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  After nearly a week of following his client’s husband without finding even the tiniest piece of dirt on him, Private Investigator Jake Williams was just about to call it case closed when he finally hit paydirt. From a distance, he followed the dark fray sedan into the parking lot of a club called the Bull’s Horn and from the sign in the shape of a bull’s head with one end of a pair of police style handcuffs over the right horn and the other acting as a septum piercing, he had a feeling this was definitely not his style of club, but a contract was a contract and like it or not he agreed to do whatever it took to assuage his client’s suspicion that her husband was cheating on her.


  Parking as far from the gray sedan as spaces would allow, Jake waited and watched. Fifteen minutes had passed before twenty-seven-year-old Seth Lawson exited his car wearing leather pants and vest in place of the suit he had worn into and out of the office. Eyes scanning the parking lot, he saw other men, all dressed in some form of fetishwear or another either entering or exiting the building. Focusing his camera, he snapped three dozen or so pictures – doing his best to get only his target, before putting it down and grabbing another device from the passenger seat. With the click of a button it began recording. “Nine-fifty-three PM. After changing out of his work attire and into leathers, suspect Seth Lawson entered the fetish club known as the Bull’s Horn. I’m none too thrilled about it, but a contract is a contract so I’ll head in after him shortly. That being the case, a substantial humiliation fee will be added to the list of fees the client has agreed to pay. End recording.”


  Thirty-minutes later, Jake stepped out of his car and walked up to the back of the building where he saw a huge, well-lit metal sign listing the club’s rules.


  


  BULL’S HORN CLUB RULES


  


  This is a GAY, MALE and TRANS FEMALE ONLY fetish club so if that isn’t your thing then kindly get back into your vehicle and leave.


  Sex won’t just happen, it’s mandatory. Don’t enter us unless you’re willing to let us enter you. Refusal is not permitted.


  Fetishes won’t just happen, they’re mandatory. If all you want to do is sit around and gawk then this isn’t the club for you. First time visitors are required to seek out a Master, ask to be used and then allow yourself to be marked so there’s no doubt in anyone’s mind you’re here to play.


  Club safewords are: GREEN, YELLOW and RED. If you don’t know what this means you’re probably in the wrong place.


  If you have any questions, complaints or other issues please ask one of the dungeon Masters for help. They’re all easily recognizable by the white latex band they wear around their right bicep.


  Fetishwear is mandatory. If you do not own fetishwear you may purchase some at out shop just inside and to the left.


  Anyone caught in violation of the rules will be disciplined on stage fore all to see. Repeat offenders will be banned.


  


  Fuck me! Jake thought as he took a deep breath. Against his better judgement, he pulled the door open and walked inside. Spotting the double glass doors to the left he skipped the line and entered the shop making a mental note to add the cost of clothing to the list of fees his client had so graciously offered to pay.


  “Oh no!” he heard a female voice gasp. “That won’t do! That won’t do at all!” Turning, he saw a slender, perk breasted brunette wearing a curve-hugging burgundy latex dress and four-inch heals approaching. With a several delicate claps, she continued. “Take it off! Take it all off!”


  “Excuse me?”


  “You heard me. Take those ghastly clothes off so I can get you into something more appropriate.”


  “And you are?”


  “I’m Marina and I run this place and you are?”


  “Very confused,” Jake answered as he tried and failed to hide the fact that he was totally checking her out.


  “Nothing to be ashamed of. Go ahead and take your clothes off and I’ll get you sorted out right quick,” she said as she returned to the counter only to return a moment later with a cloth measuring tape in her left hand and a small bottle of lube in the right.


  The stupid things I do for money. Sighing, Jake reluctantly took his clothes off revealing a still fit body under his tee shirt and jeans.


  “You looking for anything in particular, hun?”


  “I’ve never been in a place like this in my life so I’ll put myself in your hopefully very capable hands.”


  “Very, very capable,” Marina grinned as she slowly walked around her client. “Not bad. Not bad at all. “You see the hand and footprints on the wall and floor to your right? Go ahead and assume the position,” she commanded.


  “Excuse me?”


  “Look, I really don’t like repeating myself so could you please save us both the headache of questioning everything I say and just do it?”


  Eyeing the sexy woman up and down, Jake loudly, forcefully exhaled as he walked butt naked across the shop and attempted to put his hands on the marks on the wall but they were too low for his palms to be flat until he realized he would need to scoot back for his feet to hit the prints on the floor. Doing so, he soon found himself nearly bent over at the waist. “What is the point of this? How is this going to… that the hell?” he exclaimed as a glob of something wet hit the crack of his ass. “W-What are you…” something began rubbing the wetness around as more was added. At first, he thought it was a finger. No, too big to be a finger, he thought as that something was slowly moved up and down and then pressed hard against his virgin asshole. Looking back, he saw Marina’s right hand wrapped around the base of a long, thick cock and just as he opened his mouth to refuse, she was inside of him. “UHN!” he grunted as the head and several inches filled him


  “Oh wow! Wait, don’t tell me you’ve never taken it up the ass before,” Marina said as she quickly shoved the rest of her nine-inch cock into Jake’s tightly clenching ass. “This really is my lucky day! Are you okay?”


  “No I’m not okay! You just shoved your dick in my ass! Take it out!”


  “Sorry, but the rules are the rules. You did read them before entering, right?”


  “Y-Yes, but…”


  “No buts. You can accept my cock like the sexy gay man that you are, or you can leave and never come back.”


  “I… uhn… uhn… uhn…” Jake grunted between slow thrusts. “I’m n-not… gay!”


  “Bisexual, pansexual, whatever the case may be. My dick is in your ass so you might as well relax and accept the inevitable.”


  “I… uuhhnnn… I’m s-s-straight.”


  “Nice! Now be a good straight bot and relax or it’s going to hurt unnecessarily.


  “When I said I was confused I didn’t… I didn’t mean about my sexuality. I was confused why such a gorgeous woman was working here when the rules clearly stated dicks only. I should’ve known you were a trap but fell for it anyways.”


  “Well, since you think I’m gorgeous, thank you by the way, I’m going to shove my entire dick up your tight ass and give you a little reach-around so we’re both enjoying the moment.”


  “I’d enjoy it a lot more if… uhn! Jesus Christ!”


  Fully expecting to wrap her fingers around a limp cock, Marina was pleasantly surprised when she instead found a it rock hard and already dripping pre-cum. Grinning, she slowly began stroking him. “I see you’re already enjoying the moment. So, be honest, how do you like my dick up your ass, straight man?”


  “I’ve never been so confused in my life,” Jake confessed even as the initial pain was turning to undeniable pleasure. “Okay, you’ve fucked me up the ass. Please stop now.”


