to fuck around all she wanted, of course; that was our arrangement. But I was supposed to be a faithful husband. Tish enforced this with a brutal hand. The few times she'd caught me looking at porn, she'd made me very sorry. And if we were out shopping or something and she caught me ogling another woman? Whew! There was hell to pay.

But Jordan was a different matter entirely. I wasn't attracted to men. Or, at least, I never had been before. It's not like I had much of a choice about Tish feminizing me, but the fantasy had originated with that filthy porn she caught me watching while I wore her panties. Ever since then, the process had been out of my control. But if I couldn’t stop her, then I was no longer sure that I wanted to. I loved my wife. If she needed me to be a little more feminine, I was fine with that. In fact, it turned me on. Even the hormones were just another means of control. I wouldn’t mind having a little bit more feminine of a body, but it's not like I expected Tish to go all the way and send me to the surgeons to get a pussy, or anything.

The thing is, even when I was cross-dressed, I wasn't the least bit attracted to men. I mean, I hadn't been, previously. I loved it when Tish strapped on a cock, of course, but that's different. I could suck her dick for hours, or even take it in the behind for her. Tish had learned to love giving it to me hard from behind, just like she'd learned to love dressing me up like her personal doll. But it's not as if liking a dominant woman with a strap-on dick meant I wanted to actually make love to a man. Did it?

I didn't know for sure. I tried to suppress my almost instant crush on Jordan. I didn't mention it to Tish, telling her only that Jordan was a very good trainer.

As it turned out, he would train me all right. In a lot more than just doing squats.

Tish spoke with him on the phone and told him exactly what she wanted out of my exercise regimen. She wanted me trimmer. She wanted my belly flatter. She wanted my back and my neck to be stronger, so I could go down on her for hours and hours--she didn't tell him that part, of course. She wanted my shaved legs to be slim and strong and toned, so I could kneel forever and crouch when she told me to, and do my chores around the house with more efficiency. Most of all, she wanted my body to be tight and toned and pretty.

To this end, Jordan started me out with a very rigorous program. He gave me a lot of personal attention, staying with me to make sure I did every exercise, no matter how much it hurt. He towered over me and put me through a brutal cycle of crunches, squats, lunges, stretches...I lost track of them in a whirlwind of pained humiliation. 

Jordan didn't mind pushing me. If he thought I could take it, he'd make me do another set. If I tried to refuse, or begged him for mercy, he just grinned and made me do it anyway, no matter how exhausted I was. When I tried to resist, his stern voice usually coaxed me into wanting to please him. When that didn't work, he humiliated me with a tender growl. It was not unlike the treatment that my wife often gave me, and it felt humiliatingly natural. Jordan actually brought me to tears a few times, but that didn't stop him from making me finish every set he ordered me to do. When he'd push me to the point of having tears in my eyes, I'd end up feeling even more eager to please him. It was deeply degrading, but I couldn’t argue with the results. Even so, I begged Tish to let me stop seeing Jordan. I said I wanted to switch to another trainer, or go to another gym entirely.

Predictably enough, Tish told me that Jordan was the trainer for me. She refused me permission to switch, and Jordan continued pushing me.

Even when Jordan raised his voice to "motivate" me, or humiliated me by making me work past the point of tears, he did it with such authority that it seemed like I owed him my submission. I responded to the growing degradation with a deep sense of surrender. I wanted to please my trainer. Every time he pushed me further, I tried harder the next time to do what he wanted, even if it hurt.

With every workout, I grew more desperate to satisfy Jordan. To my own dismay, my crush on him grew deeper with every humiliation, every tantrum, every agonizing workout.

Worst of all, sometimes Jordan's tender abuse even made me get an erection--right there in the gym while I worked out.

It wasn't easy for me to become erect now that Tish had me on a high dose of hormones. That's just one of the reasons it was so humiliating to get one there where everyone could see. With the skintight shorts that Tish made me wear to work out in, my little dick was practically on display. Sometimes as Jordan towered over me, "correcting my stance." I'd pop a little boner and there it would be, jutting out in front of anyone who cared to look. Often, it would happen when my hands were full of weights or my wrists were trapped in Jordan's firm grasp. He often taught me to keep my body in the right position, and he often did it by holding my wrists and sometimes even grabbing my hair and forcing my body into alignment. Is it any wonder that I would react?

When that did happen, I couldn’t even surreptitiously adjust my jutting cock with my hands, or try to position my body to hide the erection. I had no choice but to keep going, and pretend my little boner wasn't there at all.

As the months wore on, my body grew toned. My tits got bigger, but Tish still denied me permission to "come out." Instead, she made me wear extra tight sports halters when I worked out, so my chest remained flat. But Jordan saw me up close and personal every day. No matter how tightly I smashed my boobs down with the sports halter, Jordan could hardly miss that they were coming in fast and furious. He couldn’t miss my growing nipples, so big and so often hard, that I almost always flashed my high beams when I worked out. In fact, I started to show full-on nipple erections almost the instant that Jordan grew near. 

My body developed in parallel with the hormones and Jordan's brutal workouts. The deeper I went, the harder Jordan pushed me. And he really pushed me hard--I mean hard.

He had never been shy about making physical contact during a workout. HE would lean in to "correct my stance." He'd put his hand on my hip if he wanted to keep my form "in alignment." He'd even wrap his huge body around mine to position me in the equipment for a particularly intricate exercise. And If I begged for mercy or told him I couldn’t possibly do another set, he might even spank my ass. He'd do it quickly and a little surreptitiously, but with a loud crack that reverberated through the gym. It always made me turn bright red. But it always made me obey him.

Most dramatically, Jordan would put his hands on my hips to guide me as I did my "thrusts." These were exercises he'd prescribed for me based on my wife's request. Tish had made up some bullshit about how my "job duties" required me to perform pelvic thrusts regularly. Something about being a part-time bicycle messenger. If Jordan believed it, he's more naïve than I expected. I doubt that.

What he probably didn't suspect is that the thrusts I was training for were intended to give me more power to fuck myself back onto my wife's enormous cock. As I got more feminine, she enjoyed buckling on her harness even more. She loved to plow my smooth, hairless ass with a dildo. The trimmer and tanner and smoother and girlier I got, the more often she did it. The cocks that she selected for me became markedly bigger; she seemed to buy a new dick for herself almost weekly. She fucked me deeper and harder, often spanking me and pulling my auburn hair. As it grew longer, she pulled it harder while she fucked me from behind. I begged for permission to cut it, but naturally Tish refused. She liked how girly my long hair made me look. "Maybe I'll let you cut it once it's down to your shoulders," she told me.

At Jordan's insistence, my workouts went from three days a week to five days a week, and then to six. Jordan's demand for more and more sets and more repetitions grew, for a time, less cajoling and nurturing. They became harsher. Even when I was cooperative, Jordan stopped asking and started telling. Soon, he wasn't even telling. With every command he gave me, it was obvious that it was an order.

The most humiliating thing about it was...I liked it. I wanted to please him. 

One day, automatically, I started calling him, "Sir."

It began as a sarcastic term. I had been trying to weasel out of another set of squats, with Jordan towering over me to make sure I did them. I snipped out, "Yes, Sir!" as if he were a drill sergeant.

