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A New World

I met her during the summer. I was only nineteen and working to save some money for college. I had been raised by my grandparents who had both passed away over the past year. After the burial costs I was far from wealthy. My parents weren't around so I was on my own at a young age. I had moved a couple of towns over from where I had grown up and was living in a room above a tailor and sewing shop in the center of a quaint old town surrounded by mansions. I worked for a catering company on the weekends as a second job to help make ends meet. It was a Saturday night right in the middle of the rather busy social season in this upscale town. I was working at a catering company hauling racks of glasses from the catering truck to a massive bar set up behind a rather large mansion.

It was a summer party at one of the ridiculously wealthy estates. It was getting crowded when I first noticed her. There were about a hundred and fifty well dressed people on the expansive back lawn and while there were more than a few gorgeous young women dressed in tight fitting summer dresses this one woman stuck out. I figured that she was in her late forties, but it would be easy to miscalculate that number into a woman in her late thirties considering how attractive she was. She was wearing a dress that may have been inappropriate for a woman her age but looked fine on her. It was both backless and sleeveless. In fact all there was to the top was a sort of tight halter that covered a pair of large but very firm breasts and a sort of dress shirt collar that wrapped around her neck. The dress length was to about mid thigh which was just fine with her legs. I watched the dishwater blonde move about the party as I worked for the bartenders. It took an hour but I figured it out. The dress was just fine. It was the body that didn't match the woman's age. She was the most gorgeous woman I had ever seen.

There were a few times that she was close enough while ordering a lemon flavored tonic water or just standing by the bar and talking that I could see how smooth her skin was, the total lack of wrinkles on her face, the full lips, big dark eyes and then there were the legs. She was a tall woman and the legs seemed to take up most of her. They had a muscularity that told me she did more than just walk her dog for exercise.

I had been staring at her all night. There were plenty of other girls closer to my age that were drop dead gorgeous roaming about the party but there was something about this mature beauty that was driving me crazy.

At one point I ran into someone I knew. Jill was a tall light brown haired girl I had gone to high school with. She was a couple of years older than me and had been extremely popular and had dated a popular athlete. Suffice it to say that I wasn't really a part of her life until now. I noticed her walking up to me from across the lawn. I averted my eyes and pretended to work on putting the dirty glasses into racks so that she wouldn't think that I was staring at her. It wasn't easy. She was wearing a classic black dress and black high heel pumps and she looked better than she did in high school.

"Hey are you Dennis Heyquist from Millsdale?" She asked from the other side of the bar.

"Ugh yeah. Jill? Is that you?" I did my best to pretend I wasn't sure it was her. Still she was different. I was used to seeing Jill in jeans and little or no make up, a natural beauty. Standing there with her hair up wearing the tight fitting wrap around dress she was so much more mature and sexy.

"Yeah it's me! It's so nice to see you!" She shouted over the cries for vodkas on the rocks.

"Hey yeah it's sure nice to see you. How'd you land here amongst the rich and famous?" I smiled so that she knew that I was kidding her but I couldn't help wondering how she had ended up at this party.

"I work for Jodi Mapleton as her assistant. This is her party." Jill gave me one of her ten thousand watt smiles.

I was shocked to be getting such a warm greeting from Jill. We may have said hello three times in four years of high school. One of the bartenders gave me a look and was about to tell me to get back to work but when he saw the quality of the girl I was talking too he gave me a break.

"You're busy now. Maybe we can talk later." Jill concluded as the party and the drinking had hit a peak.

"That'll be real nice." I watched Jill walk away. She was 5'-8" with a lithe athletic body and long toned legs. Just by agreeing to talk to her after the party I was playing way above my pay grade.

I went back to work. I jogged out to the van for the last two racks of wine glasses. If we were lucky they along with the ones being washed in the house would be enough for the rest of the party. While I was making my way back to the bar I noticed the commotion happening right in front of my station. The gorgeous blonde had squared off in what looked like a verbal confrontation with a younger blonde haired woman I hadn't noticed before. The new guest was about Jill's height but with a much more athletic build, her arms and legs were sculpted with muscle but not overly so.

The young blonde was animated and angry to the point of being out of control. Meanwhile the woman I had begun such an infatuation with was smiling and fielding every verbal jab or accusation with the deft agility of a matador waving her cape at a charging bull. She was calm, confidant and obviously winning the argument which from what I could tell was about the younger blonde who was named Serena accusing the older darker haired blonde of stealing something from her. It was starting to gather attention from the other partygoers until two men stepped between them.

After all the excitement done high society style the five hour cocktail party went quickly. It always went that way at a catering job, keep your head down working and time flies. Before I knew it wealthy people were filing out and Mercedes, Land Rovers and Porsches were pulling away. The daylight was fading and the people were probably off to dinners at any of the high end restaurants located in this wealthy town.

I was cleaning up at the bar when she came right up to me. I looked up and nearly melted. The two bartenders were standing away from the bar so there was no one to save me from her, her devastating beauty and as I would find out her ability to persuade and ultimately dominate another person.

"I was wondering if I could get a chardonnay?" Her voice was deep and very crisp.

"Oh yes. Sure. We're technically not supposed to be serving anymore but that's okay." I answered nervously.

"Well I appreciate the favor. Actually I have become quite fond of the vineyard you are serving but I wanted to wait until you were pouring to order my first of the evening." The dishwater blonde's red lips parted exposing a perfect set of brilliantly white teeth.

"Really? How come?" I asked with a baffled expression. I couldn't figure why anyone would care who poured them a glass of wine.

I turned and reached for the bottle resting in the ice and a clean glass. I was nervous. The mature woman was still flawless up close and very intimidating. She was gorgeous. I could feel her looking at me with my back turned and the goose bumps began crawling up my back.

"I'm a sucker for a cute boy with bright blue eyes." She was smiling like some sort of predator when I returned with her glass of wine.

"Thanks." I replied.

"Nice smooth skin too, very pretty." She took the glass from me. The well built woman seemed to purposely wrap her fingers around mine. The sensation sent shivers right through me.

"Thanks again." I wanted to say something about being called pretty but this woman could have spit on me and I would have taken it.

"My name is Catherine Creeler. It's a pleasure to meet you." The tall blonde reached out her hand and when I took it she gripped mine hard.

"I'm Dennis Heyquist. It's very nice to meet you Ms. Creeler." I replied getting more comfortable in her presence.

"Well you can call me Catherine. I'd get very tired calling you Mr. Heyquist, so . . ." Catherine Creeler was smiling broadly at me with the same predatory look.

"That's fine with me." I chuckled nervously.

"Dennis I was wondering if this was your only job? Maybe you'd be interested in making some extra money?" She inquired.

"I'd be very interested in making extra money. I'm working so that maybe I can take some classes at the community college." I admitted.

"Well I have some yard work that needs to be done at my home. I was hoping to get someone over this week." Catherine told me.

"I can be over tomorrow at nine." I told her anxious to have a job and with such an interesting and sexy woman.

"That's excellent. I like a go getter." She exulted.

With that Catherine turned and walked back over to the small group of people that remained. I couldn't help admiring her legs. They were long and toned with muscle and the high heels she was wearing just made those muscles bulge in all the right places. In short her calves were magnificent and the way her upper thighs and ass pressed against her dress I knew they were just as beautiful.

Just when I thought I'd never be able to take my eyes off of Ms. Creeler Jill walked up to the now cleaned up bar area. Like Catherine Creeler she had no problem filling out the very revealing dress that she was wearing.

"Hey how's it going?" She asked with a smile.

"Tired." I replied wiping sweat from my forehead.

"Yeah it's gotta be tough work hauling those glasses around in this heat. I'm glad that I ran into you though." Jill smiled at me.

"So what are you doing here?" I finally got to satisfy my curiosity.

"Well like I said, I work for Ms. Mapleton so she likes to have me here at these parties to help greet the guests some of them are clients." Jill was sufficiently vague but I didn't care she looked beautiful and I was transfixed.

"This is definitely a nice place to work." I was impressed but not surprised that someone with Jill's personality and looks had ended up in this type of situation.

"Yeah. I live here now too." Jill's eyes gave me a quick once over.

"Not a bad deal." I added with a smile.

"It works for me." Jill laughed. "Hey we should go out for drinks sometime."

"Sure I'm up for that. How about Sunday? That is as long as you don't mind hanging with a struggling caterer." I joked trying to cover up the unbelievable luck of having snagged a date with Jill Wiggler.

Just then Ms. Mapleton came up to the bar. She was also a very sexy mature woman who looked to be in her early forties. She was wearing a red satin dress that highlighted a set of perfect tits. She had stylish dark auburn hair and blue eyes that seemed to blaze back at me. Like most women at this party she was quite fuckable.

"So Jill this is your friend." Ms. Mapleton gushed as she stepped up beside her assistant.

"Yes Jodi Mapleton this is Dennis Heyquist. We went to high school together." Jill's demeanor stiffened a bit when she introduced me to her boss.

"Hi Ms. Mapleton. It's nice to meet you." I shook the pretty woman's hand.

"Well first things first please call me Jodi. Secondly Jill was right. You're very sweet. Jill you'll have to ask your friend over for a swim this weekend." Jodi's eyes roamed over my body just as Jill's had and Catherine's before her. It was something I wasn't used too.

"How about it?" Jill asked me.

"It'll have to be Sunday." I replied barely able to contain myself.

"Sunday it is. Nice to meet you Denny." Jodi gave me a big smile and walked away.

"See ya Sunday sweetie." Jill leaned over the bar, gave me a kiss and the followed Jodi back towards the mansion.

As soon as I got home I jumped into bed and masturbated. I couldn't help it. All I could think of was fucking Jill and when I made a mental picture of her riding my fat cock I got as hard as I had ever been. I couldn't wait until Sunday. I figured I'd work for Catherine on Saturday make some cash so that I could take out Jill on Sunday after watching her bounce around all day in her bikini.

I rode my bike over to Catherine Creeler's home in a tee shirt, jeans and work boots. After all I was expecting to be in the bushes most of the day. The directions she had given me put her home about five miles from my apartment, actually just down the road from the Mapleton estate. When I turned the corner to her street I figured I was reminded how far I really was from this neighborhood, a million miles. The Creeler residence was in a row of estates located on a long private road. Each estate was on multiple acre plots of land, many with barns, stables and horses. I checked in with the security guard at the top of the road and then pedaled down to the number Catherine had given me. It was a large federal with pillars in the front of the home. The property was enormous with a large front yard that was so big that it was hard to see the home from the street behind a row of trees. In fact the house was so set back I felt as if I had ridden as far down the long driveway as I had the distance from my apartment.

I should have turned around right there. It just didn't make sense that a woman in this sort of position would need me to do yard work on this sort of estate. I wasn't sure what Catherine Creeler had in store for me but I was certain that just cutting the lawn took a team of men quite a while to get done. Despite a rising apprehension I couldn't resist the chance to get another look at Ms. Creeler. What if she was wearing another short dress or skirt? I rode up to the huge home and leaned my bike up against one of the pillars. I thought about trying to hide it a little better then figured what the hell for? I stepped up to the door and pushed the bell. I could hear the chimes ring loud and clear behind the door. I waited for a minute and almost rang the bell again but stopped. It had been loud enough to wake the dead so I knew that if someone was home they'd answer the door, besides I didn't want to seem anxious. There was no other way to put it, Catherine Creeler intimidated me.

Suddenly the large heavy door opened and standing there was a tall well built blonde haired woman. I thought it may have been Halloween. She was wearing a French maid outfit and a pair of black high heel pumps. I had never travelled in these circles but I was pretty sure that none of the normal multimillionaires in this neighborhood had a woman who looked like this, dressed this way answering their door.

"Hi I'm here to see Ms. Creeler?" I said in a shaky voice.

"Of course, you must be Dennis." The broad shouldered woman replied with a smile and a voice that seemed too feminine for a woman of her build. "Why don't you follow me?"

I watched her spin on the shiny shoes and walk through an enormous foyer. Her bare tan legs were wrapped with muscle yet long and sculpted like those of a female athlete. Her uniform was backless and I got a great view of the muscles rippling around her shoulder blades as she moved. It was obvious that she must have gone to the same gym as her boss. And when she turned and smiled as we walked through the living room to the back of the house. I could see that she was just as beautiful and as sexy as Catherine Creeler.

I followed the blonde Amazon to a room that overlooked a large stone patio that was part of a expansive pool area and then a massive back lawn that swept down to the ocean below. To one side was a barn and stable set off from the mansion. Standing by one of the huge windows that stretched from just above the floor to the ceiling that opened up the house to the beautiful scene was Catherine Creeler. She was looking out the window drinking a glass of orange juice. She was wearing a peach colored dress that clung to her tall body in all the right places and went down to just above her knees. The shiny black high heel pumps matched the thick black belt that wrapped around the dress at her waist and accentuated the long toned legs.

"Why hello Denny! I'm so glad that you were able to come." The dishwater blonde held out her hand and I shook it.

"Oh sure like I said, I'd love to get some steady work." I replied with hopes of doubling my catering company wage dancing in my head.

"You've met my assistant Corinna. Corinna we'll be downstairs." Catherine told her.

I smiled at Corinna and she smiled back at me as she took the juice glass from her boss. Then I followed the click of Catherine Creeler's heels as they made their way across the marble floor to a staircase off to the side of the huge room. I couldn't help but keep my eyes glued to her legs. I was trying to decide whether it was the lady of the house or her maid who had the nicer ass and legs when I looked up and saw Catherine pausing at the top of the stairs smiling at me. I had been busted checking out my new boss' legs. I was a bit horrified but when our own eyes met Catherine's smile simply widened and then she continued down the stairs to the basement. I thought about it and figured that the statuesque woman must have been used to the ogling by now.

"We have five main rooms on the lower level. One is a workout room here on the right with two servant rooms behind it, at this end the door leads out to our patio and pool area and here at the other end of the hall is a doorway to a lounge area, this other room here on the left you'll see soon enough." Catherine pointed to each room as we walked.

The gym was as big as a commercial facility. Meanwhile the mysterious room opposite the gym was locked up and cordoned off with a heavy door. The lounge room was at the end of the long hallway. Catherine opened the door and we stood at the entrance of the room which was dark even after she turned on the lights. There was a large bar with stools off to the side and a number of couches facing a large screen.

Catherine led me into the lounge. She walked up to the front of the room. I followed her up and looked over the large screen in front of us. I got a weird vision of Catherine and her guests settled in here watching a movie while Corinna served them popcorn.

"Why don't you come up here with me Denny? I want to watch you take off your clothes." The blonde said as she reached down and undid her belt.

"What?" I gasped. Sure I wanted to fuck the mature sex bomb but did she actually want to screw a skinny nobody like myself? I mean first Jill Wiggler making passes at me and now this? It was too good to be true. I had no idea how right that thought was.

"Come on now Denny, I've got a 60 acre estate here. You really didn't think I was going to hire you to rake the leaves did you?" She chuckled as she slid out of her dress exposing a black lace bra, panties and garter belt that attached to sheer stockings.

"What do you want me to do?" I asked in an incredible display of naivete.

"Well for starters I'd like to have you on your knees licking my pussy." She was so much taller than me in her stiletto heels that she had to lean down when she stepped up and kissed me. "Do you think you could do that for me?"

"Oh God yes!" I gushed as I fumbled out of my clothes and watched her take a seat on a front row couch spreading her long legs wide.

"Ah yes I see that I was correct at the party. You are quite well endowed and uncut too. What a lovely surprise." She pointed at my exposed semi erect penis.

"How did you know something like that?" I had a cock that was a little over eight inches long and pretty thick and I was curious how this horny slut would know this from only a chance meeting at a party.

"Let's say that after a number of years I've become quite the connoisseur of bulges and yours was quite exquisite last night." The dishwater blonde laughed heartily. "Now get on your knees and show momma what you can do with your tongue."

I followed her order to a tee. I scrambled down to my knees, placed my hands on her thighs and leaned in and gently began licking at the pouting lips of Catherine Creeler's genitals. I moved up and down on each lip. I felt her quiver above me so I did it again. I ran my hands along her thighs. I couldn't believe how hard with muscle they felt. She was in incredible shape. I kept licking and soon I was tasting the oozing lubricant. It quickly went from a drool to a pumping gush of warm, thick fluid and I felt the muscles in her legs flex as her pelvis began lifting off the couch.

"Oh my! I didn't expect this much talent from a young boy. Now just do what I say and we'll both have a wonderful time. Keep running your tongue up and down. Yes just like that!" Catherine breathed heavily and I felt her hand running through my hair. "Now twirl it around the hood. Aaaaagh!"

The gorgeous blonde cooed when I followed her instructions. Her thick excitement kept flowing and as I continued to lick and kiss her I drank it down. She had begun to clamp her legs around my head and squirm underneath me. I knew from her reactions that I was bringing Catherine close to where she wanted to be, an earth shattering orgasm. Still I didn't try anything on my own. First I was only twenty and I had no idea what I was doing and second there was just something about this woman that told me to obey. I followed every order that was gasped out to me from in between heavy breathing.

"Stick that tongue into me Denny! Slide it in and out and rub it against that big clitoris." She ordered with a high pitched sigh.

Once again I did what I was told and was rewarded with a splash of lubricant against my face. The few women I had been with had never cum this hard or emitted so much liquid. I felt her hands grab the back of my head and then her genitals bucked against my face. Then her smooth silk encased legs closed around my head and I heard the loud guttural cry. I thought that I might actually suffocate. Her legs were so powerful all I could do was fuck her pussy with my tongue while the blonde's arched body hung onto my head. It lasted a long minute and then Catherine's body relaxed and she collapsed back onto the couch.

"Oh sweetie climb up here on top of me." Catherine was smiling down at me with her arms open and her large breasts sticking out like perfect round orbs.

"Did I do it right?" I wimpered as I crawled up into her arms and was met by her open mouth. I couldn't tell you why but pleasuring this woman to her ultimate satisfaction was so important to me.

"Oh darling you don't get that much honey all over your face without making a woman shake with lust. Now I get to enjoy a nice sensuous fuck with that big dick of yours." Catherine told me as she kissed me.

She grabbed me by the shaft and it made me jump but I quickly settled back on top of her and let her sink my erection inside her. It was tight and wet and Catherine slowed me down when I tried to start fucking her.

"Just relax baby. Anyone can climb on top and fuck me like a gorilla. Slow and deep my dear, we've got all night so slow and deep." The tall blonde whispered into my ear her tongue licking at my lobe.

I followed her instructions. I melted into her body. She had a good hold of me. I was buried inside her up to the hilt. She had her arms around my back and her legs wrapped around the backs of my thighs forcing them to spread out wide. I moved slowly and made sure to grind myself deep into Catherine at the end of each deliberate push into her body. She was smiling and letting out high pitched sighs.

I was in the arms of a gorgeous mature woman my hard cock coated with her excitement. I soon found that she knew exactly how to bring a young man to the heights of ecstasy. I felt wonderful. It was at that moment that I felt a hand on the back of my shoulder and something slide between my buttocks. I was startled and tried to turn around but I was anchored to Catherine and the strength emanating from the hand on my shoulder told me that a powerful person was behind me.

"Relax Denny relax. This is going to feel so good just spread your legs wider. It's just the three of us here." Catherine cooed into my ear.

"What's going on?" I uttered in a confused panic. I tried to buck against Catherine's hold but she was too strong. It was at that point that I felt a pressure against my sphincter.

I turned and saw that it was Corinna lying on top of me. She was smiling down at me and when the Amazon saw me turn she leaned down and kissed me. I felt the probe press against me with greater force further splitting my sphincter muscle. I tried to squirm away but all it brought was more pain. I groaned as I felt Corinna press down harder on me. My cock softened as my sphincter stretched to the point that I thought that the muscular blonde was going to tear me apart. I struggled as best I could but I knew that I wasn't going to get away. The women were just too strong. Both of them had worked hard to force my legs apart with their own legs and now Corinna had her arms entwined with mine in a full nelson wrestling hold.

I was quickly running out of gas and the women were sensing the end of my fight. I tried one more desperate attempt to escape and then my body gave out. I collapsed down onto Catherine's body, my sphincter gave in and completely relaxed. I let out a groan as the tube that had been pressing against my muscle slid into my rectum. Catherine's legs loosened their grip on mine and she began kissing me again. She ran her hands up and down my now relaxed body.

I figured that it was a strap on dildo that the big blonde was fucking me with and I kept hearing what Catherine had said into my ear, that it was just the three of us on this couch. As Corinna pushed into me the phallus seemed to thicken stretching my sphincter beyond what I thought was humanly possible. I panicked at not knowing what was going to happen next but there was just nothing I could do.

"I'm balls deep." Corinna announced from above.

"Doesn't this feel wonderful my luv?" Catherine gloated into my ear.

"Oh God it hurts! My cock is limp!" I grunted back to her.

"Just stay relaxed and you'll be hard again soon enough. You're doing great. You've already made me cum so hard. Now it's your turn." Catherine told me.

"It's so fucking tight!" I cried for mercy.

"Tight's good." I felt Corinna's lips brush against my ear.

With that the big blonde began to move in and out of me. It was slow and easy at first but the pace soon quickened and I was listening to the slap of her hips against my ass. I had no idea what she had up my ass. I had never had anything like this done to me before but I was certain that this was bigger than a guy's penis.

With my arms still entwined in hers with the full nelson hold Corinna pulled me back and up into a standing position. Catherine allowed my cock to slip out of her well lubed hole. As she had told me, I had gotten rock hard again and my erection was sticking straight out in front of me. The mature blonde deftly scooted off of the couch and stood up next to me and began kissing my neck and ear.

"That's it Corinna. Take him through his paces." She said softly as she ran her fingers up and down my chest which was now dripping with sweat.

"What the fuck is happening? What is she doing to me?" I let out in a gurgling shout.

Catherine moved quickly. She had leaned down behind Corinna and reached between her legs to get to my balls. I felt her fingers gently massage my scrotum and then I heard a clicking noise as something cold enclosed around my scrotum above my testicles. Then just as quickly she was back at my side massaging my nipples and chest while her servant continued to push in and out of me.

"First let me say that all we want to do is take you on a new and different journey, a journey of pleasure, incredible pleasure. So I've asked my servant Corinna to fuck you in the ass with her big fat cock." Catherine informed me with a triumphant smile on her face.

"Jesus no! Let me go! I'm not into this!" I tried to wriggle free but Corinna had a good hold of my upper body.

I kept feeling her spreading me, filling me. I relaxed for a second and the big blonde loosened her grip. She relaxed her arms then I felt her fingers gently twisting my nipples and I groaned again. Then I surprised her by once again trying to break away. I would have made it except for the yank I felt on my testicles and subsequent pain that exploded between my legs. Everything had happened from behind. I had no idea what it was but I let out a yelp and collapsed back into Corinna's arms. The pain was so intense I was certain I was headed to the hospital. I sagged from Corinna's arms down to the floor and curled up. I felt hands pulling me up and I found myself sandwiched between the ladies again. Catherine was facing me. She put a hand up to my check and lifted my tear drenched face while Corinna rubbed my lower belly to try and ease my pain.

"Denny I'm sorry I had to do that but I had to demonstrate that well, you belong to me know." The tall blonde stroked my face and leaned down and looked into my eyes.

"Oh fuck!" Was all that would come out of me.

"Exactly. Well this chain is attached to a metal ring that I've locked around your testicles. In all my years of training boys like you no one's ever gotten away so I'm asking nicely that you go along with what we have planned for you." She looked at me as if she expected an answer.

"Okay." I grunted.

"Good boy." She messed my hair with her hand. "I think that it's time Denny gets to see our special room."

I felt Corinna push me from behind keeping her arms around my neck and waist. Catherine gently grabbed my penis. She ran her hand along the shaft until it was hard again.

"When you obey you are rewarded." She smiled and kissed me on the cheek. Then she pulled on my erection, urging me to move out of the lounge room and back into the hallway. I had trouble moving. My sphincter was still relaxed and it was an extremely different feeling.

"Don't worry about your backside. Your sphincter is a very strong muscle. It's going to recover just fine. Just walk with me sweetie." Catherine put her arms around me and kissed me on the lips.

We made it out of the room with Catherine continuing to hold me and whisper encouragement into my ear. I had the feeling that as long as I behaved this treatment would continue. The alternative was now attached to my balls and it certainly wasn't pleasant.

Corinna walked ahead of us and opened the door to what Catherine had previously described as the special room. The door was heavy and the muscular blonde had to push hard against it to get it open. As I walked by I got a good look at the phallus she had used on me. It was hanging semi erect between her legs glistening with lubricant. It was enormous and indeed very real. Despite a set of very well proportioned man made breasts, a beautiful face and body Corinna was very much a man. The shemale's penis was uncircumcised and the shaft ballooned out to an inhuman girth at the middle. I couldn't believe that she had been able to slide a member that big up my ass.

The room was dark except for a soft spotlight that shown down from the ceiling to the floor. Hanging down from the ceiling in the cone of light were two big overstuffed recliner chairs with manacles on the arms of each. Other than that the room seemed very stark with a painted cement floor that had what looked like rails running into the floor and what I estimated was about a twelve foot high ceiling. I was thinking of anything I might use to help get away. Unfortunately there was nothing and sensing that this was a critical juncture Catherine had pulled the chain to my balls taut to remind me who was in charge. She had also grabbed my cock again and was pulling me along.

"Hands over your head." Corinna ordered.

"Do I have to do this? Please let me go. I won't tell anyone." I pleaded.

"Just put your hands up and everything will be fine. I promise." Catherine reassured me.

Catherine slipped a hand around one of my wrists and lifted my arm. I didn't struggle. How could I? The cold steel closed around my arm and I heard the mechanism click shut. Corinna handled my other arm and just like that I was hanging like a piece of meat from a pair of bright chrome chains that ran through pulleys that hung from the ceiling. I twirled in the chains keeping Corinna in front of me. Catherine was powerful and she was also the brains. It was Corinna's hard penis up my ass that I feared more than anything that I felt Catherine could do to me.

"Come now Denny we have work to do and it doesn't involve you hanging on Corinna's erection, at least at this moment." Catherine admonished. "Turn back for me. That's a good boy."

I ignored Corinna as she playfully circled me. When the chains holding my wrists were straight Catherine steadied me by putting her hands on my hips. She leaned in and kissed me continuing her practice of rewarding me when I obeyed. All I could do was hang on until I could get control of the chain attached to my balls.

"Corinna here is going to clean you up. I hope you will be as compliant with her as you have been with me. My assistant is as good with this chain as I am. One false move and I assure you she will tear your nuts off. Take good care of our new girlfriend Corinna. I have to call Jodi and tell her that a ertain sissy won't be visiting her parlor tomorrow." After this statement Catherine was still able to smile, handed the chain to Corinna and then walked out of the room her shoes clicking hard on the floor.

Corinna smiled at me mischievously with the chain in her hand. "Don't worry. I'm actually nowhere near as sadistic as I look."

The muscular blonde dropped the chain and walked over to a cabinet over at a dark corner of the large room. She returned pushing a cart loaded with various things. She grabbed something from a jar and a glass of clear liquid. Then she walked up close to me, face to face. With a quick motion she put the hand up to my mouth and pushed a pill into my mouth and the glass followed immediately.

"Come on swallow that for me. Don't worry it isn't poison and it won't do any damage. Catherine is right, as long as you obey no one is going to mistreat you. Here see?" Corinna then took one of the pills herself while she held up my chin with her other hand. Then she took the glass and poured more water down my throat which washed the pill down.

"What the fuck was that!" I yelled as water drooled down my face and neck.

"Don't worry it's a natural ingredient. You'll be taking one every day." With that Corinna turned back to the cart.

She turned back and faced me holding a large plastic jar. She reached into it and pulled out a huge glob of cream in her hand. She let the cream coat her hand and fingers and then began to smear it onto my body.

"I've got to rub this on certain parts of your body. Again, this isn't something that will harm you. It's going to tingle a little on your skin but don't get dramatic." She told me as the first coat of cream covered my thigh.

"What does this do?" I asked still anxious about what was happening to me.

"I told you not to get dramatic." The Amazon giggled. "It removes hair, not that you have that much to speak of."

Corinna worked quickly and efficiently covering my legs and a small part of my chest with the cream. The she left and came back with a stool and grabbed a razor and shaving cream off of the cart. The next fifteen minutes involved Corinna shaving my pubic hair, the hair around my scrotum and between my sphincter and genitals, my armpits and then my face. She sat on the stool for my genitals holding my cock in her free hand while she shaved me. Shamefully I started getting hard. When she was done Corinna cleaned my face with a warm wet towel. I felt the warmth of her hand holding my erection.

"Well I guess it's not so bad playing with a shemale after all. You're very pretty." Corinna whispered, her lips on mine.

The blonde shemale then pulled a hose out from the side of the room and twisted it until a steady stream of water jetted out of it. She then pointed the water at me and hosed me down from top to bottom. Corinna took a couple of large beach sized towels and dried me off. She mussed my hair and smiled as she walked behind me for a moment. She came back with a small black leather loop that had some sort of clamp on it.

"This is a penis clamp. It keeps the blood in and the cum out. Simply put it keeps this nice sized dick of yours engorged and keeps you from ejaculating. You're a very pretty young boy and we don't want any accidents." The blonde had squatted down and put my penis in her mouth. She sucked me off for a minute getting me hard. I moaned as she gave me head and then slipped the device down my now rock hard erection and when she got it to my base flipped the lever which tightened the leather piece to beyond a comfortable snugness. The lever seemed to work like the device that kept the hub of a bicycle wheel attached to the bike itself.

Corinna walked over to the cart and came back to me with a comb and barber's shears. She began to take small lengths of my hair. Then she took an electric razor to my sideburns and the back of my head. Next up were my eyebrows which she plucked right out of my head. It hurt like hell and I began to struggle against the shemale.

"Stop doing this! I don't know what you are doing but you have to let me go!" I protested.

"Shhhh Shhhh" Corinna cooed softly into my ear. "I just wish that you'd accept this. You're not going anywhere so just calm down."

I hung there as Corinna cleaned up my facial hair and the hair on my head. She worked with a speed and efficiency of someone who had done this before. I protested loudly enough to get a gentle tug on the chain as she finished up with my eyebrows. She kept close to me talking directly into my ear with a smile on her face. I couldn't understand how someone could so enjoy holding someone captive and taking advantage of them but the muscular blonde seemed to be totally in her element with a naked subject hanging from chains right next to her. I felt the gorgeous blonde's lips on my neck and ear and could hear her giggling when suddenly there was a wetness. I closed my eyes as her tongue began to explore my ear. I didn't understand it but she had made me incredibly horny. Then I felt her lips on mine. I didn't resist. I let her kiss me and even licked at her tongue when she slipped it into my mouth. Just in time I watched Catherine walk back into the room. My eyes practically popped out of my head as she moved with the same effortless sexiness. She had changed. She was wearing what I would later learn was a basque that was sheer and black, straps hung from the garment and attached to equally sheer black stockings holding them up and she had on the same shiny black pumps. Her shaved pussy hung out complete with pouting lips and a good sized clitoris. I was her prisoner and I should have been doing everything possible to break free but instead I couldn't hide how in awe I was of the magnificent woman.

"He's smooth now. We'll do the laser tomorrow ans make it permanent." Corinna reported dutifully with a mischievous grin on her face.

"Excellent. So we've come to a point where you find out a little about us. I'm sure that you have questions." Catherine announced in the most exciting outfit I had ever seen a woman wear.

"Yeah you could say that! What the fuck is going on here?" It was a guttural response but at least I had gotten right to the point.

"Mmmm yes indeed what the fuck. You have to say that we've done our job well when the one hanging from the chains can only say that." Catherine smiled and ran her fingernails up and down my torso.

"Dennis you remember at the party when I called you pretty? I'm a very good judge of people both physically and mentally and underneath what many would consider a normal boy is an extremely feminine body, face and attitude." Catherine told me with her fingers now underneath my chin.

"Look! I'm not queer! So what if I'm skinny you saw me carrying those racks of glasses do you think a woman could do that?" I shot back.

"You're far from skinny Denny. Your body is gorgeous. You've got hips to die for and these legs are well I'm going to show you how incredible they are in short order. As for being a homosexual, you most certainly don't have to like men to look good in a dress, although we'll be teaching you things that will make you very adept at pleasing men." Catherine was now gently stroking my cock which was sticking straight upwards.

"I'm not gay and I want to get out of here!" I uttered as the pleasure from Catherine's touch seeped into my voice.

"Denny at the party when I saw you staring at my legs I knew you loved women and the when you sank this beautiful uncircumcised cock inside me you backed that up. Yet I also watched your body move as Corinna fucked you and the way you reacted when she was kissing you just a minute ago." Catherine said.

I couldn't respond without betraying the fact that I had started to react to Corinna's cock up my ass and then just a minute ago kissed her passionately when I thought no one was looking. Man or woman the well hung blonde was devastatingly sexy. Instead I watched as Catherine reached up with first one and then another silver colored clamp. She attached each one to my nipples. They didn't hurt until the tall dominatrix gently turned tiny dials on each clamp then the sensation became extremely uncomfortable. I let out a grimace as the two turned their attention to my erection. Without saying a word they opened a case on the cart inside were long thin bright silver lances. They each pulled a couple out of the case and without hesitation they began inserting them into my cock. My reaction was immediate and not unexpected. I screamed bloody murder. I tried to wriggle out of the chains but that was laughable at this point.

"Denny. Denny. Denny. Would you please calm down." Catherine was standing back with Corinna watching me react to my predicament. "If you would just settle down long enough to feel that these quills don't cause that much pain. We've simply put them where they affect certain pressure points on your genitals. They keep your cock up and taking nourishment if you will, hard as a rock. Sort of an acupuncture for the penis. If you acquiesce the pain will be at a minimum, if not, well then . . ."

I stopped struggling when Corinna took a step towards the chain attached to my balls but I looked up at the two dominants with tears in my eyes. Catherine walked back up to me and inserted some more quills at the base of my cock and at different spots at the underside of the head and where it met the shaft. When it was all done there were at least a dozen shiny quills sticky out of my erection and just as the dominatrix had told me there was no pain just a strange sensation that made me stay hard.

Corinna approached me next with a tray of makeup. She started applying different items from the tray to my face and chest. Then she got very close to me when she began to put on the eye shadow and eye liner with a hand holding my face still while working the pencil against the outline of my eye with the other.

"You know you have such big beautiful blue eyes. This make up is bringing out that bright color so well, absolutely gorgeous." The well built shemale spoke softly, her lips only an inch or so from my face.

"You know she's right. Those eyes are dazzling." Catherine stated as she applied make up to first my cheekbones and then on my chest.

I didn't struggle as the women worked on me, their smooth bodies rubbing up against mine. I was going insane. All I could think of as these women held me against my will and made me up as a woman was how I would give anything to stroke my cock. It was as hard as I had ever felt it. For whatever reason I was extremely turned on even though my balls had been trussed up like chestnuts over an open fire. Catherine was touching me with her hands, breasts and legs keeping me excited yet Corinna scared me. She had the same toned smooth body as Catherine and her thigh felt just as good sliding up and down mine but her slick greased covered penis was hanging down between her legs and swinging back and forth as she worked and I was horrified of the the thick member had just been sliding in and out of my ass.

After she was done with my face Corinna reached up and undid my wrists. The two moved in with instruments to manicure my hands and feet and scissors to put the final touches on my hair. They worked silently while I just stood there and took it. With the chain wrapped around my scrotum hanging taut from the ceiling there was nothing I could do. So over the next twenty minutes or so the nails on my fingers and toes were painted a bright red and my hair was further shaped by a rather fussy Catherine. As she finished her maid dipped her hand into a jar and pulled out a gob of gel. Corinna rubbed the goop all over her fingers and hands and then ran them through my hair. I had to admit that the scalp massage felt real good and then the ensuing comb that Catherine dragged through my hair sent a tingle up and down my spine.

"You realize that I have never started out one of my maids without a wig. You know why we're doing so with you?" Catherine smiled at me.

"I don't know." I responded with a lust filled groan.

"You're face looks so good in makeup there's no reason to hide it with big hair. You are going to turn out to be absolutely gorgeous." The statuesque blonde gave my nose a playful tweak.

Corinna stepped up with the finishing touches, applying fake eyelashes with some glue to my lids. They felt heavy on my eyelids at first and the drying glue felt unusual. I fluttered my lids and actually did my best to shake the fake lids right off my face which brought a few chuckles from my captors. Catherine walked to the dungeon door and picked up some clothing off of a chair. She came back with some lingerie and a pair of high heel pumps.

"Let's get that sweet body of yours into some proper lingerie. Corinna please show our girlfriend how to put on the garter belt and stockings." Catherine handed the sheer silk to her assistant.

Corinna went behind me. I felt her hands on my hips first. She instructed me on how the garter belt could be clipped in front and then pulled around my waist so the clips were in the back and the belt properly adjusted. Next we worked on the stockings. Corinna had me pick up one of my feet and she showed me how to roll up the stocking and then slide it up legs. Then I tried it myself with the other leg. The shoes came next. They were black high heel pumps that fit my legs perfectly. Obviously Catherine had been planning for my arrival by eyeballing the various sizes that would best fit me and transform me.

"There now don't we look sexy." Corinna commented as she fit the bra around my chest. It pushed in my chest and actually accentuated a cleavage on me. I learned later that it was a bra tailor made for crossdressers who wanted to make it look as if they had breasts under a dress.

"Let me get the dress. I think you'll like it sweetie if you saw your girlfriend Jill wearing it you'd lose your eyeballs staring at her." Catherine smiled at me as she walked over to the chair by the door again.

"I can't believe that you're doing this to me." I replied as I stood there waiting for what was going to happen next.

"This is a slinky little cocktail dress. It may seem a bit tartish but we're just trying to accentuate some form here. I want to show you how your hips, legs, ass and all the rest looks as a sissy." Catherine ignored my comment and brought out a sequined dress that looked like something you wore as a woman if you were dead set on getting laid.

Corinna got things started by plucking the quills out of my erection. She gave my hard penis a few loving strokes and put the silver spears on the cart. Catherine pulled the dress over my head and down my body. I put my arms through the sleeves and allowed the gorgeous blonde to pull the dress down my legs. It went down to about mid thigh and it clung to my body like a glove. At first the feeling was strange and somewhat uncomfortable. I wore my clothing loose and this was so different.

"Well how does it feel? I have to say that this is the finest first day I've ever had sissifying a white boy and I've done more than a few. You look gorgeous for your first time dressed." Catherine commented as she circled me with her discerning eye. Meanwhile Corinna had walked out of view in the darkened room and returned with a large full sized mirror. She placed it in back of me.

"Okay then let's see how you look hot legs. Turn around." The well built shemale ordered.

I turned and looked in the mirror. I was amazed. I could see my face, barely. The make up had brought out my cheekbones, lips and my eyes. I tried to take a more masculine stance with my hands on my hips but it didn't work. There was no hiding the silk encased legs and the way the tight dress formed around my body. They were right. I looked good made up as a woman. They had greased my hair with gel and then styled it so that, although short, the hair looked very feminine. My body also looked good in the tight fitting dress.

"There are so many great things with this transformation but just look at your legs. These heels are 4" and will push your buttocks out perfectly and high heels make legs like yours bulge in all the right places. I have to admit that if we took you to a bar a man might know that he was being seduced by another man but you look so good he may just let you wrap those gorgeous legs around him just the same. In a month he won't have an idea that you are packing 8 inches in your panties." Catherine came up to me from behind and put her arms around my shoulders as we both looked into the mirror. She kissed me on the neck and reached around under the dress and gave my trussed up cock a couple of incredibly pleasurable strokes.

"I still want to be let go." I replied.

"Well I wish you hadn't turned out to be so damn sexy in this dress then because I'm going to keep your sweet ass as a maid. By the way this job isn't without its benefits. You'll earn $60,000 a year and full benefits and I'll pay for the rest of your college education. How does that sound?" Catherine kept nipping at my ear with her lips.

"I'm still not interested and at some point I'll get away." I kept up my protest but I hesitated. I couldn't believe the money that she was offering me.

"Well then let's move onto the next step." Catherine's body moved away from me and was replaced by Corinna's.

"Just relax bubble butt. You're already stretched so this won't be so bad." Her movement was as quick as a cat's flexing her thighs and then pushing her hips forward into me Corinna sank almost her whole erection into my ass. She was right. It didn't hurt half as much as the first time she had sodomized me but I let out a bellow just the same.

The muscular blonde had a good hold of me and Catherine had gently pulled the chain to my balls taut so I just stood there and took the length of the meaty tube. I could feel her hot breath on my neck. Her hips had nestled up against my buttocks and I knew that she was all the way inside me. I was groaning as she held me and Catherine squatted down in front of me. She took a hold of my cock just as Corinna began to move. The rocking motion of our bodies moved my erection back and forth and Catherine let it slide in and out of her mouth.

"Oh you fresh ones are always so nice and tight!" Corinna growled her pace picking up as I felt her body bouncing against my ass cheeks and the familiar sound of our bodies slapping together.

I felt violated but at the same time Catherine's mouth was a heavenly sensation. I groaned as Corinna worked me from behind with her huge penis. I could feel the deliberate motion sliding against my now completely relaxed sphincter muscle. The shemale had a nice rhythm going now and the assault on my ass no longer hurt. The feeling of her body rubbing up against me and her fingers reaching around gently tweaking my nipples was exciting me as much as Catherine's mouth. I began to move my hips in time with Corinna's.

The two of them were playing my body like a musical instrument and I was responding with melodic moans and sighs. I felt like I was going to explode but when I looked down at the gorgeous woman sucking my cock I saw the strap pulled tight around my shaft and the top of my scrotum. I was trussed up and wasn't going to be allowed to cum. Catherine gave my erect penis a long lick letting her tongue travel the full length of the hard member and then she stood. She smiled at me and gave me a long kiss allowing her tongue to rub up against mine.

"Be a good team mate sweetie, bend over and grab your ankles so Corinna can really put the wood to you. It's a wonderful feeling I promise." Catherine cooed as she pulled down on my shoulders.

I didn't fight it. I bent down and grabbed my silk encased ankles. This movement spurred Corinna to put more power in her thrusts. She was grunting while she fucked me now going at me with as much force as she could muster. I panicked a little feeling the strength of the muscular blonde shemale as her huge erection pumped in and out of me at a horrific pace. The well endowed blonde's hands had a hold of my hips as she fucked me and I could hear her grunts competing with my sighs. Suddenly her utterances became guttural and her sweat drenched body draped over my back. Corinna wrapped her arms around me as her cock jerked about inside my rectum spewing hot cum everywhere. I kept my legs spread and took it from the well built shemale until she was done with me. Her lunges turned into gentle pushes into my buttocks as she was planting kisses on my back and neck.

"You did so well for your first time. You're going to make a wonderful sissy." She whispered into my ear as she released her grip on me and allowed her softening penis to slip out of me.

"You must be one sweet fuck my dear. You got Corinna to pop as quickly as I have ever seen." Catherine commented running a hand along my back and buttocks. She gave her shemale assistant a sideways glance to confirm this fact and the well endowed blonde nodded her head.

"She's as good as it gets, just as you predicted." Corinna let out through deep breaths.

"Now I have a video for you to watch and then we have a busy day tomorrow. If you would lie back in this recliner, I assure you that it's very comfortable. This flat screen TV up above will show a little program that our group has put together that will tell you everything you need to know about The Society." Catherine stated as Corinna led me to the chair.

I sat in the chair and the blonde put my wrists in padded handcuffs secured to each arm of the chair. Then she slid the leather sheath off of my erect cock and my scrotum. I wanted to jerk off until I noticed Catherine approach me with an odd looking device. It was a long tube that was attached to an electrical cord and a small control panel. She slid the tube down the length of my penis and then flipped a switch on the panel box. Almost immediately I felt the sheer nylon material clamp down on my erection and I groaned.

"Interesting how this device works, the material wrapped so exquisitely around that gorgeous cock of yours is the same material that the most expensive stockings are made out of. It would be wonderful to just let go into it as I'm sure that it feels so good. Yet the problem is that the silk is part of a device that squeezes down on your penis making it impossible to cum. During the night it will release its grip over and over so that fresh blood will be able to envigorate your vessels and from what I've heard the feeling is incredible. Unfortunately the vice grip like clamp returns before your testicles can spew any of that precious seed of yours. By morning you should be in quite a state." With that the gorgeous blonde made her way out of the room followed by Corinna.

The lights went out for a moment and I was in complete darkness until the tv above my head flashed on. I lay back in the chair and I was comfortably able to watch. The title "The Society: An introduction for sissies" came on the screen and then none other than Jodi Mapleton appeared on the screen. She was wearing a short, tight fitting but elegant dress that clung to her body.

"Good evening. My name is Jodi Mapleton and I'm a Madam and member of an organization that has been a part of this area for many years. It's called The Society. This Society was created when a few women decided to take control of their lives and more importantly, their husbands. If you're watching this you've either been asked or shall we say influenced to be a member. Whichever it is you will find that membership is never guaranteed". Jodi smiled and then continued as I thought about how the word influenced related to my current situation. "Today the society consists of several layers of members and I'm here to describe these layers to you and better familiarize you with this great and secret organization."

Jodi moved to a desk and leaning up against it pulled her well proportioned ass up and sat on it further exposing her gorgeous legs. "At the top of the pecking order are the Madams. Some of you may think of a Madam in terms of a Mistress or Dominatrix and while this is an important part of a Madam's responsibilities there is so much more involved in running what we call a family. Included in The Society family is what I will call the three S's. There are Studs, Sluts and Sissies and before you laugh these are very appropriate terms." The auburn haired woman chuckled moving her gloss coated lips sensuously, her eyes sparkling. If my hands weren't handcuffed and my cock trussed I would have started masturbating right then and there.

"Studs are men of either African or Latin lineage whose purpose is to serve their Madams sexually. Sluts or Concubines as they are affectionately called are usually young women in waiting to become Madams. These women serve both Madams and Studs. Finally there are the Sissies. These pretty pussies of The Society's world are young submissive white boys in their early twenties who are usually plucked from the world and transformed into the slaves that serve all the other layers of The Society. They act as maids and sexual slaves and they do it dressed as women, and let me emphasize, they are almost exclusively white boys." Jodi shifted her body again. This time sliding off of the desk and moving like a sleek cat along the piece of furniture.

"Now all you sweet looking white boys out there I don't want you to be depressed about being at the bottom of the food chain in The Society. After all we don't eat our young. We take care of those that contribute to The Society. So as long as you behave and fuck like the hot looking whores that we have transformed you into then you will be well paid, well protected and certainly live extremely well. In my years as a Concubine and now a Madam in The Society I have never seen a Sissy desire to leave our family once they have been introduced to our lifestyle so my suggestion to you is to, well, acquiesce." Jodi smiled seductively into the camera, her full red lips stretching wide.

"Now you will be shown your first tutorial video titled "Becoming the Elegant Cocksucker". So just lay back and relax before bedtime and learn some moves because you know deep down inside you want to do it." Jodi kept up her seductive gaze as the screen briefly went blue and then suddenly another video started.

The blonde woman was leaning against the same desk that Jodi had been in the prior video. She looked a couple of inches shorter than the brunette but every bit as beautiful and sexy and maybe a couple of years younger. Her hair was short and she had deep brown eyes and some freckles spread about her high cheek boned face. Her chest wasn't as healthy as Jodi's or Catherine's but her ass looked spectacular in the tight leather skirt she was wearing. She spoke with a lilting English accent.

"Hello my name is Valerie. I'm a Madam in The Society. Like all Madam's I've made my way from a Concubine to where I am today in many ways by learning how to pleasure both men, women, and in many instances different partners at the same time. Now if you're a young lady or a pretty boy watching this presentation you should know that there are certain skills you must master the first of which is sucking a man's penis." The blonde lifted herself off of the desk and moved to one side of the room where there was a long table with a naked black man laying on it. The Madam ran her hand along the black man's muscular leg as she walked up behind the table. As the camera closed in it was obvious that the African had extremely healthy genitals.