  “I’ll stop if you agree to suck me off and swallow my load. Otherwise, I’ll have to escort you out of the club. You’re choice, but ask yourself, if you actually, honestly hate it then why is your cock throbbing hard? If you don’t want me up your ass then pull off, get on your knees and start sucking until you’re eating my creamy treat. Also, if you’re planning on staying you might as well get used to the fact you’re going to be fucked because no isn’t an option.”


  “Uuhhnnn… I c-cant believe I’m saying this but please just finish in my ass.”


  “My pleasure. And when I’m done you can finish in mine.” Letting go of his cock, Marina grabbed Jake’s hips, pulled back until just the head was in his ass and then slammed forward causing him to let out a guttural grunt.


  Hanging his head in shame, Jake let Marina pound his ass without so much as a complaint. Not because he was thoroughly enjoying his first anal experience, but because he knew if he opened his mouth something stupid would come out. The fucking things I do for money, he thought as he felt the first hints of orgasm creeping up his throbbing cock. For all I know he’s just visiting a friend or something. And even if he isn’t I can’t claim he’s cheating unless I see it with my own eyes. Which means going into the actual club which means I’ll probably be fucked again. “FUCK ME!” He groaned.


  “That’s what I’m doing, babe.”


  A door opened at the back of the shop. Jake turned to see another sexy woman, this one a blonde with long hair pulled back in a ponytail wearing leather pants, matching top and a spiked collar around her neck. Eyes going straight for her crotch, he saw the telltale signs of a large, semi-hard cock. “Oh god, another one?”


  “Oh, I see you’re with a customer,” the woman grinned. “We can talk later.”


  “Nah, his mouth is free so why don’t you give this straight man a lesson in cocksucking?”


  “I’d love to!” Quickly stripping out of her clothes, she walked over, ducked under Jake’s right arm and then stood in front of him. “Hi, I’m Skye.”


  “I’m J-Jake.”


  “Pleasure to meet you Jake. Are you actually straight and is this really the first time you’ve ever sucked dick?”


  “Yes. And I’d rather not do it, but seeing as how I’ve got no choice in the matter, please just get it over with.”


  “You always have a choice, Jake. You can let us discipline you after which you’ll have to fuck and suck us anyways or you could leave the club and never come back, but seeing as how you’re already taking it up the ass I think you might actually like it. Am I right? Do you like Marina’s big cock stuffing your ass? Also, if you’re straight why are you in a gay club? Nevermind, we can talk about all that after we’ve had our fun. Keeping your hands firmly planted on the wall lower your head down until you’re sucking my cock. Since this is your first time I’ll let you be in control, but if I see you slacking off or not trying to go deeper I’ll take over. Got it?”


  “Got it.” Sliding his hands down the wall, Jake bent even further at the waist. When he was eye-level with Skye’s groin, he swallowed what little pride he had remaining, opened his mouth and against his better judgement sucked her into it. Immediately he felt the warmth and surprising heaviness of it as it slid over his tongue. Closing his eyes, her breathed through his nose and took all of her. The urge to gag was instant, but he managed to force himself to keep her down his throat a solid three seconds before pulling back gasping for air.


  “Nice!” Skye exclaimed. “Try again but this time keep your eyes open on looking up into mine. A good submissive cocksucker never breaks eye contact with the one they serve. When you feel the urge to gag pull back, take a breath and take me down your throat again. And remember to relax and let it happen otherwise you’ll never get the hang of deepthroating.”


  “After you’ve practiced on my wife I’ll let you in on a little secret that’ll make it so much easier,” Marina said as her cock steadily pistoned in and out of Jake’s now very much relaxed ass.


  “It’s true,” Skye said. “I struggled with my gag reflex for a long time but she cured me in two seconds flat. Of course, it still took several months of practice before I was able to take even the biggest dicks down my throat without using the trick but it was well worth it.”


  Opening his eyes, Jake looked up the soft swell of Skye’s stomach to her natural perky breasts capped with large puffy nipples and then to her stunning blue eyes and that was the moment he knew he could spend the rest of his life getting spit-roasted by two beautiful transsexual women. And with that realization he blew his load without having been touched in several minutes.


  “Well, someone’s enjoying themselves,” Marina said as she watched Jake’s load fly from the bulbous tip of his cock. “You see that, babe? He just blew his load without touching himself.”


  “Sweet! I mean, it’s a shame it went to waste as I would’ve rather eaten it, but still sweet. On the bright side, he’s a fast learner,” Skye said as she stared into Jake’s eyes as he kept her down his throat for several seconds before his eyes went blurry from tears and face turned red for lack of air.


  So true, Jake thought as against all odds he found himself wanting to do whatever it took to please these two stunning women no matter how humiliating it might be. Forcing his throat muscles to relax, he kept Skye down his throat longer and longer with every breath. The very fact he was going out of his way to do something he previously had no interest in spoke volumes and caused his already spent cock to once again stand at full mast. Marina’s hard thrusting bringing him back to reality, he felt her slam into him as she too blew her load. Moaning softly, he continued sucking off Skye until her semen coated his tongue. The taste and texture odd but not disgusting, he swallowed every drop without being asked or commanded to do so.


  “God damn!” Skye exclaimed as her load was eagerly gulped down. “You’re the first straight man I’ve ever seen swallow without being asked. You sure you’re straight?”


  Now that he had satisfied both of them, Jake slowly stood, knees weak and nearly visibly shaking. “Honestly, I’m not sure anymore. I mean, when I came in here tonight I had a less than zero interest in sucking cock or getting fucked up the ass by one but now… sincerely, thank you for showing me just how amazing it is. I can honestly say it won’t be my last time. Not that I have any interest in doing it with men, but if there are more beautiful ladies such as yourself around here I’m theirs.”


  “I think I can safely speak for us both when I say it was our absolute pleasure,” Marina replied. “Now, let’s get you properly dressed, shall we?”


  “Right after I fuck the two of you up the ass. Assume the position.”


  “Both of us?” Skye asked.


  “Both of you. Side by side. I’ll take turns until You’re both well and thoroughly fucked.”


  “You heard the man,” Marina said as she put her hands on the wall. “Just know that if another customer walks in whichever one of us you’re not fucking will tend to them.”


  “Fair enough.” Lubing his cock, Jake placed it against Marina’s asshole and with one hard thrust he was balls deep. Seeing them both from the rear for the first time he noticed the same bull’s head with handcuffs as the sign hanging above the back door tattooed on each of their right ass cheeks. I wonder if that’s what they meant by getting marked? The tattoo on your asses?”