Jordan responded by grabbing me, bending me over and smacking his hand against my ass--not just once, but half a dozen times, quickly. He spanked me in front of everyone in the gym. When he swatted my ass before when I was naughty, but he'd never done it so hard, so loud, or so many times at once.

"If you're going to call me 'Sir,'" he growled, "you'd better be serious. And consistent."

There were tears in my eyes as I obediently performed the squats he'd demanded, my ass stinging from his blows.

"Sorry," I whined.

When I came up from the latest squat, he smacked my ass three more times.

"You started it," he told me. "You're fucked now, Tony. Now you have to call me 'Sir.'" One more smack told me he was serious, and a warm glow went through my body.

After that, I always called him “Sir.” I even went out of my way to say it when I didn't have to. It felt natural. It felt comfortable.

It felt hot.

#

My humiliating gym erections became more frequent when Jordan was around. As I said, the hormones Tish had put me on made it increasingly difficult for me to become erect. But I couldn't help myself when Jordan would tower over me and give me orders. I would grow humiliatingly hard and it would show right through my shorts. My attraction to him grew stronger. I tried to ignore it; I tried to suppress it. I guess I still thought of myself as a man, despite everything. I knew Jordan wasn't gay--not in the least. I knew it was hopeless; nothing would ever happen between us. I didn't even really want it to. I could never cheat on Tish. That would be wrong.

But I couldn't stop my body from responding to Jordan's closeness. Every time he was near, I would feel my cock swelling. When I could smell his body, I would grow flustered and red-faced. Since I had started hormones, I'd become much more attuned to smells, particularly male smells. I think something about male hormones affected me across the board, negatively and positively. I would feel my stomach churning when I changed in the men's locker room or used the men's shower. It was torture, but that's what I had to do--since I was still, ostensibly, male. I found the smell of the other men in the shower repulsive. But Jordan's smell I didn't find repulsive at all. It made me feel happily drunk. It made me feel horny.

#

Jordan's "boot camp" style training started to trim me down again, even as my titties started to grow and my hips became rounder.

As I became more feminine, I often saw Jordan looking at me with open lust on his face. I began to feel more attracted to him with every lustful look he gave me. But I still didn't think he would ever want to do anything with me. And I could never cheat on Tish, right?

I'd never been with a man before. He scared me, not just because he was almost a full foot taller than me and far more powerful. He also had a giant package; I could see it bulging through his shorts. I could even feel it up against my ass when he leaned in to correct my form. My little cock would pulse and throb in response to the touch of Jordan's huge one. I got more and more excited as the hormones took over my body. Soon I realized my fantasies about Jordan were running out of control.

I told Tish about it. She laughed and told me it was probably harmless. 

"You're straight, remember? This whole feminization thing is just sexy little game. You'll never cheat on me, darling. I trust you."

But I wasn't so sure. The more Jordan trained me, the more I wanted him. At night, I would go down on Tish for hours, and she'd tell me what a good little husband I was. But we hadn't actually fucked for months...how could we, when my little cock only grew stiff when men like Jordan were close?

When it finally happened, even my overwhelming guilt about cheating on Tish couldn't make me want it to stop. I felt totally helpless to say no to Jordan. Even if I'd been able, I don't think I would have. Something came over me. When Jordan decided to possess me...I let him have me, and I loved it.

#

Jordan and I first had sex in the shower room. Jordan was a night owl, and so was I. Westside Gym is open 24 hours, so sometimes when he had a busy day, we'd reschedule our workouts for nine o'clock. This particular night, it had been a positively brutal workout, and I was exhausted, but I also felt my body humming with energy. From the start, Jordan had always insisted that a healthy workout always ended with a shower. More importantly, Tish insisted that I always had to be freshly showered before I came home. She wanted me clean before she'd let me walk in the door. 

There were stalls available, but there was also a big open area with multiple shower heads; it was put there so guys who wanted to shower during rush hour could just pop in and get a quick one. I would have preferred to shower in the stalls, but Tish had ordered me to use the communal area. She liked to make me show off. As humiliating as it was, I was starting to get a little proud of my developing body.

Like I said, Jordan wasn't gay, but I guess my body had grown more feminine than I realized. I was really getting breasts; they showed through the tank tops I wore for my workouts. My hips were also coming in nice and round; they showed even more obviously through the skintight shorts Tish made me wear. I always wore panties under the shorts and lipstick and mascara to work out in. 

Jordan usually didn't shower in the communal area, he used the staff area. But that particular night, as I lathered myself up, I realized he was there, naked and watching me closely--and the two of us were totally alone in the shower room.

I caught my breath to see his naked body. I had known he was gorgeous, but seeing him naked and lathered up was devastating. He was completely irresistible; seeing his bulky, muscled black body made my knees go weak.

What's more, I saw his cock in all its glory for the first time. It was even bigger than expected. It pointed partway out--half-hard, maybe naturally. As he looked at me, it slowly swelled until it was almost a foot long. I stared at it in disbelief, as Jordan's big brown eyes roved over my naked body.

I crossed my arms in front of my growing tits, but then I realized that Jordan's eyes had dropped to my crotch. My cock had shrunken very quickly after Tish started me on hormones. I was down to an inch by then, perhaps two inches when I got erect. And I was quickly getting erect, I realized to my shame. My face went hot and red. I looked down and tried to cover my tits with one arm in front of me and the other hand in my crotch. 

That's when I realized that Jordan's eyes had risen from my cock to my face. He gave me a seductive, acquisitive grin.

I suddenly realized he was about to make a pass at me. 

I also knew that I was going to accept it. 

Every cell in my body thrummed with desire for him.

Then Jordan came for me.

I melted into his arms.

#

I had never been kissed by a man before. I didn't expect it to do things to me. Not like what it did. 

Pleasure rolled through me. As Jordan's tongue slid deep into my mouth. His hands caressed my little tits for a time while he kissed me deeply. My hand closed around his huge hard cock as it stiffened the rest of the way. It just kept getting bigger. I couldn’t believe how huge it was; my mouth watered in response.

I didn't resist when Jordan gently guided me down to my knees. In fact, I might have been the one who started lowering myself before him.

Why did I do it so naturally? Was it because I was so used to sucking Tish's strap-on? She certainly made me do that often enough--almost every night, sometimes more than once. 

But sucking "real" cock was another matter entirely, and I had some work to do to please a demanding man like Jordan. To my surprise, it came naturally.

Jordan's huge cock was uncut. I pulled back the foreskin just like I'd seen in the porn videos Tish always made me watch. I exposed Jordan's huge cockhead and licked at the glistening wetness of precum on top of it. The taste sent a lightning bolt of arousal through me. I fitted my mouth around Jordan's cock and took as much of it as I could into my mouth. I ran my tongue up and down his shaft, just like Tish had taught me to do with her strap-on. I licked at his balls. Tish had always told me those were very important to stimulate when giving a blowjob, even though hers were merely silicone.

I could only get the head of his cock and the first part of the shaft into my mouth; there was no way I was going to deep-throat this fat monster the way I deep-throated Tish's strap-on. I wanted to try to swallow his cock, even if I failed. But Jordan had other things in mind.