"Now no doubt you're getting a good look at this man's penis size and you're thinking 'How am I going to handle a man this well endowed?' absolutely not humanly possibly right? Well wrong actually. I'm going to show you how to take a man's penis from flaccid to erection to spurting love geyser by simply using a hand, your mouth and all the tools that come with it. Whether you are a woman or a cute white boy all dolled up and wearing high heels and a tight fitting dress I think that you'll find that there's nothing like the feeling you have when you take control of a large black penis. This feeling of power you have over such a muscular black stud almost always begins when your lips touch the man's penis and you use your expertise in the beautiful art of fellatio. Let's get started." The gorgeous woman's smile was wide as she took the ebony phallus in her hand and gently stroked it.

I was treated to Madam Valerie giving a tutorial of how to suck black dick as she gave her male subject the most incredible blow job that had him moaning for mercy during most of the video. The short haired blonde would stop and give tips such as to how to tease or how to finish a man off quickly causing the black man who was lying as still as he possibly could under such duress to let out a low groan every time her lips left his enormous erection to talk. It was a lesson given by an extraordinary expert. She knew every pressure point on or near a man's genitals to drive him insane and she pointed out how to apply a touch to each one. At the end Valerie had the muscular black man practically crying in a sexual frustration that she completely controlled. She finally gave her black stud relief with a series of inhuman looking deep throated gulps of the huge erection. He arched his back and gave up a huge batch of cum which Valerie let gush out of his twitching penis with spurt after spurt as she watched, a satisfied look on her face as she jerked the base of the phallus.

After Valerie bid me adieu the video switched to a series of quick snippets that showed men dressed as women, their penises waving around like trophies surrounded by lingerie. Many of the transvestites passed as women plain and simple. They were beautiful and sexy. I would have given anything to have been able to reach my throbbing cock and jerked off. There were words and phrases that popped up between the short clips. "Sissy", Submit To Your Desires", You're A Gorgeous Cocksucker", and "On Your Knees Bitch", were captions that came up over and over as I drifted off to sleep with an erection that you could use to beat a drum.

I'm not sure how long I had been asleep before the dream started. I was still in the large overstuffed recliner when the same black man who Madam Valerie had worked over on the video appeared out of the darkness. He was just as naked as he had been in the video his huge penis hanging down between his thighs. He didn't hesitate for a second. He leaped up onto the chair so that his legs were straddling my face. He slowly lowered his semi erect penis to my mouth. At first I turned away not wanting the penis near me yet the ebony skinned man was persistent letting the phallus drag across my face and lips. Suddenly he pushed downward and put pressure on my mouth. I didn't know why, maybe it was the pill that I had been given but I was extraordinarily horny and when the hardening cock pushed against my lips I opened my mouth and let it slid in.

For a brief moment it felt as if I had put a skin covered sponge into my mouth. Then the tube of meat hardened and I was sucking on an enormous erection. The sponge had turned to steel and filled my mouth. I was in another world one where letting another man sodomize me was alright and in fact excited me. My own penis was fully erect an obvious reaction to the taut skin sliding back and forth against my lips. Any inhibitions were gone in this dream and I was doing something that I thought I would ever be capable of.

I began following Madam Valerie's instructions from the video. I started to suck on the meaty black penis and using my tongue on the underside of the head all while the muscular black man rocked his hips up and down pumping his manhood in and out of my mouth. He was expertly sliding his cock not pushing so hard that I gagged and keeping the large head from popping out of my mouth. I was heating up even as I was questioning why I wouldn't be fighting this guy off. I was bobbing my head up and down gulping at the huge black cock and thrusting my hips fucking thin air with my trussed erection.

We were both moaning now at the heart of our excitement. My dream partner was sweating profusely as the gentle exploration of my mouth had turned into powerful thrusts with his body ending up in a full arch at the apex of his pile driving push into me. The hardness was ramming its way down my throat and I could feel his balls bouncing on my chin. We were a team working to pleasure the black man's penis. Suddenly he held his thrust and I tasted the warm saltiness. It filled my mouth and even as I drank down the thick nectar it spilled out and down my face. The taste was warm, salty and not horrible. I gulped it down quickly. Just as I finished drinking his semen the black man leaned down and kissed me full on the lips for awhile before climbing off of me. His tongue wiggled around in my mouth, my inhibitions still nonexistent I returned the passion kissing him right back. Then he was gone just as quickly as he had appeared.

I awoke the next morning with an aching erection. The dream had been so real I still wasn't sure if it had been a product of my slumbering mind or something that had really happened. I was lying back on the lounger when the dungeon door opened and Catherine walked in wearing a tee shirt and lycra tights.

"Good morning Carey. I hope you don't mind your new name. We have a lot lined up for you today." Catherine stated as she walked towards me with carrying a tray which she placed on the cart that they had used last night.

"Are you going to let me go?" I asked sternly.

"Oh absolutely not! Especially after your grand performance last night! We've definitely decided to keep you. Now you should know that I'm actually a registered nurse just so you don't freak out at the next step in our process." Catherine said as she took a seat next to me.

"What are you going to do?" I asked in a panic.

"Each family within The Society has a stone that differentiates them from the others. Our stone is the sapphire. Every member must wear this stone on their body. Now we can do this the easy way or the hard way. It's up to you." Catherine stood there waiting for my answer.

"What do you mean?" I asked.

"Well you can lay back and let me apply these piercings or I can bring in Corinna who will sit on your face with her cock down your throat until I'm done. Either way you're going to be wearing Creeler sapphires. Of course you may have developed a taste for cock so if that's the case..."

Catherine had trapped me as easy as one two three. In my mind it was obvious that she knew about my dream last night. I had gone crazy sucking on that black man's stiff cock. I had a choice, let her work on me or create a ruckus and let Catherine know that I was looking to get the feeling of a real cock in my mouth. The statuesque blonde rubbed alcohol on my ears and with an expert's speed and efficiency pierced my ears with two sapphire studs. Next the painful sensation of having a stud put into my tongue and a sapphire into my nose. It hurt like hell but I didn't let on and Catherine complimented me on my tolerance for pain as she inserted silver studs into each of my nipples and then with a delicate touch screwed the finishing pieces to the nipple piercings into place with glue, sapphires on each end of the studs. She finished with a navel piercing that was a short silver chain with a series of sapphire stones attached to the chain that now hung from my navel. As painful as it was Catherine had moved so quickly she had me pierced with the same jewelry that adorned Corinna's body in no time. While she worked on me I squirmed like a worm underneath her not trying to get away but simply trying to deal with the stinging pain. Still throughout my penis not only remained erect it was throbbing with excitement. As it turned out I was actually enjoying Catherine's control, her cool demeanor as she delivered the pain. I lay there with a burning pain emanating from every new hole in my body as Catherine wiped me down with sanitary wipes.

"There, now you were such a brave sissy during this that I'm going to grant you at least one evening in my bedroom. You see not everything here is ball and chain my luv. Now do you have any questions?" Catherine continued to caress my body as she talked.

"Well first, what does one evening in your bedroom mean?" I asked naively.

"Oh that. Well those little free nights in my boudoir coupons, that's just a scheduled time for us to fuck like wild rabbits." Catherine replied running a finger along my erection.

"I thought you were going to whore me out to men." I came back.

"Oh contraire my leggy transvestite. Sexually speaking The Society is an equal opportunity carnal delight. Yes you'll find yourself laying down with men but just as often if not more for some of the most exquisite women on this planet, and if you think that I'm exaggerating just stick around." Catherine informed me.

"How did this whole thing get started?" I relented.

"Oh the ancient history of The Society isn't that important beyond the fact that this grand scheme was hatched by some women that had become fed up with their husband's domineering, philandering ways. As it is today we have a number of Madams that run families and one Madam is selected by the others to run The Society as The Superior Madam for a term of a few years. We are elected by our peers and as luck would have it yours truly is the current Superior." Catherine told me her hand now sliding up and down the full length of my penis.

"Congratulations." I said with the slightest trace of sarcasm.

"You see that's why I like you Carey. I mean besides those incredibly shapely legs that is. You have a rather nice sense of humor. Now why don't you move those long shapely legs of yours to get over to Corinna's room and get a hot shower and a lesson in makeup." Catherine undid the handcuffs and helped me out of the seat.

"Good morning Hot Legs. Why don't you get into the shower and then we can get you dolled up for the day." Corinna said in cheerful tone that belied the fact that she had raped my ass the day before.

I had been allowed to walk unescorted from the dungeon to Corinna's bedroom. At this point they knew I wasn't going to try and escape. The room was huge with an enormous bed and a closet full of women's clothing. It was clear that this shemale didn't spend a second dressed as a man. While the size of the room was impressive it was the décor that really amazed me. There were four pictures hanging on the walls. Three were prints of Corinna, one with her standing over another pretty shemale who was sucking her cock, the next of Madam Jodi in stockings and heels on her hands and knees with a look of complete ecstasy on her face while Corinna fucked her from behind while the last showed Corinna in complete bondage gear on top of a rather effeminate young man fucking him in the missionary position. All three prints depicted the amazon shemale as the ultimate dominate which made the fourth picture look a little out of place. There was Madam Catherine lying underneath an extremely muscular black man wearing only a pair of high heels. She was holding him close with her eyes closed and her mouth forming a perfect O as she took what looked to be a very big penis between her legs that were wrapped around the black man's round protruding buttocks. It was extremely sensual.

"You've got some interesting artwork in here. Why the picture of Catherine taking the black pipe?" I asked as I looked up at the extraordinary depictions on the wall.

"It's a reminder of sorts. Besides I like jerking off to it at night when I'm not fortunate enough to have a flexible sissy like you bent over my mattress." She told me with a grin.

Before I jumped into the shower Corinna opened the door opposite her bedroom's entrance to the huge room. The bedroom on the other side of the door was just as big and opulent as Corinna's. She told me that once I was broken that this would be my room. I was still doubting the validity of Corinna's reasoning for having her Madam hanging from her wall taking cock from another man. The bathroom was huge and opulent with a large Jacuzzi in it and a shower large enough to hold a half a dozen people with multiple jet streams of water. I turned the faucet and stood under the water which came in from several different directions. The feeling was exquisite. Suddenly I felt a hand on my back. I jerked around and saw Corinna standing there naked, her long flaccid penis hanging down like a fire hose.

"Easy does it gorgeous! If I wanted that sweet ass of yours I would have drilled you right on my bed. Give me that soap and I'll get your back and shoulders." Corinna smiled at me and gave me a playful push.

I handed back a bar of soap and felt Corinna's hands press against my back. They traveled up to my shoulders and massaged the soap onto my skin. In a minute I was covered with bubbles and suds and Corinna's hands were feeling real good on my body. I let out a groan without even thinking that maybe I didn't want Corinna to know that I liked her touch. It was a little late for that after kissing her so passionately and not protesting her fucking me in the ass.

"This feels real nice doesn't it?" The blonde shemale said softly.

"I don't know." Was all I could say although I really wanted to her to keep going.

"Aw come on now. Everyone likes to be touched, especially like this. After you're broken in we're going to have some real fun in here. You know a young stud like you should be looking forward to all the sex that's going to come your way." She had moved her hands down to my buttocks and they had begun to explore the crack of my ass.

"Except I'm not going to be a stud, I'm going to be a sissy and I'm going to be having sex with men." I replied.

"Oh you're going to have sex with all sorts of men, women, sissies, any combination of the above. You know it's not as bad as you're making it out to be. All you have to do is relax and concentrate on enjoying yourself and the tasks you are given." Corinna explained as she moved her hands up to my chest.

"I'm going to be someone's bitch. It's going to be like being in prison. It's easy for you I bet they found you in some drag bar in the city. There's nothing wrong with that it's just that you were ready for this lifestyle." I came back as I tried to endure the pulsing in my erection which continued to be quite painful.

"You have no idea how wrong you are. Every sissy in The Society came in like you, young and curious. Myself included. Our seductions were a much longer process. If possible we would have spent as much time and care with you. You'll find out why so quick in short order. I'm sorry that we've been so aggressive but let me assure you that I was just as heterosexual as you before I discovered the joys of being submissive to the right males." Corrina was driving me crazy with her gentle touch.

"So you liked women at one time?" I was curious now.

"I still do. You have to if you want to be in The Society. You see you're going to have plenty of chances to fuck women like Catherine, Madam Jodi and her girlfriend Jill, the one you went to high school with. They'll all spread their legs for you." Corinna explained as she took a long slow stroke of my penis.

"I don't believe you. Why would they want to fuck a sissy?" I replied.

"The duty of a Madam in The Society is to seduce worthy pretty boys, dominate them and transform them. It's sport. And when it's done we are taken in as members. In my case I was seduced by Catherine whose specialty is turning pretty white boys like you and I into feminine maids." Corinna said.

"So she let you fuck her and then hung you from a hook and made you into what you are now?" I asked.

"Well as I said, my seduction was a much longer and more intricate process part of which included me becoming Catherine's husband. Now let's go. We'll be late for your first lessons." With the bomb dropped Corinna turned and left the shower, reaching for a towel as she went. I stood there rinsing in the falling water dumbfounded.

We walked back to the dungeon where Catherine was waiting with another woman. They were wearing stylish dresses, Corinna her familiar maid outfit while I was naked except for what Corinna described as a cock sock and high heel pumps. It was a sheer tube of silky nylon that fit over my penis like a condom with ties at the base to hold it to my body and ties at the end of the tube both sets of ties wrapped around my body and tied at the front to keep my penis up against my belly. When I became erect which at this point was pretty much all the time the material stretched to a point that made my erection look like a sausage with a shiny dark casing. I was embarrassed and self conscious as I walked up to the two women with Corinna holding my leash.

"Carey I'd like you to meet Madam Valerie. I believe that in a way you met her last night on one of your videos." Catherine was smiling broadly proud not only of my appearance fully made up as a woman but also with my demeanor. I was becoming accustomed to my position as a slave and it showed.

"Hello Carey I hope that you liked my cocksucking tutorial last night. I'll be helping Madam Catherine with your feminization." The woman, whose blonde hair was a bit shorter than on the video was absolutely drop dead gorgeous. I was beginning to think that Corinna was being straight with me about the quality of female member in The Society.

"Carey we were hoping that you would show us what you learned from Valerie's video. Why don't you squat down and get Corinna hard for us." Catherine's request was more of an order.

Corinna stepped up to me and lifted her skirt and pulled out her prodigious endowment. The two Madam's smiled patiently as I did a quick assessment. Like every other situation Catherine had put me in there was the chain attached to my testicles to think about. I had no doubt that Corinna wanted my mouth on her cock and would give a stern yank to make it happen. Secondly there was the simple fact that I was getting even harder at the thought of sucking the big dick. I dropped down and gently took Corinna in my hand. I followed Valerie's instructions giving the head a long tongue filled kiss. I licked at the underside and then took the prong into my mouth. Corinna let out a slight groan as she slid down my throat. It felt as good as the black man's dick in my dream so I began to go to work on the thick phallus in earnest. I slowly engulfed her size and then after getting used to her I began sucking off the blonde shemale. My head bobbed back and forth and I soon had Corinna moaning loudly and grabbing at the back of my head. Then just as quickly as it had started I felt a tug on my hair and the cock was pulled out of my mouth.

"Now now there'll be plenty of other chances for you two to get better acquainted. We just wanted to see if our subject had done her homework. Valerie I think that we have a success." Catherine smiled over at her colleague obviously pleased with my progress while Valerie returned the smile.

"Carey that was a wonderful display of cocksucking, you went for all the right pressure points." The shorter blonde's lilting English accent was soft and sexy.

"Thank you Madam." I showed proper compliance to the two women standing over me.

"Why don't we get to work on making you a woman? Corinna you can return to your chores." Catherine offered as we watched the well built blonde walk out of the dungeon.

And with that I spent the rest of the day doing things that I had been doing my whole life only now I was going to do them as a woman would. I was learning how to walk like a woman did, both in bare feet and in heels, how to move my arms more effeminately and just about anything else that a woman would do differently than a man. The women were deprogramming me changing everything I did and they were able to get it done by teasing me and touching me coaxing me like a dog with a bone as a reward for my hard work. They knew that with every step I became more and more like a woman. I discovered very quickly that both Catherine and Valerie were very adept at getting young men to do what they asked of them and I was no exception. By the time the morning session was done I was smitten with the both of them. I would do anything they asked.

I was amazed at all the detail in a woman's wardrobe. As a young man I put on underwear, a pair of pants, shoes and a shirt and I was good to go. In the afternoon the women had me try on just about everything a woman could wear and showed me how to walk and act in them. Cocktail dresses, business dresses, latex bondage gear and formal gowns all covered various types of lingerie that I learned how to put on and wear like a lady. And, oh yes, sucking cock and just about anything else phallic. The two dominant women made sure that I had something in my mouth all the time. They took turns between each lesson making me suck cock, their cocks, the rubber ones belted around their waists and sticking straight out. They had me do it on my knees, bending over them as they lay on their backs, in a 69 position as they sucked on my trussed penis driving me closer to madness with no relief in sight.

"Just ignore the taste of the rubber Carey. The goal here is to get accustomed to sliding something thick and hard down your throat. That's it just relax and let it ease down. There isn't a man that will be able to resist you once you master the art of fellatio." Valerie had a satisfied smile on her face as she looked down at me on my knees sucking hard on the strap on dildo attached to her shapely body.

At one point I was alone with Valerie. She was continuing nonstop with my lessons in feminization. As she taught me how to walk and move my body I couldn't take my eyes off of her. Her body was flawless and just looking at her was making my cock ache. Although it had only been just over a day since ejaculating I was used to jerking off at least three times a day add to that the fact that two of the most beautiful women I had ever laid my eyes on had been touching me and I was in real pain and needed it to end.

"Madam Valerie I need to cum. Is there any way that you would let me masturbate?" I pleased with the gorgeous blonde.

"Oh my goodness Carey of course you may relieve yourself. All that you have to do is submit completely to your Madam." Valerie's slight English accent was only making me hotter.

"How do I do that?" I asked. I was now willing to do just about anything to blow a load.

"Well you and I can go upstairs and you promise to obey Catherine and her fellow members of The Society and you promise to commit to becoming a Sissy." Madam Valerie informed me.

I couldn't do it. I shook my head and followed my instructor's orders into the next lesson. As for Valerie she simply smiled and continued her instructions. She was the picture of patience as was Catherine who returned later in the day to assist her fellow Madam. They must have known that I was close. They poured on the teasing touches and caresses all over my body. At one point Valerie even briefly sucked my cock. I thought that I was going to hyperventilate myself into a heart attack she was just so good at the art of cock sucking.

As with last night I was secured to the comfortable lounge chair and made to view an even stranger instructional video than the previous night. As I lay back exhausted from the day's work, my feet in particular throbbing from hours in high heels a beautiful blonde appeared wearing only sheer black stockings and high heel pumps. She had the body of a fit woman with legs that looked spectacular in the hosiery. I noticed just a hint of masculinity in her face which actually went quite well with the penis hanging between her legs. It was getting hard to believe anything that I was seeing at this point. How could someone so sexy have a cock?

"Hello my name is Suzanne and I'm a Sissy in The Society and in this video we're going to teach you how to accomplish the ultimate act as a Sissy, having anal sex with your man." The blonde shemale had a fairly thick accent that I couldn't quite place.

"I'd like to introduce my partner, Roy. Roy, how are you?" Suzanne smiled at a very athletic looking black man who walked onto the stage sporting a sizeable semi erect penis. The blonde Sissy grabbed the large black prong and gently stroked it.

"First things first you have to excite your male. You can do some cock sucking or get a little original like this." Suzanne lifted a leg and began rubbing the black man's penis along her knee and thigh. The result was as expected. The black man began moaning and his cock hardened to the stiffness of a metal pipe.

"Now you need to lube your man so that he can slide in and out of you. Some bottoms are happy taking some spit and spreading it on their man but I'm a little too tight for that so I use a little lube like this vasoline." The blonde took a small jar of petroleum jelly and with a finger took some out and smoothed it along the shaft and over the large head of the erect penis. I noticed that the blonde shemale's own cock had become hard.

"Now you've got your man just where you want him so it's time to present yourself to him." The sinewy blonde bent over in front of the well endowed black man and grabbed her ankles allowing him to line his erection with her sphincter.

"Now is the time to relax, especially for you beginners. This is going to hurt a little but don't worry your rectum can take it and once he's in... mmm heaven." The gorgeous shemale described what was happening letting out a gentle sigh as the black man slid inside her.

I was then treated to an incredible display of sex between two men. Sure the blonde had been completely feminized but there was no mistaking the 6 inch erection bouncing wildly in front of her as the black man thrust himself in and out of her. Suzanne's face showed a painful expression for a few moments and then a smile came across her face and it was obvious that she was really enjoying what the black man was doing to her.

I watched the two of them undulating against each other and although there were two cocks and no pussies in the picture I once again became excited just as I had the night before. The sight was incredible. Suzanne had a body that would have made just about every woman jealous and she knew how to use it to pleasure her man. Roy took the shemale like any capable man would a woman. He fucked her so hard that he drove her down to her hands and knees and then rolled her over and fucked the blonde missionary style kissing her and making her moan and sigh. In the end he lifted Suzanne up off the floor and took her from behind while they both stood. The shapely blonde moved her body and thrust her own cock into the air while the black man used her ass. Suddenly she let out a loud groan and without touching herself milky white cum spurt out of her penis like a fountain. Ultimately the muscular black man quickened his already violent thrusts and came deep inside the blonde shemale's rectum. I watched the two sweaty heaving bodies amazed that the gorgeous shemale could be so excited having a black cock sliding in and out of her that she would orgasm simply fucking air.

The video turned off and I found myself even more excited than the night before. I found it almost impossible to fall asleep and I tossed around in the chair as much as someone handcuffed to the arms of the chair could. I so badly wanted to jerk off which was quickly taking the place of escaping as my most desperate desire. In fact getting away wasn't so important. I had a mad crush on Valerie and I certainly no longer minded the feel of Corinna's body. I was thinking about my situation as I finally drifted off.

I was in a slumber when the same black man who had explored my tonsils with his penis the night before appeared in front of me again. I couldn't believe that I was having another dream with this same stud and it excited me. He was stroking his large cock into a raging hard on and smiling at me. The penis was shiny with some sort of lubricant. The naked stud spent no time leaping into action. He grabbed my silk encased calves and lifted them into the air and then got into position to mount me. I didn't resist. I just lay back and let it happen. I felt the pressure on my sphincter and I relaxed letting the thick member ease into me. The black man was gentle and the pain wasn't that bad. I spread my legs wide and he was very quickly balls deep inside me.

He climbed up on top of me and leaned down and kissed me. I returned his passion and thrust up into him with my pelvis. My black lover took the hint and grabbed my legs and began to fuck me. The sensation of being fucked like a woman was so real, so incredible I had given up thinking I was in a dream. I was moaning and grabbing at the black stud's churning buttocks. My dream lover was pounding into me with each thrust. I had never felt like this before. I so badly wanted to cum into the air as the blonde shemale had done on the video I had just watched but the electronic nylon tube was secure around my erection. Still I was mimicking Suzanne trying to pleasure the stud even if I was going to be denied I wanted his hot cum up my ass.

The stud's pace quickened and our bodies began slapping against each other. I was dressed in all the right garments silk stockings, a garter belt and a brassiere to look like a white woman craving and now enjoying a huge black dick and I felt like it as my legs kicked in the air. My African lover grunted loudly into my ear and began taking erratic lunges deep into my body. He was cumming, spewing his seed into my rectum. I took it with a smile on my face. Just as quickly as he had appeared the muscular black stud kissed me deeply and disappeared. I fell into a deeper slumber dreaming of the gorgeous black man and my future as a sissy in The Society.

"My goodness is that as painful as it looks?" Corinna put a finger on my throbbing member as we showered.

"You have no idea!" I answered nearly doubled over.

"Oh I've got a very good idea. I've been living here for a while remember?" Corinna tried to soothe me by soaping up my back.

"Which brings me to how you got here and became her husband? Catherine is probably 15 years older than you." I asked with my eyes closed.

"Twenty actually but you've seen her naked and sank your cock into her so what difference does that make?" Corinna smiled and kissed my neck.

"You have a very good point. So are you going to tell me how she got you?" I persisted.

"Sure. Are you going to show your gratitude by showing me your new found oral skills at a time of my choosing?" I could feel Corinna smile behind me.

"Sort of a sex IOU? Okay." I assumed I'd have the blonde amazon's dick in my mouth anyway so why not.

"Of course. Now let me see. Oh yes we met at a wedding. I was from the Midwest and had been invited by my girlfriend at the time. So here I was this fresh baked boy from Wisconsin and this gorgeous mature woman came up to me, introduced herself and then asked me to dance right in front of my girlfriend. After a couple of dances she had me. I would do anything she asked. I was just like you, good looking, horny and I thought heterosexual. I was in Catherine's bed as her plaything." Corinna began.

"So you had a pretty girlfriend and you still went with Catherine?" I asked.

"Well before you try and get me on a guilt trip my former girlfriend, Ginger is happily ensconced as Madam Helga's lesbian concubine. She was turned easier than I was." Corinna massaged my shoulders.

"No guilt trip intended. I know how this works." I turned and faced Corinna as she turned off the water.

"Well she got me good. Over the next couple of months I fell head over heels for Catherine. Why wouldn't I? A gorgeous sexy woman with a fabulous estate and all the money in the world, I have to say that you didn't have to ask me twice. Yet it was Catherine that was making the decisions. She told me we were in love and should get married. I couldn't fight her so we got married and I thought I was as happy as I could ever be. Sure Catherine was older but you tell me if that made any difference in bed. The three months I was fucking Catherine as her only lover were bliss and then I found her with Lateef." Corinna handed me a towel as we walked out of the huge shower area.

"Lateef?" I wasn't sure who he was.

"Catherine's scenarios are planned with particular attention to detail. She had seduced me, entrapped me and now she was going to make me her cuckold. Lateef was a very well built older black gentleman. He was handsome and very smooth. I found them on the couch in the living room talking with each other. Catherine could have plunged the knife in quickly. I could have found them in bed with her legs around his waist and his dick deep inside her. Instead she took her time. She introduced me to her college friend who had come to visit. Lateef was a very dark skinned African and as I had said a perfect gentleman. He shook my hand and then returned it to my new wife's arm. They were way too friendly to be just friends. That night in bed Catherine told me she was hot for some oral sex, ordering me down between her legs. She was so wet. I knew then that she was slimy with his come. I ate her pussy just the same.

Like I said she went slowly telling me that she liked her men smooth so I waxed my body and then had all my hair lasered off permanently. Then there was the experimentation with women's lingerie. Why not have some fun in bed Catherine suggested in a tone that was very much an order. So I would dress for her and during one of our sessions she put make up on me. I thought that it was all sexual excitement between two consenting adults. I had no idea that I was simply a pawn being moved about the board by a very skilled player. And while Catherine was positioning me Lateef would visit and when I was with Catherine later I was on my knees between her legs licking his seed right out of her well used hole. I was in complete denial and too young to even understand what was happening. One day I came home and found Catherine and Lateef kissing on the couch. I was mad and excited at the same time but Catherine told me I was acting silly that she and Lateef were just doing some harmless petting.

It all came to a head one night when Catherine and I were lying in bed. She asked if I thought Lateef was handsome and if I was attracted to him. She told me that she had watched me checking him out from time to time. I told her I thought she was crazy and that I thought that she had been fucking him. I have to say that it was the one time I actually stood up to her but it didn't last for long. Catherine told me that indeed she had been screwing the handsome black man. When I asked her why she looked into my eyes and said simply because he was a much better lover than I was. Then she told me that sex between men was natural and that it was clear that I was the submissive to Lateef's dominant top. She informed me that the sight of me on my knees sucking on that big black cock would be an extraordinary turn on. She started making comments in front of Lateef about how I thought he was a very attractive black man. Before I knew it I was warming up his penis with my mouth for my wife's pussy. At first I did it to please Catherine because that was so important to me and by the time Lateef had seduced me, making me his woman I was doing it because I loved the feel of a man inside me.

While Lateef and Catherine became lovers right in front of me my wife had a suggestion. Since I looked so good in drag why didn't I dress full time and take my own male lover? I had a big dick but Catherine said that it wasn't much use to her now that she had a real man to fuck her. And I actually did just that. I dated several men and entertained them right down here on this bed. Ultimately Catherine told me about The Society and how it worked. She told me that white men were subjugated by women who lived a lifestyle dedicated to all forms of dominance. She instructed me that two of the most significant of these dominant forms was the art of cuckolding and feminization which I had just experienced by her hand. She had me. I was hopelessly in love with Catherine but when I saw her kissing Lateef, when I tasted the thick liquid in her pussy and knew that it was Lateef's sperm and then finally when she suggested that I suck her lover's cock as a form of surrender to his superior sexual prowess there was an indescribable excitement that coursed through me and I still feel it today. There was something else and Catherine had known it from the beginning. I found that I very much enjoyed sucking cock and the feel of a man inside me. I am bisexual and she's some sort of a savant when it comes to picking out a man with this sort of desire, no matter how deep it's buried inside him. That's why she so deftly picked you out of seemingly nowhere at that cocktail party. Although I will say that it wasn't just Catherine. Every Madam at that party wanted the joy of training your ass. Your landlord Patty is a madam and an old hand at wrangling sissies like us. Jodi Mapleton as well. So like me you were chosen. I have no doubt that the excitement I felt when I saw Catherine lying underneath that black man and when I felt my first black stud penetrate me you'll experience as well." Corinna ended her story and I had a million questions. The last comment about my landlady, a rather mature woman who none the less had great legs really threw me for a loop.

"I'm not certain I could choose between women like Catherine or Valerie. It's going to hurt when I see either of them with another man." I admitted.

"Maybe but let me give you a heads up, your friend Jill? Our Society is chock full of sexually charged young sluts just like her and they love playing with feminized Sissies that have learned their place. You're a submissive boi plain and simple and for a sissy like you there's no better place to be than right here. Now do me a favor and get on your knees and give it up today. That cock of yours is taking on a permanent purple color from lack of relief and I'm about ready to explode at the thought of being able to fuck you anytime I want." The blonde shemale kissed me on my lips and sent me on my way in my uniform, a pair of high heels and a sheer blue nylon cock sock.

As I moved through the workout room I noticed that again no one was holding my ball leash. I could run for my life if I wanted. Sure the sight of a 20 year old boy in makeup, high heel pumps and a cock sock might draw a few chuckles downtown but I'd be free. Then I thought about what Corinna had told me. In the last couple of days I had discovered a few things about me that I would have never thought would have existed. Just like Corinna I liked sucking cock and taking it in the ass. At the very least I was bisexual and may have been more attracted to someone like Corinna than Catherine and most importantly I looked better dressed as a woman than a man. I checked out my body in high heels and make up in the full wall mirror before leaving the workout room. I looked longer and leaner in the shoes. Most of the masculinity had been hidden behind eye shadow and lipstick. My buttocks were upturned and stuck out like a couple of round apples and my legs looked like they belonged to a member of a women's college swim team. I couldn't believe it. How had they done it? It had to have been more than just some makeup and a pair of shoes or was I just what Catherine, Valerie and Corinna had been telling me for the past few days, a sissy.

What does one do when they surrender to another and let them know that not only have they won but that you will be their subordinate from that moment on. I walked through the hallway to the dungeon and found Catherine and Valerie waiting for me. They were both dressed impeccably in bondage gear. Valerie's black boots hugged her calves and went up to her knees while Catherine's were just as tight and went up to mid thigh. My penis hardened as the blood leaked in through the leather device. I wasn't sure if what I was doing was right but I felt that I had to do it. I walked up to the two women, got down on my knees and kissed first the toes of Catherine's and then Valerie's boots. I looked up at the smiling women when I was done.

"That was wonderful Carey. You have decided to take your place in The Society and serve as my maid." Catherine bent down and took my chin in her fingers and pulled ever so subtly signaling that I should stand.

"Very good Carey." Valerie joined in on the revelation.

"I've decided to submit and become your slave." I replied with a smile.

"Congratulations Carey we have much to do over the next few days but let me assure you that this was your greatest step forward. We consider you a Sissy now not a slave. You're subordinate to females in our society but the days of chaining you down at night are over. For a young white boy like yourself to know his place will be so helpful in completing your transformation." Valerie smiled, stepped over and gave me a long slow kiss on the lips.

The two gorgeous women stood in front of me seemingly admiring the work that they had completed thus far and anticipating what needed to be done to complete my enhancement into a complete and feminine Sissy. I had decided for more reasons than simply a need to have the leather harness removed from my cock and scrotum sack. The thought of Corinna or even the black man in my dreams ravaging me was not an abhorrent thought. The vision of a cock in my mouth or sliding in and out of my ass turned me on. There was the money that I was going to be paid but in the end it was the lifestyle. I knew that I belonged. As a feminized Sissy I belonged to The Society.


A Strapon Orgy

A couple of years ago, my wife discovered that I

enjoyed anal sex so much, I would do anything, or allow

her to do anything she pleased, just to get my greedy

ass fucked. Months ago she had decided that fucking my

ass was something she could do whenever she wanted,

however she wanted, and with whatever she wanted. She

had often told me this made her feel powerful, and it

was a pleasure rush for her to feel this power over me

and my willing ass. (MF/MF, bi, toys, orgy)

***

She told me the power rush she felt that night was

incredible. She enjoyed tying me down and fucking my

ass, but then the ultimate in control was offered my

helpless but so willing ass to her friend as a gift for

her enjoyment.

Sally told me that she and Tracy had talked at the door

for a couple of minutes before Tracy left. Tracy said

that she really enjoyed eating Sally's pussy and that

she was especially turned on by fucking a man,

something she hadn't experienced before. Tracy hinted

that she would love to get together with us again.

Sally agreed and said they'd talk soon.

The thought of having my ass again worked over by not

one but two women started my erection going again, we

both realized we hadn't had regular sex that night, and

so we did and soon went to sleep without much more

discussion.

I noticed my wife on the phone with Tracy Sunday

morning, they seemed to be talking about what fun they

had last night and when we could get together to do it

again. I thought that sounded great and started to sit

down, but Sally told me to go do some chores or

something because they wanted to make their plans

privately; I would find out all about it when the time

came.

So I went on about my business that day and that week,

but I did notice that Sally and Tracy talked on the

phone frequently, usually daily. They seemed to be

making lots of plans and talking about lots of ideas. I

tried to catch what was being said, but Sally was

careful to keep everything a secret from me.

I was told, late in the week, that we would be getting

together that weekend for some more fun. Thursday and

Friday flew by as I daydreamed about the possibility of

repeating last weekend. Little did I know that they had

plans that went beyond my fantasies.

It turns out that my wife was not the first bi-curious

friend that Tracy had sex with. Tracy had two other

girlfriends from her neighborhood that she got together

with occasionally. Lately the three of them had gotten

bolder and were meeting together for threesomes on a

regular basis.

Tracy had told her friends about our night the weekend

before, and they were both interested in getting

together with my wife, as well as watching Tracy and

Sally fuck ass. I still knew none of this, but as

Saturday afternoon finally rolled around, I started

finding out.

That afternoon, Sally told me that she and Tracy would

be having a "girls only party" today. I was only

allowed to attend because they were going to fuck me

like a girl anyway, and I was to be their sex object

for the evening. I was to make them dinner and drinks,

and be their silent host, speaking only when spoken

too.

As my wife already knew, I was agreeable to anything

that involved my ass getting fucked, and the thought of

the girls having sex again was starting to make my

blood boil! Sally said I should make my lasagna and a

big tossed salad, it's one of the meals I make well.

She said we would be eating early, and around 4:00 the

doorbell rang. I was in the kitchen when Sally let in

the guests. Soon I heard lots of chatter, more than

Tracy and Sally alone could account for. I peeked out

of the kitchen door and saw Sally, Tracy, and two other

women! My heart pounded with fear, embarrassment, and

excitement as I realized what this "girls only party"

was going to be all about.

I didn't recognize the two new women. One was short and

full figured, she had large breasts and was well

rounded all over. She was blonde and looked to be in

her early twenties. The other was tall and thin, and

while she looked like she was in her early forties, he

arms and legs were very lean and fit. Neither of them

were supermodels, but they were both pretty. The

thought of all four of them having sex and fucking my

ass made them the most attractive women I'd ever seen

in my life!

I stood, stunned, staring and daydreaming too long when

I saw that Tracy had noticed me and was giving me a

look. I let the kitchen door gently close before she

said anything to the others. I went about getting

dinner ready and kept an ear to the kitchen door, but I

never heard much besides constant talking and

occasional laughter.

Half an hour later Sally called me into the living room

and introduced me to Tracy's friends. The younger lady

was Mary and the thin one was Pam. She said that I

should offer drinks before dinner. I listed what we had

available and soon went off to the kitchen to make some

strawberry daiquiris, which everyone had agreed upon.

When I served the drinks a few minutes later, Sally

told me to let her know when dinner was ready to be

served. I took this as my cue to go back into the

kitchen, which I did after a silent nod to my wife. As

I turned I heard several giggles and someone commented

on what a good boy my wife had. I was thankful my back

was turned as I blushed going into the kitchen.

I hurried to get dinner ready, I set the dining room

table and went into the living room and told the ladies

that dinner was ready to be served. Sally suggested

they go to the table and told me to serve dinner

immediately.

I had set a five places at the table, hoping I could

attend dinner at the "girls only party." After I

brought all the food to the table, I stood behind my

chair and waited. After a moment, Tracy noticed and

spoke. "Yes, you may join us for dinner, but not for

conversation. There are a few rules for you tonight, if

you obey you may be allowed to pleasure us."

Tracy continued, "This is our first girl party that

includes a man, Mary and Pam aren't exactly comfortable

with that. So we have agreed that you shall remain

silent, and will be tied up before anything starts. You

will be the first one to get naked and if anyone feels

less than comfortable about you watching, you will be

blindfolded. If you agree, you may sit down and join us

for dinner."

With a quick nod, I sat down. My wife passed me her

plate and I served her some lasagna. Soon I had served

everyone and prepared my own plate. As we ate, the

ladies discussed their plans in front of me and they

seemed to enjoy watching me. I mostly kept my eyes to

myself, feeling barely allowed to be there.

Tracy started the conversation by saying "Sally's

husband loves to be fucked up the ass like a woman,

I've never seen anything like it." She told Sally "Pam

has lots of dildos and strap-ons that she's always

wanting to use on Mary and I. Lately we've all three

been using them on each other. I had always fantasized

about raping a man's ass with a big strap-on, and

fucking your husband's ass was just great, even if he

did love it like a slut." My face was quite red by this

point, and I could feel everyone enjoying that fact as

Tracy went on.

"Pam loves using her strap-ons, and she is very much

looking forward to fucking a man's ass. She says she

would love to fuck your ass until you beg her to stop,

but I told her what a real slut you were, honey." Tracy

patted my hand that was resting on the table, and I

felt my ears get very hot as my entire head blushed.

"Mary isn't so sure about it, but she seems pretty

interested in watching, and all three of us are anxious

for a taste of Sally's fresh pussy!" Tracy, Pam, and

Mary all said "umm-hmm" several times and giggled, and

a quick glance at my wife reviled that she was at least

as red as I was.

None of us really ate much, and soon we were finished

with dinner. Sally told me to go and put up the hanging

bar that we use over the bed, and get get out all the

regular bondage gear and all the sex toys. I went into

the bedroom and prepared everything, even putting the

little collars around my wrists and ankles.

The ladies all came into the bedroom, they brought

three folding chairs and a suitcase I hadn't noticed

before. They unfolded the chairs in a semi-circle

around the bed. After her friends had a seat, my wife

turned to me and started unbuttoning my shirt.

"Maintain eye contact with the ladies as I show you

off," she said. I made eye contact with all the ladies

as my wife continued undressing me. As she knew it

would, I was again very embarrassed being put up for

show to these women I barely even knew.

I was actually very turned on by it, and very turned on

by what was happening and what was going to happen, but

I still couldn't help feeling embarrassed. Feeling

embarrassed made me look embarrassed, and that kept me

feeling embarrassed just about the whole time that I

was the "main attraction."

As my pants and underwear came down, my already half

erect cock sprang to attention and glistened for the

ladies. Pride and further embarrassment swelled up

inside me. Soon I stood completely naked except for the

nylon puppy collars I had previous put on.

"First ladies," my wife said "We have to make sure he

doesn't forget this is the GIRL'S night out, and here I

have the perfect reminder of exactly who is in

control!" With that, she picked up another small nylon

pet collar from the table and clutched my nuts in her

hand. Carefully she tugged my nuts away from my body

and slid the collar around the top of my nutsack.

Holding my nuts down out of the way, she tightened the

collar until it was small enough that my nuts could not

possibly slip back through. She buckled it in place.

This doesn't actually hurt, and doesn't cut off the

circulation, but it does keep my nutsack pulled very

tightly around my nuts, to the point that my sack is

actually tight and shiny. There is also no way my nuts

could draw up and slip out of the collar placed around

them.

Pam and Mary stared noticeably as Sally fixed the

collar around my nuts, and Tracy sat smiling and

occasionally added an "umm-hmm." When my nuts were

completely tied off, my wife displayed them with her

hands like they were the next item up for bid on The

Price Is Right. The ladies all said "OOOooo" as if on

cue.

Sally had me lie on the bed, she attached our chains to

my wrist collars and to the bed posts on the other side

of the bed so that my arms lay on the bed, over my head

and unable to come down. With my ass on the very edge

of the bed, I put my feet on the bar suspended a few

feet above the bed and she changed my ankle collars to

the bar.

Pam and Tracy hooted and giggled at the sight. My

erection stuck straight up in to the air, my nuts stuck

straight out towards them, being kept away from my body

by the tight collar. My ass was spread open over the

edge of the bed like a sacrificial offering.

Tracy stood up and walked over, "You have to feel

these!" she told Pam and Mary, as she cupped her entire

hand over my nuts and started squeezing them in little

pulses. My hardon throbbed like hell as I let out a

single, uncontrolled whimper. Pam jumped up and came

right over, "That's very interesting" she said. She

grabbed my balls as soon as Tracy released them.

She grabbed them quite hard in her muscular hand and I

took a large, uncontrolled gasp of air, my eyes flying

open wide. "Easy, easy" my wife said, as she patted

Pam's hand, "He hasn't been a bad boy yet.." My dick

was half limp when she released my balls just a second

later. "Wow," Pam remarked, "I've never had a man by

the balls quite like this before." She again reached

and took my balls in her hand, gently this time, but my

body still shuddered a little when she first touched

them; she giggled. It didn't seem like something she

did often.

Pam turned to Mary, who was still seated in her chair.

"Come on, you've got to squeeze these, come feel how

tight these nuts are!" Pam and Mary looked at each

other for a second, then Pam added "Come on, he's

completely tied up and I've got him by the balls!"

Slowly Mary rose from her chair and came over. Pam

released my balls and Mary reached out with her middle

finger and stroked it across my nuts. Then she stroked

them with all her fingers, feeling them well but never

grasping them. Tracy giggled and Mary took her hand

away like she had been caught doing something wrong.

Well ladies," Tracy announced, "I'm ready to punish

that ass, and then I want to eat every pussy in the

house!." "Mmm, that sounds delicious," Pam agreed. I

heard Tracy unzip the suitcase but I couldn't see

inside it from my position.

"Pam has brought our entire selection of strap-ons for

you," Tracy teased, "I think I'll start you off with

something long and bumpy!." By this time I could see

Mary on her knees helping Tracy put on a long, latex

strap on dildo. My wife didn't have one like this, it

was about eleven inches long and about one and a half

inches wide. The latex had fake veins running up and

down and across the dildo, and I knew I was really

going to feel those when that dildo started working in

and out of my ass.

Sally started greasing up my ass, and then Tracy's

dildo. Mary looked on as Pam grabbed my leg closest to

her and further spread me open as Tracy stepped forward

and started pushing her way into my ass. Tracy quickly

began to work the full length into my ass as I withered

in pain and delight trying to get accustomed to the new

invader.

Very quickly she had the entire length of the dildo in

me, except for the last inch where the base flared out

and got very fat. She kept pumping this fat part

against the opening of my asshole, spreading it wider

and wider as it's great length drove deep into me.

Tracy kept pumping until I thought the entire base was

up my ass, then she changed pace, and pulled the dildo

out of my ass until just the head of it remained inside

me. Swiftly she rammed the entire thing back into me,

again spreading my asshole wide with the base of the

dildo. Again she pulled out all the way, and slammed

back into me. My cock throbbed for attention, but

received none.

Oh God, I'm getting so wet," Pam moaned, "come down

over here and lick my pussy." I looked up in time to

see Mary going down behind Pam. I watched Pam's eyes

closed, and noticed her hand was on Tracy's ass,

encouraging her every thrust.

My wife came onto the bed with me and mounted my face,

facing Tracy. Sally sat up straight on my face and

grabbed the bar my legs were tied to. She pulled the

bar towards herself, partly to help support herself and

partly to make my legs higher and further back. This

pointed my asshole exactly at Tracy's pounding dildo

and now the thrusts felt even deeper and harder, the

base of her dildo spreading my opening even wider. I

groaned as the juices started to flow from my wife's

hot pussy.

This when on for a while, several minutes at least.

It's hard for me to say, my head was swimming by this

point. My ass was already well worked over, but I was

loving it. Mary must have been busy, because soon Pam

started moaning loudly and rocking her hips.

She grabbed Tracy's hips with both hands, and helped

thrust Tracy's little ass back and forth to further

ravage my ass. Tracy was absolutely slamming into my

well greased ass by this point, and I was being rocked

back and forth so hard that I couldn't hold my face in

one place under my wife.

My entire face was sliding up and down under my wife's

pussy, covered in her hot juice. All I could do was

lick and suck at her clit each time it passed by. This

turned out to be more than adequate, because she

immediately began rocking her hips to slide back and

forth even faster on my face. She came right away and

soaked my face. Even with my best efforts to lick and

suck up her juice, she came all over me.

Sally crawled off my face and as I looked around I saw

Mary was getting up as well. Tracy slowed down a lot,

but she didn't stop completely. "I'm getting tired, I

think it's time for the second shift!" "Um-hmm," Pam

said, and when I looked in her direction, Mary was

helping her on with a huge strap on dildo.

In fact, it was like two strap on dildos! I hadn't seen

one like this before, but it had two of the pink

"jelly"` silicone dildos. As Mary helped her slide it

on, the first dildo was aiming right at her pussy. When

it was nearly in place, Mary stopped and sucked it,

being sure to wet the whole thing. It was only about

five inches long, but it was at least two inches thick

the entire length!

Mary quickly wet it and gently slid it into Pam's pussy

as Pam pulled the strap on into place. Now the other

dildo dangled in front of her like a huge dick. This

dildo was just about as long as the one Tracy had in

me, but looked almost twice as thick! This dong was

even a little thicker than my wife's largest dildo, I

was both excited and worried.

Pam was all strapped up and started greasing up her

dong like a man jacking off. Tracy stepped back and

said "I've got him all opened up for you, Girl." Pam

stepped forward and I got a good look at her naked for

the first time.

She was in her early 40s and it showed in her face and

hands, but her body was fantastic for her age. I could

tell she worked out regularly or got a lot of exercise

or something, because she was very fit all over. Her

stomach was slightly rippled down the middle, and her

small breasts were kept from sagging by the well

defined muscles of her chest, shoulders, and arms.