  “That’s the club mark,” Skye answered. “Once you go in and get used by one of the Masters you’ll get one too. Don’t worry, every master is well-versed in giving tattoos as well as other forms of body modification. And to answer your earlier comment, there’s one more here like us,” Skye said as she got into position next to her wife. “Her name is Roxanne and she’s my sister. But before you go asking her out, know that she has absolutely no limits and if you want to be her boyfriend you’ll be required to perform some very, very humiliating and degrading acts of sexual perversion. If you think you have what it takes to please her insatiable need for pleasure then you’ll find her tending bar. Tell her Skye sent you.”


  “Thanks, but I’m not really into the whole bdsm thing.”


  “And you weren’t into anal and giving blowjobs either,” Marina countered. “Also, if you’re not into it then why are you here?”


  “I can’t really go into the details, but let’s just say work and leave it at that. Also, I’m very much into fucking and getting fucked by you two beauties,” Jake said as he slammed his cock in and out of Marina’s ass. “In fact, I love it so much I think I’m in the mood for a sandwich so instead of just standing there waiting to get fucked why don’t you get behind me and pound me as I pound your wife?”


  “It would be my pleasure,” Skye grinned as she obediently moved into position. “You should talk to Roxanne. I think the two of you would get along famously,” she added as her throbbing eight inches stuffed Jake’s ass.


  “Uuhhnnn! I’ll talk to her, but I make no promises that I’ll be her submissive fucktoy.”
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  Wearing chaps, boots, leather vest and leather underwear with built-in cock-cage, Jake bid his new transsexual friends goodnight with a kiss on the lips and after paying the fifty-dollar fee entered was finally able to enter the Bull’s Horn. The music was loud enough to enjoy without being overbearing. To his left he saw maybe a dozen or so men in carious states of dress dancing to the beat on one of several stages. In the back, the DJ booth sat between hallways leading off to VIP rooms. To the left he saw the bar and his eyes locked onto the cute redheaded woman tending it. She was tall and carried herself with an air of confidence he found irresistible. Wearing only a leather harness, he could see the same naturally perky breasts capped with large puffy nipples that her sister had with the only difference being hers were pierced. Unable to see the lower half of her body, he could only imagine what she was packing but decided then and there if she was even close to Skye in size he’s do whatever she wanted to feel it in his ass and sliding down his throat.


  And between all of it, spanning the majority of the club were dozens of stations set up to accommodate every fetish legally permitted and maybe a few that weren’t. Standing just inside the door, Jake saw men sucking and getting fucked by other men, men getting fisted up the ass, fucked by massive dildos that made hands look small by comparison, getting flogged, spanked and caned over every inch of their bodies and begging for more. He saw men of all ages, races, body types and walks of life enjoying the seedier side of sex in a place where they would not be judged. What he did not see, however, was the target of his investigation. FUCK! I swear to god if he left while I was… buying clothes, I’m going to be so fucking pissed! Remembering the rules, he spotted the closest man wearing a white band around his right bicep – a tall, lanky man in his late thirties with a wild mess of black hair and long, braided goatee wearing leather pants and open vest, and approached. If not to get it out of the way, then to at least see if he enjoys this sort of thing as much as he does having sex with trans women.


  “Excuse me. I’m Jake and this is my first time here so I’m asking if you’ll use me per the rules?”


  “Nice to meet you, Jake? I’m Zack and I’d be more than happy to introduce you to the way we do things around here. But before we do that I need to know how experienced you are with bdsm. On a scale of…”


  “Unless you count giving myself to the women running the shop I have exactly zero experience.”


  “That’s apparent by the way you just cut me off.”


  “Sorry.”


  “Apology accepted. Rule number one of the Bulls Horn, no isn’t in our vocabulary. We’re open to every fetish permitted by law and expect the same from all patrons. That being said, there are certain common-sense limits. For example, I’m not just going to bend you over and shove my fist up your ass before asking if you’re already capable of taking it as that’s a surefire way to earn yourself a trip to the emergency room. Not to mention me losing my job and facing possible assault charges. So, Can you take a fist up your ass, Jake?”


  “The first thing I ever took up my ass was Marina’s cock. The second was Skye’s. Those are the only thing’s I’ve ever taken up the ass.”


  “That’s not a bad start. Rule number two, if you’re at the bottom of the scene then you’ll address the top as Master. Understood?”


  “If you mean if I’m the submissive one and you’re the dominant one then I should be calling you Master then, yes, I understand, Master,” Jake said as his cock twitched excitedly.


  “Good boy. Now get on your knees, take out my cock and suck it. And if you stop before taking every millimeter down your throat I’ll mark you in more ways than one.”


  FUCK! SHIT! SON OF A BITCH ASS DONKEY BALLS WHORE! Jake screamed in his own head even as he dropped onto his knees. Reaching up, he unbuttoned and unzipped Zack’s leather pants. “Just so you know, Master, the only experience I have with sucking dick is with Marina and Skye.” Tugging Zack’s pants down, he let out an audible gasp as the biggest dick he had ever seen popped into view. “Jesus Christ!” He kept telling himself that he had no interest in pleasuring men, but even as the thoughts entered his mind his dick twitched inside the cage preventing him from achieving full erection. Remembering the neat little trick Marina taught him, he tucked the thumb of his right hand into his palm and then made a fist around it. Squeezing tight, he took a deep breath, exhaled and then took all of Zack into his mouth. The head hit and then passed right over his gag reflex as if it did not even exist. Bolstered by success, he bobbed his head back and forth, paying no mind to the slobber pouring from both sides of his lips as he gave the sloppiest blowjob of his life.


  But making a fist around his thumb was not the only trick the ladies taught him in their short time together. Taking a deep breath, Jake took Zack fully and while his throat muscles massaged the dominant man’s head and shaft, he stuck out his tongue to give Zack’s balls a little loving as well. Man. Woman. FUCK! I like cock no matter what it’s attached to, he thought as he stared up into Zack’s dark brown eyes. I love pussy too much to be gay so I guess I’m bisexual. Shit!


  “That’s enough for now, slave. Marina and Skye taught you well. Now let’s see how they did stretching your ass. Get on all fours and when you feel the head of my cock against your asshole you’ll push back. If you don’t take every millimeter in one go you’ll be disciplined. Got it?”


  “Yes Master.” If this is what it’s like being a sex slave, shit, I can get into this, Jake thought as he turned around on his knees. Putting his hands on the floor, he waited. When the huge lubed head of Zack’s cock was pressing against his recently broken back door he took a deep breath, exhaled and then shoved back hard and fast. At over ten inches long and well over two thick, it felt to Jake as if he had just thrust himself onto the business end of a baseball bat. Unfortunately, while he was able to take all of Skye and Marina, this man’s dick was simply too large to fit. Or so he thought in the moment.