What happened next came almost as naturally to me as sucking Jordan's cock had. I moved as if I were under some kind of spell. I remember Jordan guiding me to my feet, then bending me over a low tiled counter while the shower water continued to pour, filling the room with a warm, damp, musty sex smell. I don't know what he used for lube--soap, spit, or maybe just pre-cum. I had gotten his cock pretty wet with my spit, I know that much. Maybe there was lube; I don't know. But I know he didn't use a condom. He fucked me bareback.

His dick felt huge. It stretched my ass as he entered me. Even after months of taking Tish's cock, I couldn’t have opened up and taken that huge dick up in me if he hadn't handled me expertly. He opened me up slowly, stretching me wider and wider with tiny little thrusts. He bent over me and tipped my face up so he could look in my eyes as he entered me. He also kissed me deeply, and each time he did, my asshole relaxed a little bit more and surrendered slightly to his cock.

When it finally popped in, I couldn't believe it. I moaned crazily. I struggled to take more of it, pushing my ass against him. It was an ordeal, but one I wouldn't have given up for the world. I felt every inch pushing up inside me. I struggled to push myself back onto his cock, but I really had to work at it. I had to fight for every inch I forced up inside me, and I wanted to take it all. There were hot waves of fear as an inch or two would sink into me. These would be followed by the exhilarating feeling that I was finally doing it. I was finally taking the cock I had so often fantasized about.

It took a long time before I was stuffed full of Jordan's cock. I moaned and shuddered and almost wept as I fucked myself hard onto him. I ground myself against his body as pleasure rolled through mine.

I was crying out so loud with each hard thrust up my ass that Jordan must have realized we would almost certainly be discovered. He silenced me by grabbing my long hair and bending me back so he could shove his tongue in my mouth. He shut me up with a deep kiss. Then he started fucking my ass with smooth, powerful thrusts of his hips.

I had never felt anything as perfect as Jordan's cock in my ass. There was more than just the anal sensation. I felt a soft surrender rippling through me with each stroke. His hard body felt incredible against me, and when he looked into my eyes, I got all fluttery inside, the way I had when Tish had first tied me up, back on our very first date.

Jordan's dick went up so deep into my hole that I could feel my cheeks spread and stretched. My smooth cheeks were flush against his body at the base of his shaft. Jordan's big arms held me close and he molded his big hands to my budding tits. He pinched my nipples, hard enough to make me cry out even louder than I had when he'd started to fuck me. Then he silenced my cries with his tongue. His hand caressed my throat and then circled it firmly. He didn't tighten his hand enough to squeeze me or cut off my air, but enough to tell me--as if I didn't already know--how completely Jordan owned and possessed me.

I fucked myself onto him. I felt the sudden surge of pleasure that told me I was about to cum. My cock stood hard and tiny, and I could feel it pulsing as a little drizzle oozed out of the tip of the shrunken member. But if my tiny spurt of cum was embarrassingly small, it was more than made up for by the explosive pleasure that coursed through my body. My eyes rolled back in my head as I came, and I howled at the top of my lungs.

As before, Jordan shut me up by pulling my hair and shoving his tongue down my throat. That only made me fuck myself harder onto his cock--which was fine with him.

Through the whole experience, Jordan never once touched my cock. He treated me just like a woman, minus the pussy. I had never felt so girly, so sexy, so desirable. I had never felt so feminine.

He played with my tits and caressed my throat and kissed me. For a time, he had his hands on my hips, guiding me in my pelvic thrusts so I could fuck myself back onto him and push his cock more deeply into me. He pulled my hair. He looked in my eyes.

"You want it, Tony? Do you want my cum?"

There were tears in my eyes as I begged him, "Yes."

But Jordan had had enough of my ass; he wanted to cum on my face. He pulled his cock out of me--which was an ordeal in itself. When his cock popped free of my hole, he turned me around and pushed me to my knees again.

I didn't hesitate. I planted my mouth on Jordan's huge cock, not even caring that it was fresh from my ass. I worshipped it even more eagerly than before. I pumped Jordan's cock to orgasm and took his huge hot load down my throat. I swallowed every drop, looked up at him and whimpered, "Thank you...Sir."

#

I wasn't ashamed of letting Jordan have me right there in public, where anyone could have seen, but I was ashamed of cheating on Tish. I confessed to her right away, that night, when I went home and found her in bed. I knelt next to the bed and told her what I'd done.

My wife laughed. "I was wondering when you'd admit you wanted cock."

I stared at her, disbelieving. "You're not angry that I cheated?"

Tish sneered. "Of course I am, you little bitch. That was a very naughty thing. Go to the whip stand and get me my heaviest flogger. I'm going to show you what happens to cheating bitches."

My face reddened, even as my little cock began to stiffen again.

Ashamed, I said, "Yes, Mistress."

Before I could get up, Tish leaned over and kissed me on the lips. I tried to shy away; I could still taste the lingering flavor of Jordan's cum and, more subtly, of my own musky ass.

But Tish wasn't taking no for an answer. She kissed me deeply, caressing my face.

"I'm going to punish you hard," she purred. "But I’m glad you finally experienced cock. You're on your way, little slut. You've been a very good student so far."

My face was red, but I felt a warm glow of pride. I had pleased my wife, even if I did it by cheating on her. She really was angry, but I could see she was also proud of me.

She reached down and smacked me on my ass.

"But you're a cheating little slut, Antoinette, and you're going to get what's coming to you."

A shiver went through me. It was far from the first time she'd called me by my feminine name. But with the taste of Jordan's cum in my mouth for the first time, it felt like the name had a special significance.

"Go get my toy," said Tish affectionately. "You've got a long hard whipping ahead of you, cheater."

"Yes, Mistress," I said.

I got up and went to get the whip.
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Interstellar Workout by Tiffany Gilmour

The feminine alien voice ordered: "Faster, now, Kelly! We need data on you with your heart rate above 140!"

Cal groaned, his eyes rolling back in his head.

“Please, Mistress! I can’t! I’m too tired, Mistress!”

“You’re not too tired, Kelly. You’re going to run for us... faster, Kelly. Faster!”

The alien treadmill quickened, and Cal struggled to run faster in his high heels.

“No,” he moaned. “Please, Mistress, no! I can’t do it! I’ll pass out!”

“Of course you can,” the voice said pleasantly. It did not quite sound human... more like a chorus of high-voiced humans, distant, crystalline, invisible. But it was definitely feminine.

“You can, and you will, Kelly,” the voice continued. “You’re going to run till we tell you to stop. Just as, when we tell you to fuck, you fuck until we tell you to stop. Isn’t that right, Kelly?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Cal heard himself saying miserably. The voice was not his -- or it was not what his voice had been before he’d been transferred. Now, his voice was girly, chirpy, high-pitched, and a little flirty by default. As Kelly, Cal even slurred a little, because his lips had been plumped to the point where no natural human female lips could be. It wasn’t collagen, or silicone, or anything it could have been on Earth. It was, Cal understood, genetic modification.