She put the head of her strap on against my anus, and

to my surprise (and delight) the first few inches slid

right in. She worked it in and out, letting it work in

a little more with each stroke. When she had six or

seven inches of it in my ass, I felt like I would

explode. My ass was completely stuffed full, completely

stretched open, and still a little more came in with

each new thrust.

My dick began to throb uncontrollably with each new

thrust, as if it might start cumming, but my glands

never provided any juice. Unable to control myself, I

began to let out a big "OH" each time she slid a little

more of it's length into me. Pam pulled several inches

out of my ass and tightly squeezed my nuts in her hand,

until I again said "OH!."

Without releasing my balls a bit, she pushed the entire

dildo into my ass in one swift movement, without any

pause. My balls and my ass throbbed like hell, partly

in pain, partly in pleasure. My cock pulsed

uncontrollably and I knew if anything even brushed

against my cock at that moment I would have cum

everywhere.

But nothing brushed against my neglected dick, and

instead Pam release my balls and pulled half her dildo

out of my ass, only to ram it back in again. She

grabbed me by the hips and began fucking my ass like

nothing I had ever felt before.

My eyes were closed and my head was in another world. I

felt the familiar hand of my wife tightly massaging my

nuts and she leaned over and talked into my ear. "Your

greedy ass has always wanted a little more," she said,

"always wanting it a little deeper, a little fatter, a

little harder."

"Well today you're going to get it all. Pam here is an

ex-aerobics instructor, now she works as a personal

trainer. Tracy told me that during their all girl

sessions, Pam could fuck like hell with a strap on for

half an hour, non-stop. So I've made a deal with the

girls, Pam is going to fuck your ass like an animal for

half an hour, and in return I told them they could do

anything they please with you."

Her words came into my spinning head as if from a thick

fog, and Pam continued pounding away at my ass as what

my wife said sunk in. "Thirty minutes!?," I thought to

myself. It had only been a couple of minutes so far,

and already my ass was totally fucked, totally full,

and totally worked over. As I thought this, one other

thought occurred to me, my ass wasn't yet totally

satisfied. The thought of thirty minutes of this

sounded thrilling and scary.

"OH GOD!" Pam Shouted, "I'm going to CUM!." I had

forgotten about the second dildo in the strap on

harness, the one that was in Pam's pussy. Slamming the

thick dildo in and out of my ass had been rocking the

other dildo in her pussy all this time.

I opened my eyes and raised my head a little to get a

view of the action. It took several seconds of

concentration to make my eyes focus as if I were half

drunk. Mary was licking and sucking one of Pam's

nipples, and Tracy was pinching and pulling the other

one quite roughly. As Pam came, her thrusts because

even faster, but erratic and jerky.

Just when I had started getting used to this monster

dildo up my ass, Pam's orgasm again reminded me of how

big it was, and how powerfully she could fuck with it.

After what seemed like a long time, her orgasm died

down. She began to fuck my ass in very long strokes,

and then she grabbed the bar my feet were tied to and

pushed it away from herself.

Again this made my legs go higher and further back,

spreading my ass and lifting it off the bed to meet

with her long strokes. I could tell that her dildo was

about to find it's way deeper into my ass, but in my

current position there was nothing I could do about it.

She adjusted the bar until she had me spread out at my

maximum, and drove the dildo in all the way to the base

with each stroke. It felt like my entire colon was

getting fucked now and every stroke was hitting a

sensitive spot deep inside me. I again started to cry

out "OH" with each stroke that she landed.

"I got him" I heard Tracy say as I felt her hand grab

my balls. She squeezed them hard in her hand just as

Pam landed another stroke super deep up my ass. I

hollered "OH" even louder, and Tracy loosened her grip

as the same time that Pam pulled that stroke out of my

ass.

But then, Pam plunged right back into my ass and Tracy

again crushed my nuts in her hand. Another uncontrolled

OH escaped me as Pam pulled out and Tracy loosened her

crushing grip. Tracy said "Silence is golden, you ass-

slut, and you'll learn to take your punishment silently

during my 'girls only party'!"

Again Pam slammed my ass, and Tracy gripped my balls

tightly in her little hand. I still couldn't help but

cry out, and I was thinking my wife would put a stop to

this before it got any worse when I heard her say "I

think you'd better learn to control your outbursts,

dear, before Tracy REALLY starts to punish your poor

balls!."

If Tracy had just crushed my nuts and held them that

way, I could have shut up after one OH. But the way she

released them, and then grabbed them again each time

Pam thrust into me made it nearly impossible to control

my vocal reflex. However, knowing my wife wasn't going

to help me I mustered enough concentration to silence

myself after only a few more "lessons."

Even after my "OH" had faded to grunts and then to

complete silence, Tracy and Pam gave me three more

combination slam-strokes and nut crackers just to make

sure I wasn't going to grunt anymore. "Very good,"

Tracy said, and she released my balls. Pam kept

slamming into my ass and even picked up the pace a

little. Almost as soon as Tracy's hand released my

balls, I felt a new, cool hand on my balls.

I jerked my eyes open and struggled to focus, wondering

what was coming next. Already I could feel my balls

being gently massaged and carefully rolled around

inside my tight sack. I was surprised to see it was

Mary, looking at me with puppy dog eyes, gently

fondling my balls.

"Oh, he's not really hurt" Tracy spoke up, "I just let

his balls know who is boss! You've still got 15 minutes

to go, Pam," Tracy continued, "if you poop out early, I

get to collect on out little bet."

"Don't worry" replied Pam, "he's in for a long ride!"

"I could use another drink," my wife said. Tracy

agreed, and they went off to the kitchen to blend up a

new batch. My ass started to hurt and felt so very

worked over, but it still felt wonderful.

Mary continued to massage and stroke my sack for a

while longer, and I felt like if a good breeze hit my

cock I might cum everywhere. However, no matter how

much my cock throbbed, it still never triggered an

orgasm from my tied up, somewhat abused balls.

Pam went back and forth from grabbing the bar to fuck

me deeply to grabbing my hips to fuck me hard and fast.

Mary got more lubricant and put it on the dildo as it

slid in and out. It felt wonderfully cool, and the

dildo slid in and out of my ass with renewed ease.

"Get up there and sit on his face," Pam said to Mary,

rather much like an order. My mouth watered at the

prospect. Mary neither rose nor spoke, but rather

blushed a little. "Go on now," Pam insisted, "or I'll

fuck your ass with this monster, too!" With that, Mary

got up and crawled up onto the bed.

She came around and positioned herself above me, facing

Pam. My arms were laying on the bed, tied up over my

head. To make room for Mary to get on her knees above

me, I had to pull my arms in snug up against my head.

As Mary got her knees planted on each side of me, her

full thighs kept my arms pinned tightly against my

head. Now my arms and head were held motionless, and

Pam was in complete control of my legs and lower half.

As Mary lowered her hairless pussy down onto my face, I

felt completely bound and used. Pam was down there

fucking my ass to win some kind of bet with Tracy, my

wife had bargained away control over me, and now Mary

was about to use my face as her riding toy. Hopefully

she would let me have a gasp of air occasionally if I

did a good job.

Mary's pussy was soft and fleshy, hot and wet from the

first taste. I licked her slit up and down several

times before wrapping my lips around her hardening

little clit. Sucking her clit into my mouth, holding it

in my lips, I worked it back and forth rapidly with the

end of my tongue. After a couple of minutes, her pussy

was dripping wet and often she would jerk her clit out

of my mouth, holding it an inch away from my sucking

lip's grasp so I could only lick at it with my tongue.

This seemed to go on and on, Pam fucking non-stop, Mary

wanting her clit alternately sucked, then licked. After

a few minutes, Sally and Tracy came back into the room

with more frozen drinks for Pam and Mary. Tracy greeted

me by putting her ice cold hand on my nuts and letting

it rest there, grasping them. I thought she was doing

it just to make my nuts tighter, but when she stopped

and switched hands, I realized she was just using my

balls to warm her hands on.

"Just four more minutes," Tracy admitted, "I wonder if

his hungry little asshole is still so tight?." She

dipped her finger in the lubricant, pulled my cheek

aside to spread me even a little more, then put her

finger against the dildo in my ass. With a moment of

sharp pain, I felt her finger push into my asshole

along with the next stroke of Pam's dildo. The back of

her forefinger was against the dildo, her palm was

facing up, and her finger was sliding up my ass between

my balls and the dildo.

Although the insertion was a bit painful, now her

finger worked its way a little deeper and started

stimulating my already well pressed prostate gland. "Is

this the right spot, Sally?," she asked my wife. "Let

me check," she replied and then, catching me by

surprise, she stepped up on the other side of Pam and

quickly slid her forefinger up my ass beside Tracy's.

Sally grabbed my nuts, squeezing them firmly and

pulling them first one direction, then another. She

prodded my ass beside Tracy and said "That's the spot

right there!," and the both prodded it with their

fingers together. Thankfully, Pam couldn't fuck me too

deeply with both their fingers up my ass, but she still

managed to stroke six or seven inches in and out of me

while the girls enjoyed pulling my asshole a little

wider open.

Any thoughts I might have had of grunting or hollering

were snuffed out Mary's ass, which she now kept firmly

planted on my face except to occasionally let me have a

couple of breaths between her orgasms while she rested

her sensitive clit.

"Well that's it, thirty minutes exactly," Tracy

announced. "Told you," replied Pam. "I never really

doubted you" admitted Tracy, "You've fucked my pussy

for longer than this, once or twice!" Sally and Tracy

had pulled their fingers out of my ass, much to it's

relief, but Pam had only slowed her attack.

"Can't we take this collar off his nuts and watch him

cum now?" Pam asked, "I'd really like to fuck his ass

and make him cum!" "Not this time," Tracy denied, "I

told you I've got my plans for him! "Well, I'm going to

cum one more time, then" Pam said, and with that she

attacked my ass with renewed vigor, bucking her hips

wildly to work her dildo in and out of her pussy.

Mary gingerly got up off my sloppy face, moved down on

the bed a little and began to suck Pam's tit. Tracy

reached out for the other tit, which she grabbed

tightly in her hand as she pinched the nipple. Pam

shook, and hammered my ass in effort to fuck herself

harder. This didn't end quickly, but went on for a

minute or two until her ass-rocking orgasm slowly

subsided.

"Don't pull out just yet," Tracy instructed Pam, "let's

get a good look at his worn ass." Tracy grabbed my nuts

tightly, holding me on the verge of intense pain. "It's

simple, you see" Tracy said directly to me, "When Pam

pulls out, if you allow your asshole to clench shut,

I'll allow my hand to clench shut. You're going to

allow me to see your raped asshole in all it's gaping

glory!"

"Slowly now," Tracy told Pam. Pam eased all ten inches

of thick jelly dong from my ass. As the last of it

pulled out, I concentrated on staying relaxed. "Damn,

that's one open ass," my wife commented, "I've never

see it quite like that before." Tracy stuck in her

finger and stirred it around the walls of my anus,

tempting it to slam shut.

Having already relaxed my ass for the last half hour so

Pam's huge dildo wouldn't hurt terribly, I rather

enjoyed Tracy's probing and stroking. Mary has moved in

a little closer for a look, and pushed in her finger

beside Tracy's. After riding the big dildo, two fingers

wasn't a stretch, but it certainly was stimulating.

Several times each of them tugged in opposite

directions to keep my ass open.

Tracy made no attempt to hide her fascination with my

reamed out ass. To my surprise, even little Mary found

my open ass interesting and fun to play in. Tracy

pulled her finger out and then pushed her forefinger

and her middle finger into my ass. Mary immediately

followed her lead and I had four fingers up my ass;

each girl pulling my ass open in different directions.

My balls still in Tracy's care, I kept my asshole

relaxed even as they opened it up until it felt as

stretched has it had been by the dildo. Just when I

worried this might get painful, Tracy seem to lose

interest and pulled out. Mary pulled her two fingers

out only to replace them with three fingers.

"Help him down and let's do something different," Tracy

told Mary. Pam had been slipping out of her strap on

harness, and she joined Tracy and Sally as they walked

out into the living room. Mary undid the releases that

held the collars around my ankles to the bar. My legs

were incredibly stiff so she helped me down with them.

She went around to the other side of the bed and

released my hands, then she nearly ran out of the room

to join the others.

Left alone, I slowly got up and got my legs used to

moving again.

"Come out onto the deck," I heard my wife say. "Now!,"

added Tracy. I walked naked through the living room and

dining room out onto the back deck, what a sight it was

to behold.

We live in a rural neighborhood with large lots and

plenty of privacy, and there mingling about on our deck

were four lovely ladies, completely nude, eight nipples

perky in the summer evening's warm breeze. My balls,

now dangling below their restrictive collar, tingled as

the breeze stroked their hairs.

Pam had let a lounge chair out so that it was laying

completely flat. "Lay down," she instructed. I laid

down face up. "Now you," she ordered Mary, "sit on his

face and suck his cock, but don't you dare make him

cum." This was sounding like a swell arrangement to me.

Mary and I had barely settled in and begun when, two

inches from my eyes I could see Pam's finger greasing

up Mary's ass. Mary made a grunt of disapproval and

started to get up, I think she was embarrassed. A loud

sound very close by startled me, and it took me a

couple seconds to realize Pam had slapped Mary's round

ass.

By the time I had figured out what had happened, my

dick was again fully in Mary's throat, and Pam's finger

was nearly fully up Mary's ass. No one had told me not

to watch, and while eating her pussy only inches away I

couldn't help but look at Mary's ass as Pam fingered

it.

Soon Mary's ass was greasy and I was worried it was

going to run down into her pussy. It didn't, but Pam

pulled out and disappeared from my very limited sight.

She came back a minute later wearing a strap on, but

instead of a dildo she has this funky blue butt plug in

the strap.

I hadn't seen one like this before. Unlike a regular

butt plug, this one had six large ridges, or bumps

going all the way down it. They were like tiny tires

stacked up, each smaller than the one below it. The

bottom one must have been two and a half inches across!

It looked huge, hovering only inches above me as Pam

positioned it at Mary's ass.

Pam pushed in the first ripple, then the second. Mary

started sucking my dick very hard, and her pussy got

noticeably wetter. Pam shoved in another ridge, and

another. Mary grasped my balls firmly in her hand, and

I thought she would hurt me as Pam pushed the rest of

the butt plug up her ass, but she did not.

Sally had obviously noticed the blow job I was

enjoying, and announced to the group "Tracy was asking

me if she could whip Fred's tied up nots with a fly

swatter. If he cums before he is allowed to, I'm going

to let her!" As much as that thought horrified me, it

made a small part of me very turned on. I felt dirty,

my balls felt betrayed.

Even so, I didn't much like the idea, and concentrated

on not having an orgasm. I don't think Mary much liked

the idea either, for she lightened up on the blow job

just a little.

By this time, Pam was rippling the butt plug in an out

of Mary's ass. Even the last, fattest ripple was being

pushed in occasionally. Pam was incredible, even after

fucking my ass all that time, now she seemed to have

plenty of energy to straddle this lounge chair in a

weird position and let Mary's ass have it.

Mary started moaning and grunting gently. At first, I

felt it before I heard it; each sound she made vibrated

my dick head that was deep in her mouth. Her pussy got

wetter as she began to cum. "That's it, your cum

girl!," Pam shouted as she grabbed Mary by the hips and

slammed into her ass.

Mary did start to cum, and as before, she pulled up an

inch, enough to pull her clit out of my lips grasp. "No

you don't!," Pam scolded, "You're going to cum hard

WHILE you clit is getting sucked!" Pam shoved Mary back

down onto my face, squishing her wet pussy against me.

Quickly I found her clit and sucked it back into my

mouth, working it back and forth with my tongue, so

happy to make little Mary cum like hell.

Mary slide my dick out of her mouth, pulling her head

up just a little. Her pussy got even hotter, and she

gasped for air as she shouted out, "Oh, No, I can't,

you know I can't." "You can, and you will," replied

Pam, "I'm not letting go of your hips, I'm not going to

stop fucking your ass, and if he stops sucking your

clit, I'm going to let Tracy whip his nuts!." She had

my full cooperation.

I hadn't figured out what Mary couldn't do yet. I had

already given her a couple of orgasms, so I knew she

could do that. She did pull her clit away from me each

time she came, only allowing me to flick it with the

end of my tongue. I decided that was it, she couldn't

stand to cum real hard while having her clit sucked and

licked furiously.

I really got turned on by this idea. Pam was going to

force Mary to let me suck her clit as much as I wanted,

WHILE Pam was fucking Mary's ass, and Mary couldn't do

a thing about it. I was very turned on and devoured

Mary's juicy pussy as Pam thrust into her ass again and

again.

Mary's thighs shook, then her whole body shook. She

cried out again, in panted words, begging Pam, "No, I

can't, please don't make me, you know I can't. OH GOD,

you know I can't hold it!"

"Can't hold it?" I thought. Before I had time to think

anything else, her pussy started to flow hot juice. The

first taste told me immediately she had let go and was

pissing all over me. I'm not easily disgusted, but I'd

never had anyone piss right into my mouth before.

It wasn't that bad really, just hot and salty and

bitter. "Don't stop eating pussy, Fred!" I heard Tracy

cry out, and she clapped her hands a couple of times

for effect. I remembered what I was doing, and tried to

keep sucking her clit despite the spray. Mary shook and

bucked, she cried out several times.

After the first three or four second rush of piss, she

started pissing in squirts as she came harder and

harder. The whole time, Pam kept fucking her ass,

holding Mary's hips still enough that she couldn't get

away from me.

In the position I was it, all the piss kept trying to

run up my nose. I quickly found a position were it

could run away down the side of my face. However, with

Pam fucking her ass, no position was guaranteed and a

few squirts filled my mouth as I continued to lick her

clit. I was still lucky enough not to swallow any.

Mary cried out, "Oh God, this is it!" Her whole body

locked in a very ridged position. She quit pissing in

squirts, now it rushed out in a very hard stream. Pam

fucked her like hell, and Mary stayed stiff and tense

like that, not even taking a breath, until her piss had

completely run out. Things happened so quickly that it

has probably taken you, the reader, longer to read

about it than it took to happen. In real time, she

probably peed for about 30-40 seconds; including all

the squirts.

I wasn't grossed out, but rather thought this was

pretty fucking erotic. Once she finished spraying me, I

was again able to get her clit sucked back between my

lips so my tongue could work it's rapid magic. She ran

out of piss, but it didn't seem like she quit cumming.

Pam continued reaming her quivering asshole, and I

sucked and sucked her pussy.

Feeling bolder, I wrapped my arms up around Mary's

waist to help hold her down so her clit wouldn't keep

slipping out from between my lips. Between my new hold

and Pam's grip on her hips, Mary was truly helpless to

stop us as Pam and I enjoyed making little Mary cum

uncontrollably. Mary came like this for a long while.

After a few minutes more, Mary completely relaxed and

laid on top of me. I thought she was finished cumming

for the moment, but she moaned out, "Oh shit, don't

stop, don't stop." Mary laid completely relaxed on top

of me, not a single muscle tensed up as she came again.

She peed a little more, but this time it didn't come

out in a forced rush, but an easy trickle. As it

trickled down my face, she shuttered all over.

I thought the girl was spent, but when she finished

shuttering, she perked right up, lifted herself up off

me a little and said, "Damn, that was fantastic! I've

never came and pissed everywhere while getting my ass

fucked before! Oh, poor Fred!" I had already let go of

her waist, and Pam pulled out of her ass as Mary tried

to get up.

Mary got up and turned around. She bent down beside me

and began wiping off my face with her hand, and

slicking back my wet hair. "Oh Fred, I'm sorry, I've

tinkled all over you."

"That was NOT a tinkle," I assured her.

Sally and Tracy burst out laughing. "I don't mind," I

continued, "if that's what you need to cum like you

did."

"You're a sweetheart, Fred," she told me, and Pam and

Tracy said, "Awwwwwwww."

"You're almost done for, I mean we're almost done with

you, Fred!," Tracy teased. Tracy and Sally moved over

to the lounge chair, Pam came back, she had taken off

the strap on. She looked down at my face with a

questionable look. "I can't believe I'm going to let a

MAN eat my pussy, are you sure he's worth it?" she

asked. She got three sexy Mmmm-hmmm's in reply and I'm

pretty sure I blushed a little. Still, I stuck out my

tongue and flicked it back and forth as fast as it

goes.

"Ok, just for that, I'm going to let go all over you,

too!" she laughed, and settled down on my face. Her

pussy was wonderful, also shaven, and smelled slightly

musky; no doubt from workout she have been giving me

and Mary for the last hour. Even her pussy had great

muscle control, and often she would clench it as I

sucked her, making her pussy suck me back. I'll bet she

could fuck dick like a machine, if she ever wanted to.

Sally and Tracy had settled down on each side of the

lounge chair, and they each grabbed one of my legs and

polled them up and back. I really felt like my ass had

had enough for one night, but I wasn't in any position

to refuse. Especially after Tracy said "Let me hold

these up out of your way, Mary." Tracy gripped my balls

in her hand and massaged them firmly. "Eat Fred, eat,"

she encouraged.

Suddenly there were fingers at my ass, greasing it,

entering it. At first I wasn't sure who was doing what,

but I could tell Tracy had one leg and my balls, and

Sally was holding my other leg with both hands, so that

left Mary. By this time Mary was working several

fingers up my ass, I couldn't tell how many. She had

such little hands and little fingers.

Soon my ass was again very greasy and feeling more and

more stretched. I thought she must have three or four

fingers in there by now when I heard my wife say "Wow,

that is so cool, can you get it all the way in?"

"Um-hm," was Mary's only reply, and Tracy added, "She's

almost past the fattest part."

I realized it was her whole hand that was stretching my

asshole open, and it was starting to feel like a whole

hand, even as small at it was. Then, suddenly, it got

thinner, my asshole relaxed a little, and her hand

seemed like it was a mile up my ass.

She turned it this way and that way, twisting it,

rotating it, making it fatter and skinnier. She pulled

it out until it started to stretch my ass wide again,

then she slowly thrust it deep into my ass. She

repeated this over and over. Before long, she was

pulling out until the fattest part of her hand had me

wide open, and then pushing her hand up my ass until I

thought it would come out my mouth!

Pam, still sitting straight up on my face, was

overseeing all the action. She had started moving her

hips in slow circles and occasionally mashing her clit

down into my mouth for me to suck. "Arm fuck his ass

like you do mine," instructed Pam, "He can take it."

Tracy must have had a nice streak, because she quit

squeezing my nuts so hard and started massaging them in

her hand. Mary began pulling her hand out all the way

to the fingertips, then pushing it back in. I was glad

I couldn't see the action, because it felt like it was

going in past her wrist with each stroke.

To my surprise, my ass muscles completely relaxed and

totally accepted her hand into my ass. Mary must have

been able to feel the difference, as she said, "Oh

yeah, Baby, your ass is mine now." Her stroked were

gliding in and out of my ass, the strokes felt a mile

long and a foot thick, and I was in heaven.

Pam got up quickly and turned around, facing away from

the other girls, and sat back down on my face. She

grabbed my head in both hands and held it against her

pussy. I looked up at her for a moment, and she said

"This way you can suck my clit non-stop while I piss

everywhere. Don't you dare stop sucking my clit!."

Already her eyes were glazing over, and I sucked

furiously, wanting to prove that men CAN eat pussy.

It was hard eating pussy while my ass was getting such

a workover, but I willed myself to please Pam as she

had pleased me earlier. I sucked her clit hard into my

mouth, I wanted to see if I could suck it too hard, but

she never objected. I flicked it back and forth with my

tongue as Mary continued pounding my ass with her whole

hand.

Pam shot out three bursts of piss, hollering OH with

each one. The fourth squirt went on and on, and so did

her OHHHHHHH! With my lips locked around her clit, it

all hit me in the chin and ran down my neck. She shook

like hell, and pulled my head against her until my

teeth were mashed into her soft flesh. I continued

sucking her clit. She didn't pee for long, and stood up

almost immediately after she finished, wabbling for a

second before she got her balance.

I lifted my head up and looked down to see what the

other three girls were doing. Mary was absolutely

reaming my ass, Tracy was holding on of my legs and my

balls, and Sally was on the other side, squatting,

holding one of my legs, and masturbating with her other

hand. She was mesmerized watching Mary's hand fuck my

ass, and I could tell by the way she was rubbing her

clit that she was completely turned on watching it.

Pam went around and slid up behind my squatting wife.

Laying on her back, she put her face right under my

wife's pussy and I could tell by the slurping sounds

that she was enjoying every drop. My wife started

calling the shots, "Ok Tracy, hold his balls and don't

let go;

Mary, fuck his ass as hard as you're going to." Sally

unbuckled the tiny dog collar from my nuts, but Tracy

still held them firm in her grip.

Mary was ramming her arm in and out of my ass when my

wife leaned over and took my dick in her mouth. It got

harder and harder, and I thought about my asshole

clamping down on Mary's hand when I started to cum. I

hoped I could handle that.

My wife stopped sucking my dick, and by the time I

opened my eyes and looked down, Mary was taking me into

her mouth. Mary sucked my dick all the way down to the

bottom, even making Tracy's hand move down out of her

way a little, but she still didn't let go of my balls.

Mary only sucked my dick for a few seconds, when she

quit, I looked again to see Tracy sucking my dick. She

sucked it hard and furious, jerking my balls up and

down as she did it. I thought she would jerk them off,

but it made me cum.

I shot the first big shot right into Tracy's waiting

mouth, and she squeezed my balls HARD as my cum filled

her mouth. My vision blurred for a moment, and as soon

as my first squirt ended, she was off my dick and my

wife was on it. My wife took the next two squirts while

Tracy continued to viciously squeeze my nuts and Mary

kept fucking my ass.

My wife got off my dick and started cumming loudly, I

could hear Pam greedily slurping up my wife's love

juices. Mary bent down and took my dick completely into

her mouth, but she was a little late and half of a

squirt when across her face and up her nose. She didn't

seem to mind and even got Tracy's hand off my nuts with

her free hand. She massaged my aching balls with one

hand and while she gently eased her other hand out of

my ass. She continued sucking my throbbing dick until

long after it had delivered every drop of cum I had to

give.

Tracy let go of my leg and got up. She went around to

the other side and amused herself by pinching my wife's

nipple in one hand while pinching Pam's nipple in the

other. Mary and I rested for a couple of minutes while

my wife finished getting off. Then we all laid around

and rested for a few more minutes.

My ass was almost finished throbbing when the girls

started to get up. "Look at what a mess he is," Tracy

noted, "with his big ole greasy gaping asshole,"

"Yeah," Pam added, "and pissed all over, you need to

get cleaned up, boy." Pam and Tracy tossed several

greasy strap-ons at me, "And clean up this mess, too,"

they chimed together. They giggled.

"Yes, Fred," my wife instructed, "hose off the deck,

then go into the hall bathroom and clean yourself up,

and clean up all these toys, too. When you're done with

all that, we're going to be up in the whirlpool bath,

bring us some more frozen daiquiris."

The ladies wondered off to the master bathroom, and I

got up and started cleaning up. It was probably half an

hour before I got everything cleaned and had more

frozen drinks ready.

We have a nice whirlpool in our bathroom, it's the one

luxury we afforded when we were building our house.

It's not terribly big, but my wife and I fit in it

together and aren't the least bit crowded. The door

wasn't shut, so I walked right in. All four ladies fit

into the tub quite nicely, they were pretty cozy, but

not uncomfortable. They all looked beautiful in the

bubbling water, and giggled at each other like little

girls at a slumber party.

Sally turned off the jets long enough to tell me to go

to sleep in the spare bedroom. The rest of the night

was going to be truly "girls only," and she would see

me in the morning.

It took me weeks to get her to tell me what all

happened that night after I was sent to bed. I'd tell

you about it, but this story is long enough already,

don't you think?


The Bet

Tied to the bed, all I could think was why did I make that bet? Sure, three kings was a very good hand, but I should have known better, especially as she hadn't won anything all night. She was due for a win, damn it!

Even worse, I had trapped myself. I had been counting all the face cards and anything above a seven. That was part of the reason I was so irritated - being beaten by four cards with the number three on them just seemed too silly. Also irritating now was that when she had offered her tangible, but non-monetary services if she lost, I matched the bet, moving it from a cash reward to a service reward. I had of course assumed I would win and get to have her my way!

So that was how a relatively sedate dinner and couple of hours of cards ended up with me tied to her bed with surprisingly effective silk scarves, face down and naked from head to toe. Not that I was completely opposed to the concept! In my past I had tied up a girlfriend once or twice when experimenting and over the years had many fantasies of being in that situation myself.

As she had tied me up, she delivered some mixed messages, messing with my brain even further. In one ear she whispered sweetly how much I was going to enjoy this and very gently ran her fingers over my body, while in the other ear she snarled that I was now her slut bitch to use and abuse. This had made me both apprehensive and aroused. Then she had left me, naked, alone and restrained, while she went to put on something "more appropriate!"

I must admit I had wanted her for a long time, but for one reason or another our friendship had been just platonic work buddies. Obviously that was about to change!

The door creaked as she returned, but that was the only indication of her presence. Face down on the bed I awaited my fate.

"So, slut, are you ready for me?" she asked in a soft yet menacing tone. I felt the bed move slightly as she sat near me.

"Yes," I replied in a barely audible whisper.

Slap! Her hand came down on my buttocks with a loud crack, sending a sharp twinge of unexpected pain through my backside.

"Yes what, you dumb whore?!"

I hesitated for what must have been too long, because her hand came down again and again, spanking my ass cheeks harder than before.

"Yes what?!" she repeated.

"Yes Mistress," I said quickly, hoping that was the response she desired.

"Good slut," she said, rising from the bed. "You may look at me now."

She moved to the head of the bed and I was able to shift enough in my restraints to turn my head. Her hair was still in the braids it had been during the evening. She wore cute red-rimmed glasses. I had always found the studious look appealing. However, her outfit now was anything but studious!

My gaze moved up and down her body as she stood before me in a cupless bra, black PVC studded choker, long black high-heeled boots and black fishnet stockings with suspender belt, which showed her smoothly shaved pussy. She looked incredibly sexy and I felt my already firm cock getting harder beneath me.

"I bet you're horny, bitch," she teased. "Let's see how much."

She climbed on the bed and slid her slim body between the headboard and my face. Her cunt was right in front of me, but before I could even appreciate the sight, she grabbed my hair and pushed my mouth against her smooth mound.

My tongue needed no encouragement. I went to work on her clit and cunt lips, licking and sucking hungrily. I could hardly believe this was finally happening. At work I had often fantasised about thrusting my head under her skirt to taste her juices. Now she was rubbing her cunt all over my face! She was almost dripping wet and I wanted to drink it all.

"I'm marking my territory, slut," she said with a sneer. "You're going to have my dried juices on your face when you get home. I suggest you kiss your wife hello."

By this point I had almost forgotten I had a wife. The realisation that my Mistress was turned on by playing nasty little tricks on my wife unexpectedly aroused me even more.

Suddenly she gasped and shuddered, her cum flowing on my face and in my mouth. I swallowed greedily. Then she pulled her cunt away. Instinctively I whimpered with disappointment.

"Don't worry, whore," she laughed. "I have more fun and games in store for you."

She moved off the bed and I heard noises I could not identify. Then I felt something cold moving slowly up and down my ass crack and over my balls. I realised it was a piece of ice. My body twitched as a reflex.

"It's cold, isn't it, baby?" she purred.

"Yes, Mistress," I replied. "But I like it."

"I don't care if you like it or not, you dumb slut!" she said viciously as she smacked my ass cheeks several times.

Then suddenly she shoved the cone-shaped ice into the opening of my ass! I yelped in shock. "Do you like it now?!" she hissed.

Before I could answer, she removed the ice. I heard more noises, as if she was searching for something. Then I felt something pointy, but not cold, at the entrance to my ass. Without speaking, she applied a small amount of what must have been lube, then began to slide the pointy object inside my tight hole.

I twitched but surprisingly it did not really hurt. She inserted and withdrew the object slowly, a little more each time. It felt strange but not unpleasant. I had a vibrating butt-plug at home that I played with sometimes when my wife was out, but it was much smaller and not as hard.

After a while she removed the object. My ass felt empty without it and I had begun to enjoy the sensation of it inside me. I heard some more noises and then she came to the head of the bed again.

"Open your mouth, whore," she commanded. "Then bite."

I opened my mouth and then felt the end of the long, pointy object on my tongue. Knowing resistance was not an option, I bit into it. To my surprise, it was a carrot! I chewed and swallowed the tip, trying not to concentrate on the taste, knowing where it had just been.

"Good boy," she said approvingly. "You must always eat your vegetables, you know," she laughed wickedly. "Your ass took almost all 21 centimetres. I'm impressed. You're definitely ready for the next step."

I was surprised. I never would have thought something that length would fit up my anus. Then I turned my head to face her crotch and was startled by what I saw. She was wearing a PVC harness with a large purple jelly-like dildo! It looked absolutely huge to me. Was she really going to fuck me with it? Would it even go in?

"We're going to give your tight ass-hole a real workout now, my dear fuck-boy!"

She moved back onto the bed near my rear end. I summoned up the courage to speak without permission.

"Please Mistress," I begged quietly. "Be gentle."

"Gentle?!" she replied indignantly. "Absolutely not, you pathetic little cumslut whore! Now pull your knees up, put your head down on the pillow and stick your ass in the air!"

I did so, feeling particularly vulnerable and wondering if I could handle what was coming next. I felt her applying more lube to my puckered hole. Then she inserted a finger, probing me. It actually felt good. I squirmed with desire.

"Oh, my little bitch likes that," she said softly. "Let's add some more then."

She slipped another finger into my ass, then a third, moving them around and massaging my anal passage. Then she removed them and moved up to my face again. I should have known I would be punished for enjoying it!

"You know what to do, slave," she commanded.

I did as I knew she wanted, by licking her fingers clean. I felt myself getting even more turned on by the depravity of it. I started to wonder if I really was a submissive slut. Did I want her to dominate me? Hell yes!

"How obedient," she commented. Then she was back at my ass. More lube. My ass was still up in the air, my head down in the pillow. I braced myself and wondered if she would take the gentle option. I quickly found out!

She placed the head of the dildo at my hole. Then in one swift and abrupt movement, she penetrated my tight opening. I screamed into the pillow. The pain was intense.

"Don't worry, baby," she said. "It gets better."

She began slowly moving the dildo in and out. Then she sped up the pace and pushed deeper with each thrust. She grabbed my hips, the strap-on keeping her hands free. I had screwed my wife's cunt in this position many times. Now I was the one submissively being fucked hard from behind. My cock, which had temporarily softened during the shooting pain of the penetration, twitched back into life.

She began taunting me, exaggerating certain pieces of information about my sex life which I had told her during our conversations at work as friends.

"I bet your stupid wife doesn't do this to you," she mocked. "She doesn't give you the nasty little things you want in bed. What sort of wife is that? Does she let you play with her ass? No, of course not! She's a repressed, selfish, chubby moron!"

Her thrusting became faster and more violent. "Where does your wife think you are right now? If she was here, I'd tie her up too. I'd slap her ass bright red. Then I'd show her what it feels like to have a big fat dildo in her ass! The dumb ho deserves to be ass-fucked!" She laughed. "Maybe I'd even let you finish the job and explode in the ho's back passage."

The fucking was painful yet my cock was bulging by this point. I knew I should be insulted by her vicious words, but instead I felt more depraved pleasure. I would never have expected to enjoy the sort of intense physical and mental punishments being inflicted upon me. But the further my Mistress went, the more I wanted.

She continued fucking me even harder, her strap-on dildo buried deep in my ass and her hairless cunt rubbing smoothly against my butt cheeks. I cried out every time she delved further into me, but I was now taking pleasure in the pain. I moaned loudly. She obviously enjoyed hearing it.

"Submissive bitch, aren't you? Now you know what it feels like to have a big cock in you. Enjoy feeling pain in your whore ass do you?"

I was losing all my inhibitions. "Oh yes, Mistress! Make me submit to whatever turns you on! Push me over the edge! Make me your slut!" I couldn't believe I was saying the words.

"Hmm, all the nasty, dirty things I want to do to you would take many visits," she teased. "I wonder what my little slut would prefer next time. On his back with his knees up to his chest so I can penetrate deep into his ass, or perhaps doggy-style in the bath so I can give him a golden shower after I ravish his worthless fuck-hole."

Her words, the pain and the violent ass-fucking threatened to send me over the edge.

"Mistress," I said with shame, "I need to cum. I have to cum, please!"

"No, slut, you don't!" she berated, slapping my ass cheeks hard. "And for speaking out of turn, next time you'll have to dress like a real bitch. Stockings, g-string, heels! Maybe we should put you in a slutty little dress too, you stupid bimbo!"

"Yes Mistress," I said breathlessly. "Whatever you wish."

"I'm not finished yet, whore," she replied. "Your ass will take as many different things as I decide to fuck you with. Big fat dildos in different shapes and sizes, without working up to it first. I was being generous tonight, preparing you. Not again. Scream if you need to, I don't care."

She leaned forwards, her tits in the cupless bra brushing against my skin as she reached around my body and pinched my nipples very hard. She was still thrusting into my ass, calling me her slut whore. I squirmed uncontrollably and was unable to stop myself. I exploded, sending gushes of hot, sticky cum onto my chest and the bed. I cried out louder than I ever had before when climaxing.

I was beyond caring what punishment I would be given for exploding without permission. I panted for breath, feeling like a dirty whore and loving it. Instead of chastising me though, she laughed, slowed her movements and then stopped.

"Guess you've had enough for tonight, you pathetic cumslut," she said.

As swiftly as she had penetrated me, she withdrew in one motion. Again I cried out. The sudden emptiness after having been filled by the large dildo was unlike anything I had ever felt. It was similar to the feeling of having been to the bathroom. I felt somewhat worried, realising I had no idea what my rear end looked like right now.

After a few moments she said, almost clinically, "You can go and clean up in the bathroom now, slut. Except your face. Remember you have to leave my dried cunt juices there so you can greet your wife appropriately. Hmm, you have a nice gaping hole there. It will close again eventually. Taking your ass virginity even made you bleed. Poor little whore!"

After I cleaned up and got dressed, she simply told me I could leave. It was as if I had been some hooker she had hired for a few hours. I liked the image though. After what was supposed to be dinner and cards, here I was, being sent home exhausted, completely spent and my face covered in her cum. I had truly become her whore slut bitch.

Later as I fell asleep at home next to my wife, the only thought in my head was for my Mistress: use me, fuck me, abuse me more, then repeat all of the above!


Husbands Submission

My wife, Dana, and I have been experimenting with bondage and other kinky activities for a year or two now. She is not interested in being the submissive/bottom, and I prefer that role. So with that decided from the beginning we have slowly added more and more to our list.

I have fantasized about all kinds of things for some time, but was hesitant to bring it up with her. Finally I did and we started with simple handcuffs and some rope bondage, and I have slowly introduced other ideas over time. To my surprise she has been very receptive of almost all of it.

The first big step was piss play. I was afraid she would just be disgusted and turned off by that and that I would never be able to experience it. But she soon began to actually enjoy pissing on me, and I modified a chair to incorporate a toilet seat to make it more comfortable for her, rather than having to squat over me. But that story is for another time.

Only recently, I showed her a video on the internet of a man being butt fucked by a woman with a strap on dildo, and casually mentioned that I would be “willing” to try that if she was interested. Again to my surprise, she was open to it. We didn’t do anything about it for a while, and hadn’t bought a harness, but I had bought a couple of dildos for her, hoping she would use them to pleasure herself while I watched, bound and gagged, and locked in a chastity device. About the same time I bought an anal hook and expressed an interest in crossdessing. She was ok with that too and I soon began buying some women’s panties, stockings, and other things.

Then one night she blind folded me and tied me face down across the coffee table and began to paddle me. The paddling was nothing new but soon I felt the new sensation of something slippery sliding between my ass cheeks. She was sticking a dildo in my ass! It hurt like hell at first but soon the pain went away and it actually started to feel good to me. She wasn’t gentle with it either, but I found that I liked the feeling of being abused that way. I soon bought a strap on harness, and a bigger dildo, and we used that a few times over the next couple of months. Then after that, for some reason, we didn’t do much of anything for a while except an occasional paddling. Even the chastity device I had bought and wore for a while was sitting in a box unused.

Then one night she told me that she had been thinking about it, and that I needed to make a choice. Either we could stop all of it forever, or I would have to become her slave, and that from now on she would have total control over me. “Think about it before you answer” she said. “I’m serious about this and you may not be ready for everything that’s going to happen”. I thought about it for a few minutes and told her that I was ready to submit to her in any way she wanted.

“Ok” she answered, “I’ll be coming up with some rules and expectations soon, and of course I can change the rules any time I like. Is that clear?” “Yeah” I said, and she immediately grabbed me by the collar and slapped me hard across the face, and said sternly while pointing her finger at me “The first rule is that you will address me as ‘Ma’am or ‘Master’. Is that clear?” “Yes Master” I responded. She then ordered me to go into the bedroom, strip totally naked, get the chastity device, a CB600S with a padlock for which only she has the key, and come back to the living room and put it on in front of her. I did as she said, and as she reached up to snap the lock shut she gave my balls a little slap from below to reinforce her dominance over me. She then had me kneel before her as she gave me instructions for the next day.

I usually get home from work a good hour before her. The next day when I got home I was to take a shower, shave my legs and underarms, and use a scented lotion that she would leave out for me. Then I was to dress in stockings, high heeled shoes, garter belt, a bra, and a short frilly dress. No panties and no chastity this time. Then I was to bring out the “Toy Box” and place it in a specified place in the living room and move the coffee table away from the sofa to the middle of the floor. She explained step by step that I was to take out two pieces of rope, handcuffs, and the leather hood that covered my eyes and had a snap on gag for my mouth. I would put the keys for the handcuffs and the key for the padlock on the hood, on a shelf, well out of reach. Then I was to turn the stereo up loud, kneel down at one end of the table and securely tie my knees to the legs of the table, secure the hood on my head with the gag in my mouth, and lock the padlock, then finally lie across the table and lock my hands to the table legs at the other end with the handcuffs.

That was a lot to do in an hour, but by the time she was due home I was clean, shaved, dressed as instructed, and helplessly bound with the music blaring, fully on display in the middle of the living room. There I waited.

It seemed like more than an hour before she came home. Though with the music playing so loud and the leather hood covering my ears, I couldn’t hear her come in. I only knew she was home when I felt her hand lift my dress, rub my ass, and give it a little slap. Then I could feel her checking to see that I was bound securely, then finally rubbing the sides of my head through the leather hood. She held my face and finally spoke. “You realize that there is no turning back now, right?” “MmHmm” I mumbled with the gag preventing any resemblance of speech. “You are so fucked!” she said with a carefree laugh. Then I could sense that she walked away. I lay there wondering what might happen next, and what she was doing. I could only hear the music, and feel the discomfort of my bindings and the light drape of my dress barely covering my ass.

After a few minutes I was shocked back to reality by the solid crack of a paddle across my ass. Then my dress was raised out of the way and draped across my lower back, followed by several more hard licks that almost brought tears to my eyes. The pain was nearly unbearable but I could only tense up and grunt through the gag. She softly rubbed the paddle on my sore ass for a moment and then it hit again. This time she must have swung it with all her strength, and laughed at me as I screamed into the gag with the shock of such a brutal attack.

Again, she left me there for several minutes. The pain from the paddling had subsided to a warm stinging sensation now, and finally I felt the cool leather of her riding crop slipping over the reddened cheeks. Soon it slapped hard onto the back of my right thigh, and then the left. Slowly she swatted again and again, carefully moving from the back to the inner parts of my legs, and occasionally my back and the sides of by torso. Then finally, and without warning, it slapped hard against the bottom side of my exposed balls, sending me once again into screaming pain. Then before I could begin to recover, another slap, and then another.

I couldn’t believe the pain she had inflicted, and she was laughing as she again walked away. I felt close to passing out and felt the wetness of tears inside the leather mask. I had asked for this, but was wondering if she might be going too far.

Masked and gagged as I was I had no way to ask her to stop. No matter my response when she asked things like “You like that don’t you?” or “Did that hurt, you little sissy bitch?” she just said “Good. You have more coming.”

After a short time of being left alone again I felt the coldness of lubricant being generously applied to the crack of my ass, and a gloved finger forcing some of it inside and loosening my hole. I knew what this meant and the finger was soon replaced with the familiar feel of a dildo being shoved fully inside my rectum in the first push. It took my breath away as it suddenly pushed so deep with no time to get used to the penetration. She held it inside me and leaned forward, reached under my chest, and twisted hard on my nipples, then let go and withdrew the dildo only to slam it hard inside me again. Then I could feel her hands bracing on the sides of my waist as she continued the brutal fucking, pounding my ass again and again for what seemed like forever.

Again I was grunting and nearly screaming with each thrust as she continued fucking me like some filthy slut in a back alley. The pain was now gone and my ass felt loose and worn. Then she slowed her pace and gave a few more hard thrusts, slamming her hips into my buttocks to ensure full penetration each time. Then finally she withdrew and walked away again.

After enough time for her to remove the strap on harness and gather herself, she came back to me and said “You are such a whore aren’t you?” “MmmHmm” I tried to respond, still tightly bound and gagged. She reached around and unsnapped the gag, and pulled it from my mouth. “What did you say? I couldn’t hear you.” “Yes” I responded weakly, finally able to speak. “Yes what? Bitch!” she said loudly. “I want to hear you say it!” “Yes! I’m a whore, Master!” I said, louder this time. “You look like a sissy too! All dressed up like a little slut, it’s no wonder you got fucked like that!” “Are you a sissy slut?” she asked. “Yes Master!” I said. “Say it all” she said. “Are you a sissy slut?” “Yes Master, I’m a sissy slut” I yelled. And she said laughing, “I can see that!” “If I let you up now, you’re going to remember your place in this house from now on aren’t you?” she asked. “Yes Master, I will.” I said.

“Good boy!” she told me, still speaking loudly over the loud music. I couldn’t believe she was putting up with that noise for so long. She leaned over and untied my legs from the table, then walked around and unlocked the handcuffs, allowing me to stand up. My knees were weak from all the abuse, and a little stiff from being in the same position for at least three hours by now. I was a little wobbly at first but it felt good to stand.

She moved me to one side of the table to which I had been bound, stood me facing in the direction of the sofa, and told me to stand still. I could hear the table being moved across the floor away from where I was standing, and then she was gone again for a few minutes. I stood there as she ordered, and waited, wondering what might be next.

Soon she returned and told me to kneel down. I did as I was told, and she told me that she was putting a plate in front of me on the floor. “Now you’re going to give me a little show.” “A show?” I asked. “I want you to masturbate, and cum on the plate in front of you. If you can get it all on the plate I’ll let you up, unlock the mask, and let you get dressed. But if you get even a drop on the floor, you’ll have to lick it all up. Is that clear?” “Yes Master” I said, with obvious hesitation. “I make the rules here. Now get started.” She said, demandingly. “Yes Master.” I said, as I raised my dress with one hand and began stroking my dick with the other.

I felt a bit embarrassed to do this in front of her, but she ordered it so I would do as I was told. And somehow, still being masked and unable to see made it easier for me to feel alone with my fantasies and soon my dick began to harden as I masturbated. I thought about all that had happened, and fantasized about what the future may bring with this new way of life, and soon I could feel an orgasm beginning. Soon the cum spurted out in three or four heavy loads and I aimed it as best I could toward the plate she had placed in front of me. I shuddered as the orgasm subsided, and carefully shook the remaining drops toward the plate.

She walked over and squatted beside me with one hand on my shoulder. “You did very well!” she said. “Almost all of it went on the plate, and it’s a huge gob too!” she added. “But I’m afraid there are a few drops on the floor.”