  “Aawww, looks like you need more training, slave. But seeing as how I’m already in your ass you might as well fuck yourself on it and if you stop before I blow my load your punishment will be that much worse.”


  “Y-Yes Master.” What the actual hell? Jake thought as he fucked himself on Zack’s huge pole. Not gonna lie to myself, I’m addicted to cock, but what the shit? Why did I even come in here? I could’ve just waited outside, found some other means of getting evidence on that bastard, but no, I waltzed right in as if no one would dare think to use me. HA! They proved me wrong, he grunted as the last inch of Zack’s cock worked its way around the bend allowing him to go that much deeper. I didn’t even argue when Marina told me to strip or. I didn’t pick up my clothes and walk out when she told me to get into position so she could fuck me up the ass. I just accepted it as if were the most natural thing in the world. FUCK! Have I been bisexual my entire life without realizing it? Now here I am getting fuck by a man. An ACTUAL, FACTUAL MAN! And I love it. I’m going to let him discipline me. Whatever the hell that means. Eyes going to the cute redhead tending bar, he smiled. I’m going to let her discipline me! I’m going to let her do whatever she wants to me. If she wants me that is. So caught up in his thoughts, he did not realize his new Master had came until his ass was suddenly and noticeably empty.


  “Not bad, slave, but next time act as if you’re enjoying it even if you’re not.”


  “Sorry Master. This is all new to me and has given me a lot to think about. I’ll try harder to please you next time.” What the fuck? Why am I apologizing to this jerk? Maybe I should fuck him up the ass and see how he likes it! My turn, Master. Get on all fours.”


  “Not until you’ve been disciplined, slave.”


  “The rules are clear, Master. No isn’t an option.”


  “I’m not telling you no, slave. I’m telling you that you can fuck me after you’ve been disciplined.”


  “What does that even mean, Master? Being disciplined that is?”


  “It means I’m going to give you a choice. I can either strap you to that spanking bench there on your left and give your ass fifty swats of the cane, or I can secure you to that frame on your right and spread one hundred swats across your entire body.”


  “If you cane my ass how will you tattoo it, Master?”


  “The mark doesn’t have to go on your ass, slave. Now decide. Bench or standing?”


  “I’ll take the bench, Master.”


  “Of course you will, slave. And because you’re taking the easy way out I’ll make sure the swats are that much more painful. Now for the rules. After each swat you’ll give count and then say thank you Master. If you forget the count or thank you or say anything other than the count or thank you including screaming and crying like a little baby I’ll add five additional swats per infraction and we’ll keep going until you get then all right. Is that understood?”


  “Yes Master.”


  “Good boy. And because I’m such a nice guy I’m going to call men over to spit-roast you after every ten swats and two more to flog your back for the duration. Is that going to be a problem?”


  “No Master. Call them all over, Master. I’ll suck and get fucked by every cock in this place!”


  “Careful what you wish for, slave.”


  “Or it might come true, Master? I’m not bluffing. I never knew sucking dick and taking it up the ass could feel so good so if they want to use me then I’ll pleasure every last one of them. Especially that stunning bartender. But I want her last.”


  “Roxanne? Oh boy, you really don’t know what you’re asking with that one, slave.”


  “Actually, Master, I know exactly what I’m asking for. I did have sex with her sister after all.”


  “Fair enough. If you want to be club bitch then who am I to say no? But if you’re going to take on so many we’re gonna need a bigger space so stay on all fours and follow.” And with that, Master Zack led Jake to the largest stage where the entirety of the club could see him being used. Off to the left, he pressed a button on a small panel built into a support column and the music suddenly stopped. “Gentlemen, may I have your attention please? This is Master Zack on the main stage with a sissy boy claiming he wants to take every last cock in this place so after I give him his fifty swats he’s all yours. I’ve already used him as have Marina and Skye so we won’t touch him. Once you’ve had your go I’ll give you a band to wear. Get in line again before everyone has had a go and you’ll be banned from the club for a year. Oh, and Roxanne, he wants you last. His request, not mine.” Releasing the button, Zack walked back over to his now very nervous looking Jake. “What’s the matter, slave, didn’t think I’d actually arrange for you to be the club’s cum dumpster? I’d say there’s a good hundred and eighty men here so I hope you’re not busy for the next thirty or so hours it’ll take for them all to pound you into submission. Stop before every last man is wearing a band and you’ll never step foot in this club again. Is that clear, slave?”


  “Yes Master.” And that’s when Jake saw him. Out of the corner of his right eye riding a cock reverse cowgirl was the target of his investigation. Definitely a cheater. I got my evidence. I should probably get the hell out of here before they do something I’ll seriously regret. But then again, I haven’t regretted anything yet so…


  “Get your ass up on the spanking bench, slave.”


  Master Zack’s command bringing him back to reality, Jake crawled over to the padded bench and a moment later he was lying on it with forearms and calves planted firmly on smaller side platforms. If I can get through this I can get through anything, he thought as Master Zack strapped him down. “Master, do you see that man to my right riding that black man’s cock?”


  “What about him, slave?”


  “I like his look, Master. Can you ask him if he’d like to be the first one up my ass?”


  “Ask him yourself slave.”


  “Yes Master. You wouldn’t happen to know his name would you?”


  “The fit white guy with the snake tattoo going up his left arm? Riding Master Malcolm’s cock?”


  “That’s the one, Master.”


  “Yeah, that’s Seth. He’s been a regular here since we opened.”


  “Thank you, Master. Excuse me, um, Seth?”


  “Huh?”


  “Sorry to bother you, but I really want your dick in my ass so when the gang bang starts would you like to be the first?”


  “Better first than last,” Seth replied.


  “Then my ass is all yours. If you want to beat the rush you should probably come up here before Master is done caning me.” FUCKING HELL! I actually just asked a man to fuck me up the ass! Sure, I’ve already taken three, but only because the rules dictate I can’t say no. I told him I want him up my ass. And I do. I really, really do, Jake thought as his eyes moved down Seth’s toned chest and stomach to the throbbing hard dick standing at full attention between his legs.


  THWACK! The cane slicing across his ass with agonizing precision quickly broke his train of thought.


  “One! Thank you Master,” Jake said between teeth clenched so tight they hurt nearly as much as his behind. One down, forty-nine to go before all of these men have their way with me, his thought finished just as the next swat landed.
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  Inner right thigh tattooed with the club’s bull’s head mark, ass red and covered in wicked, nasty welts, Jake welcomed the pleasure of Seth’s cock easily sliding balls deep into him. “Ooohhhh god that feel good! Thanks for agreeing to be first.”