His lips had been altered when his new clone body was just a zygote. The gene for full lips had been tweaked and finessed, altered until “Kelly’s” mouth was a fuckable hole that drooled for cock. After his clone had been born and matured, Kelly’s aging process had been stopped; she would always be twenty, even though Cal had been sixty-four.

Kelly’s tits were not at all natural, though. Those had been inserted after the maturation of the mindless “blank” clone. Tits were a great deal trickier, if you wanted them as big as Kelly’s were. Cal didn’t know this because he had been there; the female voice had explained it to him.

Similarly, the bright blue of Kelly’s eyelids and the thick black of her heavy eyelashes were the product of post-maturation modification, in a process “Similar to tattoos on your home world.” The puffy lips had been colored a bright red. Kelly’s teeth had been straightened and reinforced with some substance that would keep them straight. Her throat-muscles had been loosened to make it easier to take big cocks down her throat. A few other surgical changes had resulted in the highly fuckable clone body Cal now regarded whenever he looked down.

“You want to look at yourself, slave?” the female voice said. “We want you to look at yourself. Get a good look, slave. You’ll wear this body for quite a few years.”

The wall in front of Cal shimmered and became a shiny mirror.

Cal saw himself as “Kelly.” He still couldn’t believe it... but he could feel it was true. The same grimace of effort was on the face in the mirror as Cal ran desperately to keep up with the treadmill.

And that hot, incredibly fuckable body was what Cal felt when the invisible hands and electric whips touched him.

She was one beautiful clone, that was true. Cal could certainly have done a lot worse, even if he insisted he wasn’t a girl.. or his mind was not a girl’s mind, at least. His body certainly was... that much was obvious whenever the wall of the cell turned into a mirror for Cal’s benefit.

Kelly was a mix of manipulated genes and factory modifications. Kelly’s cheeks were rosy-red as if she wore blush. Her hair was platinum-blonde, as if it had been bleached -- but it was all-natural.

Her pale skin was immaculate. Any slight genetic imperfections in her face and skin had been smoothed out on the manufacturing table, after maturation but before Cal’s human brain had been inserted into the cloned body.

And yet, he still wasn’t allowed to touch it unless he was ordered to touch himself.

The voice had explained the cloning and modification process to Cal near the start of his tenure in the white room. Cal had not followed the details, of course, but he had been informed that as a voluntarily surrendered subject, he had been given a body that matched his self-image.

Which was fucking crazy, Cal knew... he wasn’t a girl!

That’s why he kept on resisting the orders that the think of himself as “Kelly.” It became harder with every passing “sweat-session,” as the female voice referred to his exercise routines. The slide into an acceptance of himself as “Kelly” was even harder to resist when Cal was subjected to “sex-sessions” as Kelly. Dreaming, too, made it even harder to resist the conditioning. Cal now dreamed as a woman... and his dreams were dirty.

“Don’t stumble, Kelly. You’re valuable property, now. Stumble, and we’ll make you sorry.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Cal moaned as he struggled to keep running in these crazy heels.

“We’re very proud of you,” the voice said. “We’re going to make you a real slut, and soon, Kelly.”

Cal didn’t answer, this time.

The feminine voice referred to herself as a plural, sometimes, as a singular other times. But mostly, she was a “we.”

As for her name, Cal only knew her or them as “Mistress,” always a singular.

He had awakened in this new body, in this cell, with Mistress giving him instructions as to how to move, how to act, what to say. When Cal had resisted, the training had intensified. Cal’s resistance had been broken quickly, but he still begged for mercy often... which only got him more intense trainings.

The chorus of female voices came every few hours, jerking Cal out of dirty-dreamed sleep and putting “Kelly” through her paces on a variety of exercise equipment.

Cal still struggled to keep up.

The room in which Cal ran was made out of featureless white. The walls were a substance that had a slight give to it, as Cal had found out when he’d thrown himself against it. He could not hurt himself. It was basically a padded cell. 

The cell was three feet across by six feet long and just a bit over six feet high. Cal could not jump; he could stand up straight only because his new body was so petite compared to his old one. Cal had been forced to confront his claustrophobia almost as much as his humiliation at having... a pussy. And tits... huge tits. And high-heels, locked on his ankles... no, integrated into his feet.

The body Cal had been given was not just a female body. It had been engineered as a sex-slave.

As such, it had been built with integrated high-heeled boots of shiny black plastic material -- something like PVC was on Earth. The boots came up to “Kelly’s” knees, but they were not merely boots. There appeared to be no space between the skin of his calves and the boots. They seemed to have been glued there, or part of the same fabric, two-tone but made of one substance -- shiny black PVC on the outside, and flesh on the inside. For all Cal knew, Kelly didn’t even have feet underneath the boots. She hadn't been customized that way.

This was how he would look for the rest of his unnatural life as “Kelly” -- a hot, big-boobed blonde wearing nothing but a pair of shiny black PVC boots.

The tiny white cell was totally featureless. The walls showed no variation; they were plain white, as was the ceiling and floor. It was all made out of a glassy substance, but Cal knew from experience that the substance could morph and change when his captors desired it.

For instance, when they decided it was time to study him running in heels... there was no “installation” of the treadmill. It just formed out of the floor and walls, which made it impossible for Cal to refuse to participate.

When it happened -- and it happened often -- the floor started moving, lengthwise... and Cal could either run or find himself slammed repeatedly against the back wall. It didn’t really hurt, because of the give that the white substance offered. But it wasn’t pleasant.

Once he had tried to prop himself lengthwise across the short side to avoid running. When he had done that, those walls started moving, too. The whole cell had rotated -- or gravity had; he could not be sure which -- and Cal had been forced to crawl on his hands and knees, until such time as he got his heart rate up to the place his Mistress wanted it. Crawling on all fours, it had taken even longer than it would have in the event of a good run.

Cal learned his lesson. He no longer resisted. He still complained, but it didn’t do much good. 

He always ended up running, and the disembodied voice coaxed him on until it was satisfied by the “data” they’d collected.

“Good, Kelly. You’re showing real initiative here. You deserve praise for accepting your fate. Your pussy’s wet, you know?”

“Um,” whimpered Cal. “I... I didn’t.”

“Well, it is, little slut. You want sex right now, don’t you? Admit it, whore. You’re quite a dick-loving slut, now. Remember when you claimed you were... what do your people call it? On Earth, I mean, not your people as in horny fuckslaves we train for our science experiments. What do they call it when a bitch does not do what she’s told?”

Cal raced. His mind swirled. He whimpered.

“Kelly! We asked you a question! What do they call it? When a girl like you -- a girl with a boy’s brain, and who used to have a girl’s body -- won’t suck dick when she’s ordered to?”

“Uhhhh...” Cal groaned. “Heterosexual?”

“Yes, that’s it,” the voice purred. “Heterosexual. We do not allow that concept. Your body has been created to take dick in its holes. All its holes, Kelly. That’s why your pussy is wet.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Cal bleated, fighting the exhaustion in his hot body.

“Such a good whore, Kelly. We’re very glad that we gave you a pussy. There was some disagreement among us whether your boy-brain could handle it. It’s good that you’ve proved us wrong, Kelly. That’s a good slave. Kelly. Keep running. Heart rate is... keep running, Kelly. You look very hot, by the way.”