As I was horny and masturbating, the thought of licking up my cum didn’t seem too bad. I hoped I would get it all on the plate, but wasn’t too worried if I didn’t. But now, after such an orgasm, I was no longer horny and really didn’t want to do this. But I had agreed to do as she said and set my mind to follow through.

She grabbed the back of my hair and forced me to lean over, guiding my face to the drops on the floor. I could feel the wetness of one spot as my lips touched it and began licking it up through the mouth hole in the mask. “Get it all, pussy boy!” she said. “I don’t want any spots on my carpet!” Then she guided me to another, and one more, larger glob, making me thoroughly clean each one. When that was done she said “Good! Now finish up the rest of it on the plate.” Again she guided my face to the right spot and pushed my face down into the puddle of goo on the plate, smearing it on my lips, and I could feel that some had stuck to the outside of the mask and some had squeezed between the mask and my cheek. “Lick it up, you nasty bitch!” She said. And I proceeded to lick up all that was on the plate.

When I was done she took the plate and told me to stand up again. Then the table was once more moved to the center of the floor, this time oriented so my face would be toward the sofa, and I was told to “resume the position”. I told you that if you could get all of your little mess on the plate I would let you go.” She said. “But you missed, didn’t you?” “Yes Master” I said, as she replaced the handcuffs, and bound my legs again to the table.

There I waited once again, the stickiness of my own semen on my lips and face, and soon the music was turned down to a quieter, more normal volume. “Tell me you’re a nasty little bitch and you want more.” She said. “I’m a nasty little bitch, and I want more Master!” I said, expecting the paddling to start again.

Then to my surprise she unlocked the mask, slowly loosened the strap and the laces that held the back to a tight fit, and pulled the mask from my head. Immediately, laughter and applause broke out in the room as I squinted, opening my eyes in the bright light. The whole time five of Dana’s female friends, and two of their husbands, had been watching everything. I could see one of the girls with a video camera pointed directly at my face, recording my embarrassment and humiliation.

Dana came over and held my face toward the camera, squeezing my cheeks to make me pucker, and saying “Isn’t SHE a cute little whore?” Everyone laughed, and one of the girls said “That was the most disgusting thing I’ve ever seen Bobby” as she high fived one of the other girls. Then the laughter got louder as those two got up wearing strap on dildos, bigger than the one Dana had used. Before I could speak, Dana wrapped another gag around my mouth, the kind with a large opening that held the mouth in an open position. Once again I was bound and gagged, but this time able to see and hear. The others laughed and jeered as Dana asked, “Ready for round two, bitch?”


Taking My Husband

"Will you be a dear and clean the kitchen tonight?" I asked my husband, who was sitting in his recliner watching television.

"Come on honey, I'm watching something right now." Bryan said, pointing the remote around me and at the TV as if he could somehow zap me and make me move as easily as he could change the channel.

I looked back and saw that hateful little planet at the edge of the T.V. screen. Just great, the fucking sci-fi channel. He would be sitting in his chair all night. I knew that in order to get him up, I was going to have to bring out the big guns.

I gave him my sexiest smile, straddled him, and ground seductively against him. "I'll make it worth your while," I whispered in his ear.

I could feel him responding beneath me and he leaned up to kiss me, but I pulled back. "But first the dishes," I said, giving him a quick peck on the lips and hopping off his lap.

Bryan threw a pillow at me, hitting me in the rear. "Tease," he called after me, but he quickly got up and went to the kitchen.

I followed, watching him while he worked. He looked cute washing dishes in his boxers. I trailed a finger down to my sex. I was as hot and wet as the dishwater.

I went to the bedroom to wait for him to finish, but, I was too hot to wait. I got up, opened my goody drawer and removed a vibe to keep me occupied until he returned. However, my attention fell to the strap-on at the bottom of the drawer.

I had always wondered what it would be like to be the penetrator instead of the penetratee, if you know what I mean. I had always been curious, but never had the courage to talk to Bryan about it.

Actually, I brought it up as a joke once, but Bryan just laughed said, "You're not coming near me with that thing." Ever since, I had been too hesitant to pursue it further.

Stripping off my panties and tank top, I attached the latex cock to my crotch. I walked to the full length mirror and looked at my reflection. I wrapped my fist around the shiny black cock and posed, propping my leg up on the chair. Damn, I looked powerful! Authority and strength radiated from my body. Then my thoughts turned to my husband diligently washing dishes in the kitchen. It's now or never, I thought, and tip-toed silently to the kitchen.

Bryan's back was still turned, while he was drying the dishes and placing them in the cabinet like a good little husband. I snuck up behind him and reached into his boxers, firmly grasping his cock.

He jumped. "Jesus Christ! Shit, you scared me!" he said. "Don't sneak up on me like that when I've got plates in my hand."

I stroked his cock, until it grew stiff in my hand. "What was that sweetie?"

"Nothing," he groaned. He tried to turn around, but I pulled his cock up and away, making him stand on his tip-toes leaning over the counter.

"Don't turn around."

"Ouch, ease up - you're hurting me Debbie." He tried to grab my wrist, but I only pulled harder.

"I'll pull it off." I threatened. His hand moved away and I slacked off on the pressure. My free hand traveled down to his ass, massaging his cheeks possessively. "Now, who's in charge?" I asked, while my finger pressed between his cheeks against his tightly clenched ass to emphasize my point. "Hmmm?"

"Come on honey, let's go to bed. I don't like this game," he whined.

He was getting ornery again. I don't know what possessed me, but I opened the drawer and pulled out a small knife. He immediately froze as soon as he saw it in my hand. I traced the sharp of the blade up and down his spine. "What did I say about turning around?"

He hesitated. I heard him gulp. "You said not to."

"That's right." I squeezed his cock. It was harder now than ever. He might try to pretend, but I knew he liked it. "Now . . . tell me who's in charge."

"You are." I felt his body tremble against mine.

"That's right." I placed the blade beneath his underwear. "Now, let me see this body you've been teasing me with." I cut at his boxers with the knife. Well, more like I hacked at them. The boxers proved to be a formidable opponent, but I couldn't let myself defeated by mere cotton and elastic.

I yanked them down his legs. They were trembling with his fear.

"Please, Deb. . . I don't like this."

His cock pulsed in my hand. "Liar." I kissed his neck and moved my hand from his cock to his nipple, pinching it lightly. My kiss turned stronger until I was sucking at his neck as hard as I could. I nipped his skin with my teeth and tightened my fingers on his nipple. My bite extracted a mewling moan from his throat.

"Tell me the truth, bitch. You like this don't you?" I whispered in his ear and then tongued it.

"Ugh . . . yes," he gasped.

"And I'm not Deb. I'm a burglar, who broke into the house. Your wife is asleep in bed." I poked him with the knife blade. "You got that?"

"Yes . . .I got it," he said.

"Good. Reach over there and get that bottle of Joy. Come on. Hurry up, before you make me angry!" He was shaking and so unsure of himself. I stroked him as he reached for the bottle of Joy.

"You can do it baby. Go on. Now, pour some of it into your hand. Keep going, pour a whole handful. That's good. Now, give me your hand." I guided his hand back, careful not to spill the detergent and placed it over my cock. He jumped when he discovered my surprise and tried to pull away, but I held him fast.

"Please, don't," he said, while I guided his hand up and down my cock.

"Did you know that I've been watching you from the window every night? Did you enjoy teasing me? Washing dishes in your naughty underwear? Showing your body off slut? Did you think you could get away with that?" I brought his hand up behind his back, forcing him to bend over the counter.

I was getting into my new role more and more. I had never felt so strong before. So powerful! And I hadn't even taken him yet.

As I placed the head of the cock against his ass, I felt the moisture gushing from my sex like a fountain. Bryan groaned when I pushed forward. The cheeks of his ass clenched tightly, but it was no use, I only pressed harder until the head slipped in.

"Ow, ow god." He struggled to get away. "I'm sorry honey. Please, I can'tdo this."

I pushed his arm up further. "I'm not your honey bitch. Do you think you can just tease me like this and then toss me away? Besides, I know what a slut like you wants."

"Come on, just relax. It will only hurt if you try to fight it." I took him with short tiny strokes, ever so slowly moving deeper and deeper into his ass.

I could feel the resistance fading with every stroke. Was it my imagination or was he pushing back against me? No it wasn't my imagination.

"That's it bitch. Didn't I say I knew what a slut like you wanted? That's it slut, just relax and give it up to me."

He grunted every time I bottomed out. I slammed into him harder. My thighs were slapping loudly as they collided with his on every stroke. "Don't I know what you want? Don't I, bitch?"

"Ugh - yes," he admitted. He was mine now and we both knew it.

My pussy quaked. I was getting ready to cum, but I still wanted a little more.

"Come on slut. Pick your leg up and put it on the counter. That's good. Pull your knee to your face, but don't you dare look at me. If you look at me, I'm going to have to kill you bitch, cause I'm not going to jail."

My cock was covered in foamy bubbles from the detergent. "Ah-ah-ah-I'm cumming," I cried. "Oh God, you're making me cum, you hot little bitch."

My strokes slowed as my orgasm waned. I felt something on my hip. I looked down in surprise at my husband's hand.

"Please," he begged. "I'm so close."

I slowly pulled out, marveling as his reddened pucker opened and closed before my eyes.

"Not much of a tease now, are you? Tell me bitch. Tell me what you want. Do you want to be the fucker or do you want to be the fuckee?"

He tried to pull me into him, but I wanted him to say it. To tell me what I wanted to hear. "Tell me."

He trembled to my touch. "I-I want to . . . be the fuckee. Please," he groaned.

I looked at him there with his eyes closed, his body in such a vulnerable position on the counter, and slid into him with long hard stroke knowing he was mine. I wondered what was going through his mind. Was he imagining it was me fucking him or someone else? It didn't really matter. I was there and I was fucking him.

I dropped the knife and grabbed him by the hair. I pulled him back into me. "Tell me what you want. Tell me bitch!"

"Fuck me - ugh- oh God fuck me!" he moaned.

"Fuck you where, whore?" I demanded, as I slapped his ass hard enough for the neighbors to hear.

"Fuck-my-ass-"

I slapped him hard on the ass. "Louder bitch! I didn't hear you."

"Ugh-Fuck-my-ass-ahh-fuck-my-ass!"

"That's it bitch. Tell the world what a slut you are." His body glistened as he squirmed from the pleasure. His leg knocked a cup down on the floor. It wasn't going to be long now.

I grabbed his swollen cock and pumped it. "You're cumming bitch, I can feel it. You better scream for me whore. Scream out loud!"

"I'm cumming," he cried in a long soul piercing wail. I jerked his cock as he spurted, covering the counter with his copious discharge. After he came down from his climax, I gently pulled out of him.

"You were the best fuck ever, my little tease." I licked his semen from my fingers. "When you get cleaned up, your wife will be in bed waiting for the most gorgeous hunk of husband in the world to fuck her brains out."

I clutched his panting body close to mine and kissed his back. It tasted of salty sweat. "I love you," I whispered and then went to wait for him in bed.


My Mother in Laws Strapon

My name is Paul (24years,170cm,120pds)and I love my mother in

law, we have always got on well together ever since I married her

daughter 2 years earlier, we had even progressed to a little

titillation and on more than one occasion she had caught me

looking at her legs when she sat cross legged on the sofa and a

couple of times when I tried to peer down her top to see what

color bra she had or if she even wore one or as much of her

breasts as possible, she would always give me one of those sexy

knowing smiles.

Carol my Mother in Law had divorced her husband Bob 1 years ago

and she now lived alone but only an hours drive away.

She had called me one during the week and asked if I would come

over on Saturday to give the garage a bit of a clean out, as my

wife Jane was working all day I quickly agreed.

I couldn't wait for Saturday to come around, so I could spend

time with Carol and who knows what I may get to see...

She came out to greet me as I pulled into the driveway, she was

wearing a low V neck jumper and a loose skirt that came to just

above her knees, My mother in law was still in pretty good shape

for her 46 years of age,180cm,155pds brown hair that came to her

shoulders, and nice ample bosom but not too large and though she

carried a few extra pounds she still had a nice figure, she

wasn't a bubble or a barrel, you could see she had a waistline

and low heel shoes, she greeted me with a hug and a quick kiss on

the lips , I could feel her breasts on my chest through the

jumper and started to get hard thinking about what she may or not

be wearing under that top. I followed her inside enjoying the

look from the rear, watching that nice firm looking ass sway

under the skirt, we made idle chat for a few minutes and I

couldn't stop my eyes from wondering down to the V in the top

catching sight of a little cleavage, my curiosity was aroused not

to mention other things. We then walked out to the garage, she

had the old trailer all ready for me to load up and told me

anything I wanted I could have, and the rest was for the rubbish

tip.

She then left me to work indoors and I tackled the garage with

gusto, a lot of the stuff was rubbish, old books, bits of wood

etc, there were a few things I scored for myself, an electric

drill, saw and a few hand tools that would come in handy, I then

opened the old wardrobe in the corner and started to empty it,

when I noticed a box on the top shelf at the back, carefully

taking it down I set it on the bench top and opened it...

What I saw took my breath away, in the box was a collection of

garter belts, stockings, an assorted collection of thongs and G

strings, ¼ cup, ½ cup and see thru bras, but the biggest surprise

of all under all the clothing were a couple of different sized

vibrators, lubricant, wrist and ankle shackles and a couple of

different styles of Strap-on harnesses and the rubber "cocks"

that fit into them, averaging about 7 to 8 inches in length and a

nice size diameter so to speak, I was stunned but starting to get

very aroused at the thought that Carol would have dressed up in

these clothes and would use the Strap-on on Bob, I had to find

out more so closing the box I carried it into the house.

I called out to Carol to come to the kitchen where I had put the

box on the table, when she walked in she gasped at the sight of

the box on the table and started to go red realizing that I knew

what was in the box...

"Are you sure you want to tip this stuff?" I asked her looking

her in the eyes. She didn't answer straight away and wouldn't

look me in the eyes, I then asked her, "Did you use this stuff

when you were married to Bob?"

I watched her fidget a little I took her chin in my hand lifting

her head up to look me in the eyes and told her "Carol you can

tell me anything we are family and I would understand."

She nodded and said "ok."

She opened the box started to finger some of the items, I saw her

look down at my crotch she must have noticed that it was bulging,

she took a deep breath gave a small smile and told me to sit,

" Oh yes Paul." she said excitedly "I used to use all this stuff,

Bob loved me to dress up and use the vibrators and strap-on's on

him, as well as on myself while he watched, sometimes I would tie

him up, on the odd occasion he would dress a little in some of

this stuff and I would make him suck me like a tart and then fuck

him in the ass, we did it all over the house, in the garden even

in the garage, I loved doing it and he loved it as well, and I

sort of miss it now."

When she stopped talking I could see she was breathing a little

heavier than usual and she has a flushness about her, I was

stunned at the admittance as well as little shocked at the

language and also incredibly turned on,,

She asked me "Are you alright Paul?"

I nodded weakly and said "Sorry to have bought up painful

memories and sort of wished you hadn't told me now"

"No need to be sorry Paul, I am glad to have told you about it,

it makes me feel better, but why do you now wish I hadn't told

you?"

"Nothing," I replied "It's ok," but with no real conviction in my

voice.

"Oh no," she replied, "Don't tell me that this is something you

want and my daughter won't come across?"

"That's about it Carol," I replied "Jane is a little bit

conservative in regards to that or any anal play, don't get me

wrong our sex life is good, but you know, I would like a little

more."

"Hmm yes" she replied I know what you mean", but she said in a

certain way I couldn't put my finger on it just the way she said

it.

"Look" she said, I'll put this box away, you go lock up the

garage and tie the trailer down ready for the trip to the tip

then we'll have a drink." she turned left the room, I went

outside tied the trailer locked the garage and was just walking

in the back door when I heard Carol call me to give her a hand in

the bedroom.

What I saw stopped me in my tracks, she had put on a negligee, a

see thru bra which clipped at the front, it showed her nipples

exposed and hard, black suspender belt with stockings and,

covering her neatly trimmed bush she had on a crotch covered

Strap-on harness with one of the 8 inch dildo's sticking out

front. I just stood there with my mouth agape, my cock getting

harder by the second, Carol looked down and could see the bulge

swelling in my jeans, "hmm" she said " this looks like what you

want" I just nodded dumbly taking in the vision in front of me.

"Strip," she commanded, without hesitation I got naked in front

of my 46 year old mother in law, my breath catching in my throat

as I lowered my boxers finally exposing myself to Carol's gaze.

She walked up to me and putting her arms around my neck she

kissed me deeply, her tongue working its way into my mouth, it

was a weird sensation, feeling my 1/2 naked mother in law against

my body, she worked her tongue into my mouth and I felt her right

hand work its way down to my cock where she slowly started to

stroke it, I reached up and rolled one of her nipples thru the

bra between my fingers, I felt her shudder as I gently squeezed

and played with the bud.

She stepped back and placing her hands on my shoulders gently

forced me onto my knees I knew what she wanted and I found myself

getting excited at the thought of sucking my Mother in laws

"cock". I put the cock in my mouth and looking up I could see her

looking down at me and running her fingers over her breasts and

circling her nipples, I started bobbing my head up and down on

the cock then reached up and strted jerking my cock

"Oh yes," she gasped,"Touch me up Paul, maturbate yourslves as

you suck my cock."

Listening to her talking dirty really turned me on and I  sy and

started to  jerk myselves in time with my sucking. I could feel

my breathing heavy and iwas starting to build towards an orgasm

when she pulled away from me and,

"No," she panted "Not yet I want you first, stand up hon."

I stood up in front of her, with a hard on that could have lifted

a truck

"Oh Carol" I gasped "Please do with me what you want." all I

could think about was having my mother in law in me and later

returning the favor.

She placed her hands on my shoulders and turned me around so my

back was to her,   , then she grabbed my ass cheeks and spread

them wide she said"Oh my! Someone doesn't know how to wipe his

ass .Now go in the bathroom and get the toilet paper to clean

your ass". I moved toward  bathroom and returned to her with a

toilet paper.she took the toilet paper from and asked me to show

my ass to her.Taking the toilet tissue from me, she firmly

stroked my sore ass crack and  threw  it into the dustin

After cleaning my ass giving my ass a light slap she told me "Go

have a quick shower hon I want all of you nice and clean."

I walked away to the shower feeling her eyes on my ass as I left

her, climbing into the shower I was embarraed about getting my

ass wiped and isoaped myself all over lingering a little longer

than normal on my hard cock, slowly giving it a few strokes

thinking about what was about to happen but stopping after a

couple of strokes not wanting to cum too soon. I stepped out of

the shower, quickly dried myself and walked back to the main

bedroom.

When I entered the bedroom I noticed that she had laid a bath

towel on the bed, and a tube of lube on the nightstand next to

the bed, I walked up to her.

"Kiss me Paul, kiss your Mother in Law who is going to fuck you,"

I walked up to her and put my arms around her and kissed her with

all the passion and lust of a new lover. I reached up and

caressed her breasts through the bra, she moaned into my mouth,

and started to rub her body against me I could feel the "cock"

rubbing up against my cock and stomach knowing that soon it would

be in my ass.

"Turn around," she commanded "Walk to the bed till your knees are

touching it.

" I stopped at the bed as she commanded, she moved up behind me

and I could feel the Strap-on cock work its way between my legs,

she put her arms around me and grasped my cock, slowly stroked it

as she whispered in my ear.

"Paul I am going to fuck that virgin ass of yours, like the tart

that you are, you want this don't you?"

I hesitated, too caught up in the emotions of the moment,

"Tell me Paul, beg me to fuck you,"

"Oh yes Carol." I almost shouted "Please Carol fuck me, fuck my

ass make me a tart, make me your tart."

"Good Hon," she whispered and she pushed me on the bed, "Get on

all fours Paul, put your head on the bed open your legs and reach

back and open that virgin ass for me."

I did as commanded, my breath coming in gasps, I couldn't believe

after all these years one of my fantasies was about to come

true...

I reached back and pulled my ass cheeks apart exposing myself to

my lover, suddenly I felt her hands also on my ass cheeks pulling

them apart even more, next I felt her hot breath softly blowing

on my puckered ring, I couldn't believe it, my wife's mother. My

elderly mother in law was about to lick my ass to kiss me in a

place I never believed would happen. I groaned as I felt her

tongue run up my ass crack from just about my balls, through the

crack over my ass hole, where she lingered and circled the hole

then up to the top of my ass, slowly sliding her tongue back down

again but this time stopping at my ass hole but starting to put

some pressure there, she was going to tongue fuck my ass I was

gasping now pushing my self back against her tongue, her hands

came round to the front of my thighs and she started pulling me

back against her forcing her tongue against my ass until the tip

worked its way in.

I reached for my cock, I needed relief the pleasure was so

intense I was so turned on I needed to cum.

She pulled away "No Paul" she shouted "Not yet I told you."

I reluctantly let go of my raging cock, Looking back I saw her

drop the negligee and reach to the tube of lube, taking the cap

of she squirted some onto the artificial cock and started to rub

it all over, watching my elderly mother in law wanking that cock

just like I would do was almost too much for me, I thought I was

going to blow my load all over the bed at the sight.

I jumped when I felt something cool pour on top of my ass, then I

felt her hand caressing the oil all over my ass cheeks and

sliding her fingers up and down my crack making it all slippery

and available, I winced a little when I felt one of her fingers

slide in to my ass, the pain was exquisite at this point I didn't

care what happened she could have done anything she wanted to me,

I gasped when she started to slide it back and forth the pain

wasn't too bad now and quickly went away as the sensation of pure

lust took over, I was moving back against her finger encouraging

her to keep going, then she slid another finger in and really

started to work on my asshole, getting it ready for her fuck toy.

Then her fingers were gone, I was starting to feel empty and

disappointed when suddenly I felt the tip of the "cock" touch my

puckered ring, I tensed waiting for the pain of pleasure that was

about to invade my body, Slowly she pushed the head against my

ass, I could feel my ass ring slowly stretching as the "cock"

slowly entered me, suddenly it slipped in, I moaned as I felt my

asshole release as the "cock" slipped all the way in,

"Oh god," I yelled," it's in, you are fucking your son in law

Carol."

She began thrusting in and out slowly at first then quicker and

she sensed my ass accommodate her, she put her hands on my hips

and pulled me back onto her as she thrust forward, the feeling

was sensational, I could feel myself getting close to cumming and

I hadn't even touched myself yet...she changed pace and

technique, slowly pulling the "cock" all the way out and pushing

it back in, it was like being entered for the first time over and

over again, I was now her slut.

I was pushing myself back against her telling her to "Fuck me,

make me yours."

It was almost too much for me and I told her I was getting close

to cumming,

She pulled out of me and sat herself back in the chair."  She

then patted her long thighs and said with a smile, " Why don't

you have a seat on my lap so we can get something long and

straight between us?"

I walked over to her and she reached up and turned me around so I

could sit  and look at her   there, her breast exposed through

the see thru bra, the "cock" all slick with lube jutting out in

front of her, she was panting, her body was coated with a light

sheen of the exertions, Reaching down she pulled my legs apart

and With her hands on my hips she pulled me down until the tip of

her   head of the strap-on against was my ass hole and , smiling

she looked into my eyes as she slid the "cock" into my ass in one

swift motion. She started to fuck me in earnest now with me

sitting on her lap with strapon impaled on my ass.

"Paul you are my slut now, I will have you whenever I want and

you can have me when you want but right now I want to see you

cum, jerk off for me hon squirt your cum all over my tits for

me."

I grasped my cock and started to jerk off

"Slowly." she said,

then, Carol reached up and unclipped her bra finally I was

looking at those breast I had been trying to look at for so many

years, she slid the bra off her arms and threw it across the

room, she started to fuck me harder and faster. She then reached

up and began playing with her breasts rolling the nipples between

her fingers.

This sight was too much for me

"Carol," I screamed, "I about to cum." stroking my cock faster

and faster,

"Cum Paul, cum for me let me see your cum on my belly."

I shuddered as my cock exploded, the first squirt hit me on the

her chest, the second a bit  on her tits slowly the squirts

decreased as my orgasm slowly subsided Carol had stopped pumping

me and watched as I coated  her body in my cum.

She pulled out and sat me on lap she kissed me on the lips

sliding her tongue into my mouth, pulling away she looked down at

the jism on her chest and stomach reaching out Carol started to

rub the cum all over my body.

Looking at me she smiled and said "I don't think i did wih you

and i want to fuck you in a differnt position.why dont sit bac on

cock again?"  she pulled me the rest of the way down on to her

then became very still.I worked myself down on Mto her and she

spread her legs to allow me to get all of her  cock into me. I

started to move up and down on her, enjoying the feeling of the

shaft of her cock as it slid through my tight rectum. She took

her hands from my hips and put them behind her head. Then she

leaned back and scooted her butt to the edge of the chair so that

she was in a reclining position. I placed a hand on each breast

as I started to ride up and down on her. I squeezed her breasts

gently and played with the nipples as she looked into my eyes

with a small smile on her face. After a few minutes of that I

leaned down and began to suck on her nipples as I ran my hands

along her sides and down to her waist.  I put my arms around her

neck, then leaned down and pressed my mouth to hers. She quickly

opened her mouth so she could push her hot tongue deep into my

mine in time with the thrusts of her huge penis.

she put her arms around me and reached down gripping my ass

cheeks in her strong hands as she started to thrust into me in

earnest. she knew i was ready to come any second. Then she did

something I couldn't believe. She pulled her long legs under us

and stood up. She was standing in the middle of the room with her

hands on my ass and my legs wrapped around her waist while she

thrusted into me with total abandon. She stopped kissing me so

she could breathe easier and as I clung to her I realized I could

see us in a mirror on the wall. My mothe in law looked

incredible! She was so beautiful standing there holding me up on

those long shapely legs, and to top it off she was doing it in

high heels! Watching her ass and legs move as she fucked me in

the mirror was all I could stand and I started to have the most

intense orgasm I had ever known.

My motherinlaw almost fell back down on the chair we had been in

when we started and we both sat there gasping for breath.. Her

hands were now caressing my chest and pinching my nipples between

her fingers. I lowered my mouth to hers and we kissed

passionately as she rammed my anus. Our tongues were dancing

inside our mouths as I held her hands together above her head. My

mother-in-law took complete control of me she fucked my ass. She

only let go of my mouth when my breathing was getting too heavy

that she thought i was going to pass out from our act of animal

As soon as I caught my breath I sat up on her and my cum on our

stomachs.

On the other hand, the fact that  my mother-in-law ass fucking my

ass almost made me shot all my cum  after a few heavenly minutes.

But I could feel the end is approaching fast when my balls were

tightening up. She must have felt that when she whispered in my

ears, "Please cum upon me! I want to feel your hot cum upon my

body!" I looked at her with   and Ishe kissed me deeply on the

mouth again. Her pace has now picked up even more and her bed is

now making that familiar squeaky sound. We broke out kiss and I

told her, "I love you Carol." She replied with a smile, "Please,

call me mom when  shoot cum up on me while i fuck your ass with

my cock.will ya?" With that, numerous loads of hot jizz came

squirting out of my gun as fell in he face,stomach and her body

as well as mine as we held each other in a tight embrace.

I said to her,"mom, you are incredible! I've never been with a

woman who was as awesome as you!"

After a while, mom looked at me and said with a grin on her face,

"I think I own your ass , do you think you can come over here

more often?"

Then winked at me.

I can't wait till the next visit...


My Strapon Bride

Regina smiled broadly as she entered the secluded cabin nestled among the tall ponderosa pines. At 24, she had a considerable amount of sexual experience compared to that of the 21 year old man that she married that same morning. Their courtship had lasted nearly eight months, and although they had engaged in sex play, she had not allowed him to have intercourse with her, saying that she would only allow that with a man to whom she was married.

Their sex play had consisted of everything but penetration. Regina provided exquisite blowjobs. After he ejaculated in her mouth, she liked to let his semen dribble and ooze through her parted lips while she looked at him with a coy expression in her eyes. She also provided expert handjobs, during which she teased him mercilessly over a prolonged period of time before allowing him to squirt. In return, she had him perform frequent cunnilingus and manual stimulation for her. They had even spent a few nights together, during which he, in desperate frustration, had lain on top of her in mock intercourse without penetration, and, with his throbbing member nestled between her legs, spurted on the sheets. He worshiped her pussy, mostly with his mouth, which delighted her.

On the drive to the cabin, which entailed negotiation of many miles of winding road with numerous hairpin turns, Regina titillated his fantasies about what was in store for them, interspersing her remarks with cryptic utterances which caused him to question his own sanity at times. She had specific plans for the course that their wedding night would take - plans which she did not divulge. He, of course, anticipated a scenario in which he would tear Regina's clothes off and fuck her, and fuck her, and fuck her. In his fantasy Regina's mouth would be wide open and her eyes shut in ecstasy as he lay on top of her, repeatedly plunging his engorged manhood into her body, driving her wild, and finally spurting jets of hot semen into his naked, unveiled new bride.
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They had brought all the luggage into the cabin, and the front door was open, letting the cool mountain air waft through the place. Regina, standing in the center of the front room with her hands on her hips, deeply inhaled the fresh air. Goose bumps formed on her bare legs all the way down to the tops of the white sneakers that she wore without socks.

Regina's eyes sparkled like the diamonds in her ring. Their lips met, gently touching at first and rapidly progressing to passionate tasty kisses. She reached down, unfastened his trousers, and put her hand around his already growing erection. With wide eyes and a bright smile, she knelt down in front of him and tugged his jeans and undies down past his hips.

"Regina, let's go to bed now," he implored.

"Not yet. Don't worry," Regina replied as she put his already seeping member in her mouth. She worked her tongue all around and made the slurping noises that she knew he would further stimulate him. When she sensed that he was near ejaculation, she opened the back of her throat, pressed forward until her lips were at the base of his penis, and started to hum in a low moan as she kept her tongue working. She knew that he would not endure more than a few seconds of this before ejaculating.

"Uhhhh! Oh, Regina!" he exclaimed as his knees weakened and his pulsing erection erupted in his new bride's mouth. She immediately pulled back and accumulated the spurts of semen in her mouth, milking him in the process. When he had spent the last of the fluid she withdrew, exaggeratedly pursed her lips, and slowly ejected the milky-white liquid from her mouth, letting it dribble and leak messily down her chin and onto the carpet.

"Regina, that was beautiful, but I really wanted to have you," he stated.

"I know, but I want it to be really special - I want to wear my wedding dress and bridal veil when you take me. Also, I want to stimulate you in a special way before that."

"What do you mean?" he asked, referring to her last remark.

"You'll find out later," she replied. "I'm starving! Let's have some dinner and celebrate!"

An hour after their dinner they were back in their secluded place.

"I think you had more to drink than you should have," Regina announced to him. That can affect your performance, you know."

"Now you tell me!" he exclaimed. "What should we do?"

"I'm going to give you some enemas, and then we'll see"

"Enemas?!"

"Haven't you ever had an enema?" she asked with a calculated hint of ridicule.

"Well, yeah, when I was a kid, I used to get them occasionally when I wasn't feeling well. But they weren't fun," he replied defensively.

"Nothing's fun when you're sick," Regina continued, "but do you know that some people actually like them? Look, I'll make it as pleasant for you as I can - but I want you to do everything I tell you. Right now, I want you to get undressed. Take all your clothes off and lie down on the bed while I fix your enema!"

He was apprehensive as he slowly removed his clothes, while Regina, with a carefree smile, unpacked the equipment that she planned to use on him. As he lay on the bed he heard the water running, along with the other sounds of enema preparation. Regina had assembled the douche nozzle onto the hose and fitted it to the red open-top enema bag. Then she scraped a bar of Ivory soap until a suitable amount fell into the bag. Warm water followed until the bag was bulging and full. She got a wire coat hanger and placed one end of it over a door hinge, thereby arranging a makeshift hook for the enema bag at the appropriate height.

She went to lie next to him, still clothed while he was naked. She applied a teasing tickle-touch around his groin with her fingers and coaxed a healthy erection from him. She kept up the teasing while giving him nuzzling kisses. The deepening of his breathing signaled to her that she had him where she wanted him. His arousal meant that he was more likely to cooperate with her wishes.

"Your soapsuds enema is ready," she whispered. "Come on over where I have it set up," she continued, leading him by the hand. "Down on all fours, now," she coaxed, "and touch the floor with your forehead. That's it. Now stay that way until I tell you otherwise."

Regina used some of the soap as a lubricant for the douche nozzle. "UhhhhhUHHH!" he exclaimed as she pushed it in. She released the hose clamp and the warm soapy solution surged into him. He felt a sensation that was completely new to him.

"Aughhh! Regina!"

"It's okay," she said in her most convincing tone.

"Oh! Owwww," he whined.

She cut off the flow for a moment. "It's only two quarts, love. It's all got to go in, and then you hold it for five minutes." The solution surged anew when she released the clamp. A few seconds later he protested anew.

"Uhhhh! It's too much! I can't take it!"

"You stop that fussing!" she snapped. "You need to take it all and hold it in you!" She slowed the flow somewhat, and in a short while the bag gurgled as the last of the solution went in.

"Ow! Ow! I'm cramping," he complained.

"The cramps only last for about ten seconds," encouraged Regina. "Try rocking back and forth while you're holding it in." Her cool fingers grasped his penis and gently manipulated it to a turgid state. This appeared to stop his complaining, except for an occasional groan as the soapsuds solution did its work. When he had retained the enema for at least five minutes, she told him to go get rid of it.

After about fifteen minutes he came out of the bathroom, and Regina had prepared the rinsing enema. "Down on all fours again. You need another one to rinse out all the soapsuds!" she cheerfully instructed.

The second enema went in more easily than the first, and was also easier to retain, especially when Regina manipulated his penis and testicles as she had done before. She made him retain the rinsing enema a few more minutes than the first enema, and told him to get rid of it and take a shower.
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After showering, he entered the bedroom to find Regina dressed in her bridal veil, wedding dress, bare legs, and heels. He also noticed that she had stacked two pillows in the center of the bed, with a towel over them.

"Wow, you look great!" he exclaimed, wide eyed.

She smiled sensuously. "Do you want to fuck me silly?" she asked coyly.

"Mmmmm, yes!" he said, his member hardening.

"Do you want to go inside me and fuck your new bride till you can't go on anymore - all through the night?"

"You know I do!"

"Good - 'cause I'm anxious to let you in - but first I'm going to do the fucking - I'm going to take your virginity."

He looked at her inquisitively. "What - what do you mean?!"

"Come on - face down over these pillows," she instructed, leading him to the bed.

"Y-you mean..."

"Yes, I'm going to use a strap-on, and I'm going to enjoy it. Maybe you'll like it too!"

"Oh, Regina! What kind of -"

"Now, now. It's going to happen, and you might as well submit. It may feel different from what you may expect, and you may come to like it. It's also good for your prostate - some guys find it a real turn-on!"

"R-really? They do?" he tentatively asked.

"Of course. Remember, I'm a lot more experienced in those matters than you are, and since we're celebrating our wedding, I know that you want to have me, but I want to have you too. Over the pillows - now!"

Cautiously, he assumed the position directed by his new bride. With a worried countenance, he looked back at Regina.

"Now, my little virgin,' she spoke, "I want you to put on this eye mask. This is going to be a pleasure trip." Regina placed the eye mask on him and adjusted it. "Now spread your legs... okay, now relax and I'll do the rest."
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With total darkness before him, he felt unsure and vulnerable, unaware that Regina had planned it that way in order to maintain the upper hand. He heard her moving around the room, obviously preparing for the adventure. A few minutes later he felt Regina's fingers part his nether cheeks, then felt a small intrusion. She pulled it out, saying, "That was some lube for your insides. Now I'll put a little more in and work it around in there."

He squirmed slightly as his bride inserted a gloved finger, working it in, out, and around. When in the process she touched his prostate he noticed a somewhat pleasurable sensation, although he was not quite ready to admit to himself that he could get any pleasure from her current attentions. She pulled out for a moment, generously lubed two fingers, and inserted them. He groaned and wiggled, feeling some discomfort as his sphincter felt the pressure of expansion. Several more times she made a point of touching or rubbing his prostate, rekindling his internal conflict of emotions. She applied a generous portion of lubricant to the see-through strap-on probe that she had snapped on to its harness. The harness also had a probe for her, which she had lubed and positioned inside her vagina.

He felt Regina's hands part his nether cheeks, and something cool nestled up to his sphincter.

"If you tighten up, it's going to hurt," she explained. "So I want you to relax back there all the time. I'm going to work my way in gradually."

She went in about an inch and worked the tip of the probe in and out, then plunged it in two inches. "Uhhhhh!" he groaned.

Regina continued to penetrate a little at a time, working it in and out, while being stimulated by the probe that was inside her, which moved slightly every time she penetrated or withdrew. Then she withdrew it completely and applied more lube to the strap-on.

"I'm going to go in all the way now," she announced, trying to contain her arousal. "Remember to stay relaxed!"

She again positioned the tip of the probe at his sphincter, and then, with a slow, steady motion, buried the strap-on all the way in.

"Auuuuugh! Regina! Please!" he cried. Her sinking of the probe deep within him not only gave his sphincter a sudden stretch, it also caused the probe to press firmly on his prostate as it went in.

Regina kept the probe all the way in for a moment. "Ahhh, that feels so good," she exclaimed. Several times she pulled almost completely out and went completely in, gradually increasing the pace. His loud moans considerably increased her excitement.

Being taken from behind was a totally new experience for him. Several times when the strap-on pressed against his prostate, he felt a small volume of seminal fluid seep through his sometimes turgid member.

Regina, getting ready for more intense action, pulled out and generously spread some more lubricant on the strap-on. "Get ready for some more, honey, I'm going in again," she said as she placed the business end of the strap-on at his portal. "Be sure to stay relaxed. Now I'm going to fuck you till your head spins!"

Knowing the position he was in, he could not very well resist.

She pumped gently at first, sinking the probe all the way to the hilt, staying there for a second or two, and then pulling back about three fourths of the way; she repeated this motion again and again, gradually increasing the tempo of her thrusts.

Her hands tightly gripped his hips; she pumped in and out in a snappy fashion; her arousal increased with each thrust as the part that was inside her rocked sensuously.

He pounded on the bed with his fists. "Auuuugh! Ohhhhh! Reginaaaa! Naaaaaa! Ohhhhh!" More seminal fluid seeped from him as the strap-on repeatedly pushed on his prostate.

In a frenzy now, Regina pumped him vigorously as her arousal crested and her orgasmic passion swept through her several times.
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"Ahhhhh! Ahhhhhh! Ohhhhh!" she cried, while her squirming husband, in awe of the astonishing power of his aroused bride, gripped the bed sheets with tight fists. When her orgasm subsided, she pumped slowly a few times and then sank it to the hilt while panting, and draped herself over him.

After a few minutes, she broke the silence. "That felt so good - I'm going to take you like that every night while we're here."

Later, with dimmed lights in the mountain cabin, Regina lay on the bed, her bridal veil partly concealing her ample black hair. Her eyes sparkled and she displayed a wide smile. She wore her wedding dress which was pulled up above her bare legs; her gloved hands beckoned her new husband to enter her. She gasped as he, having waited months for this, impatiently plunged in to the hilt. She reveled in the fullness of his member as he thrust and pounded into her. She loved hearing his repeated exclamations of "Oh, Regina!" as he probed as far inside her as he could. Minute after minute he pumped as she moaned. Finally her open-mouthed moans and the feeling of her hot moist womanhood pushed him over the edge and he spurted months of pent-up sexual desire into his new bride. His member pulsed and spurted while he writhed ecstatically.

He stayed inside his new bride's womanhood and rested his head on her chest. She put her arms around him, and his breathing became steady. A few moments later she felt his member slip out of her pussy, and a trickling of warm juice leaked from her opening. She realized he was asleep. She closed her eyes and planned the next day's adventure, visualizing a scene in which she was taking him with the strap-on. A few minutes later she was asleep.


My Submission

1 The Reveal

I arrived home early from work and an envelope addressed to "My Submissive Slut" greeted me at the door mat. I was shocked. Who was it from? Who was it for? I picked it up, it smelt of my wife's favourite perfume. The adrenaline started pumping through my body. Who has Laura been submissive for? More to the point, who has she been a SLUT for!? I had to open the envelope. It was a letter which read:

"Dear Steve" Steve! That's me! Was this some kind of joke? It continued,

"I have been monitoring your online activities and I am shocked, appalled and most importantly very excited by what you have been doing." I began to realise what this must mean. For the last two years or so I had been addicted to Internet porn. I had seen every genre possible but only a few still excited me as if it was the first time I'd seen them. One of these was "Femdom" porn. I had many videos and pictures of wives controlling their husbands, fucking other men and generally doing whatever they felt like in the bedroom. I'm not into the 24/7 total slave stuff where guys do household chores etc. My main turn-on has always been giving pleasure to my gorgeous wife. Contrary to most guys, my physical pleasure during sex is not top of my priority list. From this basis, my sexual fantasies have evolved and I'd love Laura to take advantage of my submissive sexuality and to take it as far as possible. I've always been too afraid of what Laura might think of me if I suggested to her that I wanted her to be my Mistress. That is why I have kept my fantasies a secret from her until now. The letter continued,

"I have decided to become your sexual Mistress. Our "normal" sex life is now over. The main reason for this is that I have lost patience with your disobedient cock." My "disobedient cock" began to come alive as I was reading my new Mistress's words. I couldn't believe what I was hearing from my own wife! I'd heard this sort of thing in porn videos etc but this was real and so much more horny. I was eager to know what else she had written.

"From now on, you will only be touching my soft pussy with your mouth or tongue. No more fingering or fucking for you Steve (unless I'm in the mood for an average cock which lasts less than ten seconds)." I read and re-read this part a couple of times. No more sex. I wasn't bothered by that so much but it occurred to me that Laura loves fucking, so was she going to be depriving herself of fucking too? Something told me no.

It was true that my cock was "average" size. It was also true that my cock only lasted about ten seconds in my wife's beautiful wet pussy, but Laura had told me that these issues never really bothered her because I could give her the most wonderful orgasms with my mouth. This letter, however, gave the impression that now she wanted more than my cock.

"I will expect you to buy me certain gifts when I want them and I have already bought a few things to start with. You will see these when I arrive home at 8:30. This should give you about two hours to get ready for your first session as my submissive slut. Don't be scared, I'm not going to do anything too extreme tonight. I just would like to set a few rules and discuss my plans for us in our future Femdom marriage. I would like you to shower and be lying naked on our bed. If you are not doing this when I arrive home I will assume that you do not want to make your fantasies a reality and we will continue with our normal lives and talk no more about it. All my love, Mistress Laura"

This was a dream come true for me. Being at the mercy of Laura's sexual pleasure. There was no way that I would not be naked on that bed at 8:30! I showered and imagined what laura was going to say to me when she arrived. I suddenly became very nervous. Was this a joke? Was she really up for this?

We have been together for a decade since we were both 18 years old. She has always been a dominant lover and it seemed we were destined to be together but we never chatted about being dominant or submissive we just did what came naturally. I would love to lick her to orgasm and then fuck her so that she wouldn't be disappointed with the length of time it took me to cum. We'd both be satisfied with this arrangement. Now maybe things were going to become much more "Dom/sub" in our sexlife. I lay on the bed, naked, and hoped.

2 Introductions

"Hello slut" Laura said.

"Hiya" I replied.

We both smirked. I was lying on our bed naked, she had just come back from the gym. It was only the second time she had been so I asked how it went.

"Very well, thanks. Lots of fit men." she replied.

I laughed, and expected her to do the same. She didn't, she really was looking at the fit men. This is not like Laura, I thought. She would never be so open and candid about looking at guys. I really liked this change. What else had changed overnight?

"I think we need a chat Steve." she said as she sat on the side of the bed next to me.

"O.K." I had a feeling that this is when she'd say she had been joking about the letter and that she was very angry about me looking at all those kinky sites.

"I love you very much." She continued. "The stuff that you have been wanking to online has really made me think about our sexual relationship and I can see that we have evolved into having mild Femdom sex and I would love to explore this with you and see where it goes. By you being here naked I take it that you are happy with this. So, I want to tell you what it going to happen from now on. I'm not going to be a sadist who will hurt or humiliate you for the sake if it. Anything I do to you or make you do will be for MY pleasure. You're pleasure comes very low on the list. I have been planning this for many months and I would love you to embrace all of my ideas and kinks. If you become a good sub slut it will turn me on more than anything you have anything you have ever done before. I know what you enjoy and don't enjoy from what you've been looking at online and I promise to try and stay within you're desires but there may be times when you will regret my becoming your Mistress but I promise at every stage you will be adding to my excitment and pleasure by cooperating. That's all I wanted to say before we begin this journey. Is there anything you would like to ask?"

I was so hard at this speech but Laura couldn't see my cock so I just pointed down towards my erection and said

"He is ready to serve Mistress." we both laughed.

"Good slut." she said as she carressed my hard cock.

"Stand up slut, I want to give you something for allowing me to use you as I wish for the rest of our marriage. Enjoy it."

I stood up as Laura slid off the bed onto her knees. She looked up at me and placed the head of my cock into her mouth. She licked underneath from the base to the tip which sent shivers down my spine. Then in one movement attempted to deep throat my eager cock. I felt she was acting like she was sucking my cock for the last time. She was bobbing her head on it quickly and I could see her touching her pussy. She took my hand and made me feel her cunt. Wow I love the feeling of warm, wet pussy. I wanted to pleasure her right then but she had said I should enjoy my own pleasure. Laura was now using her hand to smooth my full balls. Her saliva was making my cock slide in and out of her throat with ease and it was becoming the best blow job I could ever remember. She didn't stop the rhythm for about five minutes, in out in out, more spit, dribble lubing her throat I was on the verge of cumming and I told her so, she didn't change a thing except her own masturbation became quicker. I wanted to make her cum but I don't think I had a choice. She began to moan which sent a vibration through my cock. I came there and then. Laura continued the rhythym and she swallowed the whole load and licked the cum from my cock so that i didn't need to clean myself up.

Laura hadn't taken her eyes off me during the whole thing and she said

"I really hope you enjoyed that. I know i did, but tomorrow will be quite different and more pleasurable for us both."

She had cum during my orgasm which I totally missed. The blowjob became the greatest send-off to our past sex life and now was the dawn of our new Mistress led sex lives.

It was lunchtime at work and I saw my mobile phone light up. It was a message from Laura:

"Just to let you know slut i feel like using you tonight. Be prepare. X Mistress X"

As I was reading the message I could feel my trousers tightening under my desk. I thought someone had better not ask me to get up as it would be very embarrassing.

I couldn't stop thinking about what might happen all day and I didn't get much work done at all. I arrived at home to find Laura, my Mistress, dressed in a black PVC mini dress, black thigh-high boots, and dark sexy makeup with black lipstick. I never realised how much I found this look sexy until I saw her standing there. She was holding a bag full of stuff which I assumed is what she bought to use me.

Mistress called me over with a wave of her finger. As I approached her I could see her cleavage up close and was dying to get her tits out and start sucking them, but I knew now wasn't the time. She put her hands on my shoulders, I noticed her black nail polish and black rings which really set the outfit off. She pushed me down to my knees. As she looked down at me she gave me a wicked smile, looked down at her crotch as if to show me where to look. She hitched up her short dress so that i could see her black pvc panties. I waited for her to show me her wonderful pussy but she wasn't showing me. Should I move them to the side? Should I wait for her to do it? I looked up at her. She didn't say or do anything, just stared back at me. She had a look in her eye of lust, her eyes were telling me that behind those panties was a smooth, wet, horny pussy. But should I try and take a look? What if this was a test? I decided to do the submissive thing and wait for orders. A minute went by, my knees were beginning to ache on the tiled flooring. Then Laura turned away from me, bent over slighty, hitched her dress and moved her panties to the side to reveal her pert smooth anus. After the waiting, seeing her asshole really made me hard. I wanted to lick it so much, but I waited. The anticipation was becoming unbearable. My mouth was watering I had to swallow my saliva several times. Laura took her ass away from me again and lead me upstairs, I was so horny just from being close to her pussy and ass.