  “Um, yeah, about that, why me exactly?” Seth asked as he slid in and out of Jake’s well-used ass.


  “Honestly? I really liked the look of your cock and sincerely wanted it in me from the second I laid eyes on it. I wish I could spend all night with you, but I had to open my big mouth and now have like a hundred and eighty…” the rest of Jake’s comment was cut off as a big black cock slid into his mouth.


  The first ten men went by like a nice breeze on a hot summer day. Twenty came and went. By thirty the high was wearing thin and for the first time since he started several hours previous, Jake was feeling exhausted but his mouth was never empty long enough to ask for a break. Stretched with fingers, cocks and toys, he was taking fists by number forty. After fifty men had used him as their personal cum dumpster and hand warmer Jake was finally released from the spanking bench in order to stretch, freshen up and perhaps fill his belly with something other than semen.


  Sitting uncomfortably at the bar, Jake gave the bartender a forced smile. “I’ll have the strongest thing you’ve got and whatever’s the fastest to make to eat.”


  “Afraid it’s non-alcoholic only, hun,” Roxanne replied.


  “Sweet tea?”


  “Coming right up.” Grabbing a glass from under the bar, Roxanne filled it halfway with ice and then stuck it under the tap. A moment later she sat it on a coaster in front of the gentleman that had spent the last six hours intriguing her. “Have to admit, when Zack said you were going to let every man in the place have their way with you I called bullshit but looks like you’re going to prove me wrong. That being said, why do you want me last if you don’t mind me asking.”


  “Honestly?”


  “Always.”


  Standing, Jake leaned over the bar and for the first time saw the enormous cock and balls hanging freely between Roxanne’s legs. Grinning as if he had just hit the biggest jackpot in history, he sat back down. “That,” he said pointing in the direction of her cock. “That is the reason I’m doing it.”


  “The bar? Afraid it’s not for sale hun.”


  “Not the bar. You. More specifically, that big beautiful cock of yours. You heard Master Zack. I had sex with your sister Skye. She told me how perverted you are, said I should talk to you because we’d get along famously. I’ll admit, when she first told me I thought there was no way in hell I’d do anything kinkier than letting two stunning transsexual women have their way with me, but when I laid eyes on you… well, I’m sure you’ve heard it a million times, but the second I laid eyes on you I knew you were the woman I’ve spent my entire life looking for. I made up my mind right then and there that if I could have sex with ever man in this place there’s nothing I wouldn’t do for you.”


  “I’m flattered, really, but it’ll take more than having sex with a couple hundred men to prove you’re willing to be my pet.”


  “Name it.”


  “Seriously?”


  “When I entered the club I was straight. Since I’ve had sex with fifty men, two transsexual women and been fisted at least a dozen times. If my word isn’t good enough then tell me what it’ll take, Mistress.”


  “Calling me Mistress is a start. Alright, if you honestly want to be my sex slave then I’m going to need you to do a few things. First, set up a time to invite everyone you know to your place so that you can tell them you’re going to be my sex slave. I’ll need to be there to prove it really happened, of course, so you’ll have to let me know when to come over. Second, after the gang bang tonight you’ll allow me to brand my park into your body.


  “Y-Your mark, Mistress?”


  “My nickname is Foxy Roxy. My mark is a stylized fox head with property of Foxy Roxy written around it. I loke my property visible to all so you’ll get it on the inside of your left wrist.”


  “Anything else, Mistress?”


  “I like the look and feel of a Jacob’s ladder so after the gang bang you’ll let me give you one. And finally, my slaves must be open to any and all forms of sex no matter how perverse the rest of the world believes it to be. If you ever refuse to have sex with whomever or whatever I command you’ll be released from my servitude and banned from this club for life. One mistake is all it takes to lose me, Jake. Is that a chance you’re willing to take?”


  “Yes Mistress it is. Now, when you say whatever…”


  “I mean whatever. Man… woman… animals… family. As my slave you’ll do it all and more. The road ahead will be a long and rough one, but if you hang in there you’ll be the best slave ever trained.”


  “Fucking hell! Animals and family, Mistress? You can’t be serious!”


  “Oh, but I can and am, Jake. I’m sure my sister told you I have no limits, right?”


  “Yes Mistress.”


  “If that’s what you think then I’m definitely not the right Mistress for you. Let me refill your glass and then I’ll go tell Charlie to make you the house special.”


  “I think I said I’d do anything to prove I want to be your slave, Mistress, and I mean that, but I will not force anyone to have sex with me.”


  “Who said anything about force?”


  “Well, you said incest and I can tell you right now there isn’t a person in my family that’s willing to do that of their own accord. Which begs the question, Mistress; you and Skye?”


  “What about us?”


  “You know what I’m asking, Mistress.”


  “Have I ever had sex with my sister?”


  “Yes Mistress.”


  “No, no I have not. And for the record I’d never do such a thing. I just like to add that in there to scare away those not willing to let go of every single inhibition they have. That’ you’re still sitting there talking to me, let alone still in the club speaks volumes.” Seeing Jake about to say something, she held a finger up. “Hold that thought.” Turning, she walked to the other end of the bar and through a door into the kitchen to put in his order. On her way back she grabbed drinks for three other patrons and filled the glasses of two more. “Now, what were you going to say?”


  “Only that I think your sister is right, Mistress. We’re going to get along famously. Also, what the hell is a Jacob’s ladder?”


  “You’ll see after the gang bang. Only a hundred or so guys remaining. Think you have what it takes to finish them all?”


  “I honestly don’t know, Mistress, but I’m going to do it anyways.”


  “Good answer.” Grabbing another glass from under the bar, Roxanne placed it under her dick and then began filling it as Jake watched. “I can see by the look on your face you know what going to happen next. Consider this practice for round two which is when things are really going to get perverse.”


  “You want me to drink your pee, Mistress?”


  “Every drop. Bit of advice, it’s better hot so the quicker you drink it the better,” she said, sitting the glassful of slightly yellowish fluid on the bar in front of her would-be sex slave.


  Picking the glass up, Jake stared into Roxanne’s gorgeous dark brown eyes as he brought it to his lips and chugged. Gulping as fast as humanly possible, he downed two-thirds of it before the taste fully registered with his brain. Taking a beat to inhale, he finished drinking his would-be Mistress’ pee, going so far as to tilt head and glass back to get every last drop before sitting it on the bar. “Not as bad as I imagined it would be, Mistress. Thank you for allowing me to drink your pee. Maybe next time you’ll let me drink it straight from the source.”