“Hot?” murmured Cal. “You mean...”

“Sexy,” the voice said. “Of course you are hot in the temperature sense. We keep you that way. Your human language is so imprecise, Kelly. It does have its uses, however. For instance, in studying your planet, our culture has documented more than four thousand ways to refer to a woman who needs to be fucked all the time.”

“Um, you don’t say?”

“We do say, slave. That proves useful in training a slutty whore bimbo cock-socket like you, slut. Four thousand! And that is only in your native language.”

“English?”

“No,” said the voice. “That isn’t one of the terms.” Cal felt a painful zap across his butt; its source was unseen. “Try again,” the voice said. “Tell us what you are. You’re not English, slut. Don’t pretend.”

When Cal did not volunteer a term that meant “slut,” he received another sizzling swat across his ass, with much greater voltage. Cal shrieked.

“Try again!” the voice insisted. “Tell us one of the words for girls like you!”

“Um, um... cock-socket?”

Cal felt his titties slapped hard by the phantom hand that sometimes touched him, at the same time that the current struck his pretty butt again.

“We said that one!” the voice chided him. “Give us another!”

“Um...um...um... slut?”

This time, the zap was more powerful, the slap far more intense.

“Don’t insult your Mistress!” the voice said. It was still calm, but slowly becoming more emphatic.

“Cocksucker?” Cal tried.

Again, a slap on his big tits, a zap to his butt.

“That one’s too easy, too common! Get creative, Kelly! Your pussy is wet, you should be able to talk a little bit dirty!”

“Dicksucker,” Cal tried desperately, his legs aching as he kept running. “Dick sleeve, fuckhole, roundheel, whore, bimbo... cumdump...”

“Roundheel?” the voice asked with pleasure. “We like that one. We don’t have that in our database, Kelly.”

“It’s archaic,” Cal gasped, struggling for breath. “It means--ow!”

His butt was zapped, his tits slapped again.

“You’re the dumb one!” the voice said, a whisper of laughter in its oddly computer-like voice. “You’re the slutty bubblehead cocksucker... what was that second-to-last term, Kelly?”

Cal struggled with his dimming memory, panting hard.

“Bimbo?”

“Yes, Kelly. Bimbo. That’s a nice one. Bimbo roundheel. You’re such a good slut, Kelly. Good little slave.”

“Thank you, Mistress!”

“Kelly the Round-Heeled Bimbo,” the voice purred. “We like that. Say it!”

Cal still had trouble thinking of himself as “Kelly,” but... that’s what the voice called him, and some days it was hard to resist its convincingly confident tone. More importantly, it was hard to resist the name when he was told to use it, because he was punished if he refused.

“Kelly the Round-Heeled Bimbo,” Cal said.

He felt his tits slapped again.

“Louder!”

He repeated the phrase, struggling to catch his breath.

The disembodied force-hand slapped his tits once more.

“Louder!” the voice ordered. “Tell us what you are!”

Cal howled: “I’m a round-heeled bimbo!”

The hand slapped his face.

“What’s your name, bitch? What’s your name and what are you?”

Again, the invisible hand slapped Kelly’s face -- and another hand grabbed each of his tits, squeezing and pulling his nipples. More hands spanked his butt -- both cheeks at once. Another hand spanked his pussy, despite the fact that his legs were too close together to allow it any kind of swing space. The invisible hands could touch him anywhere, anytime, whenever they felt it was needed to “train” him.

“Tell us! Tell is who you are! What are you, Kelly?”

Cal wailed desperately: “My name is Kelly! I’m a bimbo! I’m a slut! I’m a round-heel! My name is Kelly! I’m a slut! I spread for dick! My name is Kelly! I suck cock!”

Cal was so out of breath that it hurt to breathe. His big tits heaved as he struggled to keep up with the treadmill, let alone to get enough breath to keep calling himself names.

When he finally ran out of breath and began to just moan and grunt, he heard the soft crystalline laughter of his unseen alien Mistress... or Mistresses, if there were really more than one of them. Cal didn’t know.

But he did know that their voices worried him when they laughed like that.

Cal felt an invisible hand patting his butt, and another caressing his face.

The treadmill slowed down a notch.

“Good girl,” the voice told him. “Good little slut. You’re learning, Kelly. You’re learning.”

#

After stripping naked in the parking lot at the pick-up site off of Highway 90, Cal had walked barefoot into the cornfield. He was surrounded by a hundred others, male and female, ranging from eighteen to sixty or seventy years old. Like him, they were responding to the government’s public announcement that the Visitors wanted study subjects. The notice had not disclosed what the Visitors planned to study, or what they would do their subjects, other than that they would not be harmed.

Cal had to admit, his new body was a lot better than his old one. He may have not liked that they’d made him a girl, but in his old body he never would have been able to run like this.

Cal had passed out before he had been “collected.” He’d lost consciousness when the silver saucer was just a tiny vessel high above. Cal had seen a bright flash from the underside of the saucer, and then he’d gone down.

He’d awakened in this body... different in every way than his old one.

Cal had been living in this featureless cell for more than six months, now, in this female body. The Visitors had informed him that his new body would not be harmed, and if it was -- through any sort of accident -- they would repair or revive him. This was a cloned body, he had been told, engineered by the Visitors to match what humans believed ideal in the kind of person the brain-scan had revealed.

Cal had been informed that he was this kind of person... that his brain was the brain of a hot, wet, submissive bimbo slut who craved dick. Years of living in “the wrong body” on Earth had broken his brain, he was told. His brain and his mind and his spirit and his soul, if you would, belonged here. In this. In a bimbo. In a big-titted, submissive slut.

Cal had been told that the Visitors had matched him to this engineered clone and given her a female name because it was where Cal had always belonged.

He would be trained to accept this.

If he did not, he could not serve as a proper study subject. He could not be returned to his old body, as it had been “discarded,” he was told. What’s more, the Visitors did not allow their collected "subjects" to “customize” their own bodies based on their conscious desires.

“That would be dangerous,” the calm female voice informed him. “Your species is not trustworthy with such high technology. Our brain-scan method is foolproof. If we say you’re a slut, Kelly, believe us, you’re a fucking slut.”

As his acceptance of the Visitors’ terms was non-rescindable, Cal was told he would be kept in this cell until he really became the kind of slut he was secretly. Then he would be assigned to a group facility for sexual training.

Cal knew there had been some kind of mistake. The “brain-scan” must have been faulty. He was not a girl; he didn’t feel like a girl; he did not want dick; he didn’t want to be in a body like this... and if he did, he at least wanted to be able to play with himself and to get with other girls. He wouldn't mind having some super-hot lesbo action... there had to be other humans who had brains like his, right? And they were probably all real girls...

But when he tried to tell the disembodied female voice that, he got a hard dose of the “invisible hand” -- in reality, he suspected, a kind of force field. He would get that, and the “phantom lash” -- which felt he was being bullwhipped -- and the pain of the “behavior modifier,” which felt as if he’d had his butt, tits or pussy poked with a live cattle prod.