"Strip off." Laura said as we walked into our bedroom. She started talking her kinky clothes off just as I did. She lay on the bed face down totally naked, her legs slightly apart and i could see that her pussy was glistening and more importantly for me - totally bald. My excitement became heightened.

"Get the baby oil and give me a massage, slut."

I did as I was told. I climbed on top of her so that my hard, leaking cock gently rested between her buttocks. I started with her shoulders and gradually worked my way down her body making sure to avoid any contact with my Mistress's asshole and pussy. I got very close to them but I didn't want to go against her wishes. I worked my way down to the end of her toes and she then turned over for me to continue the relaxing massage. I could then see her ample breasts and smooth cunt in all their glory. My cock was leaking so much precum at this point that there wasn't any need for the baby oil, I could have just used my own lubrication. I worked my way back up her body and made sure I didn't touch Mistress's clit. Over her flat tummy and onto her breasts. For the first time she gave me a sign of pleasure as I kneeded her boobs with my open palms for as long as I was allowed, each motion was met with a moan of pleasure from my Mistress. It had been so long since I had given her a good sensual massage and I knew she would be as horny as I was after it.

Laura opened her eyes and pointed to the door.

"Stand there please, slut. That was a very nice massage. I can't believe you have been home for two hours and you haven't attempted to touch my pussy. You have listened to my rules and I'm impressed."

Two hours down and I was being a good sub, I felt so happy to have pleased my Mistress.

"Your cocklet has been so hard for a while now, would you like me to touch it for you?" asked Laura. I knew this was a trick question. She had already said the night before that she wouldn't be playing with my "cocklet" for a while. I replied:

"If that is what you want Mistress."

"No, not at all." She said. "My pleasure only. On your knees, you're training is about to start." She took out a set of handcuffs from her bag of goodies/baddies and lock my hands behind my back. She laid back onto the bed with her pussy and ass on show at the edge of the bed waiting to be worked on. I could see the wetness from the tip of her clit to the end of her anus. It looked so tempting. I needed to lick and suck her to orgasm now. She sat up, put a blindfold on me and said:

"You don't yet deserve to see me cum. I don't want you to rush this. If I cum or my clit gets too sensitive before the end of this album then you will be severely punished. Now worship at my cunt, slut."

She pressed play on the iPod and I started licking, it was the wettest pussy I had ever licked. Amazingly warm and superbly scented with her musky smell. I made sure I licked her whole area very gently for about two songs. I could here her moaning as I occasionally sucked her pussy lips slightly. I really wanted to suck her clit deep in my mouth and take her flying over the edge but that was against the rules. I used the flat of my tongue to cover her anus then move slowly upwards and then suck the clit gently. This gave the loudest moan so far and I continued doing this for three further songs. My jaw was really starting to ache now. I wanted to take a breather but I didnt want to dissappoint Mistress. I started to increase the speed of my licking and I also started poking my tongue in and out of both her pussy and ass. By this point she was starting to writhe in pleasure I knew it wouldn't be too long until my job was done. With three songs to go she grabbed my hair and pulled my face into her cunt and my mouth forcively onto her clit. She wanted to cum NOW but I knew there were two and a half songs left. I tried to pull away but she used her other hand and pulled my hair even harder.

"Don't stop! Make me cum NOW slut!" I had no choice, I sucked and licked her clit as hard as and fast as I could. She screamed in extasy for thirty seconds. I knew it was one of her best orgasms ever but was I in trouble for not allowing the album to finish? You bet I was.

She lay there absolutely still and quiet for what seemed twenty minutes. I was still hard and sneakily trying to rub myself off against the side of the bed.

"Tut, tut, tut." She finally broke the long silence. "Your first punishable offence. A simple punishment: No cumming for at least a month. Get into bed and go to sleep. Keep the handcuffs on, I don't want you touching my pussy of your cock all night."

My heart sank, if only hardon could too! This, I then realised, was my new reality.

4 The Pleasurer

Denial of cumming is not the worst punishement she could have handed to me. I enjoy being teased and deprived. I think a worse punishment would be to cum everyday before playing our Dom/sub stuff. This would take me out of the submissive mood and I wouldn't enjoy as much.

This is what I thought after about two day of deprivation from cumming or even touch my cock. After a month, the punishment was beginning to take it toll. Let me tell you about the last month or so.

The night after I made Mistress cum too early, she sat me down and explained a few things about what was about to happen.

"I'm not going to divulge every detail about the next six months, but I will build up your knowledge and training slowly. I don't want you to know what is going to happen next and what I'm actually capable of. This will increase your fear and excitement. For the next month however, you will know exactly where you stand with me. There will be no suprises, no tests, just you pleasuring me whenever I want it. I need to get my mind and body in tune with my pussy to really know what I want from this experience. I think a month of cumming and fantasising will bring out my inner most desires."

It was reassuring to know that I could give pleasure to my Mistress for the next month. At least I wasn't being deprived of that.

"I want you clean-shaven always. If I get any stubble rashes then an extra week will be added to your denial period. When I call you "slut" you will stop what you are doing and prepare yourself to give me pleasure. I will instruct you as to what this will entail. Usually having your head between my legs for a long period of time. It may also include a massage, a kiss, or a footrub. Is this clear?" I nodded. "Any questions?"

"No, Mistress." I replied.

"Good slut."

I now had a new rule to add to my others. Shave twice a day to prevent stubble, no touching my cock, no touching my beautiful wife's wet pussy, no searching the internet for kinky stuff. It seemed very reasonable and I was looking forward to the month ahead. That night, Mistress was in the bath while I was watching TV downstairs and I heard my mobile phone ringing. It was Mistress, so I answered immediately.

"Come and wash my hair slut." She said

"Yes Mistress, will be right up."

She looked so good in her birthday suit. I started to wash her hair when she put her hand over the edge of the bath to feel my cock. As she expected, it was already hard.

"You're easily pleased! I can't wait to see what you will be like after 30 days and nights! Strip off slut."

I did as I was told. I was stood there at the side of the bath and was just about to finish washing Mistress's hair when she said

"Stay standing, slut."

She got onto her knees and started sucking on my erect cock.

"Mmm, I love sucking cock slut. I'm not going to deprive myself just because you're not allowed to squirt your pathetic juice everywhere. You will just have to learn to control your little dick."

She then took the whole lot into her throat and held it there. I thought I was about to cum, but i somehow stopped myself. Luckily for me she took it out of her mouth and gave it a slap. It shocked me and had the effect of losing my erection.

"Oh, you didn't like a little slap. I think you will need to be trained there. Finish off my hair and go and assume the oral position in the bedroom."

I did as I was told and got on my knees, blindfolded myself and handcuffed my wrists behind my back and waited kneeling on the floor at the edge of the bed. Every night for a fortnight I was in that position doing what I do best, pleasuring my wife's pussy and ass. Every night she gave me a time limit so that she could relax and re-live her fantasies. Every night I teased her trying to take her slowly over the edge. And every night she would take control, grab my hair, ears or whatever she wanted to, and force me to go harder and faster over the edge. We would go straight to bed and she would carress my cock until it was hard and then fall asleep. I couldn't touch it so every night for a fortnight I fell asleep with a hard-on. This was the ultimate in pleasure and pain.

The weekend arrived and Mistress summoned me to the bedroom. She said

"Thank you for a wonderful fortnight so far, I know you're enjoying it every much as I am. As you can probably tell by my bag of goodies, I've been doing a lot of online shopping. You will be able to see a couple of things I have bought tonight. I think you will enjoy them. I will be home at 6:00. I want you to assume the position as normal but downstairs in front of the sofa. See you later slut"

I shaved and waited and wondered what the items could be. 6 o'clock arrived and so did my Mistress. I was in the requested position, curtains drawn of course. I could hear her having a conversation with her friend. Oh no, I definately wasn't up for this! my hands were in handcuffs, I couldn't see either! what was I going to do to tell her I didn't want to be humiliated in front of her friend. The living room door opened, I tried to hide.

"OK, I'll see you in the week, bye." Laura said, and the front door closed. I was so relieved. She could see me on the floor tucked up in a ball trying to cover my now shrivled willy.

"What's the matter with you, don't you want company?"

"No Mistress." I replied, still lying on the floor.

"Well, unfortunately for you, I am the boss, and if I wanted Diane to see what you were doing and ask her if she wanted to try you out I would have. Clear?"

"Yes Mistress."

"Don't worry, I want you all to myself at the moment. You will need to be trained a lot more before I let you loose on anyone else!" Mistress picked me up and placed me back where she wanted me. "I've been to the gym and I feel horny so I'm going to need pleasuring."

"OK, Mistress" I replied.

I could hear rustling in a bag then Mistress walking behind me towards the 42 inch TV and DVD Player. I heard a DVD case opening and the TV come on. She came back towards me and i assumed was taking her clothes off. I heard her sit on the sofa in front of me and the DVD came on and I heard a male voice say:

"Hello, thank you for purchasing "Gaywatch"." Gaywatch! Was this really going to happen? Was I really going to have to pleasure my wife as she was watching gay porn? Yes, was the answer.

The action started and Mistress lowered my head towards her already moist pussy.

"Be very slow and gentle. I want to watch and enjoy it all." She said. I didn't reply, I just did as I was told. I knelt for 2 and a half hours gently licking and sucking on my Mistress's pussy, it got wetter with every passing minute. She would comment on certain things to keep me up-to-date with what she was watching.

"Mmm, what a gorgeously big cock. I love watching guys fuck each other. I wish they would both fuck me. Mmm I really need a big fat cock inside me." With every comment I could feel my cock expand. It suddenly occurred to me: I really want her to get fucked. She needs a big cock in her right now. For the last two weeks she hasn't been penetrated once. I just wished I could stop, pin her down, fuck her hard and watch the impressions on her face but now wasn't the time for that.

The movie finished with climaxes all round, including Mistress, excluding me. Mistress told me to stand and she told me that I had leaked so much precum that it had looked like I had pissed everywhere. As with the previous 7 nights, Mistress licked, sucked and played with my cock until I begged her to stop and so we went to bed very happy.

Every night for the next fortnight my job was the same, the only difference was the genre of porn. It went from Gay to Gangbang to Bisexual to Lesbian to Femdom to Shemales. Every genre had a different affect on Mistress and her pussy. The genres which really made her gush were the Gangbang, Femdom, Shemale and Cuckolding videos. Had she found what really turned her on and was this a sign for my future activities? I know one thing, for that month, I had a smooth face which was wet every night. I was the pleasurer.

5 Opening Up

"Steve, over the last month or so I have really found myself. I needed to have you pleasure me for so long as a test of your submissive sexual nature. I'm glad to say that you passes with flying colours and I feel comfortable enough to take much greater steps into this lifestyle." I was so delighted. Over the last 30 days I had a constant hard-on which I could not do anything about but I was more than happy to serve my Mistress in which ever way turned her on most. I was intrigued to find out what she had in mind for "greater steps".

"I am having a break for a few days. Your rules still apply so don't get too excited. I will let you know what I plan next for us with a text next week."

The following week was the hardest sexually of my life. I knew a kinky text could come at anytime, my mind would not stop thinking about my Mistress's new plan. Then it came (the text not my cock). I was at work and was very intrigued and excited by the message. It read:

"Ok my slut, I am ready to continue my journey of pleasure and your training to serve me. Please look at this profile on this swingers site: XXXX and let me know what you think. I have something important to tell you tonight regarding the profile. And for your pleasure, I have a suprise for you. Love you. Mistress Laura."

I was apprehensive to look at the profile as I really didnt know what to expect. I clicked the link and saw the following profile:

Name: Kinky_Hotwife

About Me: I am a 28 year old wife who is free to try whatever I like as I have a brilliantly submissive husband what just wants me to pleasure myself in whatever ways I wish. I am very new to this so am quite nervous and would only like to chat to patient understanding people

What I'm Looking For: I am looking to chat (at first) to hot guys around my age. Must have a bigger cock than my sub husband (6 inches) and a sexy hairy body. Must be caring and kinky. Send me a message with a face and cock pic if you're interested.

Pics: There were some very sexy pictures of my wife which we took when we were quite horny one day. She is in lingerie and looking very suggestively at the camera.

My immediate feelings were of shock, excitement and jealousy. This was really happening! I imagined her flirting etc with hot guys and my cock began to grow. I had to stop thinking about it because I was in work!

When I got home my Mistress summoned me upstairs and there she was lying in bed with a low cut top on, a full face of make-up and her hair had been cut and styled.

"Are you going out?" I asked.

"No, I've just been to the hairdressers and had a wax and spray tan. Just felt like making myself look sexy around the house for a change. That brings me on to what I wanted to chat about Steve. Although I have enjoyed the last month I think you realise that the oral you give me which has been amazing, by the way just isn't enough for me. I know you are aware of the term "hotwife" and I have been so excited by the idea. I've decided to explore my version of becoming your hotwife. I do not like the word "cuckold" as it implies all sorts of negative things about the husband and it encourages a "Bull" to humiliate the "cuck" in front of the wife. This is something I will never be into but the idea of being able to explore with your permission is something I really want to try. I want to show you something." She said, as per usual my cock was hard by what she was saying. She took out an 8 inch brown realistic dildo with balls attached. I could see the glint in her eye as she said

"This will be my new friend. As you know I need deep fucking and I'm sorry but your cock doesn't quite fill my cunt as I'd like. I think this will, and regularly. From now on you will have less sexual contact with me. I will be spending my evenings in bed with my laptop looking for sexy guys to chat and flirt with, maybe have some webcam sex too. You will not be allowed in the same room as me as I do this. I will send you little teasers of what I'm getting up to."

Wow, I was to become an online cuckold. It's one of my fantasies to watch my wife use a massive dildo in front of me but it looks like another guy will see that before I do. That should have annoyed me but it didn't, it turned me on more than anything in the world. I couldn't wait to see how Mistress's new plan would pan out.

"I have one last suprise for you slut. I have setup up an account on a cuckold forum site. I've added pictures of myself and I want you to regularly log in and read some stuff and chat to other sub husbands. Please ignore the "Bulls" on there as they will only want to fuck me and I will not be interested. Any queries you have you can chat about them on there and I'm sure the other cuckolds will be able to help you. When I am busy in our bedroom you are only allowed to use this site. Obviously my other rules apply of not touching your cock. Any questions? No? Good, now please leave me alone for the rest of the night. If I'm not already satisfied when you come to bed I might need you to pleasure me."

I totally understood, and as soon as I went downstairs I logged onto the cuckolds forum. I chatted for three hours with a submissive husband who's wife has been with many guys from swinger sites. His wife would phone him during the act of fucking another man and would make him lick clean her cum soaked panties when she arrived home. I was so horny during the chat and to make things even better I knew that my wife was now actively looking for another guy to chat to. Well its not as good as fucking them but its a start.

During the next two weeks there were significant advances/changes in our Dom/sub relationship. I still hadn't cum but things had really started going with Laura and her new friend who she found on the swingers site. His name was Joe, he was 35, lived 50 miles from us and had an 8.5 inch cock apparantly. I hadn't actually seen him but I had seen his effects on my Mistress. She was much more open now about other men and didn't take my feelings into consideration when planning her fun (which was so horny for me). My wife and Joe had chatted every night for 9 days and luckily enough for me, my Mistress allowed me to witness their sexy conversations on messenger using teamviewer which allows me remote access to view her laptop from my mobile phone. Here is one extract which I found particularly erotic:

Kinky_Hotwife: Hi Joe, how are you today? x

Stud_Joe_35: Hiya gorgeous, I'm great thanks now that you are on here. Thanks for letting me have a glimpse of you last night on cam.

Kinky_Hotwife: No probs, it was a pleasure. Im hoping to show you a bit more of myself soon, I'm a bit shy at the moment.

Stud_Joe_35: Cool! I can't wait to see what you look like. What did you think of me btw?

Kinky_Hotwife: Very sexy! lol, I thought about you when I was getting licked out by my hubby last night. Just wish I could have had your big cock here with me. I havent been fucked for such a long time!

Stud_Joe_35: Why not?! You look SO hot! Why don't you want sex with your hubby?

Kinky_Hotwife: I love him and he has his uses but fucking me hard and long is not one of them. Thats why I'm here.

Stud_Joe_35: So are you looking to meet eventually or just online stuff?

Kinky_Hotwife: Yes I want to meet a guy eventually but need to build up the confidence.

Stud_Joe_35: I'd love to help you with that. How do you fancy a bit of cam2cam fun?

Kinky_Hotwife: Yeah, why not. Steve is out so I have the house to myself.

Stud_Joe_35: You naughty girl! lol

Kinky_Hotwife: Let me see you first! xxx

Stud_Joe_35: OK, hang on

Kinky_Hotwife: OK

Stud_Joe_35: Here I am

Kinky_Hotwife: Mmm, sexy! You look so much fitter than my hubby. It shows you work-out!

Stud_Joe_35: Thanks. Your turn. x

Kinky_Hotwife: OK, just going to turn the webcam on

Stud_Joe_35: OK x

Kinky_Hotwife: Here you go. x

Stud_Joe_35: Wow!!!! I didnt realise you would be in sexy lingerie and high heels

Kinky_Hotwife: Well, I bought these yesterday especially for you. Hubby hasn't seen them and won't because they're just for you.

Stud_Joe_35: Wow thanks.

Kinky_Hotwife: No probs, wanna show me what's in your trousers then?

Stud_Joe_35: Sure, its all excited with your gorgeous body. Mmmm

Kinky_Hotwife: That is the sexiest cock I have ever seen. I wish I was there to suck and fuck it

Stud_Joe_35: Well that could be arranged...

Kinky_Hotwife: We don't live that far from each other. wink x

I was cut-off from the conversation at this point. Did I touch my cock when reading this realtime conversation? Yes I did but it really was the most erotic conversation I ever read. 46 days of denial was not the only cause of my horny feelings. This was the start of something which I had fantasised about for many years. Laura flirting, suggesting and downright cheating on me (well online anyway). I wasn't allowed to see my Mistress on cam but that just added to the naughtiness of it all. She was doing it behind my back.

My Mistress was contantly on her phone chatting and searching for new cock. There's nothing like over hearing a chat where your wife is flirting and laughing with a guy she really wants to fuck safe in the knowledge that I am perfectly happy with it. I only gave Laura oral twice in a fortnight and when I did I could tell she had really fucked herself hard with her new dildo. Her opened up cunt was aching for my tongue to finish the job off and give the clit the orgasm. I did and Laura was satisfied again. My Mistress was opening up in more ways than one during that hot fortnight.

6 Progression

"I'm going out Saturday with Diane. We're going to meet a few people from the gym." Laura and Diane had been to the gym religiously for the past 3 months and I could see the difference in Laura's figure. She was now much more toned and as a result of the last 3 months in the bedroom she was a much more confident, comfortable, loving and horny wife.

"I'm going to be flirting with a few of the guys and if I get the opportunity then I may have a cheeky kiss." She had a slutty grin when she said this without a hint of worry about how I felt about it because she knew it excited me as much as her. "You will help me to get ready and you will log onto the cuckolds forum site and chat to other cuckolds, updating them on my progress. I'm going for a shower, come up in 20 minutes."

"OK Mistress." By this stage I knew she really was on the lookout for sexy guys to flirt with. I would do anything to keep her happy and comfortable so that she will explore her slutty feelings when out. A few drinks with probably help. I waited 20 minutes and went to get a big bath towel and helped Laura out of the bath. I dried her off and passed her a glass of wine. For the next twenty minutes I watched her get ready, doing little things like pushing her cleavage up, not for her husband but for a stranger. She snogged me before she left. "Keep your phone on, I'll text with any developments."

Again, as with most of my sex life for the last 3 months, it was all about the waiting and anticipation. I logged onto the cuckold forum and explained in the chatroom that my dominant wife was out on the pull for the first time and it was interesting hearing other stories of other hotwives' first nights out on the pull. My first text came at around 9:30:

"I love you VERY much! Diane has left me with one of the guys from the gym. He's boring but so sexy, but married though."

"OK, I love you too! Whats his name? Have a bit of a flirt with him if you fancy him." I replied and updated the cuckold chatroom.

"OK, he's called Carl will let you know how it goes x."

Well that was very positive. I asked myself what did I want from this evening? For her to pull and go back to their place? Or just a flirt and back to me? Beggars can't be choosers so I would be happy with whatever she wanted to try for her first time.

Beep beep, a message came through at 10:45:

"He's definitely NOT boring! lol" Everone seemed to be getting excited by this text in the chatroom. Everyone wanted to know why he wasn't boring, so I asked her.

"Why? What have you been talking about?"

"Well, Diane has pulled so I had to get to chatting to him and we've been talking about sex with his wife being boring and he's been admiring me at the gym!"

"What are you gonna do about it?" I asked impatiently

Twenty agonising minutes went by and I was starting to worry, then another text:

"We'll see."

I didnt get another text until 1.30 am saying that she was on her way home. It was a hard 3 hours not knowing what she had been doing (if anything). My Mistress walked into the house and beckoned me to go upstairs. I did as instructed after I said goodbye to the fellow cuckolds on the net. When I got up to our bedroom she was lying on the bed with her black dress hitched up and her knickers off. I hadn't properly seen her pussy for a while and it was as gorgeous as ever, but I wanted to know what happened!

"Come here Steve, start licking while I tell you what happened tonight and what is about to happen." I hadn't licked her for what seemed ages but it was definitely as tasty as ever. She began:

"As you know Carl and I were chatting most of tonight and something DID happen between us." She looked at me and waited for a reaction. She got one, I increase the speed of the licking. "We chatted about our sexual experiences and I explained what were getting up to and that I was free to do anything I wanted. He was very excited by it and said that you must be a very good husband. He asked me if I'd done anything with anyone else yet and I said no. He asked if there was any chance I'd be interested in going back to his place for a coffee. His wife was away with friends. I said no to tonight but that I did find him very sexy. I kissed him and he responded by touching the inside of my leg. I felt so excited and I knew I was wet after all of the sexy chat so I pulled his hand up towards my cunt and he slipped his fingers underneath my knickers and felt how wet I was. I pulled away and said thats all for tonight but I gave him my number and caught up with Diane. He sent me a picture message an hour later and it said that he wanted me to have his present. It was a picture of his cock. My God Steve look at it." I stopped and looked at the picture. It was massive, at least nine inches I asked her how she felt about it and she said "Its amazing, I really love you for letting me do this, I want to give you a treat."

She stood up, stripped off and told me to do the same. She went to her bag and brought out her 8 inch dildo which was attached to a strapon. She told me to put it on and fuck her like it was the first time. I put it on and saw her on all fours at the edge of the bed. "Mmm, fuck me Carl." She said. Did I hear correctly? Carl? I just carried on and she took the 8 inches well, she was obviously very turned on after the night's events. "Harder Carl! Fuck me like my husband can't!" She started fingering her clit and I fucked her as hard as I could. The groans coming from Laura told me the dildo was hitting the spot. It wasn't long until she was telling me she was cumming and she then said the words I waited for for 3 months. "Cum on my ass slut, NOW!" I pulled the dildo out and the strapon off and wanked for 3 seconds until I felt an amazing explosion that lasted for literally 30 seconds. There were gallons of cum spurting all over my Mistress's ass and in her between her crack. "Clean it up slut, with your mouth." I was shocked, I had never tasted cum but I was so grateful that I dropped down and licked from her clit all the way up her crack and slurped all the cum that covered her nice round ass. I didnt enjoy the taste but the feelings of submission totally overcame. My pleasure was satisfied but Laura's developments pleasured me than any orgasm could ever do.

7 Sadistic Wife

"I have been chatting with an experienced Femdom, who thinks I've been wasting you as my sub slut and has given me some good ideas which I want to try on you next week. I will give you details shortly." This was the text message I received in work, three days after Laura had been kissed and touched by her gym friend Carl. She had been to the gym twice since and has seen Carl there who smiled at her and sent her a text message saying he enjoyed their time together on the weekend.

The day later I had the following message:

"You have proved your submissive side so far but now I tend to test this submissive attitude to the limit tonight. Be lying on our bed having prepared yourself in the following way: your asshole should be very clean (I suggest using an enema) and I want you perfectly smooth all over exept for your head and eyebrows and eyelashes. I shall see you later. Hairless? I had never shaved my body hair but I thought I'd may aswell give it a go. I had played with my ass before so this sounded cool.

I lay there waiting for Mistress to enter the room. She did along with her bag, she was totally naked except for her thigh-high boots and something which excited me even more. Hanging between her legs was the strap-on that I had used on her the week before. 8 inches looked a lot bigger on her than it did on me! She came over and smoothed my legs.

"Wow you feel so sexy, well done for doing my tasks, i assume your asshole is spotless? Well you better hope it is. I seen you looking at my new cock and I think you want it as much as I do. From now on I want you to serve my cock instead of my pussy. You will become my cocksucking slut." Mistress handed me a bag which I emptied onto the bed. My heart skipped a bit. "Put these on please cocksucker." It was a pair of black lacy panties, fishnet stockings, high heels, a mini denim skirt, a low cut top, a long brunette wig, make-up for my skintone, false nails and eyelashes. I was so shocked, I didnt know what to do or say, so I just did as my Mistress wanted. She helped with putting everything on and she said,

"Mmm, you look quite sexy slut. If you lose that belly you could look quite convincing. Im going to take a few pics of you for your new profile."

"What new profile Mistress?" She could see my cock hardening in my new attire.

"I have setup a transvestite profile for you to find some admirers to play with. The better the pictures I take the more you will have to pull." "Pull?!" I thought, what the hell was going on? "Don't worry about that yet though, we have more pressing matters. After tonight our sex life will change once more. For the better, obviously. Go and stand by the door please slut and put your hands above your head." I did as I was told even though I struggled walking in my new shoes. "Face me, very pretty girl." She strapped my hands above my head and over the door so that I couldn't move them down. She also spread my legs and locked them apart with a leg spreading device. She reached under my new skirt and released my cock and balls so that they were dangling down.

I'd never seen a chastity device before but Mistress took mine out of her bag and attached it as if she had done it a million times. "When you become aroused from now on you will not be able to become erect. This is to make you much more submissive and also restrict your desire to fuck me. I am now the man and you are my slut. You will be treated as such and I will traing you to be able to pleasure others." She grabbed my loose balls and pulled them downwards. "You will learn to enjoy being abused by me and others." She then slapped my balls caused me to scream. "You will learn to pleasure my cock with your mouth and ass." My hands were let loose and I was ordered onto my knees. Mistress grabbed the back of my neck with one hand and fed me her cock with the other. It was the first time I had ever sucked a dildo/cock and I needed guidance. I would gag with every movement into my mouth. "You are a rubbish cocksucker. Don't gag on it, relax. She tried to face-fuck me hard which I seemed to enjoy at my cock was screaming to get out of its new device. You will learn to enjoy the taste of cum and you will eventually be able to take a group of cocks if I so wished. Now make my cock nice and slippery because its going into your new pussy soon. Are you ready to become my slut now?"

"Yes Mistress." Was I really? We would soon find out.

"Get on all fours on the bed then." Mistress ordered. Due to the leg spreader I was left feeling so vunerable. My balls were dangling again and this was just so tempting for Mistress. She pulled them down again and again I screamed. I felt cold on my asshole which I realised was lube. This was it my new Mistress was about to fuck me. I tried to relax. She eased the head into my virgin ass and I could feel it burning through my ass. I relaxed and I could feel the cock sliding in inch by inch. How much more was there to this dildo? My ass felt so full and it was slowly taken out inch by inch. Then in agin, this time quicker than the last time, I was actually starting to feel very submissive and girly. Did I really want to be fucked by a big cock?

"Tell me "harder, faster" slut." I was ordered.

"Please Mistress, fuck me harder!"

She did and I loved it. She was spanking my ass and pulling my balls as she fucked me. Suddenly she stopped, pulled out and replaced her cock with three fingers. She began to massage my G spot which was amazing. I felt like I was about to cum and I told Mistress so. She said, "Not yet, you need to receive my fist before you are allowed to cum." She added another finger into my willing ass and covered her knuckles in lots of lube. I told her to push hard as I really wanted to take her fist to be able to cum. She pushed hard sliding in milimetre by milimetre. Then suddenly my ass was on fire and I realised I had been fisted. It took a minute for the pain to subside but when it did it was the most amazing feeling ever. Mistress's four knuckles rubbed against my G spot which made me on the verge of cumming.

"Faster Mistress please." I begged, and she complied. I had the most amazing orgasm ever. Mainly because my cock was locked up and very soft.

"I'm so impressed slut, you have squirted all over the bed and your little cock isn't even hard. You have learned already that you don't need your cock to receive pleasure. You will only give and receive pleasure by using your ass and mouth. Now clean up your mess with your mouth. I have been taking pictures along the way of your first time as Stephanie but I want one more picture to show everyone just what a real slut you are. Come into the bathroom with me." I was exhausted but I followed Mistress into the bathroom. She ordered me to strip off and lay in the bath. She stood over me so that her wet pussy was over my mouth and there was a long pause. Then I felt a huge gush of warm liquid fill my mouth. She took lots of pictures as my face was showered by here golden liquid. It felt so wrong and that's what made it so horny!

I dried off and was led back to the bedroom. When my Mistress handed me a large buttplug. I want you wear this every evening and remain smooth all over during the next few weeks. I also want you to complete your tranny profile and find as many admirers as possible to become your friend. The more friends you have the better reward you will have from me. I want you so choose a slutty outfit from the internet to wear on a special night which I will arrange. I want to keep checks on your progress every night. Understood?"

"Yes Mistress."

I was shocked by the developments. A "special night"? I really didn't know what she was capable of now which scared me. She had definitely turned into my sadistic wife.

8 The Big Day

The next few weeks were the strangest of my sexual life. I was told that I should look for admirers of me full dressed in my wife's sexy clothes and makeup, so thats what I did every night for a week. Laura was looking online in a seperate room while I was doing this. The I had the text message which showed that Laura really had become my Mistress and not just my wife:

"Saturday 14th July will be the day when you become a true cuckold tranny slut. I have arranged to meet Joe in a hotel and while I'm out I want you to perform on cam for as many guys as possible. You will keep count of how many guys you have made cum with your slutty acts and will take pictures of their webcams showing me what they look like and their cum. I will try and keep you up to date with how my evening is going too and If you are a good slut I may allow you to watch any fun that I have with Joe on webcam."

Fuck! What had I got myself into? Me dressed as a slut making other blokes cum. I didn't sign up for this. I just wanted Laura to have fun. I suppose the good thing about that Saturday is that she's finally meeting a guy for sex and if I'm good I will be able to watch them! The 14th was only a week away and I had to get myself in the right frame of mind if I was going to actually do this for my Mistress. I wrote on my profile that I was looking for guys to pleasure on cam next Saturday and if they were interested then they should send me a message. By the Wednesday before the big day I had 18 messages from guys wanting to see me on cam. I made sure I bought plenty of alcohol so that i would feel relaxed enough to do whatever they would ask me. I was scared.

Mistress on the other hand was very excited about her first meet with Joe. They had been in near constant contact for over three months and were both looking forward to meeting in person. Laura had prepared for him during the week leading up to the meet by having her pussy waxed, her hair done and she bought new lingerie especially for him. She was going to meet him in a hotel 20 miles away. She hadn't told me about the plan for the evening but I was sure she would go the whole way with Joe.

Saturday morning arrived.

"Are you excited about today slut?" She asked

"Yes, I can't wait to see what happens. This is exactly where I wanted you to be when we started this and I'm sure there will be many more chapters to this story."

"I'm sure there will be slut. Tonight will be very horny for both of us and I really love you for getting us on this road. I'm going to the gym this afternoon and I will be leaving at 6:30. You will then get ready and text when you are about to go on cam. Whatever you asked to do my the guys you will do. I want you to save your conversations and if I see you're being shy then you will punished. OK?"

"Yes Mistress."

6:30 came and Mistress was looking so sexy, I didn't want her to go, I wanted her to stay so that I could fuck her but that wasn't an option at this stage. She snogged me and left. I immediately setup the webcam pointing at our bed and started to get ready into my new clothes that were bought for me by Mistress. By 8:00 I was fully dressed and quite relaxed after downing a can of beer. I was as ready as I'd ever be.

A text message came through from Mistress:

"I'm in the loo of a pub, just met up with him. Its going to be a late night I think, he is so gorgeous! How are you going so far? x"

I told her that I was ready and that she should make the most of his big cock.

I logged onto my tranny profile and a message came through from a guy, then another and another who were all waiting to be pleasured by my wecam performances. I decided to merge the three conversations into one so I didn't have to chat too much and the guys could chat together. One asked to me to put my cam on so I did. I was lying on the bed and I had some nice comments from the guys. I told them that I wanted to wait for other guys to join our conversation before I started "performing" for them. In truth I was just stalling because I was very nervous!

9:30 a message comes through from Laura:

"We've been chatting and flirting. Still in the pub he's sitting really close to me and he's been touching my arms and legs. He put his hand on his cock through his jeans. It was hard. I'm so wet. Don't think it will be too long before we go back to the hotel. How many guys have you made cum so far?"

"I have 15 guys in a conference at the moment and they are all making horny comments about me. I'm about to start doing what they say now. I can't wait to have you home to tell me how things have gone with Joe." I replied

"I want you to be finished by 12:00 and as you have been such a good slut, Joe and I will give you a show that will blow your mind. Love you!"

"Thank you Mistress. Love you too!"

"OK" I thought, down to business. I sent a message to the 15 guys that I was now ready to make them all cum and if any of them had any specific fetishes that they would like me to satisfy.

Nearly all replied get a dildo and one said get a glass. I got a glass and my wife's 8 inch dildo.

"Suck it for us slut." One of them said. So I did. Looking into the lens I tried to deep-throat as much as I could. I looked at the laptop and I could see all fifteen guys wanking on cam, all looking at me and imagining me sucking each of their cocks. It started to appeal to my submissive side for giving pleasure. I class myself as straight but giving pleasure to these guys seemed to be overriding these feelings and made me fantasise about having the fifteen guys in my bedroom. My Mistress had turned me into a sub tranny who craved attention from men. My cock becam hard but i only wanted the dildo in my ass.

11:00 cam and so did another message from my wife:

"Just about to leave to go back to the hotel room with my new man. I can't wait to have his cock in me. Its been 3 months since I was fucked! I've told him that he can have me later and do whatever he wants with me as long as you can watch on webcam. I hope you have made some guys cum by using my big dildo."

"I've been sucking and fucking your dildo for a while now. I still have 6 guys who want to see more so I hope to have these finish off by 12:00 to watch you and Joe."

I asked the remaining 6 guys what they wanted me to do to make them cum. One replied that he wanted me to piss into my own mouth and another wanted me to fist my ass. I asked them if I did it would it make them all cum and they replied that it would. So I lubed my ass and knuckles and told myself to relax. I got on all fours with my ass in the air, directly facing the cam. One finger, then two, then three, then four. Mmm this felt good, could i fist myself though? I pushed as hard as I could and then suddenly it slipped in. I could see one guy shooting his load as I did. Then another shot. I moved my fist around in my ass and I really wanted to cum but I needed to save my submissive feelings for my wife's show. I pulled my fist out of my ass and got onto my back. I lifted my legs slightly so that my cock was hovering over my face. I pushed my bladder so a little bit of pee came from the tip of my cock. I pushed harder and my face was blasted with piss. I opened my mouth and swallowed as much as I could so that I didn't have to clean up much afterwards. The remaining guys came and I thanked them and said bye. I was so horny. I really wanted to see what was going to happen at a hotel 20 miles away.

12:10 She was late. I was desperate to see them. Then a txt came through:

"Log on and look at my webcam slut. I hope your horny!"

I did as she asked and yes I was very horny!

The cam showed Laura sitting on the edge of the hotel bed, fully clothed with a glass of wine.

"Hello, can you hear me slut?"

"Yes Mistress, have you enjoyed?" I replied.

"You will not say another word now slut. I am about to put on a show for you. I do not want you to wank your girly cock. If you fell horny then you can finger yourself."

I looked into Laura's eyes and I could see she was tipsy and very horny. She was trying to look directly into the camera but she was being distracted by something behind the camera. She was smiling at what I assumed was Joe. She called him over with a wave of her hand and he entered the picture and sat on the edge of the bed and waved at the camera.

"Hi Steve." He said.

"Don't think about him, Joe. Concentrate on me sexy." She replied.

"OK gorgeous. I just wanted to say thanks to Steve before we do anything. You have an amazing wife Steve, you're a very lucky guy!"

Laura grabbed the side of his chiselled face and turned it towards hers and started passionately kissing him while laying back on the big bed. The angle of the camera allowed me to see them snogging even when laying on the bed. They were smoothing and touching each other passionately and I could see Joe's hand go in between my wife's legs. It made her moan in pleasure. My hand slid between my legs, passed my cock and straight to my used hole. I was becoming very horny by what I was witnessing.

Withing 10 minutes they were both naked and very close. They were both masturbation each other and I could see that Joe was very hard. Laura sat up, moved onto her knees closer to the camera so that I could see a close up of her face. I could hear her whisper to Joe

"facefuck me." I don't know if I was supposed to hear it but it made me so horny. Joe's cock was way to thick to slide down my wife's throat so she was gagging a lot which made her eyes water, her eye makeup began to run down her face which made her look so slutty. I could see her carressing his balls which he loved by the sounds coming from Joe.

This was almost too much to take in. 10 minutes later Mistress stopped pleasuring Joe's big cock, looked into the camera and winked. I could hear her rustling into her back and showed me what she had. It was two condoms. I thought she must be expecting a long night. Joe was laying on his back with his head facing the camera. Laura straddled him and put on the condom. She got herself ready and slowly lowered herself onto his cock and made the most amazing noise as she did. Joe and I had the most amazing view of Laura's tits as she rode his cock. He started playing with her tits and she lowered herself onto him to kiss him passionately. Laura hadn't been able to ride a cock without worrying about the cock cumming too quickly for many years. She was really enjoying it as she rode him slowly and softly. She looked at the camera and said I wish I had a cock to suck as I was fucking Joe. I felt honoured that she would want my cock to suck. But she smiled behind the camera again. What was going on, she laughed and said

"Come over Carl."

Just as thought things couldn't get any hornier...

Carl was naked and he walked over towards Laura and his massive cock was so hard at watching Joe and Laura having fun, was level with Laura's mouth. She eagerly gobbled it up. All three were now moaning with pleasure.

Carl was warmed up enough after about 5 minutes to put on his condom. Laura stood up, walked over to the camera a started sucking them both off in front of the camera while looking straight at me. She stopped and said to me:

"This, slut, is how I want to be fucked. Watch and learn."

She got onto the bed on all fours so that i could see the length of her body. Joe went to the side where here head was and Carl went to her back end. Laura immediately started sucking Joe's cock. He grabbed her hair and was very forcful. I got a bit worried for a second but I could see Laura was loving it. She raised her ass in the air for Carl to have his way. He obliged. I could see him ease his huge length into my wife's pussy and she gave out a huge scream. He grabbed her round hips and started fucking her with power that I could only dream of.

The two guys changed places a few times and Laura was looking used and abused by their actions but she said to Joe,

"Will you fuck my ass please"

"Sure!" Joe replied.

Carl was laid on his back and Laura guided his cock into herself. Joe positioned himself behind Laura and started licking her asshole. I knew she loved to be rimmed so her moans escalated by what Joe was doing. When he knew she was ready, he got up and started to fuck her ass while spanking her at the same time. This was Laura's fantasy come true. I was in awe of both guys fucking skills.

The fucking continued for another hour in so many different positions and each guy taking turns at times. It was the most amazing thing I had ever seen. Then Laura came over to the camera and said to me:

"Time for their loads to splatter my face slut. I want you to cum when they do. The camera will turn off then so I'll say goodbye now."

She squated in front of the camera and she started wanking them both off towards her face. It took another 5 minutes of her wanking and sucking their cocks and balls before both loads were unleashed over her gorgeous face. Joe's was thick, Carl's was thin and a hell of a lot of both. Laura's mouth was open to collect as much as she could. She showed me how much she had caught and swallowed the lot.

I came instantly. The camera went off and that was that. The greatest day of my life was over and it left me wondering where will this lead from here? I couldn't wait to find out!


My Dominatrix

We pull up outside her house. I get out of the car a hurry around to the other side to open her door before she can.

“Will you ever let me do that myself?” she asks.

“Not as long as my legs work.” I break into a big smile.

Marcie smiles back. I offer her my arm as she stands up, and I close the door. I'm stunned by her: 6 feet tall, blond, shoulder-length, wavy hair, and 34B breasts. She's wearing a mostly-white, skin tight T-shirt and blue jeans, which outline her fine, almost flat ass. We walk up to her front door. She pulls out her keys, unlocks the door, and we proceed inside. After closing the door she turns, and we kiss. Its amazing; all the love that erupts from both of us as our tongues intertwine. We break and smile at each other. (I probably look like a dumb dog.)

“Sit down, honey. I have to pee.”

I walk over to her couch and drop down as she goes down the hall to the bathroom. I look around at her living room. Its nothing much: just a couch, a recliner, and a TV with a few pictures on the walls. After a few moments, Marcie returns.

“Come here. I've got something I want to show you.” She's grinning, evilly.

“Oh, all right.” I get up. She runs over, grabs my hand, and prances in front of me down the hall. She turns sideways a couple times, which gives me an excellent view of her bouncing tits. I'm rock hard already.

We enter her room, and I see her surprise. She's bought “for me” a new leather dominatrix outfit. I turn and grin.

“Happy birthday!” She's all smiles. “Have a seat on my bed, while I go put it on.”

Marcie grabs the hanger off her closet door and goes back down the hall to the bathroom. A million thoughts are running through my head

I love her...

This is going to be fun...

She's beautiful...

I wonder what she's going to do to me...

She returns a minute later. She tosses her clothes into the basket by the door as she enters the room. I can't take my eyes off her. She's wearing knee-high boots that put an extra six inches on her height, a black leather thong, and a corset with built in bra. In her right hand, she's holding a cat-of-nine-tails. To top it all off, she's got a Zorro-style mask. This, while sexy, isn't designed to stay on the whole time.

“Damn,” is all I can say. She smiles, but only for a moment.

She walks over to her stereo and presses a button. Techno music fills the room.

“Strip. Now. But make it sexy for me,” she orders.

I quickly jump up as she sits where I was. I'm not much of an exotic dancer. Muscles? Forget about 'em. I'm the local computer repair geek. I haven't been in a weight room since it was required for seventh grade gym class. I spend most of my free time either playing Star Trek games or hanging out with my girl. Except during sex and the shower, my shirt never comes off. I'm as white as the center of a baked potato.

I start moving about in my best imitation of the Chippen Dales. I haven't a clue what that is like actually, but I can make guesses. I start by kicking off my shoes. After a few more moments, I start slowly lifting my shirt. I glance at Marcie. She's leaning back with her hands behind her for support, whip still in the right. She's slowly shaking her head.

“Not sexy enough. That's one lashing my slave will be getting.”

I put a mock frightened look on my face. It's a real threat, but she knows how much I enjoy whippings. In the spirit of the game, I attempt to make my dancing better. Unfortunately, it's not much. The shirt comes off and I flip it like a towel a few times before sliding it between my legs. I can tell she wants to laugh, but now isn't the time.

“That's another lashing, just for that.”

I grin outwardly, and she raises a threating eyebrow. I drop my shirt and start undoing my pants. I slowly slide towards her. This seems to make her happy. I tease her a bit by dropping them slightly, then lifting them back into place. She likes it, so I decide to go a head a drop them. I step out and kick my jeans over with my shirt. This just leaves me in my boxers. My dick is sticking straight out and threatens to pop through the hole in the front. I turn my back to her and back up a bit. This puts my ass about a foot and a half away from her. I drop the boxers and turn back around. My 6 inch long, one and a half inch wide dick comes into her view for the first time tonight. Admittedly, it's not big, but it's not really small either. It makes her happy, and that's what is important.

She reaches out, grabs her remote, and clicks off the stereo. “Not bad, but my slave needs much improvement still. That's only three lashings tonight. How many was it last time, slave?”

I drop my head. “Seven, Mistress.”

“That's right,” she replies. “Now, bend over the side of the bed.”

She stands back up as I kneel on floor. I bend my torso over her bed. She steps up and places a blindfold over my eyes and cuffs my hands behind my back. In this position, I can only wait for the whip to whoosh through the air.

Smack! The first lashing hits my right ass cheek flat. I whence a little, but that one wasn't aimed quite right. I wait a few seconds before I hear the next one coming. Smack! It snaps a little harder on my left cheek. The seconds tick by as I wait for the third and final blow. The suspense starts to get to me. Smack! Smack! Two blows, across the right cheek, then a backhanded one across the left. I scream in pain.

“Aaaah!”

“Shut up. My slaved enjoyed that, didn't you, slave?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I whine. It is the truth though.

“Stand up, slave.”

I struggle to my feet. Without the help of my hands or eyes, I almost fall over her bed. I guess it's obvious because my mistress laughs.

“What a klutz!”

She laughs some more as I finally get to my feet. She undoes the cuffs and moves my hands to in front of my body, then rebinds them. She does remove the blindfold completely though. She stands in a obviously dominate posture, with one hand on her hip, the other with the whip hanging down to one side.

“Lie down, slave.”

I flop back onto her bed and scoot back. As soon as both my feet are on, she pounces. She places her crotch right over my face while straddling my head.

“Eat me while I watch my slave jerk off.”

I start to wonder how this is going to work when I spot a button on the leather. I reach up with my teeth and grab the small flap of leather that overlaps. The front and back of her thong separates and her bare pussy comes into view. I reach down with my hands and start to pump my own cock. My tongue extends out and starts to feels its way around her folds. My mistress lets our a light moan at the touch. I lick her outer lips while working my way in. Some of my own fluids emerge from my tip which allows me to avoid friction burn. I start working my way towards her clit, a task which is made difficult by how far she is above me. My neck soon gets sore from holding my head up so long. I drop my head down for some rest and almost immediately get a whip across the chest.

“Did I say my slave could stop?” she demands.

I plead with her.“No, but my neck...”

Smack! “I don't give a rat's ass about your neck. Now get back to work, slave.”

I obediently lift my head and get back to licking. After a few moments, my mistress starts to relax and lowers herself a bit. This is nice for my neck, but it also means we'll be moving on soon. I can feel her climax building. She begins panting and lowers herself farther. A few seconds later, she lays down on my chest and stomach, and starts moaning.

“Move your hands. I need a cock.”

I pull my hands up just in time as she envelops my dick in her mouth. I start focusing more. The longer I can hold her before her orgasm, the longer the blowjob will be. I begin licking circles around her clit. This drives her nuts, and she pulls her head off and licks and sucks my nuts. I go back to licking her clit directly, and she goes back to face-fucking my cock. I start licking faster and faster. As I do so, the head bobbing on my dick gets faster and faster. After a few more seconds, its to be too much for her. She lifts her head and screams. As she does so, jets after jet of her cunt juice shoots into my mouth. Some misses and shoots across my face. I never let off of my assault on her clit. She stops squirting but continues cumming.

“Ah! Ah! Fuck yes! Lick my clit!”

I keep going. Suddenly, Marcie drops her head down to my left thigh and clamps on with her teeth. A mixture of pain and pleasure runs through my body. I continue licking as best as I can. A second later she lifts her head and looks at my leg.

“Good. I was getting thirsty,” she comments.

