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Cleaning Up for Kay

By Mark Adams


Cleaning Up for Kay by Mark Adams

“Hi honey, I’m home.” Laura singsonged as she opened the door. “I have someone I want you to meet.”

“Hey.” I stood up ready to greet this new friend of my wife’s and then froze, half way to my feet. The woman who strolled into my living-room behind Laura was instantly recognizable. I hadn’t seen her in maybe ten years, but who forgets an ex-girlfriend? And this one was particularly unforgettable, as hard as I had tried.

“This is Kay.” Laura chirped, clearly in a great mood. I glanced between the two women, mouth half open ready to say I knew Kay. Was this some sort of trap and if so why? I wouldn’t put it past Kay certainly but Laura really wasn’t that type. She’d never shown the slightest jealousy or expressed any interest in my former lovers. Kay stepped forward and extended her hand, a neutral gesture. I responded automatically , meeting her gaze. Was that the tiniest hint of a smile on her face?

“Pleasure to meet you Dave.” She said, her voice soft. “Laura can’t stop talking about you.” I couldn’t tell if there was some hidden meaning in that innocent phrase, was I over reacting?

I glanced over at Laura, eyebrow raised. “All good I hope.” The conversation was so normal it was surreal. It was clear now that Laura had no idea she was talking to one of my exes. Yet here she was in my kitchen, friends with my wife.

“Oh you’re the perfect little puppy dog by all accounts.” Kay continued, she was definitely smiling now. The words, might sound odd to Laura, but harmless enough unless you knew. And I knew, I flinched, just a little. “But I don’t want to keep you guys away from your dinner, I just stopped in to invite you both to a party Friday night.”

“Oh I don’t know.” I hedged. “It’s a busy week for me at work.” The last thing I wanted to do was spend any more time around Kay. Our breakup had been, uncomfortable.

“Aww honey, don’t be a spoilsport.” Laura pouted. “It’s been ages since we got out!”

“You never know, you might enjoy it Dave.” Kay’s smiled brightly but there was a coldness to her gaze. “There will be all sorts of interesting people there. Lots of fun to be had.”

I almost said no. I almost told Laura who Kay was. But that would lead to some very awkward questions. Better to just play this out until I knew what it was Kay wanted. Because if Laura ever did find out about my relationship with Kay, and what I had done, it might just destroy my marriage. Better to accept that Kay wanted to make me sweat a bit.

“Sure.” I said. “See you Friday.” Taking her victory, Kay left quickly and Laura gave me a tight hug, clearly very happy at the chance to go out and party. It was true our life had become extremely domestic of late. I hugged her back, enjoying the lilac scent of her favorite perfume

Later, over dinner I decided to probe a little bit. “So where did you meet your new friend?” I asked, in what I hoped was a casual manner.

“Oh, just out shopping.” Laura beamed. “Isn’t she great? We have so much in common!”

More than you know I thought to myself. I’d gone out with Kay for a torrid six months back in my college days. She was responsible for  memories I’d worked hard to bury as deep as I could. But one single brief encounter with her and they were beginning to surface. Kay was, or at least had been, a passionate woman but one with unusual tastes. Enthralled by her dominant personality and wild lifestyle I had let her lead me down a path that haunted me for the rest of my short college career.

“You’re quiet dear.” Laura said a look of concern flitting across her pretty face. “Everything okay?”

“Oh… just a tough day at work.” I shrugged, waving the subject away. And so the lying continued.

We both went to bed a little early that night. I was tired, but Laura was in the mood to talk. I only half paid attention, grunting whenever she paused in her detailed account of her day and the various shoes she had tried out.

“So who would your freebie be?” She asked out of the blue and suddenly I was paying full attention.

“F-freebie?” I stuttered, I was pretty sure I knew exactly what she was talking about, but stalled for time. “What brought this on?”

“Oh, just something Kay said earlier.” Laura laughed. “About how most married couples have a freebie list. So… who would be on your list.” This time her hand crept under the covers to rest on my thigh. “It’s okay baby, you can tell me. Who gets you hot? Is it Jennifer Lawrence? I see how you stare at the tv when she’s on.”  I said nothing, but her hand inched towards my crotch and my body, as usual, had a mind of its own. Laura giggled.

Flushed with embarrassment, I tried to turn the tables. “So who would your freebie be then huh?” I asked. Laura wasn’t going to be so easily shamed though.

“Channing Tatum.” She said with a big grin. “Those muscles… mmmm.” Her hand slid inside my pajama bottoms and wrapped around my stiff cock. “He’s so big and hard… his muscles I mean.”

I rolled on top of her with a growl, pressing her down against the bed as I kissed her hard. She kissed back, every bit as eager and my hands roamed her body, hurriedly removing her clothes. She guided my cock to her pussy, moaning as I thrust into her cunt.

“Mmmm…. oh yes Channing.” She taunted, with a giggle and I thrust again, harder, deeper. Her hips moved in rhythm with mine and I moved my head to her breasts, kissing and licking her nipples. I could hear her breathing speeding up. This wasn’t our usual work night sex, there was an urgency to it that had been missing for a long time.

Laura moaned again, wrapping her legs around me, pulling me in deeper. My cock throbbed as I thrust into her hot, wet pussy. I could feel my orgasm approaching already. She moaned and gasped, urging me on.

“Yessss.” She cried out, her body spasming as orgasm swept through her. Her clenching pussy set me over the edge and I slammed into her one more time, spurting cum inside my wife. And at that moment and image flashed through my mind. An image of Kay mouthing the words “perfect little puppy dog.”  I moaned, slumping on Laura, drained.

We had sex a lot that week, Laura seemed unusually eager. It’s not like she ever denied me, but she wasn’t one to initiate, or she hadn’t been. I started to wonder if this was Kay’s doing, and if so, why? There were other changes as well. Laura seemed more open about her desires, commenting about the men on tv, and even mentioning a guy she’d seen while she was out. I admit it excited me and the sex was hot, but I felt like I was drifting down a familiar and very dark path.

*     *     *     *     *

We arrived at the party fashionably late. Or at least we were late because Laura was determined to be fashionable. She had gone shopping yet again and picked out a dress just for this evening. It was a variation on the classic ‘little black dress’ with the emphasis on little and tight. She looked smoking hot in it and I had no doubt that every male at the party would be staring at her. It was a thought that roused mixed feelings of jealousy and excitement. After all, she was my wife.

Laura didn’t say but I had a sneaking suspicion she’d been encouraged to wear the dress. Kay could be manipulative, as I knew to my cost. But damn, she looked smoking hot, I almost dragged her back to bed when I saw her. Not that she’d have let me, Laura was determined to party tonight.

The party was in full swing when we got there. It was loud, hot and crowded which is how people seem to like these things. I found it a little overwhelming to be surrounded by so many people I didn’t know. I tried to stay close to Laura, but it wasn’t easy, she was an instant focus of attention from the single men in the crowd. It didn’t phase her at all of course, she casually fended them off, and happily danced with me, pressing her body against mine to tease me. The first hour of the night was an endless rotation of dancing and drinks, though as the designated driver I just had to watch Laura enjoy those.

I was finally starting to relax and enjoy it when Kay appeared at our side. She had another drink for Laura, who accepted it and greedily swallowed the whole thing. Kay just laughed.

“Why don’t you get yourself another.” She suggested, “I’ll keep your charming husband safe from predators.” Laura giggled and wandered off, somewhat unsteadily in search of alcohol.

Kay turned her attention on me, her smile making me wonder whether the predators might be safer than her. “Imagine my surprise.” She said, leaning in so I could hear her. “When I bumped into your wife the other day and discovered you were Mister Ordinary, Mister Boring, Mister Suburban. Does she know?”

“Kay.” I said. “Let’s not talk about the past. You’re looking well.”

“Well!” Kay let out a peal of laughter.  “You can say it, I still look hot.” She leaned in closer and whispered. “Would you still bang me like you used to?” I pulled away, shocked at how blatant she was being.

“My wife…” I began.

“Is getting her tenth drink.”  Kay waved her hand dismissively. “It’s just a matter of time before she falls asleep. But you’re not asleep are you?” Her hand crept down and cupped my crotch. I took a hasty step back. Kay laughed again. “Not sleeping at all. You always did like it nasty. We could slip up to the bedroom for old time’s sake. What do you say.”

I shook my head. “No Kay, I’m married. Laura seems to like you so I haven’t said anything, but if she knew you were behaving like this…”

“Right about now Laura’s too busy getting her ass groped to worry about what you’re up to.”

“What? No!” I denied the accusation vehemently.

“I think she likes it. Why else is she getting so many drinks?” Kay smirked. “Every time she goes over there they cop feel. And that dress she picked out, it doesn’t cover much does it? Those guys must be able to feel everything. You used to love it when I dressed like that.” She moved in close again and I didn’t resist, confused by her words and my reaction to them. Her hand was back on my crotch and my cock was hard.

“You like that idea don’t you? Shall we go watch, see what wifey gets up to? Watch them squeeze her ass?”

I let Kay lead me over towards the drinks. I couldn’t really believe it. Laura was always so sweet and, well not innocent exactly, but… wholesome. Yes she was drunk but still she wouldn’t…

But there was Laura, giggling and leaning over to reach for yet another beer. As she did so her tight dress rode up to just below the curve of her ass and I realized she was giving a clear view of her cleavage in the other direction. The men clustered around her seemed only too happy to watch her little display. Laura had always been a bit of a flirt but not like this.

“You wouldn’t believe the naughty fantasies your wife has.” Kay whispered, her tongue darting out to lick my earlobe. “I’ve been encouraging her to explore a little. Of course all that alcohol may have loosened her up a bit too!”

As I watched one of the men reached out and placed his hand on her ass. I saw her stiffen a little, but she made no effort to remove it, standing up slowly and taking a big gulp of her beer. The man moved in closer, his hand sliding between her legs to caress her thighs. I looked around nervously. There are people watching, but no one seemed to object to this behavior. I wondered for the first time just what sort of people Kay had invited to this party. How much of this had been planned in advance.

“They’re going to enjoy her.” Kay breathed in my ear. “She’s ripe for it and they love breaking in a new one. Repressed suburban wives will do just about anything once they let go.” Her hand squeezed my crotch. “You remember what it was like when I freed you from your repression don’t you. You remember what you did.”

Vivid images splashed across my imagination of Kay with her legs around other men, of me watching, of me staring at her puffy, used cunt. My cock throbbed against Kay’s hand and she giggled. I licked my lips, my head spinning, her scent, so different from Laura’s, yet so intoxicating. I hadn’t been drinking but somehow I couldn’t think straight.

“You were such a good puppy.” Kay continued. “So eager to please. So eager to lick, lick, lick.”

As Kay spoke I watched Laura. The men surrounding her had moved closer and were using any excuse to press against my beautiful wife. She didn’t object or move away, she just giggled and blushed, clearly loving all the attention. If I didn’t do something soon there was only one way this could end with the signals she was sending. Did I really want to see that? Did I want to see these strangers fucking my wife?

“You could leave now.” Kay said, pulling my gaze away from Laura. Her eyes were intense as she looked at me. “Leave now. She’ll be mad but she’ll sober up. You know what happens if you don’t. You remember what I did at college. And you remember what you did… afterwards.”

My cheeks flushed scarlet. I remembered it so well. I also remembered the humiliation as word of Kay’s public cheating spread across the campus followed by whispers about what I’d done afterwards. About how I’d crawled between her legs and…

“You’ve missed it haven’t you?” Kay giggled. “You were such an eager cum puppy for me. Licking me all clean. It felt so good after those cocks had fucked me. But this time it won’t be me, it will be your beautiful wife.” I moaned as her hand squeezed my crotch tighter, massaging my dick. “Don’t you want to lick your wife?”

“You shouldn’t have walked out on me. I’ve never forgiven you for that.” She squeezed harder and I gasped in pain. “I’m going to break you puppy. I’m going to make you watch your wife get fucked again and again and once they’re all done you’re going to crawl over there and lick every bit of cum off her used body. And best bit is you’re going to do it because you want to. Because you crave the feelings you get when you act like that. I’m going to show you and Laura what you really are.”