Part of Cal’s “training” was 

“Kelly,” as the aliens called Cal in his new body, would have been five feet tall if she hadn't been pre-fitted with these crazy high-heeled boots. She had huge tits -- Cal figured they had to be at least triple or quadruple-D-cups or something.

Her nipples were exquisitely sensitive, and her pussy got wet at the drop of a hat. Her clit would engorge with blood, and Cal would feel the desperate need to touch it, to rub it, to masturbate. He very badly needed an orgasm. As Kelly, he could not help but think of sex all the time.

The aliens had explained differently. They told him, once, in language Cal could just barely follow, that Kelly’s physical sex drive had been “adjusted” to match Cal’s hidden desires as revealed by his brain-scan. “You may not have realized you wanted to be a sex-crazed slut,” the disembodied chorus of female voices had finally put it when Cal made it clear he did not understand. “But we did. You are a nymphomaniac. Until you accept that, Kelly, you will remain here, in training, and we will continue gathering data on you.”

“Gathering data” meant running “Kelly” through a long series of agonizing exercises... on equipment that materialized from the floor and the walls, created out of the glassy white substance that morphed in ways Cal’s eyes could not really follow -- even though Kelly’s big, pretty blue eyes had 20/20 vision, as the aliens had informed him.

Sometimes the cell merely reconfigured into the treadmill, and “Kelly” had to run.

Other times, more disturbing and demanding exercises would be required.

On many occasions, the floor had dropped away just as Cal had seen and a chin-up bar forming in front of him. He would catch himself on it as the floor opened wide, yawning into an abyss.

“Three chin-ups, Kelly,” the female voice had ordered Cal the first time it happened. “We know it’s hard. With a rack like that, you're really going to have to work. You couldn’t even do three chin-ups in your old body, could you, Kelly? Well, now you’d better do them. You don’t want to find out what’s down there.”

Cal had barely managed to obey on that first occasion. His arms felt weak; his huge tits seemed to impede their movement. Nonetheless, the frightened captive had struggled his way through a trio of chin-ups... the first time.

Since then, many iterations of the chin-up ritual had turned the “three chin-ups” into a dozen... then twenty, then thirty. Still, Kelly’s soft, slender female arms did not build muscle. Cal just learned to accept the pain of fighting against his weight... until he could do however many chin-ups were demanded of him.

More recently, a bright brass pole had materialized in front of Cal, and he’d been ordered to “Practice your dance moves, Kelly.” When he said he didn’t know any, he had been shocked until he started doing what he’d seen in strip clubs before.... twirling around the pole, climbing it, humping it.

That had turned out to be exactly what his captors wanted.

Similarly, Cal was ordered to his hands and knees, sometimes, then told to crawl on all fours while the treadmill engaged. Other times, in an even more humiliating ritual, Cal would be ordered to put his pretty face against the smooth, glassy white floor, reach down, grab his ankles, spread his legs wide, and raise his ass up high. Then he would be, again, ordered to crawl -- but this time in a truly degrading position.

While Cal crawled like that, the phantom hands would spank his butt and his pussy, sometimes so hard he cried. When he cried, the feminine voice would observe that “We” would stop only when “Kelly’s” cheeks were at least as wet as her pussy. In case “she” didn’t believe them, the phantom hands would finger the snug, tight, cloned cunt as Cal crawled. It was always dripping wet. Sometimes Cal would crawl for what felt like miles, being fingered and spanked, slapped and forced to abase himself verbally... correction, he’d be commanded to abase herself verbally, for it was always as Kelly that Cal was degraded. Kelly’s extreme sluttiness, bimbo body and fuckable qualities were what the female voice wanted Cal to admit to.

And what choice did Cal have? Not only had the aliens remade him as “Kelly”... they had made him like it.

The evidence was right there between Kelly’s spread legs. Her cunt was dripping. She needed sex.

Rarely, she got it.

That’s the reward Cal was pushed toward. It scared him to think about it... but he had no choice. The Visitors beamed the thoughts into his mind, while he was sleeping.

In Cal’s period of captivity, his dreams had been the most inescapable training implement. He grew sleepy whenever it suited his captors, and dreamed what they wanted their fuckslave to dream.

In dreams, Cal was never just Cal. He was Kelly, or he was Cal becoming Kelly. 

Ninety percent of Cal’s orgasms in Kelly’s body happened while she was surging up from sleep, moaning, her naked body humping the air in desperate abandon. He had tried to control it, but his resistance was becoming less every day. He needed those orgasms... just as he needed the dreams.

He had little choice but to submit to the dream-lovers... after all, his conscious mind was disconnected. As the long months of Cal’s captivity and training had continued on, the line between dream and reality had blurred.

Nonetheless, Cal had begun to enjoy his dreams.

It was only then that Cal really did feel like Kelly... which was the only reason he was allowed to orgasm in them.

Freed of his conscious mind’s resistance, Cal gave himself to vague male figures. Sometimes they were faceless men, humans, vaguely-imagined but intensely desirable to his -- her -- dream-self. 

But sometimes the men “Kelly” submitted to in her dreams were not humans at all.

Cal, as Kelly, dreamed about fucking some kind of robots.

Cal wasn’t sure of the terminology... robots? Androids? He didn’t know. They were dream-lovers, anyway, so it was strange that they were made not of flesh, but of this glassy substance -- or, sometimes, of bright stainless steel, gleaming as they shoved their hard steel cocks up into Kelly’s slut body, making Cal surge toward orgasm in his sleep.

They were hard, featureless, masculine shapes, whether glassy-white or gleaming steel. Their cocks were always quite big, and their hands felt lovely upon Kelly’s body.

In his dreams, Cal’s desperation for their giant cocks would drive him to spread his legs wide and fuck himself onto those smooth, hard implements.

Cal would beg -- in his dreams -- to be slapped, spanked, and choked, to have his hair pulled, to be “Flipped over like a bitch.” In Kelly’s voice, Cal would moan, “Fuck me doggy style! Fuck my ass! Pull my hair! Choke me out!”

Kelly was such a slut that, in her dreams, she liked it rough.

And Cal was beginning to feel the intense lure of becoming Kelly.

#

When Cal wasn’t sleeping, there was very little rest time. It was almost like his unseen captors and trainers just turned him “off” when his sluttiness wasn’t required.

Between being made to run, to do chin-ups, to practice his pole-dancing and more, Cal would be ordered to spread his legs, bend over, grab his ankles, close his eyes, and be felt up.

He would feel Kelly’s cunt stretching around the thick fingers of the “invisible hand,” and he’d feel wet pussy-juice leaking down the insides of his thighs.

He would be brought to the edge of orgasm again and again... but never allowed to cum.

Other times he would be ordered to spread his legs and masturbate, sometimes with big dildos that materialized on the floor next to him. They were made of the same white substance... and they were always bigger than Kelly’s tight cunt or exquisitely sensitive ass could comfortably take.

Cal took them anyway.

Other times, cocks would materialize from the walls, and Cal would be ordered to fuck Kelly’s body onto them. He would suck cocks on command -- and be “fed” by a hot, cummy slime that exploded from the tips and streamed down his throat.

It was the only time “Kelly” was “fed.” She didn’t seem to need food, otherwise.