She drops her head back down and runs her tongue along my leg, licking up the blood that has seeped out. She does this a few more times as I slow my licking. I eventually stop. She gets up and looks at me. She's got some blood around her mouth. She was apparently more enthusiastic than I thought.

“Mistress, may your slave have a taste?” I ask.

“Certainly,” she replies.

She leans over me and french kisses me. I taste my blood all in her mouth. She gets back up and removes her thong completely. She reaches over and puts the blindfold back on me.

“On your knees, slave,” she demands.

I roll over and get on my knees. My mistress pushes on the back of my head, bending me over. I rest on my arms on her bed. I hear something unzip and some shuffling. What's she doing? I ask myself. Moments later I feel some wet rubber near my ass hole. Marcie grabs my hips and pulls me back slightly. She's wearing a strap-on! She pushes her fake cock into my ass. She only a half an inch before relieving the pressure. She then pushes a bit farther. After about six or seven strokes, she's buried her dildo up to the hilt. She decides to be kind and waits a few moments for me to get used to her fake dick in my ass. Slowly, she begins rocking back and forth, her cock sliding out and in my ass.

The pain from my stretched ass begins to subside, and I begin enjoying the filling feel of the strap-on up my ass. Marcie begins pumping faster. I hear her moan in pleasure, and I do the same.

“Does my slave enjoying being my man-cunt?” she teases.

“Yes, Mistress. I love the feeling of that dick in my ass,” I reply.

My mistress grabs my hips tighter and quickens her pace. I can't help but rock back and for with her. I feel a new sensation with the dildo in my ass. The tip is stimulating my prostate. My own cock is harder than ever. I groan in pleasure as I realize this. Marcie laughs then almost immediately moans again. She begins fucking my ass harder. Soon she's gasping and breathing very quickly. I adjust my own rocking to be in counterpoint with her thrusting. Moments later, she screams, and I feel my ass being filled with a fluid.

“What the fuck?!” I exclaim, but I keep my pace going. My mistress slows her pace after a few more thrusts and spurts from her dildo. She releases me and collapses next to me. She reaches up and removes my blindfold. After my eyes adjust to the light, I look at my mistress. She's on her back, her chest heaving. She's removed her corset, which must have been the zipping sound I'd heard earlier. Between her legs is a black strap-on, about 7 inches long and one and a half inches wide, just slightly longer than me.

I nuzzle up to her and begin sucking on her left nipple. After a few moments she leans up, and I whimper.

“You'll get it back in a minute,” she reassures me. She holds up the handcuff key. I extend my arms for her to remove them, which she does. She then lies back down in her former position. I begin nursing on her left tit again as my left had wanders over to her right breast. I message her tit for a moment, rolling her nipple between my thumb and forefinger and giving a slight squeeze. He gasps in pleasure and then again as I flick her other nipple with my tongue.

“You've been a good slave tonight. As a reward, you get to fuck me anyway you like and cum when you want,” she says.

“Thank you, Mistress.” I pull myself into a partial sitting position. I lean over and kiss her. Our tongues intertwine once more. After a moment, I pull back and look into her blue eyes. “I love you.”

“I love you, too, baby,” she responds.

I slide toward her feet. I reach down and unlace her boots. They are difficult to get off, but Marcie helps out some. After her boots are off, I reach up for the strap-on. She lifts her hips to allow me to pull it off. There is a popping noise followed by a gasp from Marcie. I see how my ass was filled with fake cum. Toward the front of the strap-on, there is piece of rubber shaped like a little finger. This was used to stimulate her clit. Behind it there is a bulb which goes up into her pussy. When she came, her pussy squeezed around it, causing it to squirt the fake jizz into my ass.

“You forgot to show me this earlier,” I tease.

“That would have ruined the surprise,” she retorts.

I lean up and kiss her again. “I love you,” I repeat. She smiles, and I kiss her again.

I get up on my knees and begin to lift myself up over her. She parts her legs to allow me to get between. I lower myself down onto her body. As I do so, I slowly slide my dick into her love hole. I lower myself farther and wrap my arms up underneath her arms and around her shoulder. I begin slowly pistoning in and out of her pussy. Her muscles clamp around my cock as she gasps. A smile forms on her face as her eyes roll up into her head and then shut. I begin moving faster and watch as her boobs bounce up and down with my thrusts. I lean my head down and take her right nipple into my mouth. She moans as I suck on it, giving it the attention it deserves now.

“Marcie?”

“Yes, honey?”

“May I fuck you in the ass? You did it for me; now I want to return the favor.”

“Of course. I said you could fuck me anyway you wanted.”

I slide back off her and my dick pops out of her pussy. She rolls over and gets on her hands and knees. I approach her on my knees. I slide my dick into her pussy for just a little bit more lube. I pull it right back out and place it at the entrance to her ass. I push forward gently, and her ass relaxes to accept my intrusion. I push a bit harder and slide a bit further. She leans back, pushing me in even farther. I pull back and thrust once more, burying my cock as far as it can go into her ass. Marcie is breathing hard again from a mixture of pleasure and pain. I'm in heaven. I can't believe how tight her ass is, no matter how many times I've fucked it before.

I wait for her to get used to me, just as she waited before. After a minute, I begin slowly moving in and out of her tight ass. The sensation is wonderful, the best I've had all night. I grab her hips and start moving faster. I begin groaning and mumbling in pleasure.

“Ah. Urgh. Fuck yes.”

She's returning it.

“Yes. Yes. I love your cock in my ass.”

I begin pulsing faster and faster. She tightens her ass around my cock, and I moan louder.

“Oh, yes! That's it!”

She now starts working harder to get me to cum. I lean forward a bit, wrap my arms around her stomach, and pull up a bit. She leans up a ways. I reach higher and grab a tit in each hand and pull her farther up. Now instead of a back and forth motion, its more of an up and down. She arches her back as much as possible to keep my dick in her ass. I squeeze and message her tits as she bounces on my cock. A few moments later, she drops her hand down to her front and starts fingering her own pussy.

“Ah! Ah! Harder! Fuck me harder! Fuck my ass harder!” she screams.

I increase my pace and force to as much as possible. She screams louder as I pinch her nipple between my fingers. She starts begging.

“Cum in my ass! Cum now! I want your cum in my ass!”

I feel my own orgasm coming on. I redouble my efforts to pound her ass as hard as possible. I can't hold it any longer. My orgasm engulfs me. I throw back my head and howl.

“Aaah! Aaah! AAAH! YES!”

I shoot load after load of cum far into her ass. My final few thrusts aren't as fast, but they are harder. I slow to a stop after squirting about ten times. My hands are numb, and I'm light-headed. I release her tits and collapse on the bed. She lies down facing me.

“That was wonderful, baby,” she says. “Did you enjoy it?”

I grin. “What do you think?”

She smiles back. “I think you loved it.”

“Oh, you got that right.”

“I love you, baby.”

“I love you, too.”

She rolls over onto her other side and scoots back against me. My now limp dick is right up against her ass. She reaches around, grabs my right arm, and pulls it around her. I gently kiss her neck a few times before cupping her breast. I kiss her a few more times, and we both drift quickly off to sleep.


She’s The Boss

'So, remember the underwear set that you bought me for Christmas?' my wife Kathryn (or Kat to friends) asked as we sat down for dinner.

'Sure,' I replied, picturing her slim, toned frame in the lace black and white set that I had purchased for her online – after much 'browsing'.

'Well, I was talking at work today about how they sent the wrong size panties, and Nicola overheard.' Nicola being my wife's overbearing boss. I had never met the woman, but from the stories that Kat told about her, she sounded like nothing more than a bully. 'She asked me what size they were and I told her they were a sixteen, but I only needed a ten.'

'Oh right,' I said in a noncommittal fashion, not really caring about workplace discussions.

'Well, then she said that was her size.'

'Just give them to her then, tell her it's a present from me.' I replied with a wink. 'Just say that she has to take a photo for me as payment.'

'Dan,' she replied in mock admonishment, 'she's my boss.'

'Whatever,' I replied. 'It's either that or throw them away.' Kat said that she probably would give them to her; she figured that is what Nicola was hinting at anyway. I figured that would be the end of the matter... I was wrong.

I got to meet Nicola for the first time a few weeks later. Kat's work had organised some team bonding meal type affair at a local restaurant; partners to come too. I hated all of the forced small talk and the whole, let's be best buddies, nonsense that accompanied these events. But, I loved my wife, so I kept schtum and tagged along.

I recognised Nicola straight away from the descriptions. She wasn't overly tall, but she definitely had a big presence. As mentioned before, she was a big girl, but she carried it extremely well. She wore her hair in a short, blonde bob which framed her pretty face and she was immaculately made up. She wore a figure hugging long, black dress that emphasized her curves. I had to admit that I found her highly attractive from the start.

We sat down and enjoyed dinner. After a while, I excused myself to go and use the toilet. It was out of the main room and down a little corridor; the male and female rooms were next to one another. After I finished, I went to leave the toilet, but almost walked straight into someone stood outside the door.

'Ooops,' I said as I stopped just before bumping into Nicola, 'sorry about that. I didn't see you there.'

Nicola didn't speak. Instead she simply held my gaze before casting an appraising eye up and down my body. I began to feel uncomfortable almost straight away.

'Ummm, the ladies' room is next door.' I said after a moment.

'I know.' was the only reply I received.

'Lovely meal eh?' I asked, trying to make some form of small talk. I knew that Kat didn't like her and felt intimidated by her, but I was determined to not let her have the same effect on me.

'I can't believe you've had the gall to turn up.' She replied almost contemptuously.

'Sorry?' I asked, dumfounded.

'You heard.' She replied, 'After the inappropriate comments you've been making to your wife about me.' I must have looked blank because she carried on after a moment. 'You know what I mean. Sending me lingerie and then demanding that I pay you with lewd photographs of myself.'

'Ohhhhh,' I replied, the penny dropping. I laughed, thinking that it was some kind of wind up. 'Yeah, Kat told you that eh?'

'Of course she did,' Nicola snapped. 'I'm her boss; I can make her tell me anything.'

It slowly dawned on me that Nicola wasn't joking about. Surely she knew that my offhanded comment was nothing more than just a playful jest. 'I was only playing around.' I said, thinking that I needed to just get past her and back to the table.

'Well I don't find it funny.' She spoke now in an almost whisper, 'I never gave you permission to imagine me wearing just a pair of lace panties, exposing myself to you.' As she spoke, she moved closer to me. We had moved away from the door to the wall separating the two toilets and I found myself now backed against it with nowhere to go. Suddenly, Nicola's round belly was pressing into my stomach and the soft curve of her ample bosom pressed gently against my chest. 'I think you're just a bit of a pervert.'

'I'm sorry.' I replied hoarsely, feeling just as intimidated as I'd promised myself I wouldn't be. The smell of her strong, musky perfume filled my senses.

'What would you have done with the picture?' She whispered now, pressing her face close to mine, her lips brushing delicately up against my ear lobe, sending jolts of electricity through my body. I became frozen in place; why was I unable to just brush past her and return to the table? 'I know what you would have done with it,' she continued as I felt her fingers brushing against my rapidly stiffening crotch.

'Stop,' I managed to gasp, 'please.'

'Not yet,' she whispered, flicking a tongue out and teasing my earlobe. I stood prone against the wall as my wife's boss pressed into me with her thick, round body and gently, torturously trailed her fingertips up and down the length of my raging member. 'You need to finish the set now.'

'What do you mean?' I whimpered, wanting desperately to just be let go to return to my seat.

'Bring me the bra to work in the next week – 36GG. Do what I say and everything will be fine. If you don't, well, I can make Kat's life pretty interesting.' With that barely veiled threat, she backed away. She was able to coolly flip from seductress to aloof boss almost instantly. I saw her looking down at my obvious tent-pole. 'Like I said,' she spoke as she turned to walk away, 'You're nothing but a pervert.'

It took me a couple of minutes, but I finally regained my composure. My mind was still reeling from the events that had brought me to this juncture, but I knew that I had been gone from the table for a good ten minutes now and should really get back.

'Everything okay?' Kat mouthed across the table to me as I took my seat. Nicola was already back in her seat, eating her dessert.

I smiled and nodded back across to her, hoping that it came across as casual and cool, knowing that it felt anything but. Thankfully we got through the rest of the meal without further incident; but I was sure that this was just the start of something.

A week came and went. Not that I wasn't thinking about what Nicola had told me (asked would be wrong here) to do; quite the opposite in fact. I just couldn't bring myself to do it. I was a married man; despite how humiliated I had been by Nicola at the restaurant, I was still unprepared to go out and purchase lingerie for her.

I worked mainly from home, so usually had the dinner ready for Kat when she got home around 5.30. So when it got to 6.15 I became quite worried; it had been about 10 days since the restaurant; I instantly made the connection between Nicola's demands and her threats to take it out on my wife if I didn't acquiesce to them. What could I do though? I tried calling her work phone and her mobile phone. No answer on either. In the end I just gave in, ate my dinner and watched the clock until Kat's return.

At 7.45 I heard the door slamming shut. 'That bitch.' Were the first words I heard as Kat kicked her shoes off at the front door.

'Hey Kat,' I said as I went out to greet her, noticing straight away how dishevelled she looked. 'You okay sweetie?'

'No, I am not fucking okay.' Kat snapped. 'Fucking Nicola has had me cleaning the office tonight after hours. Apparently the cleaner called in sick.'

'Well that's not anything to do with you.'

'I fucking know that,' Kat replied, 'but she started using very thinly veiled threats about my job security and, well, you know what she's like. I didn't really have a choice in the matter. I've had to clean and scrub the fucking toilets too.'

'What a bitch,' I said, knowing that this was a message to me; feeling trapped and also responsible for my poor wife. 'Can't you look for another job?'

'Where?' She snapped again, 'The fucking economy's a mess. There are no jobs anywhere. Nicola knows that, which is why she takes the piss the way she does.' Her tone softened. 'Look, I'm sorry; none of this is your fault. I'm going to take a bath.'

I stayed downstairs as Kat went up to bathe. My mind was in turmoil. I knew that this was the least to expect if I didn't do as Nicola wanted; she had clearly not been messing about at the restaurant. But I couldn't go and buy lingerie for another woman; I just wasn't prepared to do that. She surely wasn't beyond reasoning with. I made up my mind there and then to visit her the next day to try and talk some sense into her.

Chapter 2

I parked about a 5 minute walk from Kat's work and snuck into the car park from round the back, being careful to make sure that nobody spotted me. I had dropped my wife off at work on a couple of occasions and she had pointed out which office was hers. Thankfully it was only a small building and I was able to work out where I hoped was the manager's office with the fire door leading out into the car park.

Still, I hesitated before I knocked. What if Kat was in the office with Nicola? Did it have a glass front to see into the office? What the fuck was I doing here?

Too late for any of that though, I thought as I knocked. Kat had already been made to stop behind and clean the office; who knew what Nicola's next steps would be.

'You're two days late.' Nicola spoke as she opened the door. No hello, no confusion as to who it was knocking on her fire door; she just knew.

'Can I come in?' I asked, trying to remain formal and focused on the reason I was here.

She raised her eyebrows slightly, perhaps noticing that I came empty handed. She stood aside and allowed me to enter the room. It did indeed have a glass window which would look into the office and allow Nicola to watch proceedings through there, but thankfully the blinds had been drawn, ensuring that nobody, Kat especially, could see into the room.

'Sit.' She spoke as she closed the door behind me. I took a seat in a leather office chair in front of her huge, antique looking oak desk. I sat and, before nerves got the better of me, began to speak.

'Listen, Nicola. Whatever game you are playing must stop. It's completely unprofessional to treat my wife this way and I certainly am not going to get drawn into any inappropriate activities that could jeopardise my relationship. So whatever it is that you are doing; just stop and we can draw a line under it.'

Nicola didn't respond. She sat down behind her desk, pulled her seat in close and leaned forward, placing her elbows on the desk. I tried, and failed in my attempts to not check out her huge bust as it strained in her tight fitting, low cut blouse. She looked at me curiously, inspecting me the way one might look at an insignificant spider or insect as it crawled across her desk. I began to feel uncomfortable.

'So... what do you say?' I finally said, not liking the silence in the room, broken only by the low hum of the air conditioning.

'Bring me the bra this Saturday and I will forgive this transgression.' She finally spoke.

'...Did you not hear what I said? I'm serious Nicola.' I said, hoping that I sounded so.

'If you don't agree to this, your wife will be in my office in 30 seconds flat. She will wonder how you got here and what your business is. What I tell her would be enough to end your marriage.' She smiled at me now, 'I can be quite convincing.'

'No... I...' I fumbled blindly for a response, nothing came.

She took a post-it note from her desk and scribbled something onto it. 'Here is my address.' She said as she thrust the note across the table. 'Take it.'

I hesitated, mouth opening and closing like a fish, searching for something, anything that I could say. I shook my head numbly.

'Right, you've left me no choice.' She picked up her phone and pressed three numbers. I was too stunned to react still. 'Kathryn,' she spoke into the receiver. 'Be in my office in 30 seconds.' She raised her eyebrow at me. 'The only place to hide is under my desk.'

She was right; the front of the big wooden desk went right down to the floor. Heart thumping in my chest I jumped to my feet and threw myself around and underneath, finding that there was just enough room for me to squeeze myself in. Wasting no time Nicola pulled her chair closer, pinning me in an awkward position against the back of the desk.

There was no time to protest though; I heard a knock at the door. 'Come in.' Nicola spoke; the door opened; the sound of footsteps, the door closed again. 'Sit'. Nicola slid her shoes off and pushed them to the side; one foot pressed down onto my chest, the other on the top of my thigh. There wasn't much light under the desk, but I could see that her toes were perfectly pedicured and painted a deep red. They were quite little digits, round, but not fat and her soles were nicely arched. I was pinned in place and she applied more then a gentle pressure to let me know just that.

'Did you like cleaning the toilets last night Kathryn?'

'Honestly Nicola? Not at all.' I heard my wife's voice reply, although she was being honest I could tell that her voice was cagey and guarded, having to be careful of what she said was something she was no doubt used to.

'Well that's a shame, because our cleaner is ill again, so you'll be taking that role tonight. Is that okay?'

'...Is there nobody else?' came Kat's tentative response.

'Sure there is.' Nicola replied, her feet beginning to move around; keeping me pinned down, but toying with me as a lion might its prey. 'It's a recession dear, I'm sure there are about 200 people who would come into the office, do your job and then a cleaning one on top. Shall I call an agency and find out?'

'...no.' Came Kat's resigned response. Nicola's right foot found its way to my throat; her soles felt soft and warm. She applied a gentle pressure there, making it slightly difficult to breath. I tried to move, but felt myself pinned down with a gentle application of more pressure. I was also conscious that even that slight movement had caused a bit of a noise.

'Good,' came Nicola's response. 'You know how much I appreciate you helping us out.' She assumed a much friendlier voice now; her point well and truly made.

I now saw no other option but doing as she asked and hoping that would be the end of it. I hoped that she felt the same way and would let my wife leave the office now, but the silence from above the desk began to stretch out. About a minute passed; god knows what was happening above the desk, but below Nicola was continuing to use her feet to pin me against the desk and toy with me, knowing that I was trapped. Her left foot was massaging the top of my right thigh, dangerously close to my crotch; while her right was running back and forth across my throat, teasing my oxygen supply and causing me to pant silently for air.

Eventually my wife spoke up. 'So is it okay if I go back to work now please Nicola?'

Please say yes, I begged silently. She asked nicely; she's agreed to work late again. What more could you ask for? 'Your husband, Dan, what does he do for a living?' My heart skipped a beat.

'He works from home mostly,' Kat replied, 'he does some consultancy work among other things.'

'So he has no set workplace?' Nicola's right foot moved up from my throat now to my face, she pressed it against my cheek and gently pushed so that the side of my head was pressed up against the desk; probably inches away from my wife's legs, separated only by the desk. She wiggled her toes playfully against my face, her digits dangerously close to my mouth.

'No, I suppose not.' Kat's voice had not lost its defensive edge.

'Is that ever a worry for you?'

'Nicola, can I please leave?'

'Who do you think you are talking to?' Nicola suddenly snapped.

'I'm sorry.' Came the quick, apologetic response from Kat. I flushed with anger and shame, knowing that I was powerless to do anything about this situation. Nicola was nothing but a bully, but she seemed to really enjoy the role.

'Answer the question. Is it a worry for you?'

'No, I trust him.' Kat replied.

'Well that's fortunate,' Nicola responded, in a far more friendly tone now. I couldn't believe how quickly she could flip it on and off; right now she sounded like a girly friend having a chat. 'Tell me,' she said, adopting a more conspirational tone now, 'does he have a nice cock?'

'Nicola!' gasped my wife. 'I can't answer that,' she said, dropping her more defensive tone now and sounding genuinely shocked.

Nicola chuckled, 'I'm only playing with you. Some things are only for a wife to know.' What my wife didn't know, however, was that Nicola was, as she spoke, finding out lots about my cock. As she was speaking she had stopped being dangerously close to it with her left foot and had actually started to rub it, vigorously, through my jeans. And my god was it fucking hard! It felt like a steel rod in my trousers and the sensations that her touch gave me felt heavenly. I couldn't do anything to prevent it; a slight movement could alert Kat to my presence, so I just had to lay there while my wife's boss rubbed her bare foot up and down the length of my throbbing cock.

I opened my mouth in a silent 'o' and instantly felt her right foot pressing its way in, her toes forcing their way onto my tongue. My mind whirled and reeled as my senses were over stimulated. The ministrations of her foot on my cock, the feeling of her foot as she began to fuck my mouth with it, the shame, the embarrassment, the deviance. I knew I couldn't hold on, I don't think that my cock had even throbbed so hard before. Involuntarily I began to thrust my cock against Nicola's foot. She responded by applying more pressure and rubbing it with even more fervour.

Kat was still sitting so close to me as her boss forcefully gave me a footjob under the table. About thirty seconds had passed since anybody had spoken and I knew that I was close to orgasm. I didn't know what to do; would I be able to come without making a noise? It was going to be a mind-blower, I knew that much.

'Just between you and me,' I heard Nicola somewhere, her voice only just penetrating my consciousness as I steamrollered towards my orgasm, finding that the only way to not make any noise was to suck, hard on her little piggies as she pressed them into my mouth. 'I bet it's a thick one.'

I came; or, more accurately, I felt my cock explode. I screwed my eyes shut as stars burst in my brain and a dam burst somewhere in my groin. I felt blasts of hot, ropey cum spurting from my throbbing, aching cock. I was conscious only enough to try and not make any noise, but knew that soft gasps and moans were emanating from me as I hungrily sucked at Nicola's toes; that is when she let me. She seemed to be enjoying forcing her foot as far into the back of my throat as possible; causing me to gag while trying to control the sounds I made.

I knew that the crotch area of my jeans would be soaked through with my cum, but still, even after the last blast of spunk came out, Nicola continued to rub me off with her foot, prolonging the torture of my incredibly sensitive cock, now sticky and wet with my ejaculate.

'Well, shouldn't you be back at work now? You've wasted enough time haven't you?' I heard Nicola speak, finally dismissing my wife. She had remained blissfully unaware of what was happening right in front of her and I had Nicola's excellent acting skills to thank for that. She was something else this woman; I had no idea how I was going to get out of this game she seemed to be playing.

Despite the fact that I heard the door opening and closing, Nicola kept me pinned against the back of the desk, continuing to toy with me; I couldn't speak, she still had her foot in my mouth, but once I knew that Kat had left the room I began to squirm and struggle under the desk in an attempt to get out.

'Uh-uh.' I heard Nicola's voice, feeling her push, hard now, to resist my struggles. I felt myself slammed against the thick wood. 'Where the fuck are you going?' She pulled her foot from my mouth and pushed her sole hard against my cheek, forcing my face into the side and trapping me. 'Trousers down.'

I made no move to obey. She pushed harder, her foot finding my throat and pressing down to prevent me from breathing. I gasped and coughed.

'Trousers down,' she repeated. Again I made no move to obey. She swiftly added her left foot to my throat, applying more pressure than before. The world began to spin. I was dimly aware that the sole of her left foot was slick with my cum. 'Trousers down.' She repeated a third, and final time.

Oxygen deprived, trapped and feeling utterly useless, I finally moved my arms and pulled my sticky trousers down, boxers too; the cool air of the office instantly hitting my shaft. She relaxed the pressure; I coughed and gasped and sucked down a lungful of oxygen, my throat hurt from where she had nearly choked me out and I hoped that it wouldn't bruise.

'See what happens when you do as you're told.' Came Nicola's voice from above. I tried to wriggle free from under the desk, but she corrected that by pressing her right foot into my chest and pinning me back against the desk. My legs were free though, splayed either side of her office chair, cock at half-mast, covered in my cum. 'Relax,' she cooed from above as she wrapped my cock between her curved soles, 'I'm in charge here.' She gently, and expertly, began to massage the full length of my slippery shaft with the soles of her feet; it felt so amazing, but I fought it every step of the way, the desire to not cheat on my wife almost overwhelming.

'Sit fucking still,' she commanded. 'If I have to call your wife back in here again, next time you won't be so lucky.'

The threat of her calling Kat in was enough to make me stop fighting. My cock had long ago given up the fight and throbbed proudly in the air as she worked her feet up and down its length.

'Are you going to cum for me again?' she asked as she slid a hand under the hem of her skirt and parted her legs, allowing me to watch the outline of her hand under her red panties as she began to fiddle with herself.

'...I...' I gasped, enraptured as I watched her play with herself, aching to see her slide her fingers between her plump pussy lips and into her depths.

'Tell me.' She gasped, for the first time not sounding completely in control of her voice.

'Unggh...' I grunted as she rubbed her big toe around the head of my cock, sending shivers up and down my spine. Her left foot was working now on my balls as she pressed the sole of her right down onto my shaft, which throbbed and spasmed beneath.

'Tell me,' she moaned, louder now, her hand moving frenziedly in her pants.

'Yes,' I gasped, feeling the climax arriving.

'Ohhhh,' she gasped as she came into her panties. I watched as a dark wet patch began to spread on the fabric; she rubbed my cock frenziedly, tipping me over the edge and causing me to ejaculate for the second time in about 10 minutes, spraying my seed all over her soles and toes as she milked me through my spasms.

Finally spent, she moved her feet away and pulled her chair back. I took this as a sign to get up and this time met no resistance as I crawled from underneath the desk.

'I cannot believe you've just done that.' Nicola spoke as I pulled my soiled trousers back on.

I couldn't meet her gaze, I stared at the floor, humiliated and angry; tears in my eyes.

'You've just cheated on your wife. I knew that you were a pervert after the last time, but I never expected this from you.'

'Nicola... I...' I began.

'What did I tell you about interrupting me?' She scolded me. 'Now go, and when you come round on Saturday you had better bring me a treat. That is, if you don't want your wife to find out about what happened here today?'

I knew better than to say anything. I simply grabbed the post-it with her address on and left via the fire exit, not even thinking enough to be careful about possible workmates of Kat being in the car park. Thankfully there were none and I made it back to my car without seeing another human, which, judging by the huge damp patch in the crotch area of my jeans, can only be seen as a good thing. Now what the fuck was I going to do?

Chapter 3

'I can't believe I'm doing this' I mumbled to myself as I pulled the car up outside the address Nicola had written on the post-it. The plan was simple; knock on the door, hand her the bra, walk away... hope that would be the end of it. I grabbed the bag from the passenger seat, flushing with humiliation once again at the memory of purchasing it from the shop the previous day; buying lingerie for someone other than my own wife.

I walked up the driveway to Nicola's house, heart beating, palms sweating, checking my shoulder every two seconds to see if anyone was following or watching me. Fortunately her driveway was set back from the main road and nobody seemed to be taking any notice of me.

'You can do this,' I told myself as I reached the door and lifted my hands to knock. The door opened before I could do anything.

'Morning Dan, I'm glad you decided to come by.' I gasped softly at the sight of Nicola; she wore a knee length pink bathrobe and very little else. I stole a glance down at her bare feet; her toenails were now painted a soft pink to match her gown. 'Come in,' she said, stepping aside. I opened my mouth to reply but found my mind was numb; trying not to stare at her ample bosom as it strained against the robe I stepped in.

Nicola closed the door and walked back down the hallway without further word, I followed her into a spacious open plan room, one side was living space, the other side had a large oak dining table in it. 'So,' Nicola spoke as we entered the living area, 'did you bring my present?'

I proffered forth the gift bag, she took it, her soft hand brushing subtly over mine as she did, sending a jolt of electricity through my body. 'Oooh,' she cooed as she lifted the silk white bra from the bag, 'that's the one,' she whispered as she gently fingered the cups. 'Did you get the right size?'

'36GG' I replied, 'can I please go now?' Nicola ignored the comment.

'Sit down, I'll be 2 minutes.' And with that, she spun on her heels and left the room. I stood dumbly for a minute or so before finally deciding to cross the room and take a seat on the large brown corner sofa. A short while later Nicola re-entered, beaming.

'It fits, good boy,' she said. I was thoroughly confused by this Nicola; she wasn't the domineering woman who had tortured me under her desk a few days previously. This Nicola was bubbly and vivacious, altogether refreshing.

'So...' I spoke, breaking the silence, 'can I please go now?'

'Hmmm...' Nicola replied, 'aren't you forgetting something?'

'No, I don't think so,' I replied cautiously.

'You promised me a treat... I hope you've brought me something.'

'I...' I had no response. I had promised her no such thing, but vaguely remembered her mentioning something as I left her office. 'Can't you just let me off?'

'But you promised,' she replied, almost coyly. 'I had gotten my hopes up and everything.'

'Nicola, please,' I begged, 'I just want to go home to my wife.'

'But I want my treat. You'll have to think of something.'

'Like what?' I asked desperately. Nicola just shrugged. She stood in the middle of the room, standing between me and the exit. She still had a smile on her face, but now it carried a challenge. I knew from the previous encounter that she was capable of using her weight to overpower me; and I certainly wasn't about to try and fight against a woman to escape. 'I'm completely stuck here Nicola.'

'I'm not helping you,' she replied, raising her eyebrow at me, 'if you had just brought me a treat like you promised then this wouldn't be happening right now.'

'What do you want for a treat? I can make you a cup of tea?' I asked, clutching at straws. She didn't even acknowledge that offer. 'Then what?' I cried, frustration creeping into my voice, 'a massage?'

'Now I know why you didn't bring me a treat you naughty man,' she winked at me. 'I knew that's what you wanted to give me for a treat.'

'But... I...' I tried to reply, wishing desperately I'd never said anything.

'I guess you're going to want me to remove the robe then?' She asked as she stepped over me. I opened my mouth but no sound came out. 'Dan,' she continued, 'this is your choice of treat, you need to tell me what you want from me.'

'You can keep it on,' I whispered hoarsely, trying desperately to get out of this situation. Nicola frowned at that.

'That's not a proper massage. I thought this was a treat,' she untied the knot but kept the robe held in place. 'Now, I'll ask again, I guess you want me to remove the robe then?'

I saw no way out. 'Yes,' I whispered eventually. She stepped even closer to me now, leaning over where I sat on the sofa. I gasped audibly as she let the robe fall away and her tits, clad in the brand new bra, hung tantalisingly close to my face, swaying hypnotically.

'What do you think of my new bra?' She asked as she stood up and squeezed her tits firmly together, 'I mean, speaking objectively of course, is it a good fit?' I nodded, drinking in the sight of her in the lingerie set I had purchased; she spun around so that I could see her full, round ass in the French knickers, the mesh material at the back allowing me to get a view of both her ass cheeks and the whole crack as it disappeared between her legs. My cock throbbed in my jeans. 'Do I look better than your wife in this set?' she asked with a wink.

'Nicola,' I replied, 'I can't answer that.'

'We both know what you think though,' she replied, 'you like how I fill it out better right? We both already know what a pervert you are; you begging to massage me only confirms that fact. So where do you want me?'

'Huh?'

'For the massage,' she replied as she stroked her fingertips across her tight round stomach, 'where should I be?'

'I don't know.'

'Not very assertive are you Dan?'

'I guess not,' I replied.

'Never be the boss would you?'

'No,'

'I'll tell you what,' Nicola took my hand and pulled me to my feet, 'I'll lie on the floor with a big cushion underneath me, and then you can get ready to give me a massage.'

'Get ready?'

'Well yeah,' she replied as she pulled a big cushion from the sofa and placed it on the floor. 'If you try to give me a massage while wearing jeans you'll end up scratching me.'

'I'm not...'

'You're not what?' She turned on me, snapping instantly into the Nicola that I had previously been exposed to.

'I... ummm... nothing...' I replied, not wanting to anger her today; the happy Nicola was easier to deal with, even though I was still ending up doing exactly as I was told.

'Good boy,' she said, 'you can go and get ready in the bathroom; there are plenty of oils in there too; choose a nice sensual one, I mean, this is supposed to be a treat right?' I stood dumbly in the room. 'Well,' she said, impatience creeping into her voice, 'off you go then.'

Without further word I turned and exited the room; Nicola gave me a playful pat on the behind as I left, 'hurry up about it too,' she called after me; 'you don't want your wife to wonder where you've been all morning do you now?'

I stood in the hallway; the downstairs bathroom to me left, the front door ahead. I knew that leaving would only make things ten times worse. I only allowed myself to ponder leaving momentarily before I went into the bathroom, removed most of my clothes and chose a spice scented aromatherapy oil.

'That's better,' Nicola replied as I returned wearing only my boxer shorts; I flushed deeply as I felt her appraising my nearly nude body with hungry eyes. 'You might be more comfortable taking those off too.'

'I'm fine,' I replied.

'Hmmm... okay,' she replied, 'you're the boss,' she said with a condescending wink. 'You can begin when you want.'

Nervously, heart pounding, I moved over to where Nicola lay in the middle of the room, trying not to stare at her big round ass in those lace panties. I squatted carefully over her back, putting all the weight on my knees; it was uncomfortable but it was the only position where I could massage and not have my semi-erect cock pressing into Nicola's ass.

I poured a pool of oil into the palm of my hands and rubbed them together; the spiced scent filling the room almost instantly.

'Mmmmm, my favourite,' she cooed, 'my my Dan, I guess you do want to treat me.'

Oil warmed between my hands I realised that I could no longer delay the inevitable. I reached down and began to gently rub the oil into Nicola's shoulders, her flesh feeling full and warm to my touch.

'Don't be so gentle,' she spoke, 'really work the oil in if you want to treat me.'

I said nothing in response, but pressed in more firmly, working the oil deep into her shoulders, hoping that if I gave her a good massage then she might leave it there. 'That's better,' she gasped, 'mmmm; it sends shivers down my spine.'

My cock was already iron in my boxers, I felt precum oozing out and no doubt causing a damp spot to appear on the blue material.

'Don't just stay at the shoulders,' she gasped, 'I've got a whole back for you to massage.' I began to work my way down her spine, stopping just above the bra line. 'Unclasp me,' she whispered, 'work that oil right into my sides. It feels so good.' I'd already gone this far and knew that even if I tried to protest, Nicola would still get her own way. With shaking hands I unclasped the bra and pushed the straps to the side, leaving her back completely naked; I saw the swell of her breasts either side of her chest. Pouring more oil out I once again began to massage, my hands running closer and closer to the sides of her breasts.

'That's it,' she gasped softly, 'work it into my sides too.' I reached her breasts and began to firmly massage either side, almost losing control of my load as I listened to her gasping and moaning on the floor. 'You can do this more often,' she sighed beneath me; 'my body's on fire.'

This last admission caused me to gasp myself. The realisation that I was turning Nicola on made me swell with a strange sense of pride. I rubbed further round now, my fingers probing closer and closer to her nipples. I had to lean right down in my squatting position to reach around her; the pain in my knees was to the point of excruciating. I had to make a choice, allow my cock to rub into her ass crack, giving me better access to the front of her chest, or to get control of myself and resume massaging her back rather than trying to fondle her breasts.

Nicola took the choice away from me; perhaps sensing that my squatting position was keeping that final distance between our two bodies she shoved out her right thigh causing me to lose my balance and collapse on top of her. Two things happened simultaneously; she lifted the front of her chest slightly causing my hands to slide round and grab both breasts fully with oily, slippery hands, also, my crotch fell down onto her ass; my throbbing, aching shaft pressing hard into her ass crack, allowing her to feel exactly how turned on I was.

'You fucking pervert,' she gasped underneath me, pressing her chest hard into the floor, trapping my groping hands in place. 'I knew this was your game all along.' She began to gyrate her ass up and down my shaft, causing me to gasp her name, begging her to stop.

'Stop?' she demanded as she flung me off her back easily before swiftly pinning me down to the floor; her huge breasts swaying freely now they were released from their confines. 'You're the one who started it. Now I'm going to get my real treat.'

'Nicola, please.' I tried to protest, but too late. Before I could even finish my plea she had pressed her huge tits hard into my face, muffling my cries; gripping the back of my head she pulled me hard against her oily flesh and rubbed me with her plump globes. I fought back in vain, trying to free myself from her grip but it was no use; she easily held me in place using one hand, while she sat on my stomach to prevent me from wriggling free.

'This is the kind of massage I wanted,' she had fire in her eyes as she pulled my head out briefly. 'Open your mouth' I didn't obey straight away. She gripped my cheeks with her right hand and squeezed hard, causing my lips to pucker. 'Open your fucking mouth and suck my tits.' Not wanting to anger her further I obeyed, allowing her to squeeze a fat, hard, oily nipple into my mouth. I began to suck as she pressed herself into my mouth. 'That's a good little slut,' she whispered; 'we both know that this is what you wanted.' She fed me both nipples in turn, forcing me to suck and pleasure her nipples as she verbally berated me.

The next thing I knew was that I was being pushed down; her round, tight belly smothering me, cutting off my air supply; I struggled and fought against the pressure, knowing where she was directing me. 'Yeah, that's it; you just try and fight.' She cackled as I pushed and squirmed against her, allowing her whole weight to crush my head to the floor underneath her belly. My world spun as my oxygen ran low, legs flopping futilely on the floor. Above me I head Nicola laughing and moaning; deriving whatever sick pleasure she could from the situation. 'I wish your wife could see this,' I heard her through the haze, 'see how rock hard your cock is. See how much you love to submit to me.'

Was it true? My cock certainly was rock hard, that much I was still aware of. But if I loved it so much, why was I fighting it? No, of course I didn't love it; this was tantamount to rape. My strength was failing, my head was now dangerously close to those lace knickers, nose pressed into her belly button. 'Here it comes you little pussy slut,' she moaned as she lifted herself, showing me just how easily she could overpower me; letting me know that she had been toying with me all along. Her mound, still covered by the knickers, came down heavily on the bridge of my nose. She ground her slit against my face, filling my senses with the scent of her arousal. My cock was aching and throbbing in my boxer shorts and I knew that I was close to orgasm.

She began to grind her pussy on my face, moaning and wailing. She grabbed my flapping arms and began to maul at her own tits with them; my god they were fucking big and full, her nipples fat and hard, truly they were tits worthy of worship. But I was a married man... so why was I longing for her to move the material aside?

Regardless of my inner turmoil, Nicola took the initiative herself; with one deft hand she slid the material aside and pressed her sex hard onto my face, forcing my nose to penetrate her folds, coating me with her slick, sweet juice. I couldn't hold out much longer; her pussy was overwhelming my senses. I wanted to open my mouth, to force my tongue deep into her folds. She ground her slippery lips all over my face, moaning and gasping as the sensation on her clitoris brought her pleasure.

'Ready for my cum you little bitch?' she gasped as she rode my face, grabbing handfuls of my hair and pulling me hard into her. 'Answer me!' she commanded.

'Yes.' I gasped, finally opening my mouth and allowing her juices to flood into me; my god she tasted good.

'Unghhhhh,' she moaned as she came, squirting her juices to the back of my throat; pulling me deep and holding me there. I lapped at her pussy, pushing my tongue deep inside of her folds as she unloaded a torrent of cum and juices on me. It was too much for me to take. Despite the fact that my cock had been pretty much ignored for the past twenty minutes the act of being so humiliated tipped me over the edge and I felt myself emptying my load into my boxer shorts; the orgasm so powerful that I'm sure I lost track of how long I was squirting my cum for. Nicola realised I was in the midst of an orgasm and I think it tipped her over the edge once again because all of a sudden I felt a fresh wave of her juices blasting into my face and she redoubled her grinding on my poor, abused face.

Finally, after what seemed like an age, I felt a release of the grip at the back of my head. Nicola let me go and stood, rather shakily, to her feet; she put her robe on and sat down on the sofa. Gingerly, with plenty of aches and pains, I stood to my own feet, feeling a cool, damp feeling in the crotch as my sodden boxer shorts clung to my skin.

'I never gave you permission to cum.' Nicola eyed me coolly.

I never gave you permission to fuck my face! Is what I wanted to say in response. Instead, I found myself looking at my feet, flushing an apology. 'Sorry Nicola' I mumbled.

'Don't call me Nicola anymore.' She said as she stood to her feet and got in my personal space. Despite the fact the she was several inches smaller than me; I felt that she was looking down on me. 'Call me Miss. Do you understand?'

'Yes Miss,' I whispered.

'I didn't hear you? Don't mumble when you speak to me.'

'Yes Miss.' I said more clearly.

'That's better. Now, as I said; I never gave you permission to cum.' She walked behind me and leaned in to whisper in my ears. 'I'm going to have to think of some kind of punishment for that, aren't I?' She whispered as she grabbed my arse cheek and squeezed it possessively.

'Yes Miss,' I stuttered.

'But I think you need to be getting home; I don't need your wife getting suspicious, that is of no benefit to me is it?'

'No Miss.'

'So, you had better quickly clean up in here and go home. I'll think of a suitable punishment for you for next time no doubt.' She walked over to the door. 'I'm going to bathe now Dan; I expect this room to be as it was before you soiled it with your perversions. Don't bother me; I'll be in touch.' She stood waiting at the door; clearly waiting for some kind of response.

'Thank you Miss.' I said, almost like a question, but unsure of what else to say. It seemed to do the trick though; she turned and left, I heard her footsteps padding upstairs.

'What the fuck just happened?' I said out loud when I knew she was out of earshot. How did I go from bringing her that fucking bra and being resolute in my intentions to give it her and leave; to being forced to tongue fuck her and refer to her as Miss? How was I going to get out of this now? I didn't have time to dwell; I knew I had been gone long enough to rouse suspicion, so quickly sorted the room out and left the house, driving quickly home. One thing was for certain; this was not the end of it.

Chapter 4

Upon arriving home I was certain my wife would be suspicious. I had tried my best in the car home to sort my dishevelled appearance, but knew that I must still carry some lingering scents of massage oil, sweat and sex. My plan was to enter the house and quickly make my excuses to take a shower. If Kat asked where I had been I planned to tell her that a friend had called and asked me to help move some furniture... very thin excuses maybe, but I could think of nothing else, I wasn't used to lying to my wife.

When I entered the house however, Kat seemed too preoccupied to even notice. She was sitting in the living room with the TV on; I popped my head round the door and said hello and that I was nipping upstairs for ten minutes and she simply mumbled acknowledgement. Not wanting to linger and question anything I gratefully rushed up and showered myself, throwing my soiled clothes in the laundry and trying to scrub myself clean of the mental images that my mind kept conjuring. Nicola's tits in that bra; her full, round body, voluptuous and curvy; her domineering side, overpowering me and having her wicked way, knowing that I was too weak to resist. I hadn't even realised that I had begun to masturbate over these thoughts; but suddenly snapped to and realised that I had been stroking my hands up and down my slippery, throbbing cock. I cursed myself and forced myself to stop, but there was no way I could stop thinking about Nicola and her amazing, full body.

I dried and dressed without lapsing into any further uncontrolled masturbation, for which I was grateful. Steeling myself in the mirror I tried to convince myself that everything was going to be normal and okay, before I made my way downstairs to join Kat in the living room.

I knew that something was up with her; normally on the weekend she's at her most bubbly, knowing that she has at least a couple of days' break from work and her boss; but she was just sitting quietly in the room, acting even more awkwardly than me. In the end I gave in and asked her what was wrong.

'I got a phone call this morning when you were out.' She said in response. My heart froze and my blood turned to ice.

'Oh?' I squeaked, trying to sound normal.

'You'll never guess who it was...' she left it hanging.

'Who?' I asked, feeling my world spinning; fearing for the worst. Was this the punishment Nicola was talking about? Did someone spot me going into the house?

'Nicola.' She said finally.

'...' I had no response. This was it; divorce, separation of stuff, selling house, finding an apartment, dying alone. All because I was too weak to say no and resist Nicola's advances.

'She's coming round for dinner.'

'What?' I blurted, both utterly relieved and flabbergasted simultaneously. 'What do you mean she's coming round for dinner?'

'She rang while you were out; I couldn't believe it. Apparently there are going to be some cutbacks over the next few weeks at the office. She said that she wanted to give staff the opportunity to 'impress' her by inviting her over for dinner.'

'She can't do that,' I protested, 'that's totally unprofessional.'

'Don't you think I know that?'

'Well didn't you say anything to her?' I found my voice rising indignantly.

'You've met her,' she snapped back; 'would you have said anything?' I had no response to that. Chances are, knowing my recent form; I would have laid down and let her sit on my face. 'Now I've got a fucking meal to prepare, my job's on the line, and that fucking fat bitch is coming round to my house.'

This was going to be my punishment for coming earlier. I knew it. I got the message loud and clear. What the fuck was going to happen? I wished for the ground to just swallow me whole, right there and then. I was so tempted to open up and to come clean about everything, beg for mercy. But what could I say? 'Sorry darling, but I've been buying lingerie for your boss, I sucked on her toes until I came and then this morning I went round to hers, gave her a massage and let her sit on my face until she came... Oh, but she forced me to do all of that.' Yeah, right.

'What are you going to do?' I asked after a long silence.

'I don't have much choice do I now?' She said as she stood to her feet; 'I guess I'd better go start preparing dinner. I'm so sorry about this Dan,' she looked so genuinely apologetic about the whole situation; which just deepened my own guilt. 'Would you mind going out and getting a few things for me?'

'Of course not,' I replied, giving her a cuddle and trying to reassure her that it would all be alright... even though I somehow already knew that it wouldn't be.

You would think that the rest of the day would drag; generally when you're waiting for something to happen time seems to crawl along. Not in this situation though; before I even knew it I was opening the front door to allow Nicola, dressed in a figure hugging, strapless red dress and matching heeled sandals, to enter my house.

'Dan,' she greeted, offering me a hand to kiss, which I politely did, trying to ignore the smirk on her lips.

'Please, come in.' I said, standing aside at the doorway for her to pass.

'Forgetting something?' She whispered, knowing my wife was just out of earshot in the kitchen.

'Please come in Miss.' I replied, cursing my lack of backbone even in my own home.

She stepped into the doorway but didn't pass; instead she deliberately pressed herself against me, trapping me against the door frame. 'I didn't get quite what I wanted this morning,' she whispered into my ear, flicking her tongue out over my lobe and causing my knees to buckle and tremble. 'So I came for it this evening.' As she spoke she rubbed her hand over my groin, which began to twitch and swell in response. 'Are you going to give it to me?'

My wife could leave the kitchen and catch this little scene in the hallway at any moment; I knew there was no time for hesitation. 'Yes Miss,' I replied with a shaky voice.

'Good boy; you're learning now.' She slid a hand into her clutch bag and retrieved a couple of plastic coated pills. 'Pour these into Kat's drink.'

'What are they?' I questioned instinctively. Mistake.

'How dare you question me?' She fixed me with an ice cold glare, turning my legs to jelly.

'S...sorry Miss,' I managed to stutter.

'You will be,' she replied. 'Now, lead me in; we don't want Kat to come out and catch you slobbering all over me now do we?'

'No Miss.' I dutifully replied as she released me from my position, allowing me to close the door and lead us both into the kitchen.