  “Next time maybe I will. Now be honest, was that really the first time you’ve ever drank piss?”


  “Yes Mistress. But after downing twenty-five loads of jizz it’s a welcome change. And honestly, it’s not that bad.”


  “Then you’re going to enjoy round two because amongst other things, you’ll be used as their urinal.”


  “I’m looking forward to it, Mistress.”


  “And I’m looking forward to seeing you succeed because that’s the first step to becoming my slave. Fail and we’re finished before we even get started.”


  “All the more reason to be their fucktoy, Mistress. Now, speaking of urinals, where can I find one?”


  “Take a look around, Jake. Just find someone you want to use and tell them to start drinking. If they want to stay then they can’t refuse.”


  “Start drinking, Mistress,” Jake said with a toothy grin.


  “I walked right into that one.”


  “Yes you did, Mistress. And because I’m getting a serious case of blue balls, when you’re finished you can bend over one of the stools so I can fuck that sexy ass of yours.”


  “You said you wanted me last, slave.”


  “Correct. I want you to fuck me last, Mistress. I never said anything about fucking you. Well, until now that is.”


  “Fair enough. Give me a sec to get someone to cover the bar for me and then I’m all yours.”


  “Thank you Mistress.”


  ∞ ∞ ∞


  After more than thirty-four hours of being used and abused in ways he had only heard about in the kinkiest of porn, Jake was carried to the employee lounge of the Bull’s Horn where three men thoroughly washed his weak, battered body before carrying him back out to the center stage. The club was closed for the day, but the employees remained if only to bear witness to his final humiliations. Strapped spread-eagle to a metal frame, he watched through eyes blurry with exhaustion as Mistress Roxanne permanently seared her mark into his inner right wrist as promised. His brain registered the intense pain, but his body was simply too worn out to respond with more than a disgruntle groan. Then came the Jacob’s ladder. Stroking him to full attention, she lined the underside of his manhood with eight barbells – one for every inch of length though not spaced that far apart. And for good measure she added rings to his nipples.


  “All finished,” Roxanne said as she gently flicked the ring in her sex slave’s right nipples. You’ve been through a lot and are in no condition to walk, let alone drive so I’ll take you home so I know where you live and when we get up I’ll bring you back for your car. Is that going to be a problem?”


  “No problem at all, Mistress.”


  “Good. Then let’s get that wrecked ass of yours moving.”


  “Yes Mistress.” Standing only because he was being assisted, Jake groaned with every step towards the parking lot. “I really hope you now see how serious I am about being your sex slave, Mistress.”


  “We can discuss that in greater length once you’ve had a good night’s rest.”


  “I think I’m going to need about a week, Mistress.” Quiet for the first ten or so minutes of the drive as he stared out the window wondering how the hell he got to this point, Jake eventually looked over at his Mistress. “So, I’ve been wondering, Mistress, what are the odds of you and your sister both being transsexual?”


  “About the same as our father being trans as well. Don’t go getting the wrong ideas though. He, or rather she did nothing to influence us in any way, shape or form. We both felt as if we were in the wrong body from an early age and when old enough to make an informed decision began transitioning. Skye started wearing girl’s clothing when she was around seven but I held off until I was eleven on the slim chance I was wrong. Putting on my first pair of panties and dress was the happiest day of my life as it was the first time I truly felt myself.”


  “And yet you both still have dicks, Mistress. Don’t get me wrong, it’s one of the things I love best about both of you, but if there’s no doubt in your mind whatsoever that you were meant to be a woman then why keep the one thing that marks you as a man?”


  “That’s a very complicated question.”


  “Maybe it is, Mistress, I don’t know as I’ve never had to make it, but it seems to me that if there was no doubt whatsoever in my mind that I was truly meant to be a woman then I’d do whatever it took to make that happen including getting rid of the family jewels.” Seeing her beautiful face sadden, he sighed. “I’m sorry if I upset you, Mistress, I was just curious is all.”


  “Honestly, my goal for the longest time was to have it removed. I saved every penny I earned to have the operation on my twenty-first birthday but as the day drew closer I began to realize just how much I loved having a cock. Not that there was any doubt I was meant to be a woman, but on the other hand I did not want to go through operations to change who I am. That’s why I never got implants to make my breasts larger or any other form of feminization surgery for that matter. What you see is one hundred percent me.”


  “And I love it, Mistress.”


  “Now let me ask you a question, slave. Why would a self-proclaimed straight man enter a gay fetish club knowing beforehand that he would be fucked by men?”


  “My job, Mistress. Since we’re hopefully going to be spending a very long time together you’ll find out eventually, not that I’m hiding it, but I’m a private investigator and I was hired by a client to determine whether or not her husband was cheating on her. After a week of nothing, I followed him to the Bull’s Horn. True, I could’ve told the client that I saw him entering a gay fetish club and been done with it, but for all I knew it was his night job. I’m nothing if not thorough in my investigations and honestly, I never actually expected to be there long enough for anyone to screw me. I figured I’d go in, grab some clothes, enter the club, find who I was looking for, confirm he was indeed having sex with someone other than his wife and be done with it. I wasn’t in the shop five minutes before my hands were on the wall and Marina was up my ass. Literally. A few minutes later Skye walked out and I was sucking my first dick. I honestly didn’t want to like it, but holy fucking hell, Mistress. It turned me on so much I came without even touching myself. Then when I didn’t find who I was looking for when I first entered the club I knew I’d have to ask a Master to use me so that’s what I did. Which was the first time I’ve ever done anything even remotely related to bdsm by the way. He was also the first actual man I ever did anything with and as much as I’d love to sit here and say I hated it, well, we both know that isn’t true, Mistress. And, you know the rest. Now I’m a used up cum dumpster marked as your property. This has been an eye-opening experience to say the least and I don’t regret a second of it.”


  “Glad to hear it, slave. Honestly, I’m impressed. I’ve knows cock whores with years of experience unable to pull off what you did your first night out.”


  “I did it for you, Mistress. And for myself if I’m being honest, but mostly for you. Like I said before, I knew if I could let every man in the club have their way with me then there isn’t anything I wouldn’t do for you and as beaten, battered and utterly wrecked as I am I’d do it all over again right now if you commanded it.”


  “Don’t worry, there will be plenty of gang bangs in your future, slave, but right now you need to rest, recuperate and heal so I’m commanding you to stay away from the club for the next two months. Is that understood?”


  “Yes Mistress.”


  “And no sex, not even jerking off for the same time. Otherwise you risk those piercings getting infected and trust me, that’s the last thing you want.”


  “I understand, Mistress. So, when will my actual training as your slave begin?”