I couldn’t speak. I knew I should deny Kay’s words, but I couldn’t because it was true. Images rushed through my mind of Kay laying there, spreading her legs and waiting for me, exposing her cum coated cunt to my hungry eyes. I remembered exactly how much I had enjoyed it. I remembered her triumphant grin and laughter as I had pressed my mouth to her pussy.

Kay took my hand pulling me along behind her. I didn’t resist, even when Laura disappeared from my view.

She led me upstairs to a bedroom, hers I assumed. There, laid out neatly on the bed, was a costume. She had planned this all out carefully, priming my wife for seduction and me for submission. I couldn’t look her in the eyes, couldn’t face the triumph and satisfaction that shone there.

“Last chance.” She said. “Go downstairs and drag your wife out of here. Be a man, or…  Show everyone you’re still my cum puppy and you”

I shivered at her words. It was obvious what I should do, what any self-respecting person would do. My wife was down stairs letting herself be groped and flirting with strangers. I couldn’t really be considering doing this could I? But I was. When I left college all those years ago I was just running away, I wasn’t changing who I really was. The puppy still lurked inside me waiting for my willpower to weaken.

I looked again at the items on the bed and my shivered with horror. Kay had never pushed things this far before, she was determined to punish me. I glanced at her, but she just grinned, knowing that she had already won. She didn’t even offer to leave, she wanted to savor my humiliation in every way possible.

My numb fingers fumbled as I unbuttoned first my shirt and then my pants, pulling my clothes off and letting them fall on the floor where I stood.  Kay didn’t speak, but her eyes were on me the whole time and her enjoyment of this situation obvious in her posture. I was standing naked in Kay’s bedroom, embarrassed but not quite ready to humiliate myself further. She just waited, offering no encouragement.

Shoulders slumping I reached out and picked up one of the items on the bed, putting the band over my head. Large dog ears flopped down the side of my head and my cheeks burned with shame. Kay’s grin got even larger if that was possible, but she still didn’t speak. Next I put the nose on, black and shiny just like a dogs. Then I put the dog collar around my neck and fastened it, pulling it tight so I could feel it against my throat. There was even a dog tag attached, but I couldn’t read it, which was probably just as well.

“It has your name.” Kay said, breaking the silence. “And owner… just in case puppy ever gets lost again.”

I stared at her for a moment, but I couldn’t hold her gaze. My cock pulsed, proclaiming my humiliating excitement as Kay reclaimed her puppy. I had been fooling myself that this would just be for the one night, but she knew better. I had always been hers, would always be her puppy.

“You’ll need help with that.” She said, nodding towards the last item on the bed. “Bend over.”

I did as she instructed me, leaning over the bed, exposing my ass to her, my hard cock pressed against the soft sheets and mattress. The position was so subservient I felt another wave of shame course through my body, but I obeyed anyway. I watched as Kay picked up the final item in my costume, a tail. A long floppy tail with a plug on the end of it.

“Spread your cheeks.” She said and I obeyed again, reaching back with my hands to part the cheeks of my ass. I watched and waited as Kay strolled over to her dresser and casually lubed up the plug on the tail. “Since you’re being an obedient puppy I won’t punish you further.” She gave me a teasing grin.

I bit my lip as she walked back to me and placed the plug against my asshole. The pressure was firm and steady as she eased it into me. She knew exactly what she was doing and I couldn’t stifle my groan. Ashamed I buried my head in the bed covers, but that just made her laugh again as she pressed the tail plug deeper into my ass. I felt my hips move, rubbing my cock against the covers.

“That’s my eager little puppy.” Kay’s words were like acid, but my hips kept moving, slowly thrusting against the plug. Satisfied that the tail was firmly in place Kay stepped back. “Follow me.” She said.

I trailed back down the stairs behind her. The party was in full swing of course but in our absence the tone had changed significantly. Everyone was gathered in the living-room, circled around some disturbance. I didn’t want to see, but I needed to see what I already knew it would be. When she reached the bottom of the stairs, Kay paused waiting for me. She didn’t say anything, just pointed to her feet. I knew what to do. I sank down onto my hands and knees  and crawled to her side.

People were starting to notice our presence now, splitting their attention between the activity in the middle of the room and Kay. The flush on my cheeks was spreading across my body as more and more people looked our way. I kept my eyes looking straight ahead, unable to bear the smiles and laughter that greeted my arrival. People parted as Kay walked forward and I crawled behind her. She paused once we both had a clear view of what was happening.

I already knew it of course, but seeing it was like a knife thrust into my stomach. Laura lay on her back with a large man on top of her. As I watched he thrust himself into her and she wrapped her legs around him, urging him on. Her face was contorted with pleasure and the sounds, those unmistakable sounds of orgasm. She wasn’t being forced, she wanted this, she was loving it.

“She really does seem to be enjoying herself doesn’t she puppy? She must have needed a good fucking.” Kay smirked down at me. I nodded, how could I deny it when my wife was moaning like that. My response triggered another round of laughter from the watching audience. I felt a hand touch my ass and my tail was pushed harder into me. I gasped, my cock throbbing.

“Puppy loves to be petted.” Kay mocked me. Both her hands were in view I didn’t know who was fucking me with the plug. I didn’t care, my cock throbbed with each shove.

I returned my attention to Laura as the man on top of her grunted and then rolled off. She lay there, legs splayed, making no effort to conceal herself from the crowd and my gaze was inextricably drawn to her glistening, puffy cunt lips. She moaned, eyes barely open, breasts heaving. I wondered if this was the first man to take her tonight. Did it matter, really? He wouldn’t be the last.

“Go on puppy.” Kay urged, face suffused with triumph. “Show everyone what you are and what you do.”

I didn’t hesitate. Despite my humiliation I crawled towards Laura, plugged tail wagging behind me. The room had gone silent now, no more talking, no more laughter. They were all watching me, wondering if I would really do it. I crawled between Laura’s legs, staring at her used pussy. As my head moved closer I could see the creamy white cum oozing from inside her. And the smell, the aroma of lavender that I loved, but mixed now with a familiar bleach like smell. The smell from the cum oozing from her cunt.

Laura didn’t even open her eyes, I don’t know if she realize who was there, but she knew someone was there and spread her legs wider apart, wanting more. And so I leaned in, stretched out my tongue and ran it over her sticky, wet sex. Her whole body jerked at my touch and she let out another groan.

The smell of the cum blotted out everything else. I could taste it on my tongue now, but that didn’t slow me. I lapped at her cunt, licking at the mixes of her juices and a stranger’s cum, sucking it into my mouth. Laura moaned again splaying wider, one hand reaching down to press my head against her and I obeyed. Sucking, licking, cleaning. My cock throbbed as my tongue probed her sex cleaning up every last bit, but even then she wouldn’t let me stop, holding me against her. So I turned my attention to her clit, my tongue working against it in long, slow strokes, making her tremble and gasp.

Around me there was only silence as the rest of the party watched the cum puppy in action. Even Kay had nothing to say now, though I had no doubt she was reveling in her triumph. I just kept licking and sucking until Laura screamed out her second orgasm, that I knew of, and slumped back down. Then, slowly, reluctantly I backed away from her and looked around at Kay, wondering what my Owner would have me do next.

Sure enough Kay was grinning down at me. She knelt down beside me and with one hand ever so gently stroked my rigid dick. I couldn’t stop myself, I whimpered just like a puppy, it felt so good and I wanted to cum so bad.

“You enjoyed that didn’t you puppy?” Kay asked, her hand working up and down my shaft. “You’ve been a very good puppy, but you’re not done yet.” She let go of my cock and gestured to the other party guests, many of whom were pairing off into couples or groups. “There’s going to be lots more cum to clean up puppy. Lots of yummy, sticky cum.”

I knelt there in my ridiculous costume, looking in her eyes and I could see she was determined to humiliate and break me. That having my wife cuckold me in front of her friends wasn’t enough. She wanted my and their indelible memory of this evening to be me dressed like this and licking up cum. Everyone’s cum. I closed my eyes, because now I knew that I was going to do it, I couldn’t even fool myself any longer, I wanted to do this.

“On you go.” Was all Kay had to say.

And I did. I crawled around the party looking for cum. It devolved into a full blown orgy rapidly enough. The guests had obviously been worked up Laura’s opening show. Soon the only person dressed was Kay, who wasn’t going to miss a moment of my humiliation.  And the guests were only too happy to take advantage of my services, calling me over to clean cum from their pussies or lick their breasts clean. One guy, after a quick chat with Kay, jerked off onto the floor and then stood and watched as I had to lick the carpet, my tongue burning from the rough texture. Another woman had me tonguing her asshole and cleaning the cum from it. I didn’t even think to resist.

I lost track of time while this was going on. I was just the cum puppy, here to serve and clean. My cock was desperate for attention, but no one was interested in pleasing me. Kay was always there, always in sight enjoying every second of the humiliation she had arranged, and I knew in my heart she wouldn’t leave it at just this one night.

And then finally it happened, you can only tease someone for so long before they burst. As I had my head between the thighs of yet another woman, licking at her freshly used cunt, I felt my cock throb and pulse. I couldn’t hold back any longer  let out a half moan, half whimper as cum began to leak and dribble from my cock. Lacking direct stimulation it didn’t really spurt and it feeling was unsatisfying even though my arousal and lust immediately reduced. I kept licking of course, I knew my job and the woman wasn’t satisfied yet. When I was done I knelt up, looking around.

Kay had noticed of, but she wasn’t the only one to see me cumming while licking cum. Laura was half sitting, half leaning on the sofa looking directly at me. The humiliation was complete. She knew exactly what I was now.


Sissy Maid Pansy

By Mark Adams


Sissy Maid Pansy by Mark Adams

“If you lose, you serve me wearing frilly underwear as my maid for a week.” Claire’s challenge hung in the air.

I should have known something was up when my wife suggested a bet. Claire never bets, she hates taking risks.  She wouldn’t challenge me like that unless she was confident of winning. But I had spent all night beating her at poker in front of our mutual friends. I’d won every hand I’d played. Seventy percent luck, thirty percent skill. And the rewards on offer were… tempting.

It’s true I hadn’t been a good winner, I am, if  I’m honest a total smart ass. If I think of something clever to say, I say it. Really I don’t know how my wife has put up with me for this long. This time, though I didn’t know it yet, I’d gone to far and she was going to put me firmly in my place. I guess the fact that I’d not only taken the last of her money during the previous hand but also made a crack about how she could offer me services in exchange for continuing to play was just a line too far.

Frazier and Dillan seemed to think it was funny but their wives Rennatta and Lorri were much less impressed. I’m used to women staring daggers at me though, it all rolls off my back. I figured Claire would give me hell at home, but I’d win her around and makeup sex is fun! Turns out she had something more public in mind.

“Okay then, if I’m not playing for money, neither are you.” She had snapped glaring at me. That got me curious, what did she have in mind?

“What would we be playing for?”

“Well, if I lose you get serviced, just like you wanted.” She rolled her eyes as she said the word, instilling it with all the contempt she could muster. There was a growing tension and discomfort around the table now as four pairs of eyes focused on the mental battle between me and my wife. I opened my mouth to speak, but she cut me off with another withering glare. “And we all know exactly what services you want Henry. If I lose you’ll get them whenever you want for a week. Satisfaction guaranteed.”

Her voice had become deeper and more sensual, she leant forward and my eyes drifted to her cleavage. Claire plays dirty when she wants something. Dillan coughed uncomfortably. This display wasn’t aimed at him, but it was having an effect anyway. He winced as Lorri elbowed him sharply.

I couldn’t conceal a smile at the image Claire’s words conjured in my mind and shifted a little in my seat, conscious suddenly of a slight swelling in my crotch. My wife knew that I loved blow jobs. She rarely gave them but was exceptionally talented when she chose to bless me with one.  A week of her tongue swirling around my cock on request was something to savor.

“And what if I lose?” I asked her in a voice that sounded strangled to my own ears.

“If you lose, you serve me wearing frilly underwear as my maid for a week.” Claire paused after issuing her challenge, a triumphant grin forming on her voice, letting the impact of the bet register on everyone. “I’ll find you a sexy maid’s outfit to wear and you can prance around in it all week long servicing me.”

If there had been tension before, now you could hear a pin drop at the table. I gaped at Claire in shock, but her gaze didn’t waver, perhaps she was expecting me to back down from the challenge and look like a coward. Everyone else was watching me, waiting to hear my answer. Well, I didn’t really have a choice did I? I wasn’t going to back down in front of my friends. Besides, she hadn’t won a hand all night and I hadn’t lost. What was the risk really?