'Nicola,' my wife forced a nervous smile as she saw her boss appear in the kitchen doorway. 'How nice to see you.'

'I'm sure it is Kat;' Nicola replied coolly, 'but we both know why I'm here. I do it in my official capacity as a manager. How long will dinner be?'

'It's ready now if you'd like to take a seat at the table. Would you care for a glass of wine?'

'You just focus on serving up the food Kat,' Nicola spoke, telling my wife what to do in her own kitchen. 'I'm sure your dutiful husband won't mind serving up the drinks.'

Kat gave me a tight lipped, apologetic smile; once again causing waves of guilt and shame to course through my body. The only reason I had been told to fix the drinks was that it provided me with the opportunity to spike my wife with whatever the fuck Nicola had given me; I suspected some form of sleeping pill, but you just never knew with this woman.

Nicola seated herself at the table while I took the bottle of wine and three glasses to the counter opposite to where my wife was working. I hesitated momentarily with the pills, toying with the idea of using them to spike Nicola's drink. Fun though it may be to thwart whatever sadistic plans she had for the evening, I knew that it would only spell disaster in the long run. Praying forgiveness from a God I don't even believe in, I quickly pulled the pills apart and tipped their powdered contents into my wife's glass of white wine, swilling the glass around until the powdered contents dissolved. No turning back now.

We sat and ate dinner, my wife is a fantastic cook and I made sure to compliment her on this through the meal. Nicola responded to each of my compliments with a quiet, but obvious scoff, causing my wife to flush deeply with embarrassment at the whole situation. Conversation was hardly free flowing, despite how much Kat tried to engage Nicola in conversation. Most questions were met with one word replies and any attempt to strike up rapport was rebuffed. It wasn't until halfway through Kat's rich, chocolate mousse dessert that I noticed any effect from the drugged wine.

'What do... err...' Kat mumbled, spoon hovering halfway from bowl to mouth, 'you ummm... thhhhhink of... ummm... mousse?' She managed to eventually slur out some semblance of a question.

'Dan, help your wife to a place she can lay down,' Nicola said as she dabbed at her mouth with a napkin, unfazed by my wife's sudden change. I looked helplessly at Kat, then across at Nicola.

'Do it quickly, unless you wish for her to pass out in here and fall from her chair.' I let my spoon clatter back down and jumped to my feet, helping Kat from her seat just as she dropped her own spoon and its contents onto the floor.

'Feel... dizzy,' Kat slurred as I helped her up, easily taking her slim frame in my arms.

'It's okay honey,' I tried to soothe her. 'Let's just lie you down now.' I led her from the kitchen as she mumbled something unintelligible about chocolate mousse. She was fading fast, I knew there was no time to take her upstairs; instead we bumped through the door into the living room and I helped her across to the sofa.

'Is it over?' Kat asked, eyelids half-lidded and closing fast.

'It is,' I whispered back softly.

'Good...' she mumbled, 'fucking bitchhhhhhhh...' and with that she drifted off to sleep.

'I'm not sure if that's going to secure her position.' Nicola appeared at my shoulders and looked down upon my sleeping wife.

'Don't even lie,' I snapped, rounding on Nicola. 'There are no cutbacks, you know damn-well that this whole evening has been a set up to get to me.' I knew instantly that I had over-stepped the mark. I even cowered back after I had finished, expecting her to punch me. All she did was step closer to me and raise her eyebrow quizzically.

'Would you care to repeat any of that?' She asked, raising a perfectly plucked eyebrow.

'No Miss,' I replied, 'I'm sorry.'

'Your wife will be fine. They are strong sleeping pills; she will wake up in the morning without any ill effects. Does that set your little mind at ease?' She spoke with a mocking tone, as if admonishing a child. I nodded meekly. 'Good boy. Now, help her to get more comfortable.' I must have looked puzzled at this. 'Would you sleep in a dress and shoes?' she asked.

'No Miss,' I replied.

'Well, neither should your wife then.' Nicola spoke, mischief lighting up her eyes; 'remove her clothing.' I hesitated briefly. Nicola wouldn't allow it. 'Now,' she commanded, 'don't make this any worse for your wife than it has to be...' her eyes lit up, 'unless you want it to be?'

With shaking hands I began to undress my wife; she didn't stir, So deep was her sleep that she continued to snore as I first slid her shoes from her feet, and then gently turned her onto her side to unzip her dress. Pretty soon she was down to just a matching set of lace underwear. I watched, shocked as Nicola brazenly stroked the tip of her fingers down my wife's chest, tracing the shape of her breast, down to her smooth, flat abdomen, stopping just above the line of her panties. 'Your wife has a very attractive body.' She whispered as she circled her belly button with the tip of her index finger. 'Tell me, what do you like to do with her?'

'Sorry Miss?' I questioned, remembering to address Nicola correctly, hoping that this degradation of my wife would be as far as she would take it.

'It's a straight forward question.' She spoke, looking me in the eyes, 'how do you like to take her?' I hesitated, mind not even comprehending what I was being asked. 'Remove her bra.' She commanded. 'You will respond to questions I ask you.'

'I... I...' I tried to reason with her.

'Remove her bra, and her underwear, now.'

'Y...yes Miss... sorry' I didn't know what the next step would be, but I knew that I had better start doing what I was told. Nicola chewed her lip sensually as I rolled Kat on her side once again and unclasped her bra, then, gently as I could, slid her arms out and exposed her pert breasts to the cool air of the room. Her dark pink nipples stiffened with the exposure.

'She has beautiful nipples;' Nicola spoke as she rolled one between her thumb and forefinger. 'Do you like to suck on them?'

'Yes Miss,' I gasped.

'Show me.' I leaned in close and took my wife's nipple in my mouth, sucking on the familiar teat while Nicola massaged her soft, supple breast. 'See,' she whispered, 'punishment can be so enjoyable.' I wasn't sure what my wife would think about the situation, but she certainly wasn't wrong in terms of what my cock enjoyed; I knew I had to be careful not to explode again, who knew what she would do if I came without permission again.

'Now for the panties,' Nicola said as she gripped my chin and lifted my eyes to face her. 'Turn her round and place her legs on the floor.' I did as I was told, once again being as gentle as possible. 'Don't be such a pussy, nothing will wake her up until those pills wear off, trust me.' I knew what hesitation would cost me, so once she was in a sitting position on the couch I began to pull the flimsy underwear down her legs and quickly had my wife completely naked. 'Spread her legs.' I dutifully parted my wife's legs for her boss, revealing her pink lips and groomed mound, a neat landing strip of hair above the lips all that she allowed to grow.

'Now tell me,' Nicola said. 'What do you like to do to her?'

'Everything Miss.' I replied breathlessly.

'You need to be more specific,' she spoke as she stepped close to my wife and began to tickle the top and inside of her right thigh, fingers moving dangerously close to her sex. 'Does she like it when you lick her pussy?'

'Yes Miss.'

'Mmmm; I must confess, you did seem quite adept with your tongue earlier. Has she ever fucked your face like that?'

'No Miss.'

'Does she ever take charge of you like I do?'

'No Miss;' I replied, 'she likes to let me take control.'

'Ha,' Nicola scoffed. 'You, take control?' she was stroking her fingers now up and down my wife's exposed slit. 'She's weak then, just as I suspected. Just like you.' Nicola stopped stroking my wife. 'Tell me then;' she spoke as she gripped my iron hard cock through my trousers. 'Who would you most like to fuck right now?' She began to stroke me roughly through the material, causing me to moan. 'Look at your wife, spread on the sofa; you could fuck her so easily, just slip your cock inside of her and have your wicked way.' She licked my cheek possessively, whispering into my ear, 'so, who would you like to fuck right now?'

'You Miss,' I gasped, shocking myself at the honesty and sincerity in my reply.

'Strip.' I did as I was bid, removing my clothes in record time and standing naked in my living room. 'Sit down next to your wife' There was plenty of room on the sofa; I did what I was told, cock pointing directly to the ceiling. When I was seated I watched as Nicola slid her red dress up and over her plump body, revealing her full, round hips, delectable stomach and ripe, bra clad tits. She hadn't worn any underwear; I stared between her legs at the swollen, trimmed dark hairs, remembering how earlier she had forced my head between those legs to taste her sweet musk. Next came the bra. I watched with awe as she released her magnificent 36GGs, they swung heavily, free from their restraints, forming perfect teardrops on her chest.

'Your cock belongs to me now' Nicola said as she approached me on the sofa, pushing my legs together and standing over me.

'Yes Miss,' I gasped as she leaned in close to me, licking my lips, before forcing my mouth open and invading me; forcing her fat, juicy tongue to the back of my throat, her saliva mixing with my own. It wasn't a kiss as much as a declaration of possession; it caused my cock to throb, squeezing pre-cum from the tip.

'You may continue to fuck Kat,' she whispered as she gripped my cock and began to lower herself, closer and closer to the tip until I felt my head brushing against her fat, swollen pussy lips. 'But know that it is only with my permission.' She whispered.

'Yes Miss,' I replied, before adding 'thank you Miss.'

'Mmmmm, that's it slut.' She whispered as she finally allowed the head of my cock to enter her, sending waves of almost orgasmic pleasure coursing through my body. Slowly, inexorably, excruciatingly slowly she slid her pussy down the length of my cock, gripping it like a vice. 'Don't you fucking dare come.' She whispered as she took my nipple and twisted it, mixing pain with the pleasure.

'Oh God...' I whispered.

'Not God,' she replied as she filled herself with my cock and began to deliberately gyrate her clit against my pubic bone. 'Me.'

'Nicola...' I moaned, 'fuck...'

'Look at your wife,' she grabbed my head and forced me to look at my sleeping wife beside us; her slim, petite frame compared to Nicola's full, round body. 'Every time you fuck her you will think of me.'

'Yes Miss,' I gasped as I watched Nicola slide a hand between my wife's legs.

'She's dripping wet,' she gasped as she invaded Kat's most personal place; 'I bet that she'd do anything I asked her to, just like you. What do you think?'

'I don't know Miss,' I gasped as Nicola continued to fuck me, sliding my cock in and out of her tight wet pussy.

'Maybe we'll find out.' She said as she removed her finger from Kat's pussy and pushed it into my mouth, forcing me to taste her delicious juices. 'What would you think if I forced your wife's head between my legs?'

'Ohhh... Miss...' I moaned, orgasm approaching. I was determined to hold off, but Nicola's fucking was just too good.

'Answer me,' she repeated as she leant back on my cock and began to rub her clit.

'I would love it Miss.' I gasped, my mind being forced to mentally picture Nicola forcing Kat's head between her legs to worship at her pussy, to lap her juices and to swallow her come.

'I thought so,' she gasped as she lost control and sped up her fucking, sliding my cock in and out of her dripping wet snatch. She rubbed herself frenziedly as she approached orgasm, 'come inside of me,' she managed between gasps.

'Yes Miss,' I moaned as I allowed my orgasm to take over, shooting blasts of hot, creamy come deep inside as she rode my cock through orgasm, her pussy clamping and milking me for everything I had as she gasped her way through her own climax.

'Good little slut.' She whispered as I drifted in and out of sleep in a post-orgasmic bliss.

Chapter 5

Somehow, the rest of the weekend passed without further incident; Nicola told me to put my wife to bed and then said that I should enjoy the rest of my weekend, before leaving without another word. The next day, Kat couldn't believe what had happened to her, she felt that she must have passed out through exhaustion and her nervousness; I certainly wasn't about to correct her on any of that.

Soon enough though, Monday came back around. Kat was a bag of nerves as she left for work in the morning, I tried my best to pretend that I wasn't, but I just knew that something would be coming through the day.

Sure enough, just before eleven, I got a text through to my phone. It was from Nicola. There was only a web link contained in the message. Taking the hint I logged onto my laptop and typed the address into the bar. A webcam link opened up, it took me only a few seconds to realise where the camera was; I'd been in the office only a few days earlier, only this time the view was from above the desk, not below it. It must have been set up to notify her when I logged on, because she glanced down at the screen and gave a slight smirk, she didn't stop working though and quickly resumed her task, seemingly ignoring my presence.

There was a textbox available, but I resisted the temptation to send her a message, the subservient side of my personality telling me that if Nicola had wanted me to send her a message, she would have told me to send her one. Instead I simply watched. Watched as my wife's boss continued to work in her office for about 30 minutes; there was sound, but the only thing that came through was the occasional tapping at the keys on her computer. I couldn't look away however, for the same reason I didn't send the message; I'd not been given permission to do so. She was immaculately dressed and made up, as per usual, and the shirt she wore was tight enough to emphasise her tits and remain professional at the same time. I was aroused just sitting and watching her work, how did she hold such power over me? I was sure that every subtle lick of the lips or stretch that pressed her chest out was intended for me, she probably knew exactly the effect she was having. I both hated and (I reluctantly was beginning to accept) adored her for it.

'I know you're there, but just to be sure, type 'I'm here' on your keyboard.' Nicola finally spoke, still not glancing at the camera. I followed my instructions within a second. She allowed herself a self-satisfied little chuckle at that. The next thing I knew, the camera was being turned outwards from her desk, away from her and looking toward the chair set up in front of her desk. There was a brief period of disruption; I wasn't stupid, I knew that Kat was going to be called in and the disruption was more than likely Nicola making sure that the camera was hidden from sight so that Kat was unaware that I would be witnessing whatever was going to follow.

'Kathryn' Nicola's voice came through my speakers, 'my office.' A moment later my wife, dressed as she had been when I saw her only a couple of hours previously (loose blouse, pencil skirt, stockings) walked into view and stood awkwardly next to the swivel chair. She looked every bit as nervous as she had earlier.

'Sit,' directed Nicola; Kat sat. Nicola seemingly returned to her work. I watched my wife as she sat and twitched nervously in her chair, unsure of where to look or what to do with her hands. She kept crossing and uncrossing her legs as she shuffled uncomfortably. She looked directly at the camera a couple of times, so it must have been well hidden because she certainly didn't appear to notice its presence on the desk.

'So,' Nicola spoke, breaking the long silence, 'Saturday?'

'E...ex...excuse me?' Kat replied, stuttering. Nicola didn't respond. 'I mean, errr, I'm sorry that I, umm, had to go to bed early... I came over all faint.'

'Wise to leave one's husband unattended with another woman?' Came the quick fire response.

'Sorry?' spluttered Kat.

'You didn't make the best impression, let's be honest.' Nicola finally stopped tap, tap, tapping at the keyboard and must have finally turned to face Kat; the way she sat bolt upright suddenly in her seat told me as much. 'Why exactly should I keep you on here?'

'I need this job Nicola,' Kat pleaded; 'I'm sorry that you didn't enjoy Saturday. Tell me, please, what can I do to make you see how much I need this job?'

'Well, you can start by treating me with a little respect.' Kat looked blankly back, but I had an idea what Nicola was driving at. 'When did I actually give you permission to address me as Nicola?'

'I don't understand...' Kat whispered, clearly bewildered, but certainly not appearing like she was about to challenge Nicola in any way.

'You will call me Miss when you speak to me from now on.' Kat gave no response, but her head involuntarily shook. 'Is that clear?' Nicola raised her voice a little; this sent shivers down my spine and caused my cock to throb almost painfully.

'...y...y...yes.' Kat whispered finally.

'Yes what?' I could hear the smirk in her voice.

'Yes, Miss.'

'Good, good. That wasn't so hard was it? Now, let's get back to the business of whether I keep you on here or not. What, exactly, are you prepared to do to convince me?'

'Anything,' came the hesitant response, my wife wasn't stupid either, I'm sure she fully understood the ramifications of what she was saying here, '...Miss.'

'Tell me about your husband, does he have a nice cock?' Nicola repeated the question she had asked my wife on the day she had me pinned under her desk. Kat flushed a deep scarlet and seemed to shrink even further into the chair. She gave no response. 'Well, clearly you didn't mean anything that you just said. Why don't you just get out of here and stop wasting my time?'

'Yes,' she whispered, almost inaudibly.

'Yes what?'

'He has a nice...you know.'

'Say it.'

'...' she flushed even deeper, '...cock.'

'Good girl,' Nicola adopted her patronising school teacher voice, 'that wasn't so difficult, was it? Now, tell me what you like to do with it.'

Kat gripped at the arms of the swivel chair, her knuckles white as she began, in spluttered and unsteady tones, to talk about the things she liked to do to my cock. I had long since released myself from my jeans and felt myself, hard as an iron rod, pulse with every stroke as I listened to my wife confessing her sexual pleasures to her boss as she squirmed in her chair, her own breath coming short and unsteady.

'You're aroused,' Nicola stated. It wasn't a question and Kat made no attempt to challenge it. 'Is it because you're talking about your husband's cock? Or is it because you're talking about your husband's cock to me?'

'Both Miss,' came the meek reply.

'I'm going to give this instruction only once Kat,' Nicola spoke, matter of factly, 'and the way that you react will determine your future here, do you understand that?' Kat nodded. 'Okay then. I want you to strip down and masturbate.'

In shock I let go of my throbbing member and watched as events unfolded on the screen in front of me. Kat had tears of shame running down her face, but she only took a couple of seconds to begin following her boss' instructions. I watched as she stood shakily to her feet and removed her top and skirt, her eyes never leaving the floor. She stood there in her black matching set of underwear for a moment, possibly awaiting further instruction, but receiving none. I gasped as she eventually reached behind and unclasped her bra, allowing her perky little breasts to become free, her large nipples sticking up hard and true, a clear sign of her arousal. Then came the underwear, revealing herself nude save for her stockings for what she believed to be the first time.

I couldn't tear my eyes from the screen as I watched my naked wife sit back down on the chair and tenderly place a hand between her legs, still unable to look up; her hair fell in cascades around her face. God she looked beautiful as she sat there and began to gently stroke her pussy; I began to stroke myself in rhythm with her own.

'Mmmm,' Nicola murmured, 'I do so like it when people are obedient. Tell me, is your pussy wet?'

'Yes Miss,' my wife whispered, gasping softly at her own admission.

'Louder!'

'Yes Miss.' came the response, slightly louder. Nicola commanded her to part her legs to allow for a better view. My wife complied and gave her a view of her flower spread wide, her fingers running tender circles around her exposed clitoris.

'I want you to think about your husband's cock, but instead of your lips moving up and down its length, sucking and tasting it; I want you to picture mine. Is that clear?'

'Yes Miss,' Kat gasped, shuddering in her seat, eyes still looking down.

'That's it, faster now,' she began to give instructions and continued to describe the scene that had basically happened on Saturday night; Nicola sitting on my cock, her pussy working up and down its length, her pleasure, her climax, her orgasm; all the while, my wife continued to masturbate, now thrusting two fingers deep inside of herself.

My balls ached for release as I watched the scene before me; I watched as Kat's tits rose and fell with her breathing, her whole chest flushed; a sure sign that she was close to orgasm.

'Come for me slut,' Nicola berated her, 'come for me and admit that you want it to be my fingers inside of you right now.'

'Ohhhh fuck...' moaned Kat, writhing in ecstasy now. 'I want your fingers.'

'Respect, you slut!' Commanded Nicola, raising her voice as I felt my cum pulsing through my shaft.

'I want your fingers Miss,' wailed Kat as she came, violently in her boss' office, squirming in the seat as her pussy leaked all over the leather.

I saw stars as I shot my load, so powerful the jet that it splattered on the screen of the laptop; it throbbed and pulsed as I watched Kat riding her powerful orgasm under the watchful eyes of our shared Mistress.

God it was so fucked up...

Chapter 6

My heart pounded as I heard Kat's key turning in the lock. Then came the footsteps down the hall.

'Hi sweetheart,' I spoke as she walked into the room, my voice catching in my throat.

'Oh, ummm... hey.' replied Kat, unable to meet my eyes. A period of silence followed, both of us awkwardly standing in front of one another.

'Listen Kat,' I began hesitantly, 'there's something I need to talk to you about...'

'No, please, Dan,' she replied, 'can I speak first? I need to tell you something...'

'Well, well, well. Seems everyone wants to say something this evening.' Kat whipped around in shock at hearing Nicola's voice from the doorway. She stood there, bold as brass, one hand on her hip, the other resting on the frame of the door; eyebrows arched, wearing the lingerie that had started this whole fiasco, a pair of fishnet stockings and black, knee high boots.

'Huh. What are you doing here?' Kat asked in surprise.

'Is that any way to speak to your boss?' snapped Nicola. Kat looked at me, flushed and confused. I looked to the floor, unable to meet her imploring eyes. 'Your husband let me in, of course.'

'I don't understand what's going on.'

'Sit down on the sofa.' My wife did as she was told. I remained stood in the middle of the room, as I had not yet been addressed.

'Good,' she spoke as she walked into the middle of the room. 'I will forgive you for speaking to me disrespectfully; I imagine it was quite a shock to see me here.' Nicola turned to address me for the first time. 'Kneel.' She commanded. I obeyed without question. 'You see,' continued Nicola, 'after your little show in my office this afternoon, I came straight over to your house. Now that you have both made the right decision about your future, we can move forwards together.'

'What do you mean? Dan, what have you done? Why are you on the floor? What is all of this?'

'I did not give you permission to speak to him did I?' Nicola spoke, moving between me and Kat.

'Nicola...,' began Kat.

'Miss...' Replied Nicola. I couldn't see my wife, but I could sense her figuring out what was going on. A period of silence followed, I remained in a kneeling position, unable to make eye contact with my wife because of Nicola being between us, but also knowing that I couldn't bring myself to even if she wasn't. I somehow felt that this was all my felt anyway; if only I had been stronger in the first place, it might never have gotten to this stage.

'I'm sorry... Miss.' Came the eventual response from my wife.

'That's a good girl,' said Nicola, unable to hide the obvious glee in her voice. 'Now, let's have some fun shall we?' She moved and sat beside my wife on the sofa; there was plenty of room for them both, but she made sure to press herself into her side as she began to speak. 'Do you recognise this underwear set?'

'Yes Miss,' replied my wife, glancing across at her lingerie-clad employer to double check what she already knew.

'Then listen closely to the tale behind it.' And, with that, she began to tell her, in great detail about the first meeting in the restaurant, leaving out none of the finer details. My wife flushed, looked down, sobbed slightly and gasped softly at certain parts of the story, but at no point did she ask Nicola to stop. '...and that brings us to this afternoon, right after you had finished masturbating for me in the office.' Nicola turned to face Kat now, leaning in close to whisper in her ear. 'Remember how you came, just thinking about me sucking your husband's cock?' Kat let out an audible gasp at this, flushing at the memory. But she nodded, it was barely perceptible, but it was a definite nod. 'Strip.' Commanded Nicola, addressing me where I knelt for the first time.

I stood and removed my clothing, just as she had commanded. My cock throbbed and bobbed in the air when I removed my boxer shorts. Listening to Nicola recount the events of the previous couple of weeks had helped ensure that I was more than ready for this moment. She crooked her finger towards me, motioning for me to move closer. My heart thudded in my chest as I approached my wife and Mistress, fully nude and wholly aroused.

'Do you want me to suck your dick?'

'Yes Miss.' I gasped, unable to believe what I was saying. She grabbed me by the cock and pulled me closer, closer, closer. My dick throbbed, centimetres from my wife's face. With her other hand, she took my wife by the chin and lifted her head, forcing her to look at my member as she brought her mouth towards it, slowly, inexorably. Fireworks exploded in my mind as she planted a tender kiss on the aching tip with her full, red lips. I was desperate to thrust myself forwards, into her warm, wet throat, but knew that would be a bad idea. My knees trembled, almost buckling, as she extended her tongue and licked, long, slow and tender, from the base of my shaft, all the way to the tip of my penis.

Then, agonisingly, to my horror, she dropped my cock and smirked. 'If only this was all about you two and your twisted fantasies though.' She stood to her feet. 'No, this is all about mine. Follow me to your bedroom.'

In the bedroom, she lay herself down on mine and my wife's king sized bed. 'Remove my shoes and stockings, both of you.'

For the first time since Nicola had revealed herself downstairs, I made eye contact with Kat. There was definitely anger there... a lot of anger. Anger at me, anger at herself, anger at Nicola. But also, clearly there, not suppressed enough by the anger to be hidden from view, was the look that she got in her eyes when she was aroused... highly aroused.

'What are you waiting for?' Demanded Nicola.

Dutifully, I did as I was bid, removing Nicola's right shoe and rolling her fishnet stockings down her thick, smooth legs. I gasped as she pressed her toes hard up against my dick, wriggling them gently. 'Remember when I made you come with my feet under my desk Dan?' she asked.

'Yes Miss,' I replied, as precum seeped from the tip of my throbbing cock.

'Look at how hard he is,' Nicola addressed Kat, 'look at how much I turn him on.' She began to rub her foot up and down the length of my cock while my wife stood next to me, holding her other foot. 'Put my other foot on your husband's cock.' Kat hesitated, still possible looking for a way out of this situation, but eventually realising that there was none. She placed Nicola's foot on my cock, her fingers brushing up against my shaft as she did so. Nicola commanded her to kneel, before gripping me between her toes and slowly milking more precum from my aching member, using her big toe to circle around the head.

'Open wide,' she said, pressing her toe up against my wife's lips. 'Taste your husband on my toe.' I watched as my wife opened her mouth, allowing Nicola to press her toe inside her mouth, rubbing my juices on her tongue before going back for more and repeating the process. It was almost too much for me. I felt my cock beginning to pulse and twitch in much the same way it does just before I blow my load. 'Don't you fucking dare,' Nicola said, gripping my cock tightly at the base between her toes, sending a jolt of agonising, throbbing pain shooting through my body, preventing an orgasm and prolonging the torture. 'Go and sit on the chair and get control of yourself.'

As I sat down, Nicola stood to her feet and over my wife. Kat remained kneeling, unable to look up at her boss for the shame, having just licked my precum from her toes. 'You love being told what to do don't you?' Nicola said, gently stroking my wife's long, silky hair. 'I think that now we've established this, there will be no further need for any silliness at work.'

'Th...thank you Miss,' whispered Kat, almost inaudibly, but still, it caused Nicola to almost swell with satisfaction.

'Good girl,' she spoke, standing over Kat now, her panty-clad pussy in front of her face. 'I think you deserve a treat for this.' I watched as she slowly slid a hand down, into her pants and began to finger herself in my wife's face, her free hand holding Kat's head firmly in position in front of her crotch. 'Taste me,' she commanded, pulling her hand out and pressing it into Kat's lips. She gasped as my wife willingly opened her mouth and began to lick and suck at her fingers. This seemed to tip Nicola over the edge a little; I watched as she roughly pulled my wife to her feet and then ripped her blouse off, buttons flying across the room. Kat stood submissively as her boss quickly and deftly undressed her, in moments removing her bra and pulling down her skirt, underwear and stockings in one swift movement. The next thing I knew, Kat was tossed roughly onto the bed. Nicola removed the rest of her clothing and I watched in awe as her thick frame mounted my wife on the bed, sitting on her face.

'Ohhh fuck,' gasped Nicola as she grabbed my wife's hair and began to grind her pussy on her face. 'Don't just lay there slut, stick that tongue inside.' She looked across at me and laughed. 'Look at how hard you are watching me fuck your wife's face. Don't you wish it was your face under my pussy?'

'Yes Miss,' I replied honestly.

'I want her squirming,' she gasped, motioning for me to join them on the bed. She lifted herself from Kat briefly in order to turn her body around, positioning herself reverse cowgirl on my wife's face before resuming her smothering and grinding. I briefly saw Kat's face, coated in Nicola's slickness and it was almost enough to make me blow my load. There was no time to appreciate the mental image though, because a moment later Nicola had grabbed me by the head and was forcing me down between my wife's legs. I could smell her muskiness, remembering her masturbation session in Nicola's office earlier that day. Then I was pressed, hard, into my wife's dripping wet pussy, Nicola roughly ground my face into Kat's clit, causing her to squirm and wriggle at the sensation.

'Mmmmm,' gasped Nicola, 'your wife is really into this.' I lapped at her juices in between having my face forced hard into her entrance; 'her tongue is so fucking deep. She's such a good little slut.' Nicola pulled my face out from between Kat's legs and forced me to look at her. 'How do you feel, seeing your good girl little wife treated like my little whore?'

'I love it Miss,' I gasped honestly.

'I'm going to cum,' she moaned, 'watch me cum all over her pretty little face.' I watched as her face contorted and she squirmed from side to side of Kat's face, forcing me once more between her legs to taste my wife. I felt my wife's legs tighten as she squirmed and wriggled under Nicola's weight. I was unsure because her face was buried between her boss' legs; but I was almost certain that she was climaxing herself as Nicola came all over her face.

I tried to imagine how twisted the scene would look to an outsider at that moment. A husband with his head buried between his wife's legs is nothing unusual; but when you add a thick-bodied female dominatrix to the mix, pulling the strings and riding the wife's face to orgasm, it suddenly became a whole lot weirder.

But there was no time to reflect on anything really, as the train kept on rolling with Nicola well and truly behind the wheel. Coming down finally from her climax, she rolled to the side of Kat on the bed and looked down at my wife, panting for breath, flushed, sweating and coated in Nicola's pussy juices.

'Your wife is such a dirty little slut Dan,' she smiled mischievously over at me. 'I think you need to clean her up a touch.'

'What do you mean?' Nicola simply raised an eyebrow at me. 'I mean, please explain Miss.'

'Lick my pussy juice from your wife's face!' I had no time to respond to the prompt because Nicola had already taken the initiative from me. Grabbing a handful of my hair, she pressed me hard against Kat's face. I stuck out my tongue as commanded and began to lap the sweet nectar that coated her entire face. Before I knew it, we were kissing. Caught up in the throes of passion, Kat began to swirl her own tongue around mine, all of our juices beginning to combine in a sweet, heady mix. Without even thinking about it, I had begun to hump against my wife who was responding in kind. The next thing I knew, I felt my entire length sliding deep into Kat; she moaned and writhed in response as I began to grind my cock into her pussy, gasping as we continued to kiss.

We were completely oblivious to the fact that Nicola had left the scene for a moment, allowing us to get carried away and caught up with our frantic fucking. However, that all came crashing down as I felt an impact that sent white hot flashes of pain shooting through my body. The source of the pain became quickly clear when Nicola raised the paddle and brought it down with a solid 'thump' for a second time, straight across my ass. I rolled off of Kat in agony and fell completely off of the bed. Looking up, I saw Nicola standing over me, wooden paddle in one hand, her other hand wrapped around a long, thick, strapon cock that she had obviously been away fitting while me and Kat fucked.

'Who said you could fuck her?' Nicola demanded to know, bending down and gripping my cheeks forcefully.

'Nobody Miss.' I replied, not wanting another whack from the paddle. 'I'm sorry.'

'I'm the one doing the fucking,' she said as she roughly manhandled my wife, flipping her over onto her stomach and pulling her to the edge of the bed. 'I'm going to give her a real cock.' As she spoke, she was guiding the rubber cock to my wife's entrance. It must have been 9 inches long and as thick as a can of pop. She pressed it up hard against Kat's pussy, causing her to gasp and grunt with surprise. She might have even tried to wriggle away, but Nicola had hold of her, stopping her from going anywhere.

'Watch,' Nicola grunted, grabbing me by the hair and pulling me to within inches of Kat's pussy. I gasped as the thick, rubber head slowly parted my wife's pink lips. Nicola began to ease herself inside of her; pulling back every few inches in order to let me see how slick the shaft was with her juices. 'You like watching me fuck your wife don't you?' Nicola said, looking down at me. I met her eyes and nodded honestly.

For the next few minutes, I watched, enraptured, as Nicola fucked Kat from behind; listening to my wife moan as her boss penetrated her time and time again with her thick, rubber dick. Nicola commanded me to suck Kat's toes while she fucked her. She berated me as I worshipped my wife's feet; my cock throbbed for release, but I loved every sordid second of it; my mistress fucking my wife, causing her to orgasm repeatedly on her prosthetic phallus.

'On the bed you fucking pussy!' Nicola commanded as she pulled out of my now almost broken wife. I did as I was bid, laying on my back in the middle of the bed. Nicola then positioned Kat doggy style over my prone body; my aching, throbbing cock pressed up against her stomach. Nicola followed, climbing on top of Kat and pressing her down hard onto me as she slid into her once again from behind. Kat's face pressed into my own, but Nicola grabbed a handful of her hair and lifted her face up. 'Tell him how good it feels,' she commanded Kat.

'Unngghh,' my wife gasped as Nicola drove into her again and again. 'It feels so fucking good Miss.'

'Look at your husband while I fuck you,' she again commanded. Kat and I made eye contact; I could see how lost she was to lust, her eyes were misted over, all that consumed her was the thick rubber cock pounding away at her battered pussy. I kissed her passionately, grinding my dick into her stomach, aching for release of my own. Kat's pussy gushed on me as Nicola continued her relentless abuse.

'My turn,' gasped Nicola finally as she pulled herself out of my wife with a wet plop. She pushed Kat aside and pulled her rubber cock to one side before sitting herself down on my length. I gasped in ecstasy as Nicola sat on me. She rubbed the length of her rubber dick, coating her fingers in my wife's slick juices before forcing her fingers into my mouth. I sucked hungrily at her fingers, trying to do anything to prolong my own inevitable orgasm.

'Don't you fucking come,' Nicola commanded through gasps as she ground herself onto my member, bringing herself closer to orgasm, squeezing her tits and rubbing her big round belly. 'You,' she commanded my dazed and almost dozing wife, 'get here and lick my asshole!' Kat crawled around and began to worship Nicola's ass as she continued to bounce up and down on my dick.

'Ohhh fuck,' she gasped, 'stick that tongue deep,' Nicola leaned over and began to lick and nibble my cheeks, pressing me down into the bed further.

'Can I come Miss?' I gasped.

'Beg,' she whispered into my ears as she continued to fuck me.

'Please,' I gasped, 'please Miss.' She grunted and groaned as she lost control of herself, bursting a dam somewhere inside and releasing a torrent of her own juices that came spurting out around my cock. My head was spinning and I was sure I was going to either ejaculate or pass out. 'Pleeeease,' I gasped through gritted teeth.

'Now,' she gasped in the throes of her own climax. Finally, I exploded inside of her, blasting wave after endless wave deep inside of her pussy. I flashed in and out of consciousness as I emptied my seed deep into Nicola as she continued to ride her own orgasm on my spasming member.

Finally spent, Nicola climbed off of me. I almost instantly felt myself drifting off to sleep. I tried to fight it, knowing that there was so much to talk about, but found that the harder I seemed to try, the deeper I seemed to doze. Before I even knew it, my eyes were closed and I was drifting deeper and deeper into a long and well earned slumber.

Epilogue

I awoke with a start god knows how long later. Hours possibly. The first thing I realised was that Kat was next to me, awake already. Nicola was not to be seen anywhere.

'Ummm, hi,' I said sheepishly, not really able to make eye contact with her after everything that had happened.

'Yeah,' replied Kat in the same tone. She was holding a piece of paper in her hands and she passed it to me. It was from Nicola, obviously.

'You both belong to me now,' it read. 'Go about your business as usual. I'll be in touch. Miss H'

'So, what do we do now?' I asked.

'Well,' replied Kat, 'you've read what it says.'

''And you're happy with that?' I asked, looking across at her for the first time; thinking of how I sucked her toes while watching Nicola slamming into her, of how she was forced to lick Nicola's ass while she bounced up and down on my cock. I felt the first stirrings of an erection. Kat reached across and took me in her hand, causing me to stiffen instantly.

'Does this answer your question?' she asked, as her head disappeared under the desk.


Spanked By My Neighbor

Jeremy Bauer had just wrung the doorbell at his next door neighbor's house. He'd been home from college for one day, and was eager to see his friend Steve. Jeremy's mother told him that Steve had been home for about a week. He and Steve had been best friends since elementary school, but hadn't seen each other since Christmas.

Steve's mother, Ellen Jackson, opened the door, grinned at him and said, "Jeremy, it's so good to see you." She hugged him quickly and invited him in.

They stood in the entry way and exchanged some small talk. Of interest for both of them was Jeremy's upcoming 20th birthday party. Both families were planning to celebrate, but even though he tried to get some clues out of Mrs. Jackson, Jeremy had no luck. "You'll just have to wait," she said, "I've been sworn to secrecy by your mother. If I let anything out, I'll be banished from the neighborhood for a year."

Giving up, Jeremy asked about Steve. "He's gone fishing with his father for the day, and they won't be back till late tonight."

"Well, I don't want to bother you any longer," Jeremy said as he started for the door.

"Don't think I'm going to let you go so soon," Mrs. Jackson said, "I've just finished a batch of chocolate chip cookies, and I want you to sit down and talk to me some more."

Not wanting to go home to an empty house, he agreed to stay. His parents were out shopping, and wouldn't be back till dinner. Jeremy sat at the kitchen table, while Mrs. Jackson brought a plate of cookies for them. She then got milk from the refrigerator, and glasses from the cupboard. Rejoining him at the table, she asked lots of questions about how his year in college had gone.

After he'd given her a complete update, he said, "I'd almost forgotten how good your cookies are." He then stuffed another one in his mouth before finishing off his milk.

It was now his turn to ask about things in the neighborhood since he'd left. She told him about old Mr. Potter who had locked himself out of his house without his glasses, and how the girl scouts had sold a case of cookies to Mrs. Fletcher, who had them sold them at her garage sale.

Their conversation quickly turned to experiences their families had shared over the years, both happy and sad. It was during this time that Jeremy's mind began to wander as he looked at Mrs. Jackson. He'd probably spent as much time in this house as he had his own, but there was something special about this house, and she was sitting right in front of him.

Steve's mother had always treated him well, but during his teen years Jeremy had become acutely aware of her physical attributes. She was about the same age as his mother, but a little taller, with longer, brownish hair. Her breasts seemed to bounce more, and her hips always invited him to look at them. Every now and then she'd give him a hug, or a quick peck on the cheek, and his insides would turn back flips. There was never any overt sexuality on her part, but there had been times when just being close to her had raised his temperature in ways that no one else ever had.

Their discussion turned when she brought up the time when he and Steve had been caught with a six pack of beer. They'd both been 15 at the time, and had tried their first beers in the bushes between the houses. Jeremy's mother had found them, and yelled at them for a few minutes before taking Steve home herself.

Jeremy explained that he'd been grounded for a week because of that. He then said, "Funny, now that I think about it, I did see Steve doing chores in the backyard from my window, and if I remember right, he walked around rather stiffly then."

"Well, that's because I blistered his butt right after your mother left," she said. "I know your parents don't believe in that type of punishment, but it's the way that I was raised, and he hasn't had a beer since."

"Really," Jeremy said, "I thought I'd gotten the worst of it because I couldn't watch tv for a week."

"Nope," Mrs. Jackson said, "Our Stevie couldn't sit down for about three days after that session."

"Not to get too nosy about this," Jeremy asked, "but didn't it hurt your hand too?"

"I never let it get that far," she answered. "You see, we'd start with a bare bottom spanking, but I'd use the switch at the end as a final reminder."

Mystified, Jeremy said, "He never told me about that." He then went on, "You don't still have the switch, do you?"

"Oh yes we do," she replied. "We haven't had to use it for a long time, but every now and then I bring it out just to make sure that he listens when I'm talking."

Mrs. Jackson then got up from the table, and went toward the back of the house. She returned rather quickly holding the switch.

"That looks like it could hurt a lot," was all Jeremy could muster.

"That's the point of it," Mrs. Jackson replied. "Surprisingly, this is the same one that my father used on me when I was growing up. I have to admit that it's much better being the spanker, than the spankee."

Jeremy was at a loss for words at this point. He looked at the switch, then at Mrs. Jackson, with a slightly curious look on his face.

Picking up on this, Mrs. Jackson said, "I know that you were grounded for a whole week, but I still don't think that your punishment was satisfactory in light of what Stevie went through."

Realizing that this was something he really wanted to experience, Jeremy looked at Mrs. Jackson and said, "You're right, I was not properly punished, and I can only ask you to spank me like I should have been back then."

"Well, young man," she said, "I do believe that this spanking has been a long time coming."

She put the switch down on the kitchen table, picked up one of the chairs and carried it into the living room. Jeremy followed until he saw her put the chair down. She then sat down, and looked at Jeremy. Then, raising her right hand, she beckoned him to her with her index finger.

He was about to kneel over her lap when she said, "First things first, I want you to take off your shoes." Not really knowing why she'd made this request, he just complied with it.

Jeremy stood up after getting the second shoe off, and then was somewhat surprised when Mrs. Jackson reached out, and began unbuckling his belt. "I told you that this was to be a bare bottom spanking," she said in a rather stern tone. Then she unbuttoned his pants button, and lowered the zipper.

When she pulled his pants down, he had to put his left hand on her shoulder for balance as he stepped out of them. With both hands, she then lowered his shorts about halfway down his thighs. "This will keep you from kicking too much," she said.

Jeremy was a complete loss for words. In a very short period of time, he was now standing in front of a woman he had long fantasied about, with his penis completely exposed. It was at this point that she helped him onto her lap.

Jeremy was now intensely aware of his predicament. He had his butt side up to a woman whom he'd been sexually attracted to for that last 10 years. Also due to the fact that Mrs. Jackson was wearing a short skirt, his semi flaccid penis was now in direct contact with her bare thighs.

He didn't have much time to think about this because she began spanking him, harder than he expected. It didn't take him very long before his butt cheeks started to sting. After about the tenth spank, he began to grunt as her hand made contact with his ass. He lost count around 25, about the same time that his eyes began to water.

All at once, she stopped, and he could hear her breathing hard. "That's a good start," she said, "but we still have a ways to go before I give you the switch."

When she started spanking again, she spoke to him in a very harsh tone, scolding him with each spank. "I hope" whack "you"smack "realize" whack "that I'm" smack "only" whack "doing this" smack "because" whack "you" smack "were" smack "such" whack "a bad" smack "bad" whack "BAD" smack smack "LITTLE BOY!" whack.

Jeremy was almost as his end of his endurance. The pain he was enduring was worse than anything he'd ever felt. He was way past watery eyes; he was crying and taking deep breaths. He wasn't even aware of the fact that he was kicking his constrained legs during that entire session.

What he never expected was how hard his cock would become. The movement of his body against Mrs. Jackson's thighs had a tremendous effect on his penis, and he was very sure that his explosive climax wasn't far off.

He was relieved that she had stopped spanking, but also frustrated that he was so close cuming without an end in sight. It was at this point that Mrs. Jackson said, "I think it's time that we finish with the switch."

"Oh," he thought, "I'm not sure that I can take any more."

She helped him up, and while she saw his fully erect penis, she made no reference to it. He gently rubbed his sore ass while she moved the chair back to the table, only to return with the switch.

"Now since this is your first time," she began, "you'll only get five with the switch." She then placed her hand in the small of his back and said, "Please bend forward, and put your hands on your knees."

He couldn't see clearly because there were still tears in his eyes, and he was only beginning to control his snuffling, but was also very aware of the pain to come. In fact, if he thought that it might help, he could have asked her to stop, but he decided to complete the punishment for nothing else but his manly pride.

Mrs. Jackson didn't use her whole arm to swing the switch, because she didn't have to. It didn't weigh much, but being made of bamboo, it was very strong. She really only had to flick her wrist, and the switch made crisp contact with his butt.

Jeremy heard the switch as it whistled through the air. He clenched his ass cheeks in fear, but was not totally prepared for the excruciating pain he was to feel. The first strike instantaneously caused his eyes to fill with tears again.

The second strike followed very soon afterward, caused him to sob heavily.

"Now we're almost done," Mrs. Jackson said, "If you stay still, this will be over sooner." Her voice was surprisingly tender for someone who was engendering so much agony on his part.

Determined to last through the fifth, Jeremy steadied himself for the third strike. This time she was able to hit the exact same spot as the second strike. His pain level increased, and he couldn't keep still. Instinct made him bend and unbend his knees in an effort to reduce the pain.

When he regained a modicum of composure, Mrs. Jackson gave him his fourth strike. This time she hit a new spot, and he was able to keep from yelling.

"Only one more," she said in a most disconcertingly calm tone. Then she gave him his last strike.

Jeremy was able to keep his hands on his knees, but now he was sobbing uncontrollably.

She patted him on his back and said, "There, I'm proud of you. You've really been very brave through all of this."

Now that it was over, Jeremy attempted to stand up, but Mrs. Jackson quickly told him to "Stay put, I'll be right back."

He heard her walk out of the room, only to return a few seconds later. "I know that hurt a lot, so now I'll try to relieve some of the pain," she said. Mrs. Jackson had gone for a tube of hand cream. He heard her open the tube, and put some on her hands. The next thing Jeremy heard, although he was afraid to look back, was her rubbing the cream on her hands.

She then began to gently apply the lotion to his very sore ass cheeks. While it was cooling the intense pain on his ass, this procedure wasn't reducing the size of his penis. Over the next few minutes, she continued to massage his cheeks, but at one point, the thumb of her right hand grazed against his asshole. An involuntary shudder went through his body that she could not miss. She followed this up by letting her left thumb touch the same spot. Jeremy shuddered again, and also added a slight "ooh" that time.

Mrs. Jackson stopped the massage, and applied another squirt of lotion to the fingers of her right hand. Then she did something that Jeremy did not expect. She carefully separated his ass cheeks with her left hand, and slowly inserted the index finger of her right hand in his rectum. This caused an instantaneous reaction as he let out a much longer "oooooohhhhhh," and eased himself back toward her. She quickly had her whole finger up his ass, and was able to stroke his prostate.

Jeremy had no idea why this was happening to him, but his penis was now harder than it had ever been. While he knew he couldn't move his hands without a say so from Mrs. Jackson, he did utter a soft "please."

Mrs. Jackson chuckled at this request, then said in a light tone, "Since you asked politely." She continued to massage his prostate with her right finger, but then she reached around him with her left hand, and gently grabbed his balls.

"Oooohhhhh yyyyeeeaaaahhhh," was all that Jeremy could say as he reached a new level of pleasure. At this moment it occurred to him that the woman who had taken some very interesting trips through his imagination, was now handling him in a most erotic manner. He may have dreamed of this type of thing happening to him, but never had he believed that this might actually take place.

Mrs. Jackson then said, "So big boy, does this feel good?"

All Jeremy could do was moan pleasurably.

After a few minutes of rubbing, she released his balls only to grasp his penis with her four fingers, and caress the tip of his dick with her thumb. Jeremy couldn't help himself, he began moving his hips in what can only be described as a fucking motion. Slowly, but ever so surely, Mrs. Jackson was working him toward the biggest release of his life.

"That's it honey," she said, "you're almost there." At the same time she removed her index finger from his ass for a short second so that she could insert her index and middle fingers in the same spot, both of which were able to stroke his prostate. She also increased the pressure on his penis by tightening her grip.

This was as much as Jeremy could take. With one final thrust of her fingers, he yelled, "FUCK MEEEEEE" and came with four fabulously strong ropes of cum. They just missed his chin, and landed about four feet in front of him on the floor. She continued to milk his penis until it started to deflate, at which point she also removed her fingers from his rectum.

"You can stand up now," she told Jeremy. She came around his side and looked at the large amount of cum that he had deposited on the floor. She then said, "Well, it looks like we have a little clean up work before everyone gets home."

She left to go to the kitchen, and returned with a wash cloth to clean him, as well as the floor. He thought that she might wipe off his dick for him, but he was amazed at what she did next. Without saying a word, she knelt in front of him, and put his dick in her mouth.

It was only there for a split second, but when she released him from her mouth, she grinned and said, "Now, I think that you should take a shower." She then winked at him and said, "I kind of hope we can do this again sometime."