  “It already has, slave. But before we get too deeply invested you have a gathering to set up. You might want to take a week or two for everything to heal enough to move without hurting, but you may set it up whenever you like.”


  “Yes Mistress. So, will I be coming to your place for training, will we be doing it at mine or at the club? I just need to know so I can make arrangements if needed.”


  “We can discuss all of that after you’ve had a good night’s sleep, slave.”


  “Yes Mistress.” And with that, Jake slumped his shoulders and closed his eyes. The next thing he remembered was his Mistress waking and helping him inside and into bed where, to his surprise, she joined him.
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  One week later…


  


  After a week of sitting around doing nothing all day, Jake forced himself back to work if only to keep from going completely crazy from boredom. Though he had many conversations and visits from his Mistress, there was no sexual contact between them as his piercings, tattoo and brand healed. During one of those many visits he learned that she was not just the bartender of the Bull’s Horn, but one of the club’s three owners along with her sister Skye who ran the shop and their brother Master Charlie who ran the kitchen an in his honest opinion made one of the best burgers he had ever eaten in his life.


  Done lazing about, Jake gathered all of his evidence, took a shower, dressed business casual over a pair of very feminine boyshort style panties to see how he liked wearing women’s clothing and then went to the office where he waited for his client’s arrival to finally close out her case. It was a quarter past three. He had been sitting at his desk reliving the events of a week prior when the door creaking open snapped him back to reality. “Afternoon, Ma’am,” he said, looking up to see the petite raven-haired beauty that was Robin Lawson, long hair braided and hanging to her slender waist despite being draped over her left shoulder.


  “Afternoon,” Robin said as she sulked across the small office. “You wanted to see me about my case? Please be honest, Mr. Williams, are you even working on it or just milking me for every penny you can get?”


  “First of all, Mrs. Lawson, I never take a case I don’t intend on working to the fullest of my abilities and you insinuating otherwise is completely unfounded. Now, there’s just the matter of settling the bill and then I’ll hand over everything I’ve spent the last two weeks gathering and call it case closed,” Jake said as he slid a manilla envelope across the desk in the direction Robin was standing.


  Finally sitting down, Robin opened the folder and as her eyes went down the itemized list they grew wider and wider until for a beat Jake thought they were going to pop right out of their sockets. “What is this?” she asked, eyes focused on the $253,467 total. “I don’t know what sort of…”


  “You agreed to pay for any and all expenses no questions asked and as you can see I was very thorough in my investigation. “Eighteen-hundred dollars for fetishwear? Eleven thousand dollars for drinking pee? Ninety thousand dollars for a gang bang? Fifty thousand dollars pain and suffering?”


  “No questions asked, Mrs. Lawson. We do have a contract and if you’re not willing to pay I’ll gladly settle in court.”


  “Is my husband cheating on me or not, Mr. Williams?”


  “Pay the bill and you’ll find out.”


  “I’m not…”


  “I’m not going to argue with you, Mrs. Lawson. We have a contract. I honored my end of it to the letter, going way above and beyond to investigate your claims and concerns. Now, you can either pay up or get out and take this to court where I won’t hesitate smearing names. And since you seen dead set on not paying I’ll need a cashier’s check in full. I do believe there’s a bank right across the street.”


  “How do I know if you actually did your work? You could tell me anything.”


  “I could, but that’s not the way I do business, Ma’am, so please just pay your bill so I can close this case. Besides, you’re lucky I didn’t add a few more zeros for what I had to endure to obtain pertinent information. And when this is all said and done and we never have to see each other again please tell Samantha I said hi.”


  “Who’s Samantha?”


  “Your husband isn’t the only one I investigated, Mrs. Lawson. “While you’re at it you might as well say hi to Amelia, Gina, Jenna, Candice and Zoe as well. You do get around, Mrs. Lawson. I assume you only have sex with other women to eliminate the risk of having some random man’s baby?”


  “Put it in writing that you’ll never reveal this information to anyone for as long as you live and I’ll double your fee,” Robin pleaded.


  “Let’s make it a nice even million and you’ve got yourself a deal, Mrs. Lawson.”


  “A million! You’re… fine, a million dollars and you take it to your grave.”


  “Deal. I’ll have an addendum added to the contract by the time you return. Just answer me one question, you’re a prolific cheater so why do you care if your husband is as well? Not that I’m saying he is, Mind you, but what the actual hell?”


  “Simple, Mr. Williams. If I have evidence he’s been cheating on me I can finally get the divorce we both so obviously want and walk away with half his fortune and very healthy alimony payments, but if we get divorced because I cheated on him then I get nothing.”


  “I see.”


  “I’m going to the bank now, Mr. Williams. Please have that addendum ready by the time I return.”


  “Of course.” Watching the gorgeous woman stand and smooth out her skirt, Jake had a sudden urge to bend her over the desk but the barbells in his cock were not yet healed and the last thing he wanted was for them to migrate or get infected so instead he watched her turn and walk out of the office to fetch his million-dollar payday. Dumb bitch, he thought as the door creaked closed behind her. Turning off the recorder he always had running in case clients made claims against him, he Opened a pre-formatted word document on his laptop and proceeded to make the promised addendum. And just like the lengthy contract he made all clients sign after accepting a case, it was overly complicated to the extent it would take a lawyer to sort out its meaning. But in short, he accepted a cool one million dollars for services rendered and acknowledged her cheating without actually promising to keep it a secret from anyone for any reason or length of time.


  The office door open. Far less pleasant looking than before, Robin entered, walked over to the desk and took a set. “So, did you add the addendum?”


  “All it requires is your signature showing your approval and you’re all set.”


  “Fine.” Going off the contract, Robin new she would not understand a word of the legalese so not even making an attempt to pretend as if she was reading it, she put pen to paper and signed. “Make me a copy of that and the check’s all yours. And then I want everything you have on me as well as my husband. Got it?”


  “I never agreed to give you anything I collected on you, Mrs. Lawson, but rest assured I’ll honor the addendum to the letter,” Jake said as he placed the page in the copier.


  “You’ve been paid so what dirt did you dig up on my husband? Is he cheating on me?”


  Jake wanted to tell her no, but his work ethic prevented him from lying even if it is what his client deserved. Opening the bottom right drawer of his desk, he grabbed a thick folder which he dropped in front of Mrs. Lawson. “I followed your husband for a week before I found anything on him. The reason your bill was so high, Robin, may I call you Robin?”


  “I don’t care what you call me as long as you give me a straight answer, Mr. Williams.”


  “Please, call me Jake. Anyways, The reason your bill was so high…”


  “Forget the damn bill and give me an answer!”