Pride goes before a fall, I should have remembered that saying.

A more suspicious person than me, or at least one who’d drank less beers, might have realized that they had been played, that my victories tonight had been a little too easy. Claire is actually a pretty good poker player, she doesn’t take risks and she plays her hand with an eye on the odds.

Everyone was eager to play the next round and I think a few of them were rather hoping I would lose, just to pay me back for all the smack talk that evening. I drew a poor hand, so I did the only thing I could, I bluffed. It didn’t work. Either Claire knew me too well or she was just that confident of her hand.

My loss was greeted with a round of laughter from everyone else at the table. Claire didn’t laugh though. My wife just sat there with a satisfied smile on her face as I stared at my miserable hand trying to process what exactly had just happened.

“I’m going to enjoy having you serving as my maid this week.” She said, her grin getting bigger and bigger. “Oh and don’t forget honey, we have that party next Saturday. We’ll see you all there of course?” She addressed that last question to my friends around the table.

There was an immediate chorus of assent. I looked around the table at my friends. Lorri and Rennatta had the decency to look a bit embarrassed about the whole thing, but  Dillan and Frazier could barely stop from sniggering, no doubt picturing me in the maid’s outfit. I had thought this would be a mostly private humiliation, but clearly my wife had other ideas. Still a bet is a bet, and I’d look even worse of I backed out now.

*     *     *     *     *

My mind churned as I drove the car home. I couldn’t quite get to grips with what had happened that evening. There had to be some way out of it. If the challenge hadn’t been issued in front of my friends I could just offer to do something else instead. And the maid thing, it wouldn’t be so bad just for my wife. But this party at the weekend, maybe I could feel sick?

Claire didn’t say a word for the first fifteen or so minutes of the drive, she just kept glancing over at me and grinning. I could tell that she could barely contain her satisfaction at how things had turned out, making me suspicious she had been planning this for a while. It made me nervous, her constant appraising looks but my discomfort just seemed to amuse her even more. Finally though, when I was stopped at a red light, she spoke.

“Don’t pretend you won’t enjoy it.” Her voice was so soft that at first I thought I’d misheard her. I risked a glance in her direction, but she was staring straight ahead ahead through the windshield. “I know you like the idea of dressing up like a girl. A sissy, isn’t that what they call it?”

There was a sick feeling forming in the pit of my stomach. I stared at her, how did she know about that? She turned to look at me before speaking again, her eyes hard.

“I’ve read some of the stories. The ones you printed out and hid in the closet so know one would know. Did it never occur to you that I clean out the closet sometimes?” My mouth hung open and my brain spun, trying to come up with some plausible explanation.  Her eyes bored into me. “I’ve known for years. I kept waiting for you to talk to me about it. I know about the stories, I know about the online chats. I put a keylogger on your machine to see just exactly what you got up to Pansy.”

Hearing her use that name, the name I had only ever used on that one site in my moments of weakness, was like a physical blow. I could feel my heart hammering away in my chest. At the same time as I felt the panic building inside me, there were other feelings stirring.

She reached out, almost casually, and placed her hand over my crotch. I wasn’t hard, not yet, but my cock was swelling. Her hand squeezed gently, as though she was judging my body’s reaction to her words.

“You’re going to love being my sissy servant for a week. Admit it, the idea excites you.” I moaned softly, my cock hardening against her hand as she spoke. “I’m going to turn you into the sissy slut you’ve always wanted to be, and on Saturday I’ll let everyone see it.”

I just stared at her, my mouth hanging open. Her hand moved ever so gently on my cock, teasing it harder. There was an angry horn blare from the car behind and I blinked, jerking my eyes forward.

“The light’s green.” Claire smirked at me. “Pay attention Pansy.”

*     *     *     *     *

Claire didn’t speak again for the rest of the drive home. She kept her hand pressed lightly against my crotch, but she didn’t move it, almost as though she was taunting me for my body’s betrayal. It was hard to keep my eyes on the road. She was right of course about all of it. I thought I’d hid the stories so she wouldn’t find them, keeping them off the computer in case she snooped. It never occurred to me she’d use something like a keylogger to track everything I did.

I’d had a… fondness for girls clothing, the more feminine the better, since my teenage years, but it wasn’t something I’d ever acknowledged publicly or with any girlfriends. I was too scared of their reaction. It was only more recently that I’d discovered the subcultures online and my fantasies had flourished, my kink deepened. And how could I admit the things I know fantasized about to my beautiful wife.

I should have told her, my secrets had angered her and I was going to pay the price. I was also going to find out just exactly how all my friends would react to the truth. So we entered the house in silence and I shut the door to the outside world, eager to go to bed and maybe sleep off this bad dream. Claire had other ideas.

“Strip off.” She instructed me, the moment my hand left the door handle. “Don’t dawdle. You have work tomorrow, so we need to get you ready tonight.” There was a sharpness to her voice that hadn’t been there previously.

The sudden change of tone confused me but my hand started unbuttoning my shirt without me really thinking about it. The truth is I usually do what Claire wants, it’s just easier and the habit has become ingrained even when what she wants doesn’t make sense to me. What did she mean about work, the bet was private surely? Well, apart from Saturday. I paused, my shirt half untucked, looking at her, trying to figure out what her new game was.

“Come on now, you’re not going to welch on the bet are you? Our friends will be sooo disappointed.” Her tone was teasing but there was steel in her eyes. Scowling back at her, I pulled off my shirt and unbuckled my belt. I’d made the bet, I’d honor the bet, I wasn’t going to be cowed by her.

“Better.” She nodded, watching me. “We need to get those hairy legs of yours shaved. I have the perfect outfit in mind for a nice smooth sissy to wear.”

I wasn’t expecting that, but I had to admit that it would be less embarrassing to be dressed like a woman if I didn’t look like a hairy ape, so I continued to undress, pulling down my pants as she simply stood and watched me. It is oddly unnerving to be watched like that. Claire’s lips curved in amusement when I pulled down my briefs and my, still hard, dick sprang free. It didn’t matter what I said, so long as my body was reacting like that.

“If you don’t find a way to control that thing or everyone will know just how much you enjoy this bet. Imagine how embarrassing that will be.” She giggled.”Now, go take a shower. I want you to shave your arms and legs so that you’re smooth like the sissy you’ve always dreamed of being. I’m sure you’ve read how to do that haven’t you?” Her tone was mocking and I felt my face flush but I could hardly deny the truth, not with all the evidence she had.

Taking a shower gave me an excuse to get out of the hall and away from her knowing gaze. Standing naked in front of my fully clothed wife in the most public room of my house had me feeling incredibly vulnerable. It occurred to me that by accepting this bet I had surrendered some control to her that I might never be able to get back. I wasn’t sure how I felt about that. It was an exciting, but scary thought.

This bet could fundamentally change my marriage, and the reason was she was right, I was enjoying it. Ever since the first time I had read a story about a sissy I was hooked. Fifteen years of fantasy and masturbation were all being realized for me. And she had given me the perfect excuse. My friends would just think I was honoring a bet. They’d laugh of course, maybe play along a bit, but they wouldn’t think differently of me. I was completely safe. Wasn’t I? Why were my hands trembling? Was I fooling myself?

The shower was relaxing, the hot water calmed my body and eased my mind. I followed Claire’s instructions to the letter, it never occurred to me not to, and emerged clean and shaved with all body hair removed and smelling of lavender from the lotion I had applied afterwards. Applying the lotion had been an oddly sensual experience, my legs had never felt this smooth before and my skin tingled at my touch.

Claire was waiting for me in the bedroom, arms crossed, pushing her chest up and out. My eyes went to it instinctively and she rolled her eyes at my one track mind.

“Let me see.” She said and I obediently dropped the towel, exposing my still damp body for her inspection.

I have been naked around my wife many times of course, but it never felt like this. I’ve never felt so exposed as I did while her eyes slowly roamed across every inch of my body before lingering on my still hard cock. She glanced up at me, her lips twitching into a smirk.

“You’re still enjoying yourself I see.” She teased. “Don’t forget, you’re mine this week, so no touching that thing without permission.” She laughed as I groaned.

.

“Do you want to see your outfit for the week? I picked it out specially.” She asked. I nodded, not trusting my voice. I was both dreading and eager to see it, but I didn’t want to give Claire even more ammunition.  She just nodded, her eyes on my face and an expression that made me feel she knew exactly what I was thinking.

She gestured towards the bed and I looked at a tiny pile of silky material. As threatened the tiny pile of clothing was very frilly and some of it was pink. Claire just stood watching, that self-satisfied grin on her face as I walked slowly to the bed and reached out a hand to pick up the skimpy items. I glanced at her uncertainly, would these even cover me at all, but she made an impatient gesture so I began to dress.

For all my reading and fantasizing, I had never actually worn women’s underwear before. I had been too scared of discovery to even try on my wife’s or girlfriend’s. So it took me a while to figure stuff out. I knew enough to start with the stockings. It gave me a thrill to slide them up my now smooth legs and Claire snorted as my cock twitched with excitement. She didn’t offer any help though, clearly enjoying my embarrassment and her eyes never left me the whole time.

After the stockings came the suspenders and then the panties, the pink lacy panties. My cock was rigid by this point and drooling pre-cum. I had a hard time stuffing it inside the tiny pink garment, which made my wife giggle.

“If you walk around like that everyone will know what a sissy you are.” She commented. I blushed, but it did nothing to reduce my excitement.

There was a pink bra to match my new panties and Claire had even provided breast forms. How long had she be planning this to have such an outfit ready? I fumbled with them for a while, before finally figuring out how to work the clasp. By this point, Claire was actually laughing at me. My cheeks got redder and redder but that just seemed to make my predicament funnier for her.

The last item on the bed was the uniform itself, it was a “classic” french maid’s outfit, low cut on the top but short at the bottom. The bra and breast forms gave me a cleavage and it came down just far enough to hide my panties. Just.

Finally dressed I turned to face my wife, and she gestured me towards the bedroom mirror, a full length thing on the back of the door.

I approached it nervously, not at all sure I was ready for what I would see. The face that greeted me was familiar, if unusually red cheeked. Without either makeup or a wig I didn’t look anything like a woman. I looked like a man in drag. I looked like a particularly slutty sissy. The skimpy uniform I was wearing concealed nothing, certainly not the obscene bulge underneath it.

My wife, who had remained silent this entire time, couldn’t hold it in any longer, bursting into a fit of giggles. “Oh my god!” She laughed, gasping for breath. “You look like some horny transsexual hooker.” My cheeks burned hot with humiliation as my wife laughed almost to tears.

“Come here.” She instructed me. “Pay attention, I’m not going to do this for you every day. You’re the maid, not me.”

She sat me down at her vanity, in front of the mirror and carefully applied my makeup. Right in front of my eyes she transformed my face to something much more feminine, and sexual. My lips were painted with bright red lipstick, eye shadow and blush changed the contours of my face. Claire doesn’t wear much makeup herself, certainly nothing like the stuff she was applying to my face. I watched, careful to remain still, realizing that it only added to the effect of my dressing, making me look even more like some sissy whore.

After dabbing my lips with a tissue she stepped back, cocking her head as she looked at me critically.

“Yes. That seems about right.” She giggled again. “Just a one more thing for tonight and then you need to get off to bed.”

She turned and walked away, leaving me sitting staring at myself in the mirror in my maid’s uniform, my cock pressed against the tight panties. When she returned she was holding a blonde wig.

“I picked this up weeks ago.” She commented  as she placed it over my head and began to adjust it. “I just knew I’d get the opportunity to put it on you one day and now you’re my sissy maid.” I shivered at her words, my cock twitching and leaking pre-cum into my pink panties.

The platinum blonde wig really was the final touch. I didn’t look stylish and elegant like Claire did when she dressed up for an evening out. I looked cheap and desperate for attention. An over-sexualized parody of a woman. Was she really going to make me wear this in front of other people. Did I want her to make me?

“We’d better not let you out in public like that.” Claire giggled, leaning against me from behind, her breasts against my back. “You’ll be taking money for blow jobs before you reach the end of the street.”