My Wife Straps Up

It’s amazing how hard it is to think logically when you’re horny. I had the house to myself for the entire morning, a rarity anymore, and I was finally able to spend plenty of time in front of the computer searching my favorite porn sites. On a day like this, when I know my wife will be gone for hours and there is no chance of being disturbed, I like to take my time with things. I grab my lube, strip down and watch video after video, browse through stories, look at pictures, and try to make my pleasure last as long as possible.

Of course, the longer this time lasts, the more I begin to indulge my dirtier fetishes. Things always start relatively tame. Traditional guy on girl. Then some lesbian porn. Then group sex. And on and on it goes. And then I get to my biggest fetish, the one I try to hold out on. The one I never shared with the women I dated. Strap-on sex.

No, not girls using strap-ons on each other. Girls strapping-on guys. I don’t know why, but from the very first time I stumbled upon one of these videos, I was hooked. And as I watched more of these videos, I experimented a little by myself. Trying a finger here. A second finger there. Then a vibrator. When I was single and lived alone I even owned a slim dildo that, on rare, deprived occasions, I would use on myself.

On days like this I would think to myself, “I should find a girl to actually do this to me. I need to find out what it actually feels like to have someone else in control.”

I had a website saved where I had in the past bought videos and the other small toys. I would get extremely horny watching these videos and go to the site. I would scan through the pictures of strap-on dildos they had for sale. But as soon as I found one I was interested in, I would come to my senses and close the page without ordering.

But today, something was different today. I had reached the point of no return, apparently. Maybe it was that it had been so long since I had this amount of free time to spend looking at porn. Maybe I had thought about this fantasy for too long and my subconscious got tired of wondering. But for some reason today, as I found a strap-on set I was interested in, I didn’t close the browser. Instead, I clicked “Add to Cart.” And then I completed the purchase. It was so fast and easy since my credit card information was saved from past purchases. And from there I went about my browsing and finished my alone time.

Of course, once back to my senses, reality hit me. I just purchased a strap-on dildo and had it shipped to my house. The house where I lived with my wife! How would I explain this to her? As I began to calm down I realized this could be OK. I worked from home. I could easily grab the package as soon as it arrived and have it hidden before my wife got home from work. With that realization, I wiped the figurative sweat from my brow and went back to enjoying my Saturday.

Unfortunately, panic set back in Monday morning as I logged into my work calendar to see what I had to work on for the week. The reminder popped up that I was traveling this week for work! From Wednesday through Friday, I would be in New York!

The next two days I was a bundle of stress. Every car that passed by the house I hoped was the UPS man with my package. But Wednesday morning came, it was time to head for the airport, and no delivery had been made. My wife assumed the obvious nerves I was displaying were due to an anxious flyer. If she only knew. And she would probably know soon enough. Even if she didn’t open the package, she would surely ask me what it was when I returned home.

I could hardly focus on work while I was gone. I spent nearly the entire trip imagining the shocked and disgusted reaction on my wife’s face as she opened the package. I thought through lies I could tell if she just asked what it was. I could tell her it was a gift I bought for her, but why? Her birthday wasn’t coming up. Neither was our anniversary or Christmas. So why would I buy her something and then not let her open it? I was screwed, and not in the way I hoped when I made the purchase.

The agonizing trip finally came to an end and I was on my way home from the airport. As I made the drive, I actually wished the trip had been extended. I still didn’t know how to deal with this situation.

I walked into the house and prepared for the worse. I was greeted at the door, however, not by an angry, upset wife, but by a smiling one. She gave me a big hug and a kiss and asked the normal “How was your trip?” questions. As I carried in my bags and engaged in conversation, I looked around the house. No box.

Had it not come? Did it not ship yet? Was it lost in the mail? Who cares?! A feeling of relief came over me. My surprise purchase was not discovered and this could remain my little secret. The next day I went back to life as normal and figured I would grab the package when it came next week. Thank God!

That night, my wife and I climbed into bed for the evening. It wasn’t unusual for us to make love on Saturday nights, so when she leaned over and planted a sexy kiss on me, I thought nothing of it. I welcomed the kiss and slid my hand slowly up her side and rested it on her breast. As we continued to fool around, my wife moved and positioned herself on top of me. And as she slid her hips down just a little bit to put her pelvis on mine, that’s when it hit me. There was a bulge in her pants just as there was on in mine!

She knew instantly that I realized what was going on. I completely froze as her hands quickly moved from my chest to my wrists and “pinned me down.” I could have easily pushed her off of me, but in that moment I couldn’t move. Maybe I didn’t want to move?

She broke off the kiss and looked me right in the eyes. “You know what that is, right?” I nodded my head in the affirmative.

“Did you not think I’d receive the shipment this week?” she asked.

“I forgot about my work trip when I bought it,” I answered honestly.

“Has anyone ever used one of these on you before?”

“No. I’ve seen videos online and get turned on, but I’ve never told anyone about my fetish.”

“When were you going to tell me about this desire?”

“Maybe never. I don’t know.”

“Well, here’s the thing. I was fairly upset when I first opened the box. I was ready to yell and scream at you. I almost called you to yell. But then I thought more about it and how we have fallen into a bit of a rut sexually. So I went on your computer and searched your browsing history – you really should clear that some time, by the way – and watched a couple of the videos. And I got pretty turned on by the idea of being in control.”

I cleared my throat as she spoke.

“So here’s what is going to happen. Whether you ever thought this was going to happen or not, it is. Tonight. Right now. For the rest of the night, however long I want it to last, you are my bitch. You will do whatever I say. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” I meekly replied.

“Good. We will begin.” And she moved off of me and stood up. She turned the lights on – she always left the lights off for sex, but apparently she wanted us both to see this! – and looked me in the eye as she removed her shirt. Her wonderful, large breasts were exposed in all their glory. She then reached down to her shorts and hooked her fingers around the elastic band. My eyes followed her hands and saw the bulge. I watched as she slowly slid her shorts down her long, slender legs and the dildo came into view.

Once the shorts were past her “member” and ass, she simply dropped them to the ground. As she stared ahead at me, the clear plastic dildo was exposed. I stared at the strap-on as it protruded from my wife’s hips.

“What do you think? I hope you like it.”

“It looks great,” I replied, partially to humor her, but mainly because I thought it honestly did.

“Stand up and take off your clothes.”

I stood up and pulled my t-shirt over my head and dropped my own shorts. My own penis, which had hardened when she started fooling around and went flaccid in fear when I felt the bulge initially, had now completely returned.

“Well, it looks like you are interested in what I have to offer.”

Then her tone turned. “On your knees, NOW!” she commanded.

I instinctively obeyed and sunk into a kneeling position in front of my wife. She took one small step toward me and left the phallus dangling in front of me. I stared at it a second and then looked up at her.

She smiled at me and then said, “You know what to do, slut. Don’t make me tell you.”

I reached out slowly, grabbed her “penis” and opened my mouth. The strap-on slid across my tongue and I closed my lips.

“Oh yeah, baby, that feels soooo good,” she said, repeating what I said the few times she sucked my cock.

As my mouth got used to the size of the member inside of it, I began bobbing my head back and forth it. My wife slipped her hand around the back of my head and controlled my motions as I sucked her off. I was entranced. The more I sucked, the more I enjoyed it. I quickened my pace and let more and more slide in. I reached down and started to stroke my cock, but I was quickly reprimanded by my wife and told not to touch myself unless given permission.

Then I felt pressure being applied to the back of my head and my throat at the same time.

“That’s it, just open your throat. It’s OK, bitch.”

She was making me deep throat her cock. She worked patiently, easing in a bit more each time as my throat opened. After a few minutes, the entire 7 inches were down my throat, the base resting against my face and she held it there. She slowly backed her hips away and let the strap-on slide out. And just as I thought I was getting a reprieve, she pushed back in; faster this time. She began fucking my throat as drool escaped my mouth and my eyes began to widen. I had always wanted to do this and never been able to and here she was doing it to me the first time I “sucked cock.” No breaking me in easily here! Finally, she eased the cock out without warning. It left my mouth with a “pop” as I continued to try to suck more.

“You’re a good little whore, baby. Now get on the bed and lay on your back.”

My wife climbed onto the bed after me, remaining on her knees, strap-on still protruding forward. She reached into the drawer of her nightstand and removed a tub of lube.

“Every little bitch deserves to have her cherry popped in the missionary position,” she said as she squeezed lube onto her fingers. “And everyone doing the popping deserves to get to watch her face as she’s entered.”

She leaned forward and dangled her breasts in front of my face and told me to suck her nipples. I preferred to think she was being nice with a subtle reminder that she was, in fact, a woman, but it was more likely in the interest of her own pleasure.

“Oh, and lift your legs to your chest.”

As my mouth once again began to suck, this time on a woman’s breasts, I felt the cold lube on my wife’s fingers hit my anus. She circled my hole a couple of times to smear the lube around and then I felt her index finger slide inside of me.

My ass tightened but she stayed persistent and kept penetrating me. Eventually my hole unclenched and I felt her stop the finger as just the tip was left in. I could then feel her middle finger touch my rim and soon joined the index finger inside my ass. This felt wonderful! I was used to a couple fingers from my own private play and it was all I could do to not touch my penis. It was throbbing in desire for attention. Eventually a third finger was inserted to continue my loosening and I continued sucking her fabulous tits. After a few minutes, the finger slid out and her breast was removed from my hungry lips.

I watched as my wife grabbed the lube again and poured some on her strap-on.

“Enough loosening, it’s time to get your little ass fucked, slut.”

This was it, the fantasy was about to come true. I was excited and nervous at the same time.

“Fuck I can’t wait to do this,” my wife said excitedly. “And if it hurts, I want to hear you scream.”

My wife moved into position and placed the head of the dildo at my ass hole. She looked at my face; I looked down at the dildo. I watched as she started to push. My ass instinctively clenched at first. She tried several times to penetrate my virgin ass. And then, the head broke through. And it hurt. And I screamed.

“OH FUCK! THAT’S HURTS! OH FUCK!”

“That’s right, bitch, take my cock up your ass. Tell me you can feel me. Tell me it hurts.” She was getting into this in a way I had never imagined.

“I can feel you. It hurts so badly right now.”

Just the head was in and I couldn’t fathom taking the rest. At the same time, as badly as it hurt, it was a rush feeling that knob pop inside of me.

“Just relax and take it, bitch. Guys always try to tell you that it’s a good pain and you’ll start to like it. Let me know if that’s true you slut.”

My wife slowly moved her hips forward while pulling my legs toward her slightly to gain leverage. I felt a little more push into my rectum. Then a little more and I could feel the veins on the life-like design run across my inner rim. It was about a third of the way in when she pulled back for the first time and I felt the dick sliding out of me. It hurt so much that I hoped she would take it out and we would be done. But as soon as I felt the ridge of the bulbous head rest against the rim of my anus, she reversed course and began pushing back into me.

And who was I kidding. Yes, this hurt – more than I had ever imagined it would – but I wanted this to continue. I wanted her in control and to dominate me. I wanted to find out if this would start to bring me pleasure like my fingers and the vibrator always had done.

Each thrust put the “penis” about another inch inside of me before she pulled out and then began her forward assault again.

She was fully inside of me now and I felt like I was being split in two. I felt the base of her dildo rest against my ass and I could feel the heat pulsating off her pussy. My wife started to pick up the pace of her thrusting and I hoped it would start to feel good quickly.

Thankfully, it did. The pain finally went away. It still felt a bit … uncomfortable. But there was no more pain and I could focus on being the one taken now.

And wow did I like it once that happened!

“Fuck me babe!” I finally said.

“Oh yeah? You like being fucked? I knew you would you little slut! Take my cock!”

She began thrusting even harder now. The strap-on sawed in and out of my virgin hole, almost with ease now. I reached out and grabbed my wife’s ass and pulled her into me more. She reached down and stroked my cock a little and the precum that had been slowly flowing out dripped like a leaky faucet. And my wife quickly removed her hand.

“We can’t have you cumming yet. I’m not done with my anal slut yet!”

She pulled out, this time completely, and told me to get up on my knees.

“And face the mirror,” she added. “I want to be able to watch myself fuck you and the expressions on your face.”

I positioned myself on my hands and knees. I looked up into the mirror and watched my wife move behind me with the strap-on dildo bobbing from her waist. She looked amazing with her large breasts and large dick both bouncing towards me. I then felt one hand go to my hip while the other steered the dildo towards my ass.

“All sluts take it from behind. You are such a little bitch!” She then pushed forward and entered my ass again. And I loved it!

I couldn’t look away from the mirror. I had to watch my lovely wife plow into my used ass. She was moving at a rapid pace; as fast as I had ever given it to her before. You could hear the loud plopping sound as her hips slapped against my ass over and over and over again. I watched as her breasts bounced up and down due to the force of her movements. Oh fuck, this was extraordinary! Why had I never acted on this fantasy before?

I wanted the fucking to last forever. My wife continued calling me her little slut and a cock whore as she pounded away at my ass. The verbal abuse was just as exciting as the physical.

But as much as I wanted this to continue, my penis wasn’t going to allow much more. Each penetrating thrust that hit against my prostate milked me a little more. A puddle of precum had formed below me and it was threatening to be filled more with a full load of cum.

“I can’t take much more of this. I’m about to cum,” I desperately explained.

“Yeah, I fucked you so good you need to cum without me even touching your cock? You really are an anal whore, aren’t you?”

“Yes, I am. It feels so good that I can’t control myself much longer.”

I expected that to be followed by even faster thrusting; an attempt to fuck the cum right out of me. I hoped for that to be accompanied by a reach around and her hand jerking me off to completion. Instead, she pulled out of me.

She leaned over me. I felt the dildo press flat against the crack of my ass. I felt her breasts dangle against and then rest on my back. I felt her breath against my ear as she whispered to me.

“I found your other fetish while watching those videos, too.”

Had she really figured it out?

“On your back,” she continued.

Oh crap, I think she had. I laid down on the bed.

“You know the next step to this. Don’t make me tell you what to do.”

With that, I pulled my legs up above my head and doubled over myself. As I assumed the position, my wife removed the strap on. My rock hard cock was now positioned directly above my face. With the strap-on now removed from her waist, she pushed the dildo down into my rectum once again.

“This is called cum eating instruction, right? That’s the term you type into the search bar? You want to be forced into eating your own cum? Well all good sluts should swallow a load at the end of a good fucking!”

She closed her fist around my cock and slowly stroked it. Like it had been for the entire session, precum continued to flow from the tip of my penis. The only difference was it was now dripping towards me and I was told to open my mouth and accept it.

“Don’t you dare cum yet, bitch. Don’t cum until I tell you to!”

“I can’t hold out much longer. Please, please take pity on me and let me finish. I need to cum so badly.”

One of my wife’s hands moved slowly up and down the full length of my penis. The other moved the dildo in and out of my ass more.

“Tell me how much you liked me fucking you. Tell me how much you loved my cock, bitch!”

“I loved it! I loved being your cock whore. I loved the feeling of your dildo penetrating me. I loved you fucking my ass!”

“Do you want to take your load? Do you want to taste your cum? Feel it drip down your throat?”

“Yes, please let me cum. I want to taste it so badly!”

“OK,” she replied. “I think you like these to end with … what is it? A cum count down? Don’t you dare cum until I’ve finished the count down!”

She stroked my cock a little harder.

“10 … 9 … 8 … 7 …” she started. She continued stroking the full length.

“6 … 5 … 4 …” I couldn’t imagine being able to hold on the rest of the way. I was ready to explode. My mouth was wide open in anticipation of its reward.

“3 … 2 …” Oh fuck! Almost there! She squeezed even tighter. I needed to hold out and obey.

“1! Cum! Cum on your face! Cum in your mouth! Take that fucking load like a good little bitch!”

I exploded as my wife aimed my cock at my mouth. The load hit my lips and my mouth. It continued spurting and covered my cheek and then she aimed again and it went back into my throat. I began swallowing my first ever load. I felt the thick, creamy cum slide down my throat. After the main load finished, my wife continued milking the remaining drops into my mouth until I was finished.

She let my legs fall back down to the bed. She took her fingers and scooped up the little bit of cum that missed its mark and pushed it into my mouth. I closed my lips around her fingers and sucked the last of my load. The dildo finally slid out of my ass.

“That was great!” she stated. “You were a good little slut. And you’ll be a good little slut again soon enough. Great purchase with this new toy!”

She smiled at me.

“Now that you’ve cum, I need to get off.”

She lifted her leg and straddled my chest. My wife knee-walked up my body and positioned her pussy above my head, continuing the domination theme of the night. She lowered her dripping pussy to my mouth.

“Now fucking eat me until I’ve cum.”

I gladly obliged and slid my tongue through her slit … Over and over and over again.


Toy Boyfriend

Andrew had moved in with Hannah a few short months ago and so far everything was going just the way she wanted. She was an endless tease; wearing short skirts and dresses when they were out during the day or tiny shorts and vest tops when they were at home together. She did everything she could to turn Andrew on, and it was working perfectly. She hadn't slept with him yet and the tension was driving him mad. She needed him that way, knew he'd be much easier to mould.

It started simply enough, he was quite hairy and after a couple of weeks of teasing him she pointed that out to him. She asked him to shave and even though he was reluctant, he eventually went to the shower.

Hannah slipped in with him and was pleased to see his cock spring to life as soon as he saw her, this was going to be easy. She helped him lather up and shave off all his body hair. He protested when she put foam on the patch of hair just above his cock but he soon gave in when she pleaded with him, wide-eyed and soapy hand sliding along his cock.

After that it was a simple matter of reinforcement and pushing things a little at a time. That night she sucked his cock for the first time. It was the best blowjob he'd ever had and he certainly didn't fail to notice her hands sliding over his smooth body, her constant compliments on how it felt. He never let his hair grow back after that.

She kept up the process, teasing him for a few days or weeks and then asking him for something. He grew out the hair on his head, started dressing differently. He thought it was a little feminine but she always reassured him it was sexy. And her performances during the blowjobs that inevitably followed made sure he believed her.

Yes, everything was going perfectly so tonight she'd see if he was really the guy she thought he was.

-------------------------------------------------------------

Andrew's cock ached in his boxers, Hannah had just text him telling him tonight was going to be big. He just knew it was finally going to be the night they had sex. She'd been driving him to distraction and although he couldn't bring himself to complain he really needed more than the oral he occasionally got. He raced home after work, barely able to contain his excitement.

Once home, the first of many surprises happened. Hannah pounced on him as soon as he got in. She had on matching black lace panties, bra and suspenders with black stockings. She was all over him, kissing him passionately and pulling off his clothes. Andrew dropped his things and helped her undress him, smiling as she led him by his cock to their bedroom.

She pushed him onto the bed and knelt in front of him. She starting stroking his cock with one hand and passed him something with the other.

"I want you to put these on." She said with a smile.

Andrew was shocked when she saw what she'd passed him. A pink and black set of crotchless panties and a bra with slits for his nipples. He started to protest but was cut off by his own moaning as Hannah swallowed his cock. He looked down at her head, her lips sliding along his aching cock and knew she'd stop if he complained. Silently, he slipped on the bra and waited. She tapped his leg and he realised he'd been given hold-up stockings too. He pulled them on, one leg at at time trying not to interrupt Hannah's working. As soon as he was done, she jumped up and smiled.

"You forgot your panties!" She laughed.

He didn't want to argue so he stood up and slid the panties on, the material on his smooth skin making his cock strain even more. Hannah had moved to lie on the bed and when he turned she patted the mattress beside her.

Their making out was different to anything they'd done before. She lay on her back, and he was on his side draped over her. One of her hands pressing against his back and keeping him close. They kissed and she slid his hand inside her panties. When he felt how wet she was, Andrew decided to just go along with anything she wanted, it was obviously turning her on and he knew he'd definitely end up fucking her. He gently rubbed her clit, whilst her hands felt him all over, stroking his stocking covered legs and playing with his bra straps.

When her hand gripped his long hair and pulled him to her nipple, he just moved her bra aside and started sucking. She started to moan and held him there with one hand, the other slowing stroking his cock. She kept making him stop, building her to the edge of orgasm and then letting her relax. He didn't know how much more of this he could take, her hand on his cock was driving him mad.

Eventually, her hand left his head and slid down his back, the hand on his cock went to replace it and harshly pulled him onto her other breast. He carried on without complaint, her panties were soaked and thoughts of what was to come were all he cared about. He gasped, but otherwise kept quiet when he felt her hand slid further down his back to his ass. The crotchless panties left him completely exposed and soon her felt her finger pushing against his hole. When it slipped inside, he couldn't stop a moan escaping his lips. He'd never felt anything like it before and it was incredible. Soon he was bucking his hips, his cock rubbing against her thigh.

"I knew you'd be a natural slut, Andrew. You have two fingers inside you and you're already going mad!" Hannah laughed.

She pushed his head further down and Andrew knew what was expected. He turned but couldn't bare to move away from her prying fingers. He knelt next to her, shaved ass on total display so he could lean forward and move her panties to one side. Her hand gripped hard on his head and pushed him against her dripping cunt. He sucked and licked at her pussy, taking her clit between his lips and pushing his tongue in. Andrew did everything he could to push Hannah towards cumming, he wasn't even thinking of the sex that was to come anymore he just wanted her to keep fingering him.

Hannah was moaning and smiling to herself. Andrew had turned out just how she'd hoped. Her boyfriend was eating her pussy with all the energy he could manage, kneeling in slutty lingerie and desperately pushing back against the three fingers inside him. She didn't want to cum too soon though so she pushed him onto his back and knelt next to him.

"We don't want you getting carried away now, do we baby? I think we're going to make it all about me for a while." With that she straddled his face and lowered her ass down onto him, moving her panties aside.

"Lick my ass darling! I'm sure you've dreamed of fucking it but this suits you a lot more don't you think?"

Andrew started licking her ass, straining his neck so he could push his tongue inside her. He could barely breathe. Hannah was rubbing herself through her panties, rolling her hips back and smothering him.

"Oh you're good at this sweetie," Hannah moaned, " you were so good a licking my pussy too, such a natural."

"And you look so hot in those panties!" She continued "much better than when you try to look manly. I think you might have found your place in life! Dressed like a slut and serving a beautiful woman like me!"

She carried on teasing him for what seemed like hours, whilst he served the ass he'd lusted after. Until she stood up and pulled him onto his knees.

"One more thing to complete your look." She said and moved behind him, grabbing something from under the bed. She pulled his arms behind his back and he felt them get cuffed together.

Then she stood in front of him and looked him dead in the eye.

"You're about get what you've been wanting for so long" she murmured, pulling her panties down slowly.

She pulled them off and leaned towards him, pushing them into his mouth. They were soaked from her cunt and filled his mouth.

"Don't you dare spit them out! How do they taste? Are they good? I've been sooo turned on all day."

Andrew just nodded, unable to speak through the panties and afraid to move them. Hannah pushed him forward, so he was kneeling his with head pressed against the mattress.

"Stay there! Eyes forward!" She commanded as she left the room.

After a minute she came back and he could feel something cold against his ass. He felt her fingers slid into him, she was lubing his ass and he started to think he knew why.

"I've wanted to do this to you ever since I met you Andrew, you seemed perfect for it and look how easily you've accepted it!" Hannah whispered into his ear leaning over him.

Her fingers slid out of him and wrapped around his cock, pumping it slowly. He felt a large pressure against his now empty hole and moaned as she pushed a thick strapon into him. She slowly pushed more and more of it into him, stroking his cock all the way. It hurt at first, but he was so turned on from the weeks of teasing and he stroking that it quickly disappeared and all he could feel was how good the strapon was inside of him.

"How does that feel, my little slut?" She moved both her hands onto his hips and started pumping the strapon in and out of him. "My cock is all the way inside you!"

Andrew moaned as she fucked him, he hadn't expected any of this but it all felt so perfect. He pushed his ass back to meet her thrusts and felt so proud when he heard her panting and moaning.

"Oh hannah, it feels incredible! Fuck me! Fuck me harder!" He shouted, uncaring of how he sounded.

Hannah laughed and gripped his hips hard, pounding him with her plastic cock and stroking his. The strapon had an end for her pushing closer to the edge as she fucked him, when she felt close to cumming she knew what she wanted to do.

She moved Andrew on to the floor, legs in the air with his lower back resting against the bed.She pushed his legs over his head and knelt on the edge of the bed, sliding her strapon back into his ass. He was completely helpless, his hands tied behind his back and his legs up in the air above him. She fucked him hard and he moaned, looking up at her with wide eyes, biting his lip. She reach down and started rubbing his cock, palm down like he was a girl. He loved it and soon was moaning hard. She turned on the strapon's vibrator and nearly came as the vibrations went through her.

She watched her boyfriend bucking uncontrollably from the fucking and smiled as he came. She'd positioned him with his cock above his head and he only now realised it as he shot hot cum all over his own face. The vibrations overtook her and she came hard for what seemed like an eternity, looking down at her newly sissified boyfriend covered in cum and dressed in pink lingerie. She'd made the perfect choice.


My Ass Her Strapon

"Just try it, I think you'll really like it!" Trish was

telling me.

We were in somewhat of a sexual rut, and this was the

result of it. We hadn't had sex for three weeks at this

point. It's not that I didn't want her. Trish was far

more beautiful than I had deserved. We had dated since

high school, back when she was a bit of nerdy. I was

fortunate enough to be pretty popular being a pretty

decent track star. Man, I wish things could go back to

those days.

I still remember her face when I asked her out. I could

always tell she would end up being pretty though. That

was an understatement though. Nowadays Trish was a leggy

5'11". At 37, I swear that not only do her tits not sag,

but they actually point up! Jet black hair that runs

straight as an arrow down to her back, and a stunning

face. But, really, the prize here is her ass.

Curvacious does not do the woman justice. Damn. Her eyes

have always thrown me off actually. I swear every time

she looks at me for more than 2 seconds she can tell

what I'm thinking. Then she just cocks an eyebrow,

smirks, and moves on. This is all quite worrying, cause

I've thought some devious stuff with her in mind.

Unfortunately, I haven't held up my end of the bargain

much, hah! I guess you could say my best days are behind

me. Hurt my knee in college at a track meet. I've gotten

a little soft around the edges in the past few years.

I'm 5'8", which isn't too bad, but I have to say, it's a

bit emasculating having Trish tower over me. Especially

when she wears heels.

Anyway, Trish and I dated all through college, and got

married soon after. She settled in to the life of the

perfect housewife, while I got a job at a marketing

firm. Not exactly my dream job, but it pays the bills.

Life has been good. Well, until recently. That leads us

to her current conversation with me.

"Sweetheart", I was telling her, "I'm all for spicing

things up in the bedroom, I just don't think I'll like

it."

"Oh, so if I want something, who gives a fuck, right?"

I took a deep breath, I knew I was skating on thin ice.

"No, dear, that's not what I meant," I said, "You know

that. It's just... I mean, no guy wants his wife to fuck

him in the ass!" I couldn't help just blurting it out.

My wife chuckled a bit at that. At least it eased the

tension.

"Alright, sweetie, how about I propose a deal...?" She

purred.

I was lying in bed. She had propped herself up on her

side and was running her hand up and down my leg, slowly

getting closer to my cock. I could tell she was staring

at me with those beautiful green eyes. I was trying my

best not to look at her. I knew if I did I would lose.

And like clockwork, she said, "Look at my, Francis.

Don't you want to make me happy? And I think I have just

the solution to please us both."

I stared up with a defeated sigh, and asked, "Ok, what's

the deal?"

"Well, you know how you've always wanted to fuck me in

the ass? Well, that's actually what got me thinking

about it. What's good for the goose and such. So, my

solutions is this: You left me fuck you with a strap on.

Once I'm done, I will give you 15 minutes to fuck me

however you want. Everything is fair game."

This was too good to be true. As I mentioned, my wife is

goddamned beautiful, but rarely lets me get away with as

much as having her suck my dick. It's been pretty much

plain sex for our entire relationship. That's what made

this whole situation topsy-turvy. But, hell, what could

I lose? I'm an open minded guy, I'll take a little

punishment in order to finally get some anal. Besides,

she's my wife, I should try to make her happy.

"30 minutes" I countered.

Again, that chuckle. "20 minutes, final offer. Besides

sweetie, we both know you don't last that long."

I was a bit hurt by that remark, but who cares, I

finally was going to fuck that apple of an ass.

"So, when do we start," I asked.

"How about now?"

"Uhhh, do you have," I began. But was quickly cut off by

a sharp smirk and a quick nod.

"I'll be right back," she told me, and slipped out of

bed.

It was the longest 5 minutes of my life. All I could

think of was pounding into my wife. All the different

positions I'd fuck her in. She was right, this was

reviving things! I was rock hard. I'm not an overly well

endowed man, but my wife never complained.

Suddenly the bathroom door opened. My wife looked

amazing. She had a black silk nightie. A little longer

than her usual ones, and with a clear bulge at the

bottom. I couldn't help but gulp in fear. My wife

sauntered over to the bed. Whatever was beneath the

nightie was swaying back and forth.

"It looks like someone was a naughty boy and used up all

our lube last week." She said as she held up a clearly

empty tube.

"Oh, uh yeah, sorry, I guess we should postpone, huh?"

"Oh no, you don't get off that easy. What do you tell me

in order to get me to suck your dick even though you

know i hate it? It's nature's lube?"

"Trisha..."

"No," she said firmly, "This is happening. And it will

happen whether or not you have 'nature's lube' to ease

things along."

I sighed and drooped my shoulders. I could see this

pleased her.

"Good boy," she said as she rubbed my head. She never

talked like this before.

She slowly lifted her nightie. I just stared as a giant

black dildo was gradually unveiled. It must have been

about 10" long. It gradually thickened up to the size of

a beer can at the base. I opened my mouth to object, but

i suppose my wife took that as me wanting to start;

because she grabbed my head and pulled it to the cock in

front of me. She was a bit awkward with it. Thankfully,

it was clear she was not used to wearing a dick! She

just kept trying to jab it into my throat. Finally, I

pushed it out of my mouth.

"Wait," I said. But was responded to with that cool

stare. Slowly she raised that one eyebrow. I knew better

than to object any further.

I took as much of the dildo as I could. None of it was

enough for her. I could hear her frustrated sighing. She

was getting angry. I only could fit about half the dildo

in my throat before I began to gag. It was so fucking

big! She had me by the hair and was fucking my face.

Tears started forming around my eyes. This was awful.

Suddenly, she pulled the dildo out and slapped me clear

across the face. I was shocked. My wife had never hit me

before.

She leaned down, pointed a finger in my face, and said,

"Open your fucking mouth, bitch. I want you to take the

entirety of this fucking cock. If your lips aren't

touching my pelvis in one minute, I will ravage that ass

of yours so you can't sit down for a fucking week. Are

we understood?

I didn't know what to say. I just nodded, purely out of

fear t this point. I opened my mouth, grabbed her hips

with my hands and tried my best to swallow the whole

thing. I was getting better. I was up to 3/4's of the

way down.

"Much better," she exclaimed. "Let me help you with

that." And suddenly I felt her hands on my head again.

Firmly, and surprisingly strongly, she pushed my head on

the cock further. I was gagging but she didn't care. I

waved my hands at the side of her pleading to stop. But

she just looked down at me with that smile of hers.

Further and further. I felt like this cock wouldn't end.

Spit was leaking out of my mouth. Finally, I felt my

lips brush up against the base of the strap on. She held

me there for what felt like 10 minutes, but could only

have been a few seconds.

"Fucking cocksucker" was all she said.

She pulled me off and onto the bed in one motion. She

had me by the hair still. I was bent over and crying.

Holding my head down, with me on my hands and knees bent

on the bed, she leaned over and whispered, "Now you are

going to feel something that you've never been able to

give me. What it feels like to be filled by a real cock.

God, the first time I fucked myself with this thing, I

just knew I had to share it with you. Just so you knew

that we finally had a MAN's dick in the relationship."

I was humiliated. I never knew she felt this way. I

burned red and finally stopped crying.

I started to say, I'm sorry, I didn't know..." But she

cut me off with a slap.

"You didn't know, but now you will."

She shoved my head down onto the mattress and positioned

herself behind me. I could feel the cock resting on the

crack of my ass. Sudden;y I felt a hand reach under and

stroke my cock. Despite myself, I was rock hard.

"Looks like someone likes being a bitch, eh? Tell me."

"What," is all I could muster to ask.

"Tell me you want me to make you my bitch," she demanded

as she stroked my cock.

"No." I had to take a stand somewhere.

"We'll see, if that changes," she said. Suddenly, her

hand was moved away. I could feel her position he tip of

the cock and start pushing.

"Just relax," she cooed, "it'll be so much easier if you

do. Besides, your taking this either way."

I tried my best to relax as a giant dildo was being

pushed into me. Not an easy task.

"Slow!" I picked my head up and yelled. I could feel the

dildo stretching me out.

"Shut the fuck up, bitch boy," she said, and pushed my

head down. I think I angered her, because suddenly she

grabbed my hips and shoved the rest of the cock into me.

My scream was muffled by the pillow. She had no mercy.

For the next 15 minutes she pounded my ass from behind.

She would hit the back of my head from time to time with

a slap. She berated me. She called me cocksucker, bitch

boy, tiny-dick. I think she was getting off on it. She

started breathing heavier like she does when I go down

on her. Suddenly, she pulled out. I heard a loud pop as

the cock exited my ass. It was over. Finally.

"Not so fast," she said. And with that, I could feel her

moving my kegs and turning my over. She reached over to

her nightstand and opened a drawer to take out a

vibrator.

"I want to see your face as I fuck you. I want to cum

with my cock in your ass." Fuck, those are things I

wanted to say. I could only just whimper.

She lifted my legs and slid the dildo into me. She

command I hold my legs up while she fucked me. I saw her

reach around her hip with one hand and slide vibrator

under her. She began to moan loader. She was picking up

speed while fucking me. Suddenly she grabbed my cock.

She was pounding me while she stroked it. It hurt like

hell getting fucked, but her hand felt so good.

"You like that, bitch-boy? No, don't answer. Mommy knows

you do. That's it. Bring those hips back on mommy's

cock."

I felt like a child. I was utterly defeated. I didn't

know what to do. She just kept ravaging my ass.

Suddenly, I felt an orgasm rise in me. Trish could too.

"Is little fag-boy going to cum while getting his ass

fucked? No... not yet." And suddenly her hand had moved

away. I groaned. Desperate for her to stroke me.

"Please," I begged.

"Not until you tell me. Tell me you're my bitch."

"I'm your bitch," I whispered. I didn't care anymore.

"Not loud enough. I want the neighbors to know that you

are my cock sucking, faggot, sissy, little bitch boy.

NOW!" With that, she slapped my balls.

I howled. "I'm your bitch," I cried out. "Fuck your

bitch, mommy. Fuck him good." I didn't know what she

wanted to hear. I just yelled out whatever depraved

thoughts came to my head.

She brought her hand back. She lifted my hips more. I

was basically turned upside down. She still had her cock

inside me. Plunging me like an oil well. Again, I felt

my orgasm grow. She stroked me and pointed my cock at my

face. It was right above me. I knew what she had in

mind. I just looked up and shook my head no. Pleading.

"Little fag boys are rewarded with cum. Don't you want

your rewards?" She asked, never stopping that rhythmic

ass fucking she was giving me.

I couldn't help it. I couldn't stop my orgasm. Just

before I was about to cum, she slapped my face. HARD.

And said, "Open your fucking mouth faggot. Slurp up your

first load."

I could tell by the way she said it, it wouldn't be my

last. But I had no choice. I opened. I came. I don't

think I'd ever have cum that much before in my life. Cum

just poured out of me. It got in my eye, up my nose, in

my hair; but mostly, it went into my mouth. My wife

raised her eyebrow. I knew what was expected. I

swallowed.

I guess the sight of me giving myself a facial as she

fucked my ass was enough for my wife. I saw her slit her

eyes a bit. She was cumming. She grunted. Somehow she

managed to shove more of the cock into my ass. She was

pulsating. Hell, she came like she had a load to shoot.

Satisfied she shoved me to the side and laid back on the

bed. I didn't even notice she had taken her nightie off

while she fucked me. Now she just lay naked, with a

giant dildo in her lap. She turned over and played with

the alarm. She looked down at my shriveled up cock and

chuckled.

"Okay, sweetie, your turn, you have twenty minutes to

fuck me, just however you want to."

I didn't move.

"No? Well why don't you clean off mommy's cock until you

decide how you want to use that 'massive' tool' of

yours."

I was burning with embarrassment again. Despite myself,

I slinked down between her legs and sucked on her cock.

That's how we fell asleep, her lying back on the bed,

resting her hand on the back of my head, while I milked

her giant dildo.


Valentines Fantasy

"It's Valentine's Day, dear," I said to my wife. "Today we can do anything you want!"

"Anything?" She had a twinkle in her eye.

Well, that explains my current predicament... On the floor, naked, on my hands and knees, a black leather studded dog color around my neck and a thick leather leash leading up to my wife's hand.

She gives the leash a yank and lifts a high-heeled shoe to my face. She taps my head with her black leather riding crop.

"Kiss my shoe, puppy-dog," she says.

I kiss her shoe and she laughs. "That's my good doggie!"

She walks around me, running the tip of the riding crop over my bare skin.

"Look at that!" she says. "The doggie has a little hard-on!" She runs the tip of the riding crop underneath, down to my cock. "Isn't that cute?"

She runs the leather tip over my balls. "Look at the doggie's little balls," she says. "So little, aren't they? I've seen bigger balls on a ten year old boy." She taps my balls with the tip of the riding crop. "I bet those balls want to shoot their sperm inside me, don't they?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

She taps them a little harder. "Do your balls need to be slapped?"

I take in a quick breath. I'm thinking, What's our safeword again? just in case. But I play along. It is Valentine's after all.

"Yes, Ma'am," I say again.

She puts a heeled shoe on the back of my neck and pushes my face down onto the floor. Then she walks behind me and taps my ass with her crop. "Ass up in the air, boy, and spread those knees open."

I do as I'm instructed.

Standing behind me now, she runs the crop over my balls. "There the little things are," she says. "Aren't they cute?"

She taps them, gently. Then again, harder. "Do they need to be slapped?"

"Yes, Ma'am."

The riding crop comes down hard, an excruciatingly painful sting pulsing through my whole body. I moan into the floorboards.

The crop comes down again, the pain is almost overwhelming. I moan again.

"Does it hurt, puppy?"

"Yes," I whimper.

"Oh, your poor little balls," she says. She reaches down with a hand and gives them a gentle pet. "But think of all they've put me through," she says. "I've had to give birth to three children, just 'cause these little guys want to have some fun in the middle of the night."

"Yes, dear," I say. I know it's true, of course.

She runs the riding crop over my balls again, then lifts it up, over my perineum and up to my anus.

"Here's another place where you like to cause me pain, isn't it?" She taps my anus with the leather tip of the riding crop.

Our safeword--what's our safeword? Shit, what is it?

She reaches over to the dresser and picks up a blindfold.

"Up on your knees, slave," she says, giving my bottom a light whack.

I get up on my knees and she ties the blindfold around my eyes. I feel the riding crop rub down my chest and belly to my cock.

"Look at that little hard-on!" she giggles as she runs the tip over my cock. "He's just so cute! He's so perky!"

She jerks the leash. "Let's get up on the bed now, little boy." I stand up on wobbly knees, feel around blindly for the bed. She pulls me by the leash a couple of feet until I find it.

"Up on the bed, and on your hands and knees."

"Yes, Ma'am."

I hear her fumble around a bit and I'm feeling nervous. What the hell is she up to? Then she's back.

She slaps my ass with the riding crop, not too hard. She slaps it again.

"Spread your knees open again, boy," she says.

Shit, she's not going to slap my balls some more, is she?

No, she isn't. She's got something else in mind and exactly what it is becomes clear in the next instant, when I feel her finger, doped up with vaseline, rubbing my anus. I feel her finger push in. I moan.

"You like that?" she asks.

"Yes, Ma'am," I say.

"You're usually on the giving end of it. I wish I had a cock, I'd teach you what it's like to be on the receiving end for a change, like you're always doing to me." She swirled the first digit of her finger around inside my anus.

"But look what I have here!" she says. She pulls her finger out and I feel something else against my anus and I know immediately what it is, it's her big purple dildo. Oh, fuck!

She pushes it in and my anus stretches wide to accommodate it. I feel a searing pain, it feels like she's tearing me open. I moan painfully into the bedsheets.

"How do you like it, anal boy?" she asks.

"It hurts," I moan.

She laughs. "Come on, you do this to me all the time. Surely you can take a little bit of what you dish out!"

I just moan in response.

She pushes the dildo in a little further. It feels a little bit better once the ridge of the head is completely inside me. I feel a strange need to defecate, and it isn't altogether a bad feeling.

"You know what you always tell me, right?" she says, pushing it in further still. "'Loosen up, bitch.' That's what you say, right? 'Loosen up, you're gonna have to take it anyway, you might as well enjoy it.'"

Moan.

She pulls the dildo back, the ridge of the head stretching my poor anus open wider again. I moan painfully again, and she laughs. "You love to do this to me, you always use my ass to give yourself head."

Moan.

"Oh come on, loosen up, boy. You're gonna have to take it anyway, you might as well enjoy it!"

She reaches a hand down to my cock while she uses the other hand to fuck my anus with the head of her dildo.

"God, you're so hard!" she says. "Your cock is like granite! You really do enjoy this, don't you?"

I have to admit I am sort of enjoying it, now that my ass is getting used to being stretched so wide.

"Yes, Ma'am," I grunt into the bedsheets.

She pushes the dildo in further, two, three inches now. She leaves it in, and I feel that strange need to defecate again. I push my rectal muscles onto the dildo, clamp my anus down onto it, and it feels--well, "good" isn't quite the right word, but it feels interesting.

She has now laid down on the bed and she slides between my legs, under me. I feel her warm mouth wrap around my cockhead, and she reaches up and grabs the base of the dildo.

"Fuck my face!" she orders me. I start fucking her face and she starts fucking my ass with the dildo.

"Oh my god!" I shout. "Oh my god!"

She shoves the dildo in, three inches now, maybe four, and grabs my ass with both hands and pulls me down onto her. My cock burrows into her throat--hot, tight, slick.

"Oh my god!" I shout even louder. My balls tighten, my cock spasms, my anus clamps, and I pump a giant shot of come right down her throat. My whole body is shaking as I prepare to fire the next shot; this orgasm is incredible. Fucking incredible! She holds me in place, somehow she is able to keep me in her throat, and I fire another shot right into her. Then she finally pulls her mouth off and I finish on the side of her face and in her hair.

When I'm finally done, she pulls the dildo out of my ass. Blessed relief at last!

"That little dick of yours is probably not going to get hard again anytime soon, huh?"

"It'll take a little while after that orgasm."

"Damn," she says; I can't see what she's doing, I'm still blindfolded, but I feel a leather cuff go around one of my wrists. "Maybe I should find a man who can keep it up!"

She pulls the strap of the leather cuff tight, then latches the chain to the bedpost.

A cuff goes around my ankle, then my other ankle, then my other wrist, and I am secured to the bed, spread eagle.

"Well," she says, climbing on top of me, "if I can't have any cock right now, then your face is gonna have to be my masturbation toy."

A half a second later I feel her furry pussy pushing down onto my mouth.

I start licking enthusiastically. I'm madly in love with my wife's pussy, it's my favorite thing in the world. I love the feeling of the soft curls of her pubic hair against my face. I love the way her hot lips splay open around my mouth. I love how she just flows with wetness, everything gets so unbelievably wet when she sits on my face.

And I love how she tastes, sharp and salty and sweet. God I love tasting my wife's sweet little cunt. And that taste, it gets me hard every time, and sure enough, it's working its magic now, too. My little guy is starting to stand up. "Pussy?" he says. "I want some of that!"

The wife doesn't notice him, though. She's got other things on her mind right now. She starts sliding that pussy back and forth, rubbing her on my mouth, fat pussy lips wide open. Her clit finds the tip of my tongue and she starts rubbing on it. "Oh!" she says. "Oh!" she says again.

She sits down, so that my whole tongue is engulfing her clit. She's rubbing hard against it.

"Oh my god!" she says. "Oh my god! I need cock! I need cock right now!"

She climbs off my face and I feel my cock slide in, all the way to the hilt in a half a second. "Uggghhh!" she says loudly. She sits up, my cock sliding out until only the head is inside those hot lips of hers, and then she slams back down, hard. "Uggghhh!" she shouts again.

Up, and slamming down, up and slamming down, over and over, the girl fucks me like a piston, groaning each time, increasing the speed until she is really fucking me fast and hard. Then she lets out a really high-pitched sound, "Ahhhhhh!" and she starts to shake and keeps rocking on me.

Eventually she lays down and kisses me on the cheek. "I just came," she says, giggling. "Wow, what a great orgasm!"

"Awesome!" I say.

She starts moving her hips a little bit, just gently fucking me while she lay on top of me. "Oh, it feels so good to have your big cock inside me," she says quietly, slowly fucking me.

"He's awfully happy, too!"

"Yeah? Does he want to come?"

"You know it!"

"Does he want to come inside me?"

"You know it!"

She kisses me on the cheek. "I want your come inside me," she says.

Then she lifts herself up above me, pushing down on the bed with her hands, and starts riding me like an experienced pro.

I struggle against the cuffs and chains, I want to grab her ass, I want to throw her over on her back and show her who the man in this relationship is. But I can't. I struggle harder.

She stops. "Are you trying to get loose?" she says.

"Oh baby," I say in a hoarse whisper, "don't stop now! I'm so close!"

She kisses me on the cheek. "That's too bad," she says, "'cause I think I'm done." And she climbs off.

"Oh, fuck!" I say, straining at the chains. I feel something against my mouth--soft, cottony.

"Open up, boy," she says. I open my mouth and she stuffs it in and I realize it's her panties. She's stuffing her damn panties in my mouth!

Then I feel something soft and cool on my cock and then she flicks it and I realize it's the riding crop. She's tapping my balls with it.

She slaps them a little harder. Shit, my balls hurt enough from her damned coitus interruptus, now she's going to be slapping them with the damned riding crop? And now I can't say our safeword, even if I could remember it!

She gives them a harder slap. I moan into the panties.

"Oh, you poor little boy," she says. And then she climbs on the bed and climbs on top of me. She kisses me on the cheek, then whispers, "I'm just teasing you, big guy." She reaches down and directs my cock back in her.

"There you go, is that what you want? You want some of Mama's pussy?"

I nod enthusiastically.

"You wanna come in Mama's pussy?"

"Muuuuhhh!"

She sets a slow pace, sliding up and down. I want her to go faster, I want to grab her and take control and force her to let me finish it off; but I resist the temptation. I know if I struggle again, she'll stop again. So I just lay there and let her ride me nice and slow.

Her pussy is hot, oh so wonderfully hot. Her lips are sticky and fat and wet, sliding up and down, kissing my cockhead, then kissing my balls, then kissing my cockhead again. My cock is tingling, a fantastic feeling that you only get from a truly good fuck. The kind of fuck my wife gives out.

After at least three minutes of this slow, antagonizingly slow love-making, she finally starts moving a little faster. She leans over and puts her lips against my ear and I can hear her labored breathing.

"I like having you as a sex slave," she whispers. "It's time for you to come, slave."

She's really picking up the pace now. "Muu uuuck!" I say.

"I want your sperm inside me!" she says, loudly, right as I begin to orgasm.

"Oooooh uuuccckkk!"

She rocks on me until I'm done, then lays on top of me, kissing me, as my cock slowly deflates.

"Happy Valentine's Day," she says. Only then does she pull the panties out of my mouth.

"Mommy!" I hear a voice at the door.

"Yes, sweetheart?" my wife says.

"I can't sleep! Read me a story!"

"Just a second, sweetie, Mommy just needs to get dressed, I'll be right there."

"Um, dear?" I say, still blindfolded and tied to the bed. I hear the door open and then shut.

"Dear?"
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