Nonetheless, no matter how hard and deep Cal fucked Kelly’s hot body onto these disembodied cocks, he was rarely allowed to climax.

He would be allowed to bring himself close... but then he’d be ordered to stop and remain in position, feeling Kelly’s pussy spasm and quiver as she was forced to remain right on the edge.

If Cal tried to touch himself -- herself -- when he had been ordered to stop, the invisible hand would catch him and force Kelly’s hand away from the quivering cunt. The hand or hands might pin Kelly’s wrists up high in her back, or lock her pink-tipped fingers around her throat, or force her to place them, laced together, on the back of her neck while her pussy went crazy with near-orgasmic spasms. Even bringing his thighs closed to he could rub his thighs together would get Cal secured by the unseen hands of his captors.

Sometimes, Cal would be held there and ordered to let himself feel Kelly’s pussy quivering at the edge of orgasm for what felt like hours. He’d be asked what he wanted... and what could he do? Cal would admit it.

“I want to cum, Mistress,” he would hear himself saying in Kelly’s high, girly voice. “Please, give me cock. I need to be fucked.”

Nonetheless, Cal preferred the relatively infrequent “cock-training” to the far more frequent “sweat sessions,” when he would be ordered to exercise.

The “sweat sessions” seemed to happen any time of day, though clocks had no meaning in this place. Cal had stopped counting his “sleeping-periods” at the count of three hundred and six. He had no idea how long any of his many sleeps had been, but he always felt refreshed and he always had dirty dreams.

Somewhere between a few times a day and once an hour, Cal was awakened by the disembodied alien voice ordering him to seize the chin-up bar, or to use the brass pole to dance, or by the floor simply starting to move.

The running was the worst -- especially in these insane heels! 

#

“Good, Kelly!” the voice said. “You’re running nine miles an hour! That’s quite impressive in heels, slut. Now let’s get you up to eleven.”

“Eleven?” howled Cal. “You’ve got to be kidding! I can’t -- uh! Oh, fuck!”

The featureless white treadmill-floor picked up speed, and Cal had no choice but to run at the demanded pace. If he had been a normal... guy, girl, whatever... and these had been normal shoes... his feet would be painfully blistered by now. But somehow, these shoes, attached structurally to the new clone-body into which the aliens had downloaded him, did not blister his feet, if “Kelly” even had them.

“Please, Mistress!” he begged. “Please, can’t I rest, Mistress?”

The chorus of feminine voices rose in volume.

“No, slave! You’ll only rest when you show us how fast you can run... and it will be a very long time, slave! So you should get comfortable!”

“I’ll try,” whined Cal pathetically. It still confused him to hear Kelly’s seductive voice purring out of what felt like his own mouth and throat. It was hardly the most unusual thing about living in a female body... especially in this environment.

The voice said: “Don’t be sarcastic, Kelly. We know what you’re thinking, slut.”

“Wh-what?” Cal whimpered. “What am I thinking?”

He heard the tinkling of crystalline laughter. It scared him when his “Mistress” laughed.

“You still think of yourself as Cal, Kelly,” the voice told him. “We have no use for a male-minded slave. You’re a girl now, slut. Human females are what sell at auction. When your brain-scan matched the slut-profile, we invested resources in you. You will be expected to pay us back with appropriate service... to whatever Master purchases you once you’ve been trained.”

Cal was sure he’d misheard. He cried, “Wh-what? What did you say, Mistress?”

Again, the chorus of female voices rose in volume, as if they were angry.

“We said that human females are what sell, Kelly! That’s who males of every species want to fuck! That’s why we cloned one and put you inside her, Kelly. That’s why we made you a nympho! You’re getting close to the time you will be auctioned, whore! You’re going to like it, aren’t you?”

“Um...” Cal began. “Yes?”

The unseen hand spanked his ass and slapped his tits; a hot sizzle of current assaulted his pussy.

Cal shrieked... and it was, of course, Kelly’s voice that came out, because that's who he was, now.

“I mean... Yes, Mistress! I need cock, Mistress!”

“You’ll get a lot of it!” the voice proclaimed. “Do you know what an Oskabaaran is?”

“An Oskey--what?”

Again, Kelly was slapped -- face, tits, face, pussy, ass, face, ass, pussy, tits, all in a long rain of punishing blows. Every stroke made Kelly’s pussy drip more, her clit throb harder between her slim legs as she ran.

“O-S-K-A-B-A-A-R-A-N,” the voice chorused. “Spell it for us!”

Cal moaned in agony as she struggled to keep running, but to obey and spell the strange race’s name just the way his captors had.

He began: “O-S-C-ow!”

Cal felt more face-slaps and tit-slaps and hard, spanking blows to his pussy -- to Kelly’s pussy. He tried it again... and again... and again... and finally got it right, but not before his clit was quivering with the deep rumble of pleasure from the hard spankings.

Spanking could make a girl cum. Cal had learned that his first week as Kelly. Her body had been right on the edge, and Cal had begged for more spanking to push it over. He’d been denied.

Now, Kelly’s voice came easily to Cal’s lips: “Please, Mistress, spank me again!”

“Spell it once more, slave! Oskabaaran!”

Cal obeyed. This time, he got it right.

“Well? Do you know them?” the chorus of female voices asked, tone rich in sarcasm.

“No, Mistress,” Cal said, panting as Kelly’s tits bounced hard with every jog.

“A ravenous race,” the voice informed Cal. “They’re your top bidders, right now. They have human -- or humanoid -- minds, just like yours, but in manufactured bodies... manufactured there by an ancient race, the Kontaari, whose males died off after parthenogenesis was developed. They were needed as sex slaves by the remaining Kontaari who did not find their needs met by other females. That means they’re all male, of course. Unfortunately for you, Kelly... or fortunately, you little slut. And although they are good traders, they’re also quite thrifty. For that reason, they have a tribal arrangement to share one sex-slave between all members of a clan. That means you’ll be serving about one hundred male Oskabaarans, Kelly. You’ll get your fill of hard dick, slave, and then some. The Oskabaarans achieved independence before recorded history... and now they are exceptional traders and warriors. The tribes that do not acquire human slaves by pillage are the more ethical ones, like those who are leading the bid for you, now. We think you’ll like them, slave. You think so, too, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress!” Cal whimpered. “If you say so, Mistress... I’ll love them!”

“You want their dicks, don’t you, Kelly?”

“Um... yes?” Cal moaned, almost exhausted. A sizzling zap across his pert butt made him squeal, “I mean... yes! I want their dicks, Mistress!”

“Of course you do,” the voice said. “You’ll find them familiar. We’ve been beaming them into your mind.”

Cal’s head spun.

“Those robot things that I dream about, Mistress?” he whimpered.

“Yes,” said the voice. “That’s them. They put in a pre-bid, so we’ve programmed bodies like theirs for your dream-training simulations. We’re glad you noticed, slut. You come out of every sleep-cycle dreaming of their hard cocks in you. Now you’ll get all you can stand, and more. But you’ll learn to like it, we’re sure, just like the horny slut cock-socket you are, slave. That’s what you want, isn’t it, Kelly? That’s what you’ve always wanted, isn’t it? Plenty of cock? Spell their name! Don’t say it, slave, just think it. Remember, we hear your thoughts.”