I opened my mouth to protest that I wasn’t gay, but a look in the mirror silenced me.  I really did look like some cheap hooker. I, respectable professional that I was, had never ever thought of sucking some man’s dick for money, but the slut in the mirror probably did it three times a night. I moaned, trembling with humiliation and excitement.

“Oh I’m going to have so much fun this week.” Claire’s hot breath tickled my ear. “Now off to bed Pansy. You have work in the morning”

*     *     *     *     *

It was a long uncomfortable night, the first of several that week. After making me carefully remove most of my clothing and wash off my face, Claire had me climb into bed wearing my pink panties and bra. My cock remained rigid, contained within the sexy material, but Claire flat our refused to touch me and made it very clear that I’d better not touch myself either.

“You’d better not make a mess in your panties. There’s already a wet spot.” Was her last comment before turning over and going to sleep.

So I lay there, horny and frustrated, my brain a blur of images from the evening’s events.  Claire was right next to me, her gorgeous body in sight yet out of reach. I wanted her so badly right then and yet, part of me wanted this more. I was finally able to drift off and the morning came far too soon, along with a morning erection that reminded me immediately of what I was wearing.

But I had no time to savor it and would probably not have been allowed to anyway. I hurriedly climbed out of bed getting ready to strip the sexy clothing off and change into my work clothes. Claire rolled over in bed and blinked sleepily.

“I’ll have a coffee before you take your shower.” She murmured her voice husky with sleep. I stared at her in surprise, had she forgotten I  had work to go to? I needed to get going.  “Unless you’re bailing on our agreement already” The steel returned to her voice.

I sighed but knew better than to argue with her, Claire clearly intended to make the most out of this bet. I was her maid for the week. So I hurried to the kitchen and packed myself a lunch while I was preparing her coffee, trying to minimize the delay. When I returned to the bedroom she was sitting up in bed waiting.

“Very good Pansy.” She said after taking a sip of the coffee. “Just how I like it. You may shower now.”

“Are you going to call me that all the time?” I asked. She grinned.

“Yes. You’re my Sissy Maid Pansy.” I felt my cheeks redden again and hurriedly stripped off the panties and bra clothing before going for my shower. “You’ll be picking those up you know.” Claire said cooly. “I expect the laundry to be done and put away every day.”

It didn’t stop with the laundry, the moment I walked in the door from work Claire was there demanding I strip off and get in my maid’s outfit. She had even purchased some high heels for me to wear and she made me practice walking up and down the living room in them.

“Very good Pansy, wiggle your ass as you walk. You know why they call them fuck me heels don’t you?” She teased me. Once I realized she expected me to dress like this all the time at home I protested, but she didn’t even let me finish my complaints though. Reminding me yet again that I’d made the bet and needed to live with it.

“But what if someone sees?” I whined, can’t we at least shut the curtains.

“What if somebody does see? What if our neighbors look through the window and see you all dressed up like a sissy maid? How would that make you feel?” She asked, moving closer to me, her hand resting over my engorged cock. “I think we both know how that idea makes you feel. Would you like me to just call them over now and show off my panty wearing husband? What happens to the sissy bitches in your stories when they get found out? Is that what you want to happen to you?”

I groaned, my hips pushed forward pressing my crotch against her hand, my brain fogged with arousal. She laughed and walked away, leaving me panting. “Make the dinner and when you’re finished clean up the kitchen Pansy.”

Once I had finished all of my chores I came through to the living room ready to relax and watch some tv. Claire was on the sofa her head buried in a book, but she looked up as I entered. “All done?” She asked and I nodded. “Excellent, come over here and get on your knees.”

I obeyed, wondering what new form of torture she had come up with. She didn’t say a word, waiting silently until I was kneeling at her feet, then she slowly spread her legs apart before leaning back on the sofa and reading her book.

I stared up her skirt to her exposed and naked pussy. I glanced up at her, but she wasn’t even looking at me, completely absorbed in her book. What did she want me to do? She wasn’t saying but the answer seemed quite clear. I leant forward and gently ran my tongue around the lips of her sex, waiting for her reaction. Placing my hands on her thighs to get closer, I felt the muscles tense at my touch, but still she said nothing so I continued, running my tongue around and along her lips, then sliding my hands along her inner thighs. She moved her legs wider apart, inviting me in, with my thumbs I spread her pussy lips apart.

She was glistening, already wet with excitement or anticipation. I worked my tongue slowly up and down her pussy lips and then directly against her clit. Finally I got a reaction, just a brief inhaled breath, but I knew it was working so I continued to lick and pleasure her, my tongue moving in leisurely strokes against her clit. After several minutes of this she used one hand to press my face tighter against her mound, then wrapped her legs around my back forcing me against her cunt. Her body was moving now, writhing against me, coating my face with her juices. She still wasn’t speaking but her moans became steadily louder, filling the room as her body reacted to my touch. Her breathing ragged, her whole body began to shake as orgasm overtook her. Familiar with my wife’s body, I knew to ease up as she peaked, that her clit would be oh so sensitive. Finally she released me and I kneeled up again looking at her, my cock rock hard, her juices drying on my lips, waiting for some praise.

After a moment she sat up, smoothing her skirt down, chest still her cheeks flushed. “Don’t forget to practice your makeup before bedtime.” Was the only thing she said before standing and leaving the room.

It’s hard to describe the feeling of kneeling there, dismissed, essentially used as a sex object and discarded. I knew I had done what she wanted, but she did not give me even the faintest of praise. I was just her maid. If Claire wanted to signal that my needs did not matter, for this week at least, she could not have found a better way to do it.

This routine was repeated night after night as Saturday approached. I was denied any relief or release, expected to perform all my maid duties, including pleasuring Claire orally every night, and practice all my ‘sissy skills’ as she called them. Claire never specified what the punishment for disobedience would be and oddly enough it never occurred to me to say no. Because the inescapable reality was that I was enjoying it, no matter how much it tormented me.

*     *     *     *     *

I was beyond nervous on Saturday night. I spent the day in alternating fits of bowel churning terror and fascinated horror. It was going to be a disaster, humiliation beyond anything I’d experienced. I would never live it down. And yet… the stories, Claire’s teasing. There was a core of truth to her claim that I wanted this. I did, but could I live with the consequences?

Claire had me spend most of the morning cleaning the house in preparation for the party and then the afternoon was given over to preparing me. Showering and shaving, getting dressed in my full maid costume, putting on my makeup and hair, by 7 o’clock I had completely inhabited my Pansy persona. Think of it like a role, I told myself. You’re acting, it’s just a bet. Everyone knows that. At least I hoped they did but Claire had been very coy about exactly who she had invited to her party.

“You look the perfect sissy maid.” Claire complimented me, at least I think it was a compliment. “Our guests should be arriving shortly, go and stand by the door.”

That was a surprise I hadn’t fully understood my role in tonight’s activities. I wasn’t a guest or a host, I was just the maid. So there I stood, at the door, shifting from foot to foot in my high heels and waiting for the doorbell to ring. I probably wasn’t there for very long but it felt like hours. When the door did finally ring I steeled myself and pulled it open, plastering a fake smile on my heavily made up face. I was greeted by a feminine giggle as Rose, one of Claire’s oldest friends saw me fully dressed up.

“You really went through with it then.” Was all she said as she walked past me into the house.

She was the first of many guests to arrive and to my shock it wasn’t just Claire’s friends who had been invited. Frazier, Dillan, Rennatta and Lori all arrived and handed off their coats to me with either a sheepish grin or outright laughter. If that wasn’t bad enough several people from work showed up complete with their plus ones. My cheeks were so red by the time the twentieth and final set of guests arrived that I could probably be seen glowing from space.

To try and take my mind off things I hurried through to the kitchen and picked up a plate of snacks to offer to people. Claire had instructed me to circulate the room and make myself available to see to people’s needs. While I had to admit that’s what a real maid would do I was pretty sure she just wanted to make sure everyone got a good look at me.

And they did.

It was awkward at first. I was deeply embarrassed by my clothing and people didn’t know what to say or where to look. So everyone fell back on the familiar guest/servant relationship and I spent most of the first half our walking in and out of the kitchen fetching drinks for people. It was Rose who finally broke the ice.

“He’s really mastered walking in high heels.” She commented to Claire, loud enough for a host of other people to hear.

“Pansy has been practicing all week.” Claire smiled and the revelation of my sissy name caused a round of laughter. Perhaps emboldened by this, Claire walked over to me and slapped me on the ass. “Be a dear and fetch me another.” She said. I scurried off, the blush now spreading down my neck.

From then on it seemed like everyone was patting my rear or running their hands over me. I had ceased to be a friend or colleague and was now just the anonymous help who could be treated however they chose. It was deeply humiliating but even worse it was turning me on. I tried, I tried so hard, but I couldn’t help myself. As the groping and fondling continued my traitorous cock sprang to life and in my skimpy attire it was obvious to everyone. Soon the groping wasn’t confined to my ass as the women grabbed at my crotch, some of them right in front of their partners.

By this point I was blushing so hard that beads of sweat had formed on my brow and my cock was pressed hard against my bulging panties. Of course this just egged our guests on even more. The rest of the evening was a blur of lewd comments about my appearance and blatant fondling of my body. Some of the men even got in on the act and at one point I found myself sandwiched between two guys as I tried to go to the kitchen. They pressed up against me from both sides making sure I could feel their hard cocks against me and the one whispered in my ear that I was a “sweet piece of ass.” That was greeted with yet another roar of laughter from the rest of the guests.

Rose, Dillan, Lorri, Frazier and Rennatta were the last to leave and they seemed reluctant to go. Dillan made several off color comments about french maids and this time Lorri didn’t elbow him.

“Pansy does seem quite the slut.” Was all she said, smirking at me. “I can’t wait for the next poker night.”

“Oh I’m going to poke her.” Claire laughed, winking at our friends as I showed them to the door. I glanced at her in alarm, what did that mean?

By the time they were all gone my ego was in tatters. I had been humiliated, ridiculed and abused to a point where I couldn’t even imagine facing these people again. How on earth I would go to work tomorrow I didn’t know. But Claire had one more surprise for me.

When I returned to the living room relieved that my weak of torture was over she was waiting for me with a small dildo strapped on over her cocktail dress.

“Bend over the sofa.” She said.

“Wait a second honey.” I protested. “The bet is over, the party is done.”

“Oh the bet is over.” She laughed. “But I still have a sissy bitch in my house who needs seeing to. Bend over Pansy. Remember I read those stories and your chats. I know what you really want” She stroked the dildo obscenely as she spoke, mimicking jerking a cock.

I could have said no. I could have walked away or gone to bed. I didn’t though, I did as instructed, bending over the back of the sofa, head down and waiting for what was to come. I bit my lip when I felt her hands on my ass, pulling down my panties. But I didn’t protest. There was a pause as she lubed up her dildo, then I felt the end of it rubbing along the crack of my ass.

“This is what you’ve dreamed of isn’t it sissy boy?” Claire teased. I nodded, too embarrassed to speak. Claire started to push, pressing her cock into my ass. “Maybe I should have invited a couple of the guys to stay.” She teased as the strap-on worked deeper and deeper into my ass.

All I could do was moan, face down, ass up as she began to fuck me. My cock throbbed, pre-cum dripping from it as she thrust in and out.

“Well, there’s always next time.” She said thrusting harder. All I could do was moan and squirm beneath her. “How does it feel to be my slut Pansy?” She panted, jamming her cock deep into me. My cock throbbed, pressed against the sofa.

“Admit it, you’re a cock loving sissy.” She hissed and I grunted with every thrust. She pounded into me again and again, her words driving her harder as much as they were turning me on.

After an evening of teasing and humiliation I couldn’t hold back any longer. I gasped and shuddered, my cock spurting cum onto the sofa.

“You’ll be cleaning that mess up.” She teased, spanking my ass, her cock still firmly embedded in me. “Don’t forget you still have your nightly duties to perform. Oh, and get your uniform cleaned tomorrow. We’ll be needing it for poker night.”

The bet was over, but my wife’s Sissy Maid was going to be staying.
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Sharing an apartment with two girls is an eye opening experience. I never bought into that crap about them being the weaker sex, but I did have a few ideas about them being ladylike and shy. Oh boy was I wrong. Courtney and Jasmine were friends before they moved in with me so while we got on fine, it was really the two of them and then me the odd one out. They were party girls and the weekend started on Thursday night most weeks. But that wasn’t what surprised me. It was how crude they could be.