  “Your husband has a tattoo of a bull’s head with handcuffs on his right ass cheek, correct?”


  “Yes but… wait, how did you know? Did you see it? Did you see it while he was cheating on me?”


  “I did. But it wasn’t with another woman. It seems like you, Robin, he prefers the same sex.”


  “M-Men? He’s cheating on me with other men? I guess that explains his lack of interest in the bedroom. You have proof of this? Pictures? Video? Anything?”


  “I do. That tattoo of his is the mark of a gay fetish club known as the Bull’s Head and in that folder you’ll find more than a hundred photos in that folder of him engaging in sexual activities of all levels of perversion. I warn you, they’re extremely graphic. Anyways, I do believe that concludes our business so unless you’d like to hire me for another job I have another meeting at four.”


  “Thank you, Mr. Williams. You might’ve nearly wiped out my entire savings, but with this you just earned me fifty million dollars and then some,” Robin said, picking up the folder. “Pleasure doing business with you.”


  “Likewise.” Standing, Jake saw Robin out of his office. When she was in her car he went back to his desk and dialed the number for her husband’s office.


  “This is Mr. Lawson; how may I help you?” Seth answered the call his secretary sent through.


  “Mr. Lawson, Seth, this is Jake Williams, we met at the Bull’s Head…”


  “How did you get this number? I don’t…”


  “Wait, before you hang up on me there’s something you need to know about your wife.”


  “I swear to god if you…”


  “Please calm down and listen. I’m a private investigator. Your wife hired me to find out if you’ve been cheating on her or not. What she didn’t know was that I was investigating her as well. Honestly, I was going to give her everything and call it case closed, but then she told me the reason she wanted dirt on you is so that she could file for divorce and take you to the cleaners and that didn’t sit right with me so if you’d like to drop by my office on the way home I’ll gladly give you evidence of her cheating on you with nearly a dozen women.”


  “Right. And what’s this going to cost me, Jake?”


  “Not a single penny. Some people might think those in my line of work are immoral assholes and some of us are, Seth, but I’m not one of them. What your wife is doing is the very definition of hierocracy and you deserve better than that. And if it ever comes up in court just point the judge to the timestamps proving that I caught her cheating long before I ever caught you.”


  “Did you give her anything on me?”


  “I gave her everything I had including some very incriminating photos I won’t mention how I got my hands on which is why I’m offering to give you everything on her free of charge. The choice is yours, Seth, but if it’s any consolation she paid dearly in an attempt to keep me quiet.”


  “Meaning?”


  “It cost her nearly everything she had in her private savings account. Anyways, I normally close shop at five but for you I’ll stay open late. If you want the file that is.”


  “Give me your address and I’ll head that way right now. But if this is some joke or attempt to extort or blackmail me just know I’ve got some of the best lawyers in the state on retainer.”


  “Understood. The name of my business is Blackstar Security and you’ll find it at thirteen-eighty-two Brookepark Road. I’ll see you when you get here.”


  “I’m on my way.”


  ∞ ∞ ∞


  The office door opened. “Welcome to, ah, Seth, please come in,” he said, pausing a video of Robin being double fisted by a beautiful freckle-faced redhead named Tiffany. “For what it’s worth it’s good to see you again.”


  “I wish I could say the same. So, you have evidence of my wife cheating on me?”


  “Everything is in here, “Jake answered, holding up a plain white envelope.


  “Right…”


  “I didn’t think you’d like to walk out of here carrying tens of thousands of pictures and about a hundred hours of video so it’s all on a flash drive.” Closing the video he was enjoying; he turned his laptop around. If you’d like to see for yourself go right ahead.”


  “Why are you really doing this, Jake?”


  “I was being honest with you Seth. Sure, you cheated on your wife and from her comments it’s apparent you have no interest in satisfying her sexual needs, but she’s been cheating on you as well and, well, her comment about taking half your fortune for something she herself is guilty of just doesn’t sit right with me.”


  “So, picking me to fuck you first was no coincidence?”


  “No. I knew exactly who you were and despite it being potentially ethically immoral I really did want you in me and I don’t regret a second of it. Just know that of the hundreds of photos I gave your wife none were of me and while I’ll confess to seeing you there I’ll deny ever doing anything with you. Unless, of course, you get divorced and want to serve Mistress Roxanne with me that is.”


  “No thanks. I know her brand of perversion and it isn’t for me. I can’t stop you from going to the club but I can ask to keep your distance from me while you’re there.”


  “Shame, I was hoping to get to know you better but if you want nothing to do with me I’ll honor your wishes to the best of my ability. Just know that if Mistress Roxanne commands me to have sex with you I’ll do it without hesitation.”


  “Then kindly ask her not to issue such commands.”


  “I can’t do that, Seth, and you know it.”


  “No, but I can.”


  “True. Anyways, you have all the evidence you need to keep your fortune and reputation so unless there’s anything else I think I’ll close up early today.”


  “I still don’t fully understand this game you’re playing, Jake, but if what you say is true then thank you. And if not… well, for your sake I’d find another fetish club to patron.”


  “I’m a man of my word, Seth.” Craning his neck to see the laptop, he clicked through a few folders and then opened a file. “See for yourself.”


  A video player opened and Seth watched his wife and a brunette he recognized as her best friend Amanda kissing in their living room. From the light outside the window it was most likely while he was at work. “I’ve seen enough you can turn it off now. And delete it. In fact, I’ll give you a thousand dollars for the whole laptop.”


  “I’m sorry, but I wouldn’t sell it to you for your entire fortune. Don’t get me wrong, I’d love to have a hundred million dollars, but this laptop contains information on every case I’ve ever worked and to hand it over to you would be business suicide. That being said, I’ll make you the same promise as I made your wife. Unless I’m dragged into court your files are safe with me.” Besides, even if I did sell it to you copies still exist on the cloud and all I can say is good luck buying that.”


  “Goodbye Jake.” Stuffing the envelope containing the flash drive into an inside pocket of his suit jacket Seth turned and walked out of the office to once and for all settle things with his soon to be ex-wife.


  A million fucking dollars! Jake thought as he quickly packed up and closed shop for the day. Boy is she going to be pissed when she finds out the truth. Fuck that, the cheating bitch deserves everything coming to her. And I deserve everything coming to me. Just as soon as my damn dick is healed enough to pleasure my Mistress and whomever she wishes to lend me to. God I want to get fucked! It can’t hurt to take it up the ass. And seriously, how in the hell is sucking dick going to hurt mine? Setting the alarm, he quickly exited the building and locked the door before getting into his car, mind made up to give his mouth and ass to whomever wanted to use him as their personal fucktoy.
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