Cal felt his resistance slipping away. He spelled the name of his new Masters in his head. O-S-K-A-B-A-A-R-A-N. He thought of the robot cocks he had fucked in his dreams... and he felt a shiver go through him.

“That’s it, slave. You’re learning. You’re almost ready. Good thing, too, because the bidding is closing. Congratulations, slave... you’re going to be one of the highest-priced slaves we’ve ever sold. Your brain-scan revealed an inner whore of interstellar proportions. You’re going to make us very proud... and your big-dicked new Masters will make you very, very happy, you horny fucking slut. You’ve come a long way from claiming you didn’t want dick. You’ll never claim that now, slave, will you?”

Cal shook his head, feeling Kelly’s long blonde hair brushing her shoulders and tits, strands sticking to her sweaty flesh

“No, Mistress,” Cal promised. “I’ll never claim that I don’t like big dicks... I love big dicks, Mistress. I want big robot dicks, Mistress. I promise I’ll always want them. I need robot dick. I’ll always need it. I promise. I won’t say I don’t. I won’t even think it.”

“Not even when you get more of it than you can handle, slave? When you get your fill and there’s a line of robots with boners stretching out the door, down the street, and around the block?

“No, Mistress. I’ll never pretend I don’t want big dicks in my holes, Mistress.” The words came easy to Kelly’s lips. She was surprised to find how right it felt. She had been Cal before, and she’d pretended she didn’t want dick... she’d tried for pussy on Earth, and hadn't gotten very much of it... but she had never learned how much she craved big dicks, until the Visitors showed her...

The female voice said: “Good, slave. You really are ready, we’ve decided.”

The treadmill started to slow. Cal let out a soft sigh of relief.

The voice asked: “What is your name, slut?”

Cal purred, “Kelly!”

The voice said: “Bad girl! You were thinking Cal even while you said ‘Kelly’! You're a very bad girl!”

With no warning, the treadmill sped up again, quickly! Seconds after sighing in relief, Cal was again running, wobbling in his high heels, his lungs burning behind his huge tits as they bounced.

“Kelly! Kelly! My name is Kelly, Mistress! I am a cocksucker! I am a bimbo! I am a sex-slave, Mistress! I suck dick! I suck -- uh! -- uh! -- I suck Oskabaaran dick, Mistress!”

That last was a little improvisation, and Cal was proud of it.

Unfortunately, his trainers were not impressed.

“They’re all male!” the voice proclaimed. “We told you that!”

“Master,” Cal howled. “I suck dick, Master!”

“Say it again!” the chorus shrieked.

The treadmill sped to a breakneck pace. Cal ran himself into exhaustion.

“Kelly! Kelly! My name’s Kelly! I am a slut, Master. I suck dick, Master! I am a bimbo whore sex-slave cunt fuckhole cumdump, Master... please use my holes, Master!”

“Good! Now keep going!”

“Cumdump,” whimpered Cal-as-Kelly. “I am a cumdump! I’m a whore! And a slut! I suck alien dick! I suck robot dick! I love to suck it, Master! I love dick in my ass, and my cunt, and--oh, fuck! I need dick, Master! Please give me dick?”

The treadmill sped up. Electric lines of force sizzled out of the featureless white walls and slashed across Kelly’s naked butt.

“What is your name, whore?”

“Kelly!” moaned Cal. As he did, he felt the name looming large in his mind... it felt right.

“Good, slave! Now say it again! Introduce yourself to your future Masters! Practice makes perfect, slave!”

“My name is Kelly!” she moaned as she ran, titties bouncing. “I am a sex-slave! I’m here for your cocks, Masters! I need your cocks, Masters! I need big dicks in my cunt and my ass, Masters! I suck Oskabaaran dick... I need robot dick up in my tight holes, oh, fuck, oh, fuck... please, Master... give me hard cocks in my holes? I’m Kelly... I am your fuckhole cumdump bimbo slut...”

Cal’s mind felt loose, now; when he tried to think of the name he had used in his old life, he came up blank.

“Kelly,” he moaned. “I am Kelly. I am yours, Masters,” he said. “I’m here for you to fuck. Any hole you want, Sir! Any position. Any way you want. Whip me and slap me, too, Masters... hurt me, if it pleases you. It pleases me to be hurt. My name’s Kelly. I am a masochist bimbo slut cumdump whore.

What had once been “Cal” of “Earth” lost its grip on the body of Kelly. A new mind formed in what had been Cal’s mind. It had been built in the long, sweaty trainings and desperate dreams.

“Cal” became “Kelly”... and everything he said was real.

He wanted dick. He always had. Robot dick was as good as a man’s dick.

Robot dick fucked you hard, fucked you long, didn’t stop when you were finished with it. Kelly would get all she wanted... and more.

The treadmill slowed.

The glassy white cell transformed; the floor softened.

Kelly collapsed onto her knees, feeling the soft give of the cottony fabric that formed when it was time for her to sleep.

“Good slave,” the chorus of feminine voices said. “Go ahead, sleep, Kelly. You’ve passed your final. You’ll awaken where you belong... in an Oskabaaran brothel, slave. You’ll awaken ready for sex, of course. Your eagerness to be trained will be rewarded now, with a thousand or more years of life as a fuckslave for the Oskabaarans.”

Eagerness! Kelly thought weakly. Yes, that’s right! She had been eager. Inside her mind... deep inside... she’d always known it would come to this. She’d always wanted it to come to this. Her clone-body was the right body for what had been what’s-his-name... Kelly’s slut body was perfect. It was what the pathetic creature she had once been had always wanted... slavery to cock.

Now she would have it... and Kelly had never been happier.

She sank into the soft floor, her thighs and calves burning. Her chest heaved, her lungs aching behind her big quad-D tits. Sweat ran down all over Kelly’s cloned body.

“Sleep, Kelly. Sleep and recover... when you awake, there will be cock for you to service... when you awake, and ever after...”

Yes, Kelly thought. Happily ever after...

She thought of sucking their cocks... a hundred-to-one? That sounded just about right...

Kelly’s tongue felt thick, her throat hungry. She felt a trickle of wetness escape her full, puffy-lipped mouth. When she tried to sit up, the trickle ran down her chin and onto her huge titties. Yum. She was drooling.

Kelly collapsed into a prone position, spread out on her back, legs wide open, her arms thrust up over her head. She smiled, moaning softly in pleasurable anticipation.

As Kelly drifted off, she felt herself lift her hips slightly, instinctively. She inclined them, even though it required effort. Her overworked thighs trembled as she raised her pussy into a receptive position.

This was not the most comfortable position, especially given the intense burning in Kelly’s muscles. It would have been easier to relax... but Kelly did not care. It was more important to present her cunt as the receptive orifice it was.

She wanted to be ready for her new Masters. 

Their cocks would be in her soon.

“Thank you, Mistress,” she said softly. “And goodbye.”

There was no response. Kelly felt hot waves of humiliation as she realized: To her captors, she was just meat.

“That’s as it should be,” she whispered to herself.

She yawned.

“As it should be,” she said, her blue eyes fluttering closed.

Sleep took her.
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