I mean at first when they moved in everyone was very careful and polite, but that didn’t last long. I guess they figured after I’d seen them throwing up in the toilet wearing only pajamas there wasn’t much point being formal. I mean, they kept themselves somewhat covered while wandering around the apartment, but I think it had more to do with what they were comfortable wearing and any concern for me. And their language…

Men can be vulgar when we’re together and talking about women, but women are just as bad, maybe worse. I lost count of the number of times I wandered in on Courtney and Jasmine giggling and discussing some guy at a bar. What he looked like, how big his dick probably was, whether they would or had fucked him. Hey I’m no prude, but I frequently found myself backing out of the room red faced at the explicit nature of their conversation. So I guess I shouldn’t really have been surprised about the sex doll.

It was a Friday night and unusually neither Courtney nor Jasmine were going out. When I’d commented on that they’d just laughed and called it a girls night in. They were certainly drinking just as heavily as they would at a bar. So I retreated to my room and left them to it, until the shrieks of laughter started. I was curious, who wouldn’t be, so I went out to investigate. The pair of them were sitting on the sofa looking at something on Jasmine’s laptop. Whatever it was had the two girls laughing hysterically.

“Go on Jazz, buy it.” Courtney urged, leaning back and taking a swig from her beer bottle. “You know you want it you slut.” I didn’t know what it was, but clearly I’d walked out into one of those conversations.

“Hey girls.” I said, just to announce my presence. Jasmine glanced up from her laptop in surprise, then hurriedly shut the lid, causing Courtney to snort. I looked more closely at Jasmine. It was easy to be distracted by the long brown hair and the curvy figure, but now I was paying attention to her face and the hint of redness on her cheeks. She blushing. What on earth were the two of them looking at? Courtney wasn’t feeling nearly so bashful.

“Hey Brandon, what’s the average dick size do you reckon?” She asked and now it was my turn to blush.  But the spiky haired blonde just stared me down, completely unabashed. Courtney was almost always the instigator of the two.

“Umm… I think it’s like five and a half or six or something.” I mumbled, trying to stick to just facts. We were all adults here right?

“No wonder you liked that one Jasmine, it must have been eight at least.” Courtney laughed again. I decided that a quick exit was needed and headed for the kitchen on the pretense that I was hungry. It’s easy to seem busy in the kitchen you just open and close some cupboards and bang a few plates around. The hilarity continued out in the living room, but they were whispering now. Jasmine at least didn’t want me to know what this was all about. The thing is, the apartment isn’t that big so even at a whisper I could hear their conversation just fine.

“You know you want to.” That was Courtney again, still egging Jasmine on.

“Oh my god, stop it!” Jasmine didn’t sound as shocked as her words implied. Maybe Courtney was right, maybe she did want to.

“It’s not like you’ve got a boyfriend to take care of things right now. You’d have something to hop on when you got the urge.” Courtney cackled. “Go on, buy it!”

“Courtney! I’m not… I don’t!”

“Oh please, I’ve heard you before when you thought no one was home. It’s okay hon, every girl needs a pounding from time to time. Preferably from a nice thick shaft, like that one!”

I scuttled out of the kitchen and back to the bedroom, when the conversation got this raunchy it was best to maintain a low profile for fear of being dragged into the middle of it. I’d just learned more about Jasmine’s sex life in the last five minutes than in the previous six months I’d been living here.

I was curious though. Courtney was easily the more dominant of the two girls and most times Jasmine would end up doing whatever crazy idea she came up with. So just what exactly was she going to buy? It was easy enough to find out. The girls stayed up late drinking and laughing, which mean they also slept in late.

I had the kitchen and living room to myself all morning long and there was Jasmine’s laptop just sitting on the table all but inviting me to take a quick peek.  I know, I know, I shouldn’t have, but if it makes you feel any better I paid for it in the long run. I flipped open the screen and fidgeted nervously, expecting one or both of the girls to walk out of their rooms before  the computer woke up. They didn’t of course, they weren’t likely to sleep off their hangovers until the afternoon. When the screen finally lit up I just stared in amazement.  I didn’t even know they made things like that.

On the screen was a life size model of a man’s crotch and ass, complete with lifelike and very erect penis. There was no head or legs just that middle section and the text next to the picture assured me that both the cock and the asshole were suitable for self pleasure. I hastily shut the lid of the laptop and returned to cleaning the kitchen.

If I’d read that web page right then Jasmine had indeed bought the… the… toy. Would she use it?

Courtney’s words from last night about hopping on came back to me and I found myself picturing Jasmine riding that large fake cock, her big breasts swaying as she did so. It was an exciting image, and I felt my dick responding to it.

“Time for a cold shower Brandon.” I muttered to myself. Thinking of my platonic roommates in that fashion would only lead to awkwardness and trouble, so I put it as far from my mind as possible.

At least until the package arrived. It was large, and heavy and addressed to Jasmine. It looked pretty innocent, just a brown box with no distinctive markings. At first I didn’t think much of it, just put it down in the living room for her to collect when she got home from work. But her reaction when I mentioned it immediately confirmed what it must be. She turned several shades of purple before grabbing the box and rushing off to her room with it. For the second time that week I found myself imagining her swaying breasts as she fucked herself on the toy, but I hastily banished the image from my mind, saying nothing.

Courtney wasn’t nearly so discrete.

“So you’ve got your cock doll?” She asked Jasmine later that evening as she strolled into the kitchen ready to microwave some noodles, which was about the closest thing to cooking that Courtney ever did. Jasmine blushed again and I have to admit I thought it was an attractive look on her.

“Well? Let’s see it.” Courtney continued. “Have you used it already.” She laughed at her own crudeness and poor Jasmine turned scarlet. Courtney wasn’t going to be put off my social etiquette though. Ignoring me completely she pushed past Jasmine into the bedroom. I didn’t know where to look, certainly not at poor blushing Jasmine. Instead I just stood there, waiting to see what would happen.

Fortunately the awkward silence didn’t go on for very long. Courtney returned carrying the package which, I noted, had been opened and deposited it on the coffee table.

She pulled the sex toy out of the box without any flourish, sending packing peanuts scattering in all directions, and placed the obscene looking item down on the table. Looking for any excuse to get out of this uncomfortable situation I scurried off to the kitchen and go the broom to clean up the peanuts. Courtney had Jasmine firmly on her hook though and wasn’t going to let her wiggle free.

“So how big is it?” She asked, obvious referring to the cock that jutted out of the toy. “Seven inches, eight?”

“Eight and a half.” Jasmine’s voice was barely audible but the promptness of the response told me she had studied this toy. Courtney’s laugh was filthy.

“Have you ever had one that big?” She asked. Jasmine shook her head. “What about you?” Courtney rounded on me. I gaped at her, my mouth opening and closing like a fish. Was she asking me if I’d… with a guy? Courtney laughed again.

“Chill dude.” The spiky blonde said. “I’m not dragging you out the closet, if you’re in one. Is it bigger than you?”

The abrupt change of direction caught me by surprise. For some reason I glanced at Jasmine, who was alternating between looking at the floor and at the sex toy on the table. When I looked back at Courtney she had her arms crossed below her chest emphasizing her small but exceedingly pert breasts. She was still waiting for her answer.

“Well?” She asked and I could almost feel her foot tapping.

“Yes.” I conceded, my face now flaming red to match Jasmine. I didn’t add that the plastic cock now sitting on the table was substantially bigger than I was.

“Thought so.” Courtney grinned. “You’re too submissive to be that big.”

Submissive? What did she mean by that. My sex life, such as it was, could be best categorized as vanilla. I mean I’d read a few things, but my partners were happy enough with missionary. Did she think I was some sort of closet masochist or something? Fortunately Courtney had moved on to other thoughts though.

“We’ll leave it out here.” She announced, clearly assuming we would accept her decree. I glanced as Jasmine again, expecting some sort of protest, but she had been thoroughly cowed and didn’t say a word. So neither did I. Courtney nodded in satisfaction.

“Brandon, be a dear and finish tidying up the mess.” She said before heading for her room.

Jasmine looked like she was going to say something, but then changed her mind and hurriedly retreated. And I, well I finished tidying up the peanuts and broke down the box to go in the recycling, all the while trying not to stare at the big ass and cock sitting on my coffee table. Which, is harder to do than you might think. It was only afterwards I realized that I had done exactly what Courtney wanted without any protest at all. Maybe she had a point on the submissive thing. I really ought to be a bit more assertive or she would walk all over me.

*     *     *    *    *

And so the toy sat there on our coffee table for the rest of the week. Nobody said anything about it, what would you say anyway?  And then the next weekend it wasn’t there. Or at least, it wasn’t on the coffee table. I considered asking what had happened to it, but didn’t want to draw attention to my interest in it. So I just acted like nothing had changed.

I woke up in the middle of the night in severe need of a piss and trudged out to the bathroom. The toy cock was still missing for the table I noted idly. After relieving myself I turned to head back to my room when I heard a noise. It sounded almost like… but neither of the girls had anyone over tonight. Unless…

Yeah, I know, it’s totally inappropriate to listen to other people having sex, but it’s a small apartment with very thin walls, short of ear plugs I was going to hear. Admittedly I could just have gone back to bed and done nothing about it. But Jasmine’s door was slightly open so I peeked in. She wasn’t there, and the moaning sounds were definitely coming from Courtney’s room. Were she and Jasmine… in there… together?

I defy any red blooded male to resist the temptation that is conjured by that particular image. I certainly couldn’t. Courtney’s door was firmly closed and there was no way to open it without alerting the people on the other side, but if I pressed my ear to the door I could hear much better. There was no doubt in my mind that the moans were coming from Jasmine, something about the pitch of them reminded me of her. What exactly was she doing though? Courtney gave the game away, apparently she’s just as much a talker during sex as the rest of the time.

“That’s it Jazz, up and down… ride that cock.” She urged her friend who responded with a deep moan. “I knew you’d be a slut for big cock.” Courtney teased.

“Unghhh.” Was the only response she got.

“Good girl.” Courtney praised her. “Faster now. It’s time to cum. Don’t worry hon, any time you get horny I’ll help you ride this cock, all you have to do is ask.”

Jasmine’s moans became more frantic and higher pitched as her orgasm approached. Worried that I would be caught I hurried away from their door and back to my room. Even with two doors closed Jasmine’s moans were clearly audible. Slipping into bed I took my cock in my hand and stroked it, listening to her cum and imaging her moving up and down on that huge cock. I was rock hard with excitement and it wasn’t long before I came. Shortly afterwards Jasmine’s moans died down and I heard  doors open and close as she returned to her room. I wondered where the cock was now.

It was back on the coffee table by the morning.

Who had taken it? Did Courtney find Jasmine using it or had she taken it so that Jasmine had to come to her and ask for it? The two friends had an even stranger relationship than I’d realized.

As I stared at the cock on my coffee table another thought entered my head. The sex toy had clearly been designed for a man, because it didn’t just have a large erect cock, it had an asshole too.  Glancing around to make sure that no one was about to appear I reached out and pressed a finger against the hole. It was soft and it gave easily to my probing. Hurriedly I stepped away, what was I even thinking? I’m not gay, I’ve never been gay. Never even really thought about guys that way.

Obviously I was letting last night’s weirdness get to me. Shaking my head I left the house and went to work. But the idea nagged at me all day long and when I got home that afternoon, there it was sitting there on the table, that big cock and that ass. As tight as it had felt around my finger, how good would it feel around my cock?

Neither Courtney or Jasmine were due home for a couple of hours yet, no one ever had to know. And it wasn’t like it was a person right? It was just a hole to use, to jerk off into. Throwing caution to the wind I grabbed the butt and rushed to my room before I could back out.

Once there I placed the sex toy on my bed and stared at it. It looked so odd, that disembodied cock and ass laying in the middle of my comforter. I turned it over so the asshole was pointed upward then stripped off my clothes. Naked, and my cock already growing stiff, I walked over to my nightstand and grabbed some lube, applying it liberally to my hardening prick. Once I was sure I had enough I climbed onto the bed and positioned myself over the butt. I was glad I couldn’t see myself in the mirror, it was embarrassing enough even like this.

But as I pushed my cock into the welcoming embrace of the sex toy pleasure drove all thoughts of shame from my mind. It was so tight and I groaned as I thrust deeper into it, shoving my cock into the hole without any concern for tenderness or feelings.  This was a thing I could use to fuck as roughly as I wanted.

I lay over the ass, humping it vigorously, I must have looked absurd but I didn’t care. My dick was rock hard now and throbbing with eagerness as a hammered into the asshole again and again, panting with the effort. God it felt so good. So dirty but so, so good. I thrust and fucked faster and faster as my orgasm built inside me. I didn’t have to hold back or delay for anyone else’s pleasure. And then, when I felt myself getting close I buried my cock as deep as I could in the asshole and cam, spurt after spurt into it before slumping onto the bed.

I must have dozed off and when my eyes opened again my first panicked thought was about Courtney and Jasmine. I glanced at my alarm clock and was relieved to see I still had at least half an hour before either of them would be home. Thank god for small mercies. But I still needed to get this mess cleaned up. I struggled back into my pants and shirt and took the sex toy to the bathroom where I carefully cleaned it, removing all signs of my abuse and then hurriedly dried it so it wouldn’t be obvious that anything had happened.

That done I placed the sex toy back on the coffee table, taking several looks at it to make sure it was back exactly where it had been and then I went into the kitchen to make some dinner. And not a moment too soon because just after I’d started pulling out the ingredients for my pasta dish I heard the locks on the front door and Courtney came stomping in I froze, waiting to see if she would notice anything out of the ordinary, but she came straight through to the kitchen.

“What’cha making?” She asked, opening the fridge door and staring in, probably wondering whose food she could steal tonight.

“Pasta.” I said, trying to stop my hands from trembling. Was I blushing I wondered? If I was then Courtney didn’t say anything. She was too busy grabbing some leftovers from the fridge and stuffing it into her mouth.

I watched her from the kitchen door as she went back to the living room and then through to her own room. She didn’t even glance at the sex toy on the table. It’s amazing how you can get used to something, even something really obscene, if it’s just there all the time. Taking  deep breath I turned back to the pasta.

It was a stupid thing to do I told myself, and I wouldn’t do it again. Even if it had felt really good, far better than regular masturbation. It wasn’t the same as a willing partner of course, but it didn’t come with the complications either. Regardless, not again. It would be so embarrassing if Jasmine or Courtney ever found out. How would I explain? I just needed to exercise a bit of self control.

*     *     *     *     *

The next day the toy was missing again. A quick check confirmed that it was in Courtney’s room. Sitting and waiting for Jasmine I assumed. Did Courtney ever use it herself? While I found it easy to imagine Jasmine riding that big cock, somehow I just couldn’t picture Courtney in that sort of vulnerable position.

Sure enough that night I heard the moaning again. If Jasmine was trying to keep it quiet she was failing. Though most likely Courtney was egging her on again. I lay in my bed under the covers and stroked my cock to the sound of Jasmine cumming on a big plastic cock and then as silence descended on the apartment I rolled over away from the sticky wet spot and fell asleep.

The toy had already been returned to its spot by the time I got up in the morning. Surely Courtney and Jasmine must know that I would notice its absence? Did they not care? If so, why keep it on the table? I had a feeling there was some weird sex game being played that I didn’t yet know the rules of. I felt my cock twitch in my pants at the thought of that, there are worse things to play than sex games with young, hot women.

Staying true to my promise I steered well clear of the toy for the next week although the sexual tension around the house grew noticeably thicker.  The toy disappeared two more times to be accompanied again by the sound of Jasmine’s moans and groans. Nobody said anything although that Saturday morning at breakfast Courtney kept giving Jasmine meaningful looks and Jasmine kept blushing. I just kept my head down and tried not to let anyone see the bulge in my pants.

When the girls announced that they were heading out for the day and wouldn’t be back until late it was an opportunity too good to pass up. All week long I’d been listening to their sex play and the only company I had available had been my hand. Now I was going to be alone for hours in the apartment with the sex toy free to use.

How could I say no to that?

Of course I didn’t, I think I lasted about 20 minutes after the girls left before I was in my room with the butt sitting on the bed again. Thirty seconds later I was naked and applying lube. I wasted no time mounting the asshole and thrusting my cock into it.

“Take my big cock you slut.” I groaned, fucking the toy harder. In my mind I pictured Jasmine beneath me, my cock sliding in and out of her ass. “You love it don’t you?”

“Oh she does love a big cock.” Courtney spoke up suddenly. “Doesn’t look like you have one though.” I rolled over in shock and horror, my cock still embedded in the sexy toy. Courtney was leaning against the door frame watching me, a huge grin on her face.

“Get out of my room.” I screamed, anger deepening my voice.

“Sure.” Courtney responded. “As soon as I’ve retrieved something that doesn’t belong to you. You can finish first. In fact, please do.”

I stared at her in frustrated anger and embarrassment. If I stopped then I would have to expose myself to her increasing my humiliation, but was keeping going any better. Courtney just grinned.

“You know you want to.” She said. “I’ve seen the way you eyed that ass every time you walk past it. How long has it been since you had a warm hole to fuck?”

She was right on all counts of course. I had been looking and it had been far too long. And god my cock was so hard right now. I rolled back onto my stomach and Courtney laughed.

“Give it a good pounding.” She goaded me as I started to hump the toy again. “It won’t say no.”

If my cock had been hard before, having Courtney watch me intensified the sensations further. She might not be able to see much from that angle, but she knew exactly what I was doing. Every thrust of my hips and buttocks made that quite clear, even if her words hadn’t.

“Fuck that ass.” Courtney continued her encouragement. “Hump your sex doll.”

I grunted, doing exactly what she said, my hips slapping against the buttocks, my cock thrusting deep into the asshole.

“Take that fag boys asshole.” Courtney continued. “Pound him good.”

I moaned, my brain not really processing what she was saying just that I need to fuck harder and faster. I did, thrusting, moaning and pounding as I reached the edge and tipped over. My body stiffened, muscles clenching and unclenching as  I released my load inside the toy. A moment later, as my breathing slowed, clarity returned. I lay there for a moment longer, my brain whirling. What had I just done? What had Courtney said? What would I do now.

“You need to clean that up.” Courtney observed, still leaning against the doorframe. “Jasmine won’t want her toy back in that condition. Take it to her once you’re done. You might want to put some clothes on first.”

I didn’t move or speak to acknowledge her, waiting instead until the door clicked closed. I pulled my rapidly softening member from the toy’s crevice and rolled onto my back staring up at the ceiling. What the hell did I do now? Was Jasmine here as well and if so how could I ever look either of my roommates in the face again.

But, in the end, no matter how much you might want to, some things can’t be avoided. I couldn’t spend my life in this room, I couldn’t even spend the rest of the night in here, and it was a safe bet neither Jasmine or Courtney were going anywhere until I did what Courtney had said. I was starting to suspect that they’d never had any plans for today in the first place. That the whole thing was just a setup, part of the weird sexual game the two of them were playing.

So I dressed and, picking up the toy, it’s thick cock sticking out at me accusingly, I opened the door to my room and headed for the bathroom.

Courtney was sitting in the living room, she glanced and me and nodded in satisfaction when she saw what I was doing. There was no sign of Jasmine and I wasn’t ready to speak yet. I just went into the bathroom and carefully cleaned the toy up, just as I had the last time. Then, after I’d delayed as long as humanly possible, I took it back out and placed it on the coffee table, right in front of Courtney. She waited until I turned to leave before speaking again.

“Is that where I asked you to put it?”

I turned back to her, my face still flushed with embarrassment at what she had seen.  “No.” I mumbled.

“Take it to Jasmine.” She nodded in the direction of Jasmine’s room. “Oh, and Brandon, apologize for your behavior. Tell her exactly what you did.”

I glared at Courtney but she met my anger with a confident, calm look that I couldn’t match. No wonder Jasmine always ended up doing what she wanted. Picking up the sex toy again I turned and walked the short distance to Jasmine’s room then knocked on the door.

Jasmine must have been waiting for me because she opened the door almost immediately. Her eyes went straight to the sex toy with it’s large erect cock and her face flushed, though not as red as mine felt. I held out the toy and she took it in her hands. I tried to look her in the face, but I couldn’t do it. Not with her holding the toy, not with the moans and whimpers I had heard from her over the last few nights.

Courtney coughed impatiently and I knew she was dead serious about what she wanted to do.

“I-I’m sorry Jasmine.” I whispered. “I took your… toy and…” I coughed, clearing my throat. “Used it.”

The pair of us stood there for a moment, not sure what to say next, our faces both flushed red with embarrassment. Jasmine didn’t say anything so I turned to leave.

“Tell her how you used it.” Courtney instructed me, she still hadn’t bothered to get up from where she was sitting.

“I… fucked the ass hole.” I muttered, my cheeks burning hot with shame. Was that a flicker of surprise on Jasmine’s face.

“Oh… I thought you were… I mean… there’s nothing wrong with that.” She said, seeming strangely apologetic given the situation.

“No! I mean… yeah there’s nothing wrong with that, but I’m not… you know…” I trailed off, not even sure what I was trying to say or which of my actions I was defending. Would it really be worse for Jasmine to think I was gay than to think I stole sex toys and fucked them? Courtney was only too happy to help out and continue this painful conversation.

“Yeah, he doesn’t fuck guys he just likes to ram inanimate objects.” She cackled. “Guess he’s shy.”

The discomfort on Jasmine’s face vanished for a moment as she giggled at Courtney’s words.  If possible my discomfort deepened. But the amusement didn’t last because Courtney was ready to share the humiliation.

“But it’s not like he rides it he way you do Jaz.” She snorted “He gives it a good seeing too, he doesn’t let it fuck him.”

Jasmine hugged the sex toy to her body, freeing up one arm and hastily shut the door in my face. I quickly headed for my room, glad the awkward encounter was done.  As I pulled my own door closed I heard one last instruction from Courtney.

“Next time you need some ass… ask me for the toy.”

I slammed the door, leaning against it, beads of sweat on my forehead from the humiliation I had just gone through. Like I was ever going to touch that thing again!

*     *     *     *     *

It was an easy thing to say in the heat of the moment, but the reality was very different. I was living in an apartment with two sexy girls at least one of whom clearly thought it was funny to tease me. Where previously both girls had wandered around in relatively tame pajama tops and bottoms, now Courtney paraded around in a skimpy tank top and even skimpier panties.

I didn’t say anything. I tried not to look. But, oh my god, her ass in those thong panties! It’s more than a person can stand. Jasmine wasn’t so blatant, but she continued her visits to Courtney’s room and her moans were getting louder. She was definitely getting more vocal.

“Ooooh… yesss! So big.” She screamed out as she rode the toy for Courtney yet again. They hadn’t even had the decency to wait for night time when I might be asleep. It was the middle of the afternoon for fucks sake! I turned up the volume on the tv and tried to ignore the uncomfortable tightness in my jeans.

That alone would be enough to test anyone’s willpower, but I kept thinking about how Courtney had watched me fuck the toy. About her words as I did it, encouraging me, and how that had made it even hotter. I wanted to experience that again. I wanted it badly.

“Again you slut?” Courtney laughed and sure enough I could hear Jasmine moaning. She must be going for a second round on top of the cock. I unzipped my pants and slipped my hand in to massage my swollen prick.

“Hey, no jerking off in the living room! Take it to your bed.” Courtney called out, she was standing in the hallway between the kitchen, bedrooms and living room, and once again she’d caught me. It was my own fault of course, what the hell was I thinking, rubbing one off out in the open like this. Well, it’s obvious what I was thinking.

I hurriedly zipped up my pants, and tried to figure out how to get up and head for my room without my excitement showing. Courtney watched in amusement.

“Dude, just go and ask her for it. She’ll be done in a moment. You know you want to.” She said, smirking at me.

She was right of course, as always. I really, desperately, wanted to shove my cock into something and, since neither of the girls seemed interested in volunteering, I wanted that toy. What’s the big deal, I asked myself. We’re all adults. There’s no need to be embarrassed by natural urges.

There was a loud shuddering cry from Courtney’s bedroom as Jasmine orgasmed again. “See.” Courtney said. “It’s free now. You need an ass to pound.”

Teased beyond endurance I pushed myself to my feet and half staggered past Courtney who, sure enough, started directly at the bulge in my jeans. “Oh yeah, it’s a lot bigger than you.” Was all she said. Ignoring her I headed to her room and opened the door.

Jasmine half sat up as I barged into the room. In my need I hadn’t even thought to knock. The movement displayed her curvy form to its best advantage and I paused in the doorway, mouth hanging open as she grabbed a sheet and half-heartedly covered herself. The damage had been done after all.

“Ah… I… um… may I…” I stopped. How exactly do you ask someone to borrow their sex toy? They don’t teach that in college. Jasmine didn’t speak, she just stared at me, the thing sheet doing little at all to cover her magnificent breasts. I could sense Courtney behind me, but she wasn’t helping either.

“I’d like to borrow your toy.” I blurted out, my cheeks scarlet now with embarrassment and my face so hot it felt sunburnt.

Jasmine didn’t look at me, instead she looked behind me. She looked at Courtney, as though asking for permission. Whatever she saw, apparently it was what she needed.

“What do you need it for.” She asked, her voice a little breathy from her exertions. I blanched, was she really going to make me spell it out.

“I’m ah… horny.” I said and Courtney snorted. I blushed further, my condition must have been quite obvious. Having come this far and humiliated myself so much I might as well go the rest of the way. “I’d like to fuck it.” I said, the word sounding harsh as it came from my throat. Jasmine giggled.

“He really did it.” She said, again looking behind me at Courtney. “You said he would but I was sure…”

“Guys are easy.” Courtney said dismissively. “Get them horny and they’ll do anything.”

I stood there as they discussed me like I wasn’t even present, apparently the center of some little game or bet they had going. I should be angry, I was angry, I just needed to cum first so I could think clearly enough to be furious with them.

“Very well. You may fuck my toy Brandon.” Jasmine’s voice was full of laughter as she spoke, I just wanted to sink into the ground and vanish.  But I wanted to fuck more. I walked towards the bed eager to grab the toy and retreat. I was just about to put my hands on it when Courtney spoke up again.

“There’s just one catch.” She said, clearly savoring the words. “The toy is Jasmine’s but you’re in my room, and I have a rule. Jasmine follows it and so will you.”

I turned to look at her. Courtney is skinny and not particularly tall. I must outweigh her by at least seventy pounds. I could take the toy and just go. But I wasn’t going to do that, and she knew it. There’s just something about her that makes people do what they’re told.

“The toy stays in my room.” She said, every word triumphant. “I get to watch. And you take the cock. Just like Jasmine.”

I stared at her, my mouth hanging open. She had to be fucking kidding didn’t she? Behind me Jasmine gave a nervous giggle. It was exactly the deal she’d made of course. But, this was different, wasn’t it?

“I’m not gay.” I snapped. Courtney shrugged.

“You’re horny.” She said simply. “Horny enough to fuck any hole you can get. If you want to cum, ride that cock.”

We locked eyes. I channeled all my frustration and anger into the glare I gave her. I still lost, looking down at the floor then round at the cock, still coated with Jasmine’s juices and sticking up on the bed.

“Everyone’s a little bi Brandon.” Courtney said, her voice surprisingly soothing and reassuring. “Ride the cock. Feel what it’s like from the other side.” I stared at the toy, she was right, it was a lot bigger than me. Could I really fit that in my…

Courtney laughed, she could tell I was considering it and even in doing that I was losing.  I was giving in. This was crazy. What the hell was I even thinking?

“I’ve got lube.” Courtney continued. “If you ask her I’m sure Jasmine would apply it.”

I glanced at Jasmine, who smiled back, apparently only too happy to obliged. I couldn’t actually be considering this could I. I looked at the cock again and my own dick throbbed, demanding attention. What did I really have to lose? I had already thoroughly humiliated myself in front of both girls and they had made it pretty clear that neither of them had any interest in fucking me anyway.

“This never leaves this room.” I said and I sounded hoarse.

Jasmine nodded eagerly. Courtney just shrugged. Courtney would do, whatever she wanted when it came down to it. But she had no reason to tell anyone. I pulled off my shirt and unbuttoned my jeans, yanking them down followed by my boxers. Courtney laughed again as my cock sprang out.

“Jasmine would you please…” I couldn’t go any further. Fortunately Jasmine was not inclined to torment me the way Courtney no doubt would have. She nodded and reached over for the lube.

“Bend over please.” She said. I did as she requested, reaching down to touch my toes. I felt incredibly vulnerable and exposed like that. Something about obeying Jasmine’s polite and quietly voiced instruction hit a core much deeper inside me than Courtney’s more aggressive posturing. As I stood there allowing her finger to press into me, coating my asshole with the lube, I felt more submissive than I ever had before.

When she was done, she stepped back and I stood up again. There was only one thing left to do. Courtney didn’t give me a chance to back out.

“Hop on.” She said.

Of course it wasn’t quite that simple. I’d never done anything like this before. I climbed up on the bed and squatted over the jutting cock, kneeling down until I could feel it again the crack of my ass. There, I hesitated. Courtney and Jasmine were both watching me intently. If I did this, I would have a cock, maybe just a fake one, but a cock still, in my ass. Courtney tapped her foot impatiently, then growing tired of my stalling she took control.

“Jasmine, hold the cock still for me.” She told her friend, who hastened to obey. Then she climbed onto the bed next to me and putting her hands on my shoulders pressed down.

I could have fought her off. Like I said, I’m bigger and stronger than she is. But what Courtney knew was that I wanted this, even if I couldn’t quite admit it to myself. So I sank onto the thick shaft as her hands encouraged me downward.

As the cock pressed into my ass I heard myself moaning. I didn’t sound exactly like Jasmine, but the similarity was obvious and Courtney spotted it too, grinning at me.

“I knew  you’d be a slut for big cock.” She said as I started to move myself up and down, riding the toy.

She moved her hands away so that I was now doing all the work, but I didn’t stop, sliding it deeper into me, groaning in pleasure. My cock throbbing and twitching as the thick shaft filled my ass.

“See Jazz, he loves it as much as you do.” Courtney continued. “Go on Brandon, fuck yourself. Ride that cock.”

And I obeyed her, moaning deliriously as I moved up and down. I could only guess what I must look like to the two girls, who clearly loved the show I was putting on, but I didn’t care any more. I just needed to cum and I was getting close.

I started thrusting faster, fucking the cock with a purpose. I could feel it so close now, just a little more. And with a grunt I shot a stream of cum onto the bedsheets as my orgasm took me.

Courtney laughed. “I guess you’re more of a bottom than a top Brandon.” She said.


Made to Wear the Brat’s Panties
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Made to Wear the Brat’s Panties

The doorbell rang for the fourth time in thirty seconds. Someone really wanted to get my attention. Sighing, I pushed back my chair and stood up. I’d been sitting in my office for a couple of hours straight, so I stretched as the doorbell rang yet again. Whoever it was, they weren’t going to go away. Well, I could use a break anyway I thought.

When I opened the door I was surprised to see my son Tyler’s girlfriend Samantha standing there, her finger still prodding at the doorbell. She glared up at me her chest thrusting out. I’m not the best at reading people, but I could tell she was angry. I tried not to stare at her cleavage, but it wasn’t easy with the low cut top she was wearing and her substantial chest. It wasn’t hard to guess what Tyler saw in her.

“Hello, Samantha.” I said. “Tyler isn’t home at the moment.”

“Give me back my panties.” She snarled and I blanched. How could she know about that?

“I don’t know what you’re talking about Samantha.” I tried, hoping to calm her down.

“I know you fucking took them you perv.” Her voice was starting to get louder and I glanced around. So far none of my neighbors were about. “Do you jerk off in them thinking about Tyler fucking me, is that it Mr. Harris?”

“Samantha, I don’t have your… your… clothing, and I expect you to talk to me with some basic politeness.” I tried to instill some authority in my voice but it came out a bit high pitched. She clearly wasn’t going to back down. “Why don’t you come in and we can discuss it like civilized adults.” I tried.

She sneered at me for a moment, then shoved me to one side and pushed into my house. I hurriedly closed the door, glad that at least there was no chance of my neighbors watching the spectacle. I turned to talk to her, but all I saw was her ass swaying in those tight fitting yoga pants as she walked down the hall towards my bedroom.

“Where are you going?” I asked nervously.

“To get my panties back.” She said, throwing the door open and striding in. I scurried after her. Bad enough she was accusing me of his, if she actually found them…

“You can’t just barge into my house, call me names and…” I started to say, but she wasn’t listening. She stormed around the room, pulling the comforter back on the bed, looking under the pillows and pulling open drawers. I stood there watching her and trying to think of a way to stop this, but she was determined.

Finally she yanked open the door to my nightstand and there they were.  The shocking pink thong that I had found on the floor of the bathroom one night when she was staying over with Tyler. The panties that I had swept up into my pockets and savored on so many nights since then.

She dangled the bright pink panties on her index finger, waving them generally in my direction. The look on her face was a mixture of triumph and fury.

“I fucking knew it.” She spat. “What did you do, jerk off thinking about Tyler doing me? Do you like your women young?”

I stood there, speechless, helpless before her anger and scorn. What could I say, that it wasn’t like that? Except it was. Not about Tyler, but every time I wrapped those panties around my cock I pictured Samantha pulling them down over her full ass and dropping them on my bathroom floor.

“How many other girls panties have you stolen perv? Huh? Should I look around and see?” Samantha challenged him. She wasn’t scared, she knew who had the upper hand here.

“No! Please!” In my panic the words came out fast and shrill. Samantha sneered in contempt. “I’m… I’m sorry. Okay? It was wrong of me, I shouldn’t have taken them. They’re yours, take them… please. Just…”

“Just what Mr. Harris.” She emphasized my title. “Just don’t tell Tyler? Just don’t tell your wife, oh… sorry, ex-wife. Or does she already know you’re a panty stealing sicko? Is that why she ditched you?”

I winced, the words were an almost physical pain, jabbing and a still unhealed emotional spot. My wife didn’t know, but it would only confirm her low opinion of me and she would be only too happy to tell all her friends if she did find out.

“Please, take them.” I tried again. “I’m sorry, I want to make it up to you.”

Samantha stared at me, no doubt sensing my desperation. The anger subsided a bid to be replaced by a more calculating look.  I felt like I was being sized up and wondered what for. Then she threw the pink panties at me. Surprised I didn’t move quickly enough and they hit me in the face. She laughed at that.

“Did you sniff them. Mr. Harris? Are you a panty sniffer as well as a thief?” She taunted me. “Keep them. Like I’d want them back after you’ve cum all over them.”

I blushed bright red at her assumption I had jerked off in her panties. She was right of course.

“I… I will replace them of course.” I offered hesitantly.

“You’ll do more than that.” She snapped. “You need to understand how you violated me you dirty fucker. Strip!”

I blinked and stared at her, did she just say…

“Strip. I know the sort of things you did to me in your mind, now you’re going to see what it feels like to be leered at. Take your fucking clothes off and put those on.”

I didn’t know what else to do. This twenty year old blonde bombshell had stormed into my house and taken complete control in a matter of minutes. One stupid action on my part and I had surrendered all authority. Heart hammering in my chest and cheeks crimson with embarrassment, I started to pull off my clothes.

She watched as I disrobed, her anger changing slowly to amusement. As I pulled off my shirt she sat down on the bed and leaned backwards, getting comfortable for the show. I pulled down my pants, trying not to look at her, trying not to notice the way her eyes was roaming over my body.

For a forty year old I keep myself in pretty good shape. I don’t have the body of an athlete, but I don’t embarrass myself when naked either. Normally I feel pretty confident about my looks. Right then, with that twenty year old blonde watching my every move though, I felt totally inadequate. When I finished undressing I looked at her, not sure what to do next. She made a twirling motion with her hand so I obediently turned around.

“Not bad.” She nodded. “I can see where Tyler gets it from. He’s a horndog like you too.”

I flushed at the jab, but my body was betraying me and my cock twitched, already half erect. Samantha laughed.

“Show me what you did with my panties sicko. Jerk it?”

I followed her instructions, grabbing the pink panties in my hand and wrapping them around my hardening dick. It felt so good I groaned, and Samantha laughed again.

“You are such a freak.” She sneered. “Do you like that panty fucker?”

I stroked my hard cock with the panties, offering only a moan in response. She was right there, laying on my bed wearing that low cut top. I knew I would give anything to see her breasts right then. She leant forward, exposing more of her cleavage to my greedy eyes.

“Unghh… Unghhh.” She mocked. “Is that all you can say? Would you like to hear how Tyler fucked me with his big cock huh sicko?”

I flushed with shame, but my hand kept moving up and down my shaft, I wanted to so badly to cum right then as this young woman mocked me.

“That’s enough.” She said, knocking my hands away from my shaft. The pink panties hung off my cock. “No more jerking. You said you were going to make it up to me.”

I stifled a frustrated moan and nodded my head, eager to keep Samantha pacified.

“I’m going to need some new panties.” Samantha grinned at me. “In a bit you’re going to take me shopping. Do you have any more of my panties?”

I shook my head vigorously, fighting the urge to squeeze my cock again, it twitched and the panties bobbed up and down. Samantha giggled.

“Aww poor boy. And now you won’t be able to get any more. Tyler broke up with me yesterday.”  I blinked in surprise at that piece of news, he hadn’t said anything about it. “Apparently his father,” She bit off the word. “Didn’t think I was good enough for him. What does his father think now, huh James?”

I moaned, squeezing and jerking my cock faster, flushed with shame because what she said was true. I had called her slutty and cheap. I knew Tyler could do better.

“Am I good enough for you James? My panties are good enough for you aren’t they. Good enough to squirt in. Tell me how much better than you I am.”

“Y-you’re so much better than me.” I gasped, still stroking my cock. “I don’t d-deserve your panties.” Samantha laughed at that, laying back again and watching me. “I’m just a nasty panty stealing pervert.” I groaned.

“That’s exactly what you are. You don’t deserve to even sniff my used panties.” She mocked. “And you looove my panties don’t you Jimmy?” I moaned, my cock throbbing as I stroked it with her pink panties. “Do you need to cum Jimmy?” She cooed. “Beg me.”

“P-please.” I moaned. “Please let me cum in your panties. I need to so bad. I’ll buy you as many panties as you want.” She laughed again, my voice sounded so desperate.

“Very well Jimmy, squirt your sticky cum in my panties. Get the all messy the way you like.” I whimpered, my cock throbbing with desperate need.  Tightening my grip I stroked faster and Samantha laughed again, watching me as I jerked my cock with her panties, crying out as I came into them, spurt after spurt of my seed soaking the material.

“Put my panties on Jimmy.” She didn’t even give me a chance to recover or for my thoughts to clear. I was too shell shocked to resist. I stepped into the skimpy panties and pulled them up over my legs and around my crotch. They barely fit, pressing against my still hard dick. The cool wetness of my cum was an unpleasant reminder of what I had just done and how I had embarrassed myself in front of my son’s ex-girlfriend.

“You like that don’t you Jimmy or do you prefer Jenny?” She teased. “You dirty panty fucker. Does wearing my cummy panties excite you?”

I didn’t answer, because the truth was it did excite me. Even this soon after cumming, just the feel of them against me was keeping me hard. Something I didn’t even think was possible at my age.

“Maybe I’ll sell you my old, used panties. Would you like that Jimmy?” You won’t be able to steal them any more after all. I nodded my head, it was pathetic but I really hoped she would sell me her panties. She sneered at me. “First though you need to buy me some panties to replace the ones you stole. Put your clothes on.”

I moved to take of her panties, but she shook her head.

“No, keep those on. I want you to remember what a filthy pervert you are while we’re out shopping. I think wearing the panties you came in will do the job, don’t you?”

I nodded again and started pulling my other clothes on. I was happy to cover myself up again, but she was right, I was very conscious of her panties hugging my crotch the whole time.

“Now we’re going to go and pick out some nice, sexy panties. I’ll want them for my new boyfriend. Bring your credit card Mr. Harris!”

*     *     *     *     *

Samantha had me drive her to Sweet Nothings. It was a lingerie store located in the nearby mall. I wondered, as I opened the car door for her before getting in to drive, what any watching neighbors would make of this. I was divorced of course and free to see whomever I wished, but Samantha was twenty years my junior and my son’s ex-girlfriend. If anyone was watching it was only a matter of time before rumors spread and eventually my wife would hear about it. I could only imagine the reaction that would get. There was also the question of how Tyler would behave if he found out.

Samantha did not care about any of that though. She barely acknowledged my presence in the car beyond giving me cursory directions. I might as well have been her chauffeur.

When we arrived at Sweet Nothings, Samantha just sat there and waited. It was obvious what she expected me to do.  I got out the car and walked round to let her out. She smirked at me as she slid out of the car and then walked in front of me towards the store. It was embarrassing to trail after the woman like this, but it did give me the opportunity to stare at the luscious ass of hers wiggling in those tight yoga pants. She glanced back at me and laughed, clearly enjoying having me on an invisible leash.

If following Samantha around outside the store was embarrassing, being inside it was even more so. There were a few other men in there, but it was mostly women and none of the men were twenty years older than the woman they accompanied. I got several judgemental looks from people who assumed I was having a mid-life crisis or taking advantage of some naive young girl. I couldn’t exactly tell them I was the one being taken advantage of.

Samantha walked straight up to the counter where two pretty young women immediately recognized her. I hung back feeling awkward and uncertain while she giggled and chatted with her friends. One of them, a brunnette, glanced over at me.

“Who’s your friend?” She asked.

“Oh, Jimmy’s here to buy me stuff.” Samantha laughed. “Say hello Jimmy.”

I raised my hand in greeting, feeling my cheeks flush as I did so. The young women giggled, staring at me appraisingly.

“Not bad.” The brunette said.

“Jimmy really likes panties.” Samantha said with an exaggerated wink in my direction. “If we could go to the private changing room the commission will be worth it.”

“Don’t let Tyler find out.” The brunette laughed grabbing some keys from a shelf under the counter and leading us towards the back of the store.

“Fuck Tyler, I’m done with him.” Samantha spat, her anger showing again. “But his dad is going to make it up to me, aren’t you Jimmy.”

I nodded, my mouth dry and scared to speak. The brunette gave me another curious look. “Mr. Harris?” She asked sounding surprised.  I looked at her more closely, oh god I recognized her.

“Hello Linda.” I muttered, she had grown up but there was no mistaking her now, the girl who used to play softball. She burst into laughter.

“Oh my god! I had no idea you were such a perv Mr. Harris.” She said, loudly enough that several people turned to stare. “Is that why you coached the softball team? Were you perving on us?”

I didn’t answer, my cheeks were burning, people were staring at me and Samantha just kept laughing. It was beyond humiliating and yet, I could feel my cock stirring again, pressing against the damp panties I was wearing under my jeans.

Linda took us through to the back of the store and into what was obviously a stock room. “No one will be back here for at least an hour.” She said. Just make it worth my while. “Anything you touch, you buy!”

With that warning, Linda left, closing the door behind her with an ominous thud. I looked at Samantha, waiting for instructions.

“Give me your credit card.” She said, holding out a hand. I dug into my pockets and pulled out my wallet. Her foot tapped impatiently on the concrete floor as I fumbled, pulling my credit card free and handing it to her. “Hope you have plenty free on here.” She smirked. “Now, what shall I try first.”

She wandered around the shelves, poking in the various drawers, then pulled out a pair of lacy panties which she waved around. “Think guys’ll wanna hump me in these?” She giggled. I can see you do. Sure enough my traitorous cock was rock hard now and bulging against my jeans. “Strip down panty fucker.” She said, “Do what you do best.”

I didn’t hesitate, my cock was demanding attention and I was lost in a haze of arousal. I tugged off my clothes, throwing them aside and then pulled down the panties, scooping them up and wrapping them around my hard dick. Samantha glanced over and snorted.

“Enjoy the show.” She said. “But no cumming till you’re told, understand.” I nodded, my hand already moving up and down my shaft.

Her eyes locked with mine, Samantha slowly pulled down her yoga pants revealing her smooth pale thighs and a pair of cute white bikini panties. She smirked as my eyes drifted from hers and down to her panties. She didn’t bother taking off her top to my huge disappointment and then shimmied out of her panties. I moaned at the quick flash of pussy. But she didn’t give me a chance to enjoy that, slipping on the tiny black panties and turning back around, striking a pose for me.

“I’d ask if you like them.” She said. “But you’d probably just say ungghhh.No cumming remember.” I nodded again, pathetically eager to please this princess.

I lost count of the number of panties she tried on, each time giving me only the briefest glimpse of her nakedness, teasing me. Sometimes she would just pose, other times she would wiggle her ass teasing me further. Finally though, with a pile of panties on the floor next to me, she settled on a red g-string.

“The next man who sees me in these is going to want to just tug them aside and fuck me, don’t you think?” She said, walking closer to me. “Not you though Jimmy. You’re not a man are you. You’re just my little, grunting, pay piggy.” She laughed moving closer until her crotch was pressed against my face. “Sniff me piggy.”

My hand continued to move, stroking my panties up and down my cock as he pulled my head against her crotch, rubbing herself on my face. I knew what she wanted, I leant forward and licked her cunt through the thin material of her panties. She moaned softly, pressing even closer, her hands gripping the back of my head, fingers digging in. My tongue worked up and down her pussy lips, soaking the panties, feeling the material rub against it.

“Make. yourself useful piggy.” She his, grinding her crotch against my face, almost smothering me. I worked frantically to please my princes, tonguing her with long, slow strokes along the length of her cunt lips. I wasn’t even allowed to touch her directly like this, I had to lick her through her new panties. My tongue grew raw from the material rubbing against it, but she didn’t care, her hips moving, humping against my face, fingers clawing at the back of my head, leaving marks, as an orgasm swept through her body.

When she was done she stepped back, sneering down at me.

“Not bad piggy.” She said. “You’ll get lots of practice at that.”

I shivered at the meaning of her words, this wasn’t going to be a one time thing. My hand gripped my cock harder.

“Now a reward.” She said, gesturing towards the small pile of panties. “You may jerk off on them. Go on panty fucker, shoot your load on my new panties.”

It’s pathetic I know, but I didn’t even hesitate, I crawled over to the pile of skimpy panties and started stroking. My cock was throbbing from all the teasing it had received today. I could feel my saliva and Samantha’s juices drying on my face and the pink panties felt so good around my shaft. I squeezed and stroked, moaning in my eagerness. Samantha laughed, watching.

“Linda had no idea what a perf Coach was, did she.” She taunted. I nodded, acknowledging the truth of her statement. “She still doesn’t know the whole of it, not yet.”

I moaned, jerking faster, my cock twitched and throbbed in my hand, the material of the panties rubbing at my skin making it tender but the pain only adding to the sensations flowing through my body. Samantha’s words enveloped me, her laughter echoing in my head, amplifying my shame. But I couldn’t stop, all I could really think of was cumming.

“That’s it piggy, jerk for me.” She taunted. “Squirt on my panties. You want it so bad.”

“Unghhh.” Was my only response as I shuddered and gasped, muscles clenching and releasing, strings of cum shooting from my rock hard cock to land on the lacy material I was kneeling over.

Samantha laughed again, leaning over and putting my credit card under my cock head so that some of my cum dripped down onto it.

“You really are a filthy piggy.” She sneered. “All done?”

I nodded, so tired now, suddenly even kneeling up was an effort. And, slowly, as my cock subsided, the reality of the situation was seeping back in. The consequences of what I had done began to emerge in my mind. I bit my lip, looking up at her.

“Samantha…” I began, trying to think of some way to minimize the damage my own behavior had caused. But it was too late.

“Take the card piggy.” She cut me off, holding out my cum coated credit card. “And the panties. All of them. Go to Linda and pay for them.”

I stared up at her in horror. She couldn’t be serious could she?

“You said you’d buy me the panties Jimmy.” The anger returned to her voice. “So fucking do it!”

I scrambled to my feet, scared of what she might do if further provoked, hastily gathering up all the panties, trying to ignore the smell of my own cum on them. Bundling the panties against my chest I reached out and took my credit card, feeling the cum squish against my thumb. There was no way Linda could miss what was on the card. What would she think now? But what choice did I have? At Samantha’s instruction I had damaged the stock, I would have to pay for it, before I could leave the store. I was so totally screwed. I just had to hope Linda wouldn’t tell anyone else.

“Oh and Jimmy…” Samantha said as I moved towards the door. “Later we’ll talk about what else you can do for me.